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Melting paint....

When Joanna refused to jump into bed with Alex Malis he assumed she
was frigid! But the arrogant entrepreneur sensed thwasn't just the
intense Egyptian heat that was responsible foringgthe cast-iron defenses
that Joanna had erected since the end of her meriwever, there wasn't
any future in a no-strings affair--no matter howamsghe ached for Alex..



CHAPTER ONE
'ALL right, | give up—I'm lost.’

Alex Marshall grinned wryly—half an hour alone imet Egyptian desert,
and already he was reduced to talking to himsedfirdsn't a man who was
given to conceding defeat easily, but the roadwzat quite clearly marked
on the map as a single, straightforward route niewded into two, and there
was no clue to tell him which one he should take.

Standing up behind the wheel of the dusty Land Roke lifted his

binoculars and scanned the surrounding landscdape niorning sun was
rising rapidly into the hot blue sky, baking thdlge hills and tumbled

scree to oven temperatures. Neither man nor beakt survive out here for
long...

So it came as quite a shock to realise that he 'tvaleme; he was being
watched, from close quarters. She had risen likérage out of the rocks at
the side of the road, the very last thing he wdlde expected to see in this
God-forsaken wilderness—a cool English blonde.

His first thought was that she had a great pailegs— they started
somewhere down in the desert, and ended in paraahsewere clad in a
pair of faded, dusty denim jeans that fitted tisé@nder length so well she
looked as if she'd been born in them. He couldait te get a look from the
back.

The T-shirt that topped them was just as niceledil but the eyes that
glittered at him from beneath the brim of a flopmtton sun-hat were the
sort that could flash and turn you to ice, evahéfthermometer—as now—
was climbing way into the hundreds. Apparently gidn't welcome his
appreciative survey.

'Hello.' He tried a smile, but somewhat to his sisgit didn't seem to have
its usual effect. She had put her sunglasses an,dgd he could still feel
the frost from that steady gaze. 'l... seem todweny some difficulty with
my map. Could you tell me how far | am frolaqato al gabrin?"



'You're there.'

'Here?' He glanced around in surprise. There seéméé nothing but a
jumble of rocky outcrop. 'Where? | don't see arljage?'

It isn't a village. In Arabic,Tagato al gabrinmeans Crossroads of the
Tombs.'

'Oh..." He looked up at her, a little puzzled by thgid hostility in her tone.
Granted, his initial appraisal had been ratherdimaous, but with a shape
like that she must surely be used to an occastyaak male reaction.

But apparently she was the type who didn't much frarthe male reaction,
he reflected, studying her more discreetly. Pityhe-sould have been quite
a looker if she made the effort.

He'd put her in her late twenties, five-ten in ls¢ockinged feet, and
certainly not above a hundred and twenty pounds. \8d&isn't wearing a
scrap of make-up, and the

strands of hair straggling from beneath her battbet had been bleached to
straw by the sun.

And the way she was standing there, feet aggrdgsapart, hands on hips,
was positively masculine. But the impression credig the strong brow
and determined chin was somewhat belied by a vetyymnose, and a hint
of soft vulnerability about her mouth.

Alex frowned. Just what was a lone Englishwomamgaut here in the
middle of nowhere anyway? In all his discussionghwhe Ministry of
Industry and Resources in Cairo she hadn't beerioned—he had been
given to understand that the area was completgippulated.

'‘Are you living out here?' he enquired quizzically.

She shook her head. 'Working,' was her terse regpdte lifted one dark
eyebrow. 'I'm an archaeologist.’



Ah—that might explain a number of things! It apmzhthat she was better
informed than he was. 'l didn't know there were arghaeological sites in
the area,' he remarked, trying hard to win eventhesshadow of a smile.

'‘Well, there is,’ she retorted, not unfreezing bg degree.

'l see.' He switched off the ignition of the Landr, and climbed out.
'Mind if | take a look?'

As he moved towards her, she stepped quickly ldafiences bristling. He
slanted her a look of sardonic humour; if she wasied about him, what
was she going to make of a mining-camp housing ugsvaf fifty men
plonked right on her doorstep? Mind, she looked enthian capable of
taking care of herself, he reflected drily—he'dlbher against a bunch of
sex-starved quarry-men any day of the week!

But as she turned her back on him and began tdalprover the scree, that
rear view, lovingly hugged by the fading denim, wea®rything he had
anticipated. It was fortunate, perhaps, that hegeasy to be rather too busy
to think about women while he was here—he foundcti@lenge in those
blue eyes really quite intriguing.

Which was really slightly crazy, he told himselitiva hint of self-mocking
amusement—he had never been attracted to thatypraggressive type; he
liked his women sweet and soft and feminine. Thet heust be getting to
his brain!

He was a week early; April, the Department of Autiigs had told her, and
it was still only March. Joanna felt a knot of apdrustration twist in her
stomach. There was still months of work to do twasate the tombs
properly, and soon it would be too hot to work l&tand by the time the
weather began to cool again, in September or Ogtdiewhole side of the
valley would have been reduced to rubble, rippettdpr the extraction of
the valuable mineral ore in the rocks.



They would never have done this to her fatheryefiected bitterly. Maybe
she should swallow her pride after all, and ask tarpull strings for her,
while there v as still time. He would do it, of ¢e@; naturally he had bees
ready to offer any help she needed with her "irdfgut .

Her mouth twisted into a wry smile. Maybe he cotildrelp it, but his
attitudes were as ancient and dusty as the munimiegas such an expert
on. The illustrious Professor Julian Holloway, rewmed Egyptologist and
Fdlow of the Royal Society, was a plain old-fasledrchauvinist, and just
couldn't imagine why his only daughter might wamestablish a name for
herself in her own right.

To be honest, it wasn't the most important dighe world. There were
hundreds—thousands—of ancient tomb-sites scattdoedy the banks of
the Nile, and there was no reason to suppose tlesvould have escaped
the attentions of grave-robbers when even mogtefitose in the Valley of
the Kings, a little way further downriver, had beeamprehensively
stripped of all their treasures. The only reas@dsheen granted permission
to excavate them was that they were about to beoyesl.

She hadn't expected Alexander Marshall himselfhiowsup, especially
alone and in a battered old Land Rover. She hamjresed him at once, of
course—he was rarely out of the news, if not f& hithless business
dealings then for his outrageous private life. ldd Bven been prepared to
shove his own father and elder brother aside tm gaintrol of his
company—and the scandal of his divorce, and hisemous affairs, had
been a staple of the tabloid front pages for years.

It was obvious how he had earned his reputatios nsiised, slanting him a
covert glance from behind the useful defence otllagk sunglasses. He had
put his own sunglasses on now, but the way hedwadt at her before had
made her feel... as if she wasn't wearing any efth

He was perhaps even better-looking in the flesh thahose fuzzy black
and white newspaper pictures, she acknowledged wsttme
reluctance—the camera couldn't really do justicdghimse strong-boned,
aquiline features, or catch the crisp curl of laskdhair.



But there was no mistaking his arrogance, nor biblessness—it was
written into every cynical line of that hard mout#tnd though he was a
good many years younger than her father—the nevespéad him down as
thirty-five—she would guess that he was just as hmat an obdurate
chauvinist.

They reached the top of the low rise that hid tmlis from the road. The
dark, gaping tomb-entrances were in two rows, sixhe lower level, three
above, carved deep into the weathered yellow liamesof the hill. She
gazed at them with a sharp twinge of regret; threka half thousand years
they had been here, and now in a few more weelswbald be gone. .

Alex glanced around the bleak site, one dark eyelifted in faint surprise.
'Who's in charge of the dig?' he enquired.

Joanna's eyes glittered with icy anger; she migivehknown he would
assume that it would be a man in charge. 'l are,gsbund out.

He smiled in wry apology. 'l see. Have you foungithimg interesting?'

She shrugged her slim shoulders. 'No spectacutdresaof gold, if that's
what you mean,' she conceded reluctantly. 'Thesisibothing like as grand
as the ones up in the Valley of the Kings. Butté@lBng us a great deal about
the day-to-day lives of the ordinary people— whagyt ate, how they
prepared their food, how they organised their hbokks. We could
probably find out a lot more..." She slanted hitoak of bitter resentment.
'‘But of course, now that you've arrived, we woet tipe chance.’

He lifted one dark eyebrow in quizzical enquirygdther from that remark
that you know who | am?'

'Of course." She injected her voice with severajreles of frost. 'Mr
Makram from the D of A warned me you'd be comingedih | wasn't
expecting you until next month.’'

'I'm sorry," he responded on an inflection of sarddnumour.



Joanna felt her palm itch-to slap that arrogane fdte was just mocking
her; he knew full well that there was nothing sbald do to prevent him
starting work on his contract whenever he liked.

'Well, if you've seen enough, please excuse me,ragbped tautly, turning
him an aloof shoulder. 'I'm afraid | have a gresdldf work to do.’

Unfortunately the dignity of the effect was somewharred when she
missed her footing on the rough ground, and slippestrong hand caught
her instantly, like a vice around her arm.

‘Careful,’ he advised smoothly. 'If you broke yaunkle out here you could
be in big trouble.’

A sudden rush of heat flowed through her, and shehtr heartbeat skip
oddly. 'Th... thank you," she managed, her voiddtla unsteady. 'I'm
perfectly well able to take care of myself.'

'Really? I'm glad to hear it." He let go of her atfd like to take a look at
these tombs of yours—if you'd be so kind as to shwm#"

She slanted him a look of wary suspicion, scepti¢dhe interest he was
showing. But if there was the slightest chancéne Sould very much have
preferred not to have had to spend any more tinmgsicompany, but if she
could persuade him to delay starting his quarryesgn for just a few
weeks, it would be worth it.

‘All right," she conceded somewhat ungraciousligisway. You'll have to
mind your head—the roof's quite low.'

She led him down the slope, and into the secondtom the lower
level—the best one they had found so far. Pickipdner torch, she shone
the beam to light the way down the narrow passageed into the living
rock. Every time she came here, she felt againgiase of awe for all the
timeless ages that had passed since men haddingt but this place; just
touching the rough walls, she felt as though she mvaking some kind of
tenuous link with those long-past generations.



'Careful,’ she warned. 'lt's a steep slope, lmuhdt far to the bottom. We've
put in a rope hand-grip to help. Wait here tillet glown, then I'll shine the
torch for you.'

She clambered carefully down, and then called upifa to follow, playing
the torch-beam on the rough-hewn ground underfedieaedged his way
after her. He was so tall that he had to bend &leh@sble to avoid hitting
his head on the roof. As he reached the bottonsaadjhtened beside her,
Joanna found herself suddenly a little breathlessttten it was always
rather hot and airless down here.

She flashed the torch around the walls, showing kiv@ paintings,
thousands of years old but so incredibly well-preseé that they could have
been painted only yesterday. 'This is the firsnaber," she explained, a hint
of proprietorial pride in her voice. 'We think ita® built for a local viceroy
of the eighteenth dynasty—that would put it at dltba fourteenth-century
BC. The decoration is typical of the period.’

'Very nice.' He sounded genuinely impressed. Hehesd out his hand to
touch the hieroglyphics carved into the rock. 'nder what these mean?"

"Behold Osiris, the scribe of the holy offeringsadl the gods. Worship to
thee who has come as Khepera, as the creator ofjatie,” she read
fluently. ' "Thou risest, thou shinest, making htighy mother, crowned as
king of the gods.™

He glanced down at her in astonishment. 'You cad 1"

She felt a stab of annoyance; did he think shesea® kind of amateur? 'Of
course," she responded coolly. 'It's an inscriptiom the opening chapter
of the Book of the DeadThe painting is of the funerary procession; the
mourners are bringing offerings of food and sptoesustain the spirit on its
journey to heaven.'

'l see.' He studied the mural, a faint smile cup\nrs mouth, and Joanna felt
suddenly uncomfortable as she guessed what hehivééng; most of the
figures were draped in a white cloth that had hesnted to appear almost
transparent. 'Rum lot, those ancient Egyptians,'rérearked; he had



removed his sunglasses, and in the glimmer ofdrehlight she could see
the glint of mocking humour in his dark eyes. 'Ehdy dress like that all the
time?’

She forced herself to return him a long, cool lookt—was rather

disconcerting to have him standing so close, $amtal wide-shouldered and
so...uncompromisingly male. 'Most of the muralghadt particular period

appear to show a similar style of clothing,” shepomded with frosty

dignity. 'Would you like to see the burial-chambdi#® nodded, and she
shone the torch- beam across the floor. '‘Be caleftd—there's a robber-
trap. I'll cross first, and then hold the torch you.'

The trap was a deep pit that opened right acrespaksage. Investigation
had revealed it to be about twenty feet deep, lutaadeterrent to

grave-robbers it clearly hadn't been too successhg burial-chamber,

when they had reached it, had long ago been |auftéd treasures.

They had placed a plank across it, weighed dowh sandbags, to make a
bridge, and she skipped nimbly across, and theteddor him to follow
her. The beam of the torchlight threw his shadowiregy the far wall, huge
and menacing, and she felt her mouth go suddeglyTdhey were all alone
down here, and the nearest village was five miesya.

She stepped back quickly as he reached her sitie plank-bridge, hoping
he wouldn't hear her heartbeat pounding. Thikéskurial-chamber,’ she
announced, her voice sounding oddly unsteady t@Wwerears. 'We found
the remains of the sarcophagus, and a few bitseod@nopic jars, but all the
rest had been stolen.’

‘A pity.'

Was it just her imagination, the way he was lookangper? She retreated a
little further into the chamber. 'Unfortunately) #ie other tombs we've
found so far have been in the same state,’ shedush "We were hoping to
at least find something that would identify the wgants, but unless we can
find a sarcophagus still intact it doesn't seeny likely.'



'How many more tombs are there?' he enquired.d#is tvas quite neutral,
but the way he was standing there, his wide shoyd®pped against the
wall, gave her the uncomfortable feeling that he Warring her way out.

... I don't know for sure. We've found nine sn faut there could be more.’
'We...?'

She hesitated, wondering if it was quite wise tb Hem know how
unprotected she was out here. But he would findaaytvay soon enough.
‘Just... myself and my assistant, Annette.’

He arched one dark eyebrow in surprised questlast two women?"

'Yes.' She felt a flood of heat rush through Nate'te perfectly capable of
undertaking a project like this.’

'Oh, I'm sure you are.' There was no mistaking thiat hint of mockery.
'‘But isn't it rather heavy work?'

'‘Not with modern equipment.” She was beginningind his proximity a
little too much to cope with. Mustering as muchnilig as she could, she
moved past him, back towards the plank-bridge. I'Wedt's all there is to
see, I'm afraid..." And if he so much as triedotach her, he would find out
just how strong six months of humping great bighearound had made
her.

But he made no untoward move, merely following hdtier as she stepped
across the plank-bridge and scrambled up the stopeerge into the bright
glare of the Egyptian sun. She drew in a long, daeath, feeling a little
foolish now for letting him unsettle her like tHat what had really been no
reason.

'Well... As | said, all the others we've found so &re in much the same
condition.' She felt much calmer now—it must haws peen an unexpected
attack of claustrophobia. 'But we've started toldwger down— we think
there may be another level below this one.’



'‘And how long would it take you to find out?'

She glanced up hopefully, searching his face, bsha could see was her
own reflection in his sunglasses. 'Oh, about.e¢hmonths,’ she suggested
tentatively.

'We'd have to finish by the end of June anyway—dtla be much too hot
to carry on by then.'

'l see.' He shook his head with what she could simave taken for genuine
regret. 'Well, I'm sorry, but | won't be able twgiyou that long. We've a
contract to meet. We start blasting in three weeks.

She stared at him in startled horr8tasting? You mean you're going to use
dynamite?"

That oddly intriguing mouth quirked into a mockisigile. "Well, what did
you think we were going to use?' he taunted. 'Packkshovels?

She returned him an angry glare, not amused byumsour. 'You're just
going to blow everything up?' she demanded, blazing

'Well, not quite as drastic as that,’ he conced&dt modern quarrying
methods are pretty efficient.’

'It's nothing but licensed vandalism!' she flaf¥@u're just going to destroy
all that history...'

‘The decision isn't mine,” he pointed out drilyt's'lthe Egyptian

government's. The country needs the foreign exchanat exporting the
ore will bring in. You can't eat history, or pubm your kid's feet instead of
a pair of shoes,’

She felt her fist clench. He was perfectly right,course—but she'd be
damned if she was going to admit it. ‘Well, sindeale so little time, I'd
better not waste any more of it," she rapped, @ ibither voice. 'Good
morning, Mr Marshall.'



That cynical mouth curved into a mocking smile.dfik you for showing
me around,’ he drawled. 'l shall probably be segingagain, Miss... ? Or is
it Mrs?' he added, deliberately provocative.

'Ms." Why, three years after her divorce, was stié s defensive?
'Holloway.'

He acknowledged the stilted introduction with alsfiinclination of his
head. 'l see. Well, Ms Holloway, it's been veryagknt meeting you. I'm
sorry my arrival signals the end of your work heldeean imagine how
frustrating that is for you.'

She found that he was holding out his hand, expgdter to shake it, but
with a sudden rush of embarrassment she rememhevedough her own
hands were from all the work and neglect she haa lsebjecting them to
for the past six months, how damaged her nails.

'Yes, well..." Instinctively she tucked her handsaf sight behind her back.
‘There's nothing much | can do about it, is there?"

'‘No, I'm afraid there isn't." Again that mockingiem'Goodbye, then.’
'‘Goodbye.’

She watched him go, her mind a tangle of confudidmy had she acted like
that down in the tomb—Ilike some prim little sch@am miss? Had she
been too long out here in the desert, that shddrgdtten how to respond
when a man showed her even a spark of admiratieist have thought
she was crazy.

Or more likely, she reflected ruefully, that sheswaaccustomed to it. She
twined one finger around the strand of hair thalt $lgpped from beneath her
hat, feeling the rough, dry ends; she had neglettégtribly these past
couple of months—out here in this hot, dusty clienslhe really ought to
take better care of it. And her hands were justubwhe couldn't
remember the last time she had given herself acueni



Not that she cared a damn what he thought of ler,reminded herself
forcefully. She didn't want him here. Unfortunatéigre was nothing much
she could do about it—Mr Makram had made it cledwen he had arranged
for her to be granted the licence to explore tmehi® that she couldn't be
allowed to hold up the mining of the mineral ores, essential to the
country's economy.

Well, if she only had a short time, she had bej&tron, she scolded herself,
dismissing all thoughts of Alex Marshall with agrof her slim shoulders.
She had no intention of letting any man—Ileast bbaé with a reputation
like the boss of Marshall Mining and Marine—distrazer from her
objective.

'Oh, just my luck, that he should come while | wasrere!" Annette
protested, gurgling with laughter. 'It isn't fair.'

Joanna grunted, her attention all on rigging aottior her camera, to
photograph the wall-decoration in the last burtzdimber they had found.
"You didn't miss much," she commented dismissivElild you manage to
get everything we needed?"

'‘Almost. The hypo-crystals haven't arrived yet—aigl $0 try tomorrow.'

Joanna frowned impatiently. 'He said that yestetdag complained. 'We're
nearly out, and we can't afford to wait—we've gogeét everything finished
before they start quarrying.’'

Annette's brown pansy eyes sparkled with mischisvepeculation. 'l
wonder... Maybe we could persuade him to give fesvanore weeks?'

'l very much doubt it," Joanna responded a lititeforcefully. 'He can't get
in here quick enough with his bulldozers, and starédshing everything up.
The only thing he cares about is his profits—hetgoing to let anyone
stand in his way.'



Annette looked a little startled by the venom afteaction. 'What's wrong?'
she asked innocently. 'Didn't you like him?"

Joanna slanted her young assistant a sardonic.s8tile of the age to

believe in romantic dreams, Annette had been drgdbr weeks over the
prospect of meeting the celebrated Alex Marshateflesh. And if anyone
could succeed in melting that rock-hard heart, réfiected with an odd

twinge of an emotion she didn't care to exploredeeply, it could well be

Annette. Small and extremely pretty, with a clodddark curly hair and

huge brown eyes, fringed by the longest, silkiashés, she could wind
almost any man around her little finger.

But Joanna felt a certain responsibility for hdtgmall, she wasn't even
twenty-one yet, and she was here to complete ¢lek-dourse portion of her
degree, not to flirt with a man as dangerous ag Marshall. 'l...hardly had
time to form an opinion," she responded, takinghty flexible approach
to the truth. 'He was only here for a few minutes.'

'Yes, but what was your first impression?' Anneeesisted eagerly.

Joanna shrugged her slender shoulders, hopinghteegdhe most supreme
indifference. 'He seemed rather too full of himsklf my taste,” she
dismissed casually.

Annette regarded her with naive sympathy. 'You'egen really fancied
anyone much, though, since your divorce, have yoh?I'm sorry..." she
rushed on anxiously as Joanna's jaw tensed. 'ldfibbave mentioned it...
l..'

Joanna laughed drily. 'Don't worry about it,' seeumed her, all her attention
on checking the focus of the camera. 'l certaioly'd | was very well rid of
the rat, and | have no intention of falling int@ tsame trap ever again.’'

"You mean...you don't ever want to get married reaihe younger girl
protested, aghast at such a prospect.

'No, thank you,' Joanna asserted with calm ceytaiMarriage isn't all it's
cracked up to be, I'm afraid. | much prefer beimgle.'



'You can see the strata the ores are in," Alextpdimut, sweeping his
powerful binoculars along the ridge of yellow hiba the far side of the
valley. 'It runs right along—that line of slighttiarker rock.’

His young companion nodded. 'l see it. What weeefital results of the
drilling tests?'

'Most of the ore is very high grade,’ Alex confieheolling out the
large-scale map on the bonnet of the Land Rovezll"&fart blasting here,
beneath that outcrop to the left, and work our alayg this way.'

Greg bent his fair head over the map, checkingctirgours of the hills
against the area Alex had marked. T see. Wheredayend setting up the
work-camp?'

'Where would you suggest?' Alex returned to him.

Greg frowned, concentrating. Newly qualified witlh@ngineering, degree,
he felt it was important to make a good impressflex wasn't the sort to

do him any favours just because he was his colisisay.. .just there.' He
pointed to an area closest to the river, at theosipp end of the ridge from

where blasting was to begin, and lifted his binacsito check that it was as
suitable as it appeared from the map.

It looked a pretty inhospitable place—a rough, socdun-baked hillside,
with just a few straggling thorn bushes and somechmal grass for
vegetation. The back door of hell. He swung thegga along the ridge, and
then back again abruptly. 'What's going on downetPiene asked, focusing
in to take a better look.

Alex felt himself tense with unreasoning annoyartee.the damned girl

was proving a distraction already! 'l forgot to rien it,’ he remarked

dismissively. 'l just found out about it last we&kere's some female doing
an archaeological dig. Don't worry—it won't be algem to us. | checked
with Makram—she's only got permission to stay uwilre ready to start
blasting.'



"You forgot to mention it?' Greg slanted him a gigal glance. "You run
into an angel like that out here in this God-foesalplace, and then forget
all about it? Pull the other one.’

Alex raised one dark eyebrow in surprise; 'angel Wwardly the word he
would have chosen. He lifted his own binocularsseming along the ridge
to find the half- hidden hollow where the tombs &etustered. But there
was no sign of the aggravating Ms Holloway—just oh&reg's pint-sized
brunettes, squatting on the ground, mending thdleaof an old shovel. He
vaguely recalled that there had been some menfiam assistant, but he
couldn't remember her name. 'That's not her...'

At that moment she emerged from the entrance abiiné. As he watched,
she reached up for a rope suspended from a blatkaakle, and began to
haul on it. God, she must have muscles on herlikavvy, he reflected in
horror—a man could get quite a shock trying to ¢edgb to that at night!

‘There she is," he told Greg. "The one in the yelleshirt.’

Greg looked, but didn't seem impressed. 'You cagp kéhat one,” he
accorded generously. 'T'll take the brunette.'éidnis gaze linger for a long
time. 'Mmm— very nice indeed.’

Alex laughed with sardonic humour. "You're supposelle here to work,
not admire the scenery," he reminded him drily.

Greg grinned sheepishly. 'Sorry. But there's nonhiargetting to know our
neighbours, is there? After all, I'm the one thgtigg to be stuck out here
doing all the hard work—you'll just be buzzing imdaout in your little toy
helicopter, looking important.’

Alex snorted at that friendly dig at his pride gog, his Bell Jetranger,
which he piloted himself. 'The privilege of ranké returned loftily.
'‘Besides, they won't be here much longer—once a Btasting, they'll
have to clear out.’'



He lifted his binoculars again, watching the gglshe finished hauling up a
trolley-load of rubble, and tipped row All that vyavork certainly kept her
in good trim, he reflected, somewhat revising tadier opinion. Most of
the women he knew dieted to the point of tediund, sment hours working
out in aerobics classes, but any one of them wbale killed for a shape
like that.

But he had an unpleasant suspicion that she wag ¢mprove herself to be
a damned nuisance—she seemed perfectly capalaleratiing a campaign
to delay him until she had finished excavating pezcious tombs. He
lowered the binoculars, and swung himself behiredwineel of the Land
Rover.

'‘Come on—if you've seen all you need to see owd ver might as well be
getting back to town,' he grunted impatiently €ltyot some calls to make.'

Greg glanced at him faint surprise, but climbea itite passenger seat
beside him. 'Right-ho,' he agreed easily. 'Althoughwouldn't hurt just to
stop on the way and take a closer look at the botibthat ridge," he added
with a wolfish grin.

Alex slanted him a look of ironic amusement. 'Slyibusiness, of course?'

'Oh, of course.'



CHAPTER TWO

'THERES a Land Rover coming this way—the same one that wast an
hour ago.' Annette stood up straight, shading fes &ith her hand as she
peered along the dusty road. 'l wonder who it is?"

Joanna barely glanced around as she checked #gcbabn the block and
tackle they had rigged above the tomb entrange.nb idea,’ she responded
with a careful lack of interest. It had been a wseice her unfortunate
encounter with Alex Marshall, but she had knowwmauldn't be long before
he was back.

Of course, it mighnhot be him in the Land Rover, but there wasn't much
reason for anyone else to be driving along thaghowack through the
desert—it didn't lead anywhere but to an old odsigy deserted since the
water had dried up.

"There's two of them," Annette announced. 'l thame of them's Alex
Marshall himself!'

There was a lilt of excited anticipation in heefrd's voice, and Joanna felt
an odd little stab of something she didn't carpuba name to. If Annette
should succeed where she had failed in persuadimgohdelay the start of
his operations, it would be all to the good.

'He's going to stop.' Annette swiftly brushed thistdrom her shorts, and
pushed her hair back tidily from her face. 'At leiis nice of him to say
hello.'

Joanna snorted derisively, refusing to leave hek.tH Annette chose to
make the effort to be pleasant to the arrogant MrdWall, that was up to
her—all she hoped was that she would retain eneagimon sense not to
let that smooth charm turn her head; she had nbdemce at all that he
would have any scruples about taking advantagemyduth and innocence
to entertain himself.



She took the rope, and wrapped it around her hamdisbegan to pull. She
had loaded the trolley a little more than someh&f tthers, and it was
maybe a little too heavy for her to lift on her qwnthout Annette to help,
but there was a certain vicious satisfaction in tmgethe physical
challenge. Gritting her teeth, she felt it begirbtalge.

It was just an odd prickle of awareness that waheedhat he was watching
her. She did her best to ignore it, but it wouldéneaken a stronger will than
she possessed to resist the temptation to slanvpescovert glance in the
direction of the Land Rover.

He sat resting his arms across the steering-whadalnt smile curving that

cynical mouth as he responded to Annette's flotetiadvances. He was
wearing those dark sunglasses again, so it wasssitgle to be sure of

exactly which way he was looking—and she certamdgn't going to give

him the satisfaction of thinking it bothered hethe slightest. Turning him

an aloof shoulder, she continued hauling up thk saoubble.

She had managed to raise the heavy trolley toogjhet the wooden ramp
they had rigged at the entrance to the tomb, tcentadasier to tip the rubble
out into the wheelbarrow, when she sensed thaatiledme up behind her.
He leaned casually against the rock wall at theaeoe to the tomb,
regarding her with a faintly mocking smile. 'Istiiat a bit too heavy for
you?' he enquired, deliberately provocative.

She returned his look with a frosty glare. 'Noalt she responded, tying
up the rope and manoeuvering the wheelbarrow ilasicep The front-panel
of the trolley was designed to lift out, allowiniget contents to pour out
easily.

He laughed softly. "You're a very independent ladgn't you?' he taunted.

'Very.' The wheelbarrow was awkward to manage shetd be damned if
she'd concede, with him standing there watching S&mehow she
managed to trundle it over to the dump and tiptleetrubble, struggling to
ignore him; but it wasn't easy—she could feel teathof his gaze with
every move she made.



There had been a time, a long time ago, when sbktmave been flattered
by that sort of interest from such an attractivenndrought up to believe

that a woman's role was to be pretty and pleasind,not to threaten the
fragile male ego in any way, she had seen marrgagéhe only goal a

woman needed in life. She had taken her univedggree simply as a way
of passing the time, and her father had been delighhhen she had married
one of his brightest young proteges.

Real life had come as a rude awakening. Happy tmlye helping her

husband, she had been merely puzzled at firshtbtiat she was the one
doing most of the research, while he took all treslit. It had dawned on

her only slowly that she was being used to advaigeareer, but with that
realisation had come the stirring of her own arohiti

Paul hadn't liked it, of course, when she had edlatb assert a little
independence; he had done all he could to keeprhenat he saw as her
place—he had even sunk so low as to try to pershadé& have a child,
and when she had refused he had called her an unfenbitch. And then

he had compounded the humiliation by starting dairafvith one of her

oldest friends.

The divorce had been painful, but at least she wlder now, and
wiser—too wise to fall for a man like Alex Marshaller defences had been
erected with care. The first of them was her deditee neglect of her
appearance—which made it all the more disconcettiaghe seemed not to
have noticed that her hair was such a mess, héres@ld and work-worn.
If the newspapers were anything to go by, he ugwadint for the sleek,
well-groomed sort—models and actresses, mostly.sBatsensed that he
was the kind of man who would always have an eyafaoman, even if
she was dressed in a sack.

He watched her walk back from the tip, trundling tharrow. 'How's it
going?' he enquired. 'Found anything interestirtg'ye

Joanna slanted him a suspicious glance from bdmendsunglasses. The
remark seemed casual enough, as though he was ymeraking

conversation—except that she doubted Alex Marséadr made casual
conversation without having some ulterior motivee kas probably



concerned that if she came across something reallyable the Egyptian
government might change its priorities and allowtbecontinue the dig.

'‘We're still clearing the passage into the burc@lamber,’ she returned
warily. 'It'll be at least a week before we canthedugh.’

'l checked with your friend Mr Makram from the Depaent of
Antiquities," he informed her, a definite hint aéal underlying his bland
tone. 'He confirmed that your licence was only ¢gdron the condition that
you vacate the site as soon as | declare it unsafe.

'I'm perfectly well aware of that," she respondethwcy dignity, all her

attention on unravelling the rope, which had somelgot itself tangled

around the pulley. Damn—the thimgpuld be just a fraction too high for
her to reach! She balanced herself somewhat poersdyiacross the tomb
entrance, stretching up on tiptoe, all too acutelyare that her T-shirt,
which admittedly had seen better days, had partedpany with the

waistband of her jeans, permitting him a tantagisgiimpse of her slim,
suntanned midriff.

He came over, reaching up easily and freeing tpe.rAgain she felt that
sudden sense of vulnerability as he brushed aghersand she breathed
the musky male scent of his skin. She stepped lsickggling to control
the ragged beating of her heart.

'Th... thank you,' she managed, her voice soundduajy unsteady to her
own ears.

'Don't mention it...'

There was a strange huskiness in his tone, astddkad been affected by
that fleeting touch. She lifted her eyes to lookaighim and found him
looking down at her. Something was weaving a sgpelind them, holding
them both in a kind of thrall...

'Where are you staying?' he enquired softly.



All of a sudden red lights and alarm-bells stageuhg off frantically inside
her head; that question, in her experience, hatbalfrequently been the
prelude to a request for a date. Instinctively sbgeated on to the
defensive. 'Why do you want to know?' she countgggdedly.

At once that smile took on a sardonic twist—whatestee had seen, or
thought she had seen, was gone. 'Simply out ofezarfor your safety,' he
returned drily. 'l wouldn't like to think you'd ot here after dark. I'll be
moving my men out here over the next couple of weakd while | can

guarantee that they'll be kept too busy duringddmgto even think about a
woman, once that whistle blows their time's themnd

She glared up at him in angry defiance, her hamdbes hips. 'Are you
trying to intimidate me, Mr Marshall?' she challedg

'l wouldn't dream of it, Ms Holloway,' he returngolacing a mocking
emphasis on the title she had insisted on. 'l waplg making you aware of
the situation. There's more than one reason wisysite may be considered
unsafe for you.'

‘Thank you," she responded tartly. 'I'll try ancheenber that.’

'l would if | were you."' Now his voice held an urstakable warning. 'l don't
like people trying to stand in my way.'

'So I've heard.' She allowed a sardonic edge tepcir@o her own voice.
'‘Whoever they are.’

'Oh?' He arched one dark eyebrow in mocking englingwing exactly
what she meant. 'You've taken an interest in my qaser?’

'Who could miss it?' she retorted with cool disdafiou seem to have a flair
for publicity.’

‘Not intentionally. And you shouldn't believe evilipg you read in the
papers.’

'Oh? You mean it's all a pack of lies?"



He laughed without humour. 'Well, not quite," he@eded. 'Let's just say
the tabloid version tends to be somewhat economiithlthe facts.'

She slanted him a sceptical glance. Maybe thatmasto some extent; but
there was no mistaking his arrogance, or his rafiness—it was written
into every line of that hard-boned, aquiline fadesmall shiver ran through
her. He was the kind of man who would get what heted—whatever he
wanted. And he wouldn't be too particular aboutrhéthods.

She shrugged her slender shoulders in a gestumditierence, turning her
attention to setting up the trolley ready to brugganother load of rubble.
'‘Anyway, it's really no concern of mine..

'Ah, there you are!'

Joanna turned, startled, as Annette appearedr-ahtared young man in
tow—the one who had been in the Land Rover withxAlentil that
moment, she had completely forgotten that they wresee.

'Sorry to have been so long," Annette added, Iijitineaware of any tension
between the other two. 'l was just showing Greg\tbmarch's tomb. Greg,
this is Joanna. Joanna—Greg Taylor.'

Joanna found herself shaking hands politely, muimgusome sort of
greeting.

'Oh, by the way," Annette added, oddly breathléss,suggested that Greg
and Alex might like to drop by and have dinner withtonight. That's all
right with you, isn't it?'

The words were casual enough, but there was a iglodwnette's brown
eyes as she glanced up at the young man by hethsitlinted that it was
very important indeed that she should agree. Andséemed equally
smitten, smiling down at her as if she were the @afithent of all his
dreams.

So that was the way the river was running! Neitbiethem had wasted
much time, Joanna reflected, with a wry twist ofusement. It looked like



a classic case of love at first sight. But it didge her in something of a
guandary. The last thing she wanted was to have Karshall come to
dinner, but how could she possibly stand in the efaywo such love-birds?

'Of course it's all right," she forced out, herlemather brittle. 'So long as
they don't mind what they get—it's my turn to cook.

'Oh... No, it's all right—I'll cook," Annette offed quickly, her cheeks a
pretty shade of pink. 'l wouldn't want to give yibe extra work.'

Joanna interpreted this very astutely as Annatteerstandable desire to
show off her excellent cooking skills. She laugheéth dry humour. 'All
right—I'm more than happy to leave it to you.'

Annette's eyes signalled her thanks, but her matoweards Greg was
breezy. 'Well, we'll see you tonight, then. We Uisuaork here till quite
late, so we don't eat till about nine. Will that®K?'

'Yes, of course. Er.. .it will, won't it, Alex?"

The older man shrugged his wide shoulders in aigesf acceptance. 'Oh,
| think we can manage it,” he confirmed lightlye timcipient smile that
lingered at the corners of his mouth indicating the was mildly amused
by what was going on. 'Thank you for the invitation

Annette smiled up at him a little apprehensivelyyas clear that, in spite of
her earlier boldness, she found. Which was probplsyas well, Joanna
reflected drily; he'd eat her for breakfast.

As the other couple moved away, Alex turned to Hemope it isn't too
much trouble for you?' he enquired just a shadesticitously—heknew
how much of an effort it was going to cost heritdlgough this meal.

'Of course not,' she returned, the hint of froshén tone intended to warn
him that even if the other two were hovering on Ibhiek of romance, it
changed nothing between them.



But he merely smiled with mocking humour. "Thern&l§ look forward to
it,'” he murmured, impeccably polite. He held ow hand to her. 'Until
tonight.'

Joanna hesitated, her heart suddenly flutteringlanm at the thought of
allowing those strong, sensitive fingers to enfbler own. But if she
avoided the challenge, he would have scored soneed{i victory. So she
kept the touch fleeting, drawing back before he tivaé to capture her.

'Until tonight,’ she concurred.

With a farewell nod, he swung himself into the LaRdver. '‘Come on,
Greg, we'd better get going—we've got a ferry ticlta

The younger man had some difficulty tearing himaglfy, but with a last

wave he too climbed into the Land Rover, and iapleared down the road
in a swirl of yellow dust. As soon as it was ousijht, Annette gave a little
skip of joy, dancing in a circle.

'Oh, Jo...! Isn'he gorgeous?¥ou do like him, don't you?'

Joanna smiled wryly. 'He seems very nice," sheeaigiteying not to sound
too cynical. 'And he's certainly keen on you.'

'Do you really think so?' Annette's brown eyesdetd all the soaring leap
of her emotions. "You're not

just saying that?'

Joanna gave her friend a playful hug. 'You'd haveet blind not to see it.’
She felt a faint twinge of envy, recalling how stesl once been so young
and eager for life—before life had taught her sdrauel lessons.

'l had to invite both of them," Annette added estlge 'lt would have
looked much too obvious just to invite Greg by hafhd didn't want him to
think | was too forward. You didn't mind, did you?'



Joanna laughed, struggling to keep her grip osé&ese of humour. 'Mind?'
she responded, feeling rather as if she was dragyvivhy on earth should
| mind?'

'Oh... Is that all you've got to wear?'

Annette had spoken impulsively, and now she wasdrio smile to soften
the impact of her words. But Joanna was defiafittd@rse—what's wrong
with it?' she challenged, a hint of belligerencéén voice as she surveyed
her own reflection in the chipped mirror screwedh® back of the door.

She had chosen, from the rather limited selectiomer wardrobe, a plain
white cotton shirt, cut like a man's, and a pailooke brown cord trousers.
She had tied her hair back at the nape of herwébla green Paisley- print
scarf, and her only concession to ornamentation svdsose, quilted
waistcoat and a silver-buckled belt.

It was a deliberately unfeminine outfit—unlike Antes swirling
Indian-print skirt and pretty embroidered top. Butn Annette would look
dainty and feminine whatever she wore. And anywagnna didn't have
anyone to impress.'lt's just... | thought..Poor éttemwas embarrassed, and
Joanna hugged her, laughing teasingly.

"You'rethe one to shine tonight," she reminded her. "Tl@eyt coming to
see me.'

Annette glanced up at her, frowning slightly. 'Inddknow,' she mused. "It
struck me that Alex was more than a little intezdsh you.'

'l doubt it," Joanna responded drily. 'I'm not elyakis type—he goes for
raving beauties.'

'Oh, but... If only you'd make a little bit of effa." Annette began to protest.
But Joanna cut her off with a forceful shake of ihead.

'No, thank you,' she insisted. 'lt just leads tmpbcations.’



A shadow of sympathy darkened Annette's sparklyegse'Oh, Joanna—I
wish... If only you could meet someone you realkgd. Not all men are
like your ex- husband, you know.'

'Oh?' Joanna chuckled teasingly. 'You're speakiom fwide experience
here, are you?'

Annette giggled. 'No, of course not. But you knbwever thought I'd meet
anyone like Greg.'

''ve no doubt he's quite unique,’ Joanna concediid,a hint of sardonic
humour. 'Unfortunately I'm finding that with evgugssing year I'm getting
even more picky.'

'Oh, come on," Annette protested indignantly. "Yalking as if you're about
a hundred! You're not even thirty yet!

'It's only another three months." Joanna smilegJywonscious of how

much older she felt. 'But even so, | can't seeraay matching up to what |
want.'

'Whatdo you want?' asked Annette.

'Oh..." Joanna tipped her head on one side, musiell have to have the
sense of humour of Victor Borge, and the brainStezen Hawking, and be
as kind and caring as Bob Geldof... and as gookitigaas Kevin Costner!

Annette chuckled, her eyes dancing. 'You're noingsior much!'

'See what | mean?' Joanna countered.

'‘But there arsomemen like that," Annette insisted, earnestly roncaiaind
then blushed a becoming shade of pink.

Joanna slanted her a teasing glance. 'Like Gregstance?' she enquired.

Annette blushed even deeper. 'Well...'



'‘Annie, you've only known him for ten minutes, he toutside,’ Joanna
reminded her with gentle concern.

'l know, but..." Annette's fine eyes took on a drgdook. 'How long does it
take?'

Joanna smiled wryly. 'Oh, about ten minutes,' sh@@wledged, reflecting
how easily she could have done the same, if lettperience hadn't taught
her to be more cautious. 'But just the same, talsbowly," she warned
anxiously. "You don't know anything about him—I'dté to see you get
hurt.'

Annette's soft mouth trembled slightly, betrayiraphvery vulnerable she
was. 'l know," she murmured. 'But..." The sound b&nd Rover pulling up
outside sent all other thoughts spinning from hrairl) and she rushed over
to the window. 'It's him!" Love had thrown her irdganic. 'Do | look all
right?' she pleaded, running back to the mirrasrtoth her hair and her
skirt, and fidget with the neckline of her prettpise.

'Oh... I'd better go and check on the dinner—walli yet them in?'

'Of course | will." Joanna smiled her reassuratfed don't worry—you
look gorgeous. If he hasn't fallen in love with yateady, it won't take him
long.'

She had barely finished speaking when there wap an the door. Annette
squeaked in alarm, and dived into the kitchen; daavas outwardly rather
more casual as she strolled across the room, thoeigbwn instincts were
urging her to hide too. But she had to survive &visning—for Annette's
sake. She could still remember what it was likeb& young and in
love—though it seemed like a long time ago now.

Pausing to steady her nerves with a slow, deephrshe pulled open the
door. Greg was on the doorstep, his eyes alight ait eager expectancy
that changed to an almost ludicrous disappointmdr@n he saw Joanna
standing there instead of Annette.



'Oh... Hello... How are you?' He was far too niggang man to forget his
manners completely, and his open smile won Joarresst; it was so
totally obvious that he was every bit as besoteArmette.

'I'm fine. Come on in," she invited, taking pity &m. 'Annie's in the
kitchen, checking on the dinner.’

'Oh... Well, perhaps I should...just go and ssbé& needs a hand, then, shall
I?' he suggested earnestly.

'‘Good idea,’ she agreed, tongue in cheek, notitlg saitisfaction the signs
of the effort he had made to spruce himself uptha evening—a slight
redness beneath his chin where he had shaved dosdbond time, a
betraying pleat in his shirt where he had ironadtiier inexpertly.

He shot her a grateful grin, and darted acrossabm—Ileaving her alone
to face the tall man who had walked in behind him.

'‘Good evening,' she managed, just the slightese td stiffness in her
voice.

'‘Good evening.' That hard mouth was curved into g wmile,
acknowledging the position they both found themselwn, as gooseberries
to the other couple.

He cast a brief glance around, and she followeakVes, trying to see the
tiny flat as he would see it. Close to the cenfreown, in the heart of the
tourist bazaar, it was above a narrow Aladdin'ssecalva shop that sold
everything from T-shirts printed with meaninglesgerbglyphics to
beautiful hand-engraved glass hubble-bubble pipdsapper tea-trays.

It was far from being a palace, though it was claat comfortable enough
for their needs. There were just two rooms, onaloth they used as a
bedroom, the other as a study, cluttered with baold papers and dusty
finds from the tomb site waiting to be properlyatagued. The kitchen was
little bigger than a cupboard, with an ancientgtase and a huge old stone
sink, and an occasional problem with scorpionsvitiich they kept a
jam-jar and a piece of cardboard ever ready.



The best feature was the wide balcony at the baitk,a spectacular view
over the floodlit ruins of Luxor Temple to the widaveep of the Nile;
Annette was trying to grow geraniums out there,with any great deal of
success. Tonight she had spread a red and whitkathéablecloth over the
weathered wooden table, and they had pillaged dtleecodd chairs from
the study to make up enough to sit on.

‘Nice place you've got here.’

‘Thank you.' She returned him a sardonic look, kngwhat the remark was
mere politeness.

'Oh, by the way, we brought along a couple of bettlf wine.' He held it out
to her. 'White—Greg brought red, to be on the safe.’

'Fine—thank you.'

She glanced fleetingly at the bottle, recognisimglabel. It was a very good
burgundy—a little extravagant to eat with suchrat®et meal, perhaps, but
then Alex Marshall looked like the kind of man wivould expect a good

wine whatever he was eating. Maybe it was just e e'd brought his

own, she reflected with a crisp touch of irony—#mnymous bottle of

plonk they had bought from the shopkeeper dowrsstaad probably been
standing around in the simmering Egyptian heattferpast six months, and
would taste more like vinegar than anything else.

Alex strolled across the room, and out on to tHedrgy, standing balanced
with his feet a little apart, his hands deep ingbekets of his khaki trousers,
his wide shoulders square against the sky. 'Nie& vhe accorded casually.

'Yes.'

Joanna spared a glance for the brooding ruinseaeimple, and the tranquil
river beyond, glittering darkly beneath the deseoon. If she had been a
romantic, she would have said there was somethHimgst magical about
the scene... But fortunately she had learned t@losuch flights of fancy a
long time ago.



Well, if this was going to be the height of theanwersation, it didn't bode
particularly well for the evening ahead, she muselderself as she moved
across to the table, sitting down and folding reerds together on the cloth
to stop them fidgeting.

Alex slanted her a smile of wry amusement. 'Have yoanaged to
maintain any other topic of conversation this aft@m?' he enquired,
nodding his head in the general direction of thehan.

Joanna glanced at him warily, not sure if an adimmssould be betraying
Annette's confidence. But since he was being stkfrenaybe she could
afford to be too. 'Not for very long,' she admittédve's young dream, eh?’

He lifted one dark eyebrow in quizzical amusemé&u sound a little
cynical,’ he remarked.

She shrugged evasively, glancing away. 'Oh, mayte' conceded. 'l
suppose I've been around once too often.’

'Only once?' he enquired with a trace of ironigylater.

'‘Once was enough.' She hoped her effort to soghtttiearted about it had
come off, though she suspected he was far too ppieredo be deceived.

With a casual movement he hooked out a chair, ahdasvn at the far end
of the table. 'You've been married?' he asked witlgentleness that
surprised her a little.

'‘Once,’ she managed.

'‘And divorced?'

‘Three years ago.'

An awkward silence fell again. Joanna was alreadyetting that she had
told him even that much about herself—she had ddédnto keep an

impersonal distance between them. But there wasgtng about this man
that was very disruptive to her hard-won peace ioidiand there was no



way she could pretend that the way her heartbestagng at this moment
was due to claustrophobia.

But to her relief, he chose to change the subjsball we make a start on
the wine?' he suggested, reaching for the bottle.

'Oh... Don't you think we ought to wait for the ets?' she suggested, her
voice a little unsteady.

From the kitchen came the sound of merry laughifere wait for them,
we could be waiting all night," he remarked withigpécacity. He pulled a
heavy-duty penknife from his pocket, and openedrkscrew from among
the various useful attachments folded into it. [Bepared,’ he mocked
himself mildly.

Joanna's lips quirked into a smile. 'You were a boyut?' she enquired,
daring to tease him a little.

He grinned, that hard face suddenly almost boyfstong time ago.'

She propped her elbow on the table, resting her ehiher cupped hand,
her blue eyes dancing. 'l can't imagine it,’ sheedu'Did you wear shorts
and a woggle?'

Dark eyes twinkled with amusement at her acrossatble. 'Of course.' He
took her glass and filled it. ‘What shall we drioR' he enquired, a lilt of
light humour in his voice. 'Young love? Or wisdondanaturity?'

'Oh, the latter, | think," she asserted wrylyla#its much longer.’

He laughed in ironic agreement. 'Unfortunately,'s@probably right.'
Joanna sat back in her seat, enjoying the richindis/e flavour of the
wine. A few years in the wood had given it a masubtlety that she found

very pleasing, a smooth sweetness that lingeredhentongue, deeply
satisfying.



It wasa romantic evening, she acknowledged to hersellight breeze
was rustling the leaves of the palm-trees alongitrexbank, cooling the
lingering warmth in the air. The sky was a velMathk, spangled with stars,
and the water was smooth and dark, disturbed oylg Bew clumps of
water-hyacinth that floated slowly downstream oe turrent. In the
distance, music was playing—there must be a dandeoard one of the
cruise-boats moored at the ferry-stage.

'So, what happened with your marriage?' Alex emrguwith the kind of
sympathy that could only come from someone whothadtien the same
rocky path.

'Oh..." She shrugged her slim shoulders in a gestiiended to convey a
measure of indifference. The usual, | suppose. Wéee probably too

young. It was fun for a while, but we were headimglfferent directions.

Unfortunately the person he chose to head off wiis my best friend at
the time.'

'l see.’

There was a moment of silence, broken only by thumd of laughter from
the kitchen. 'What about you?' she asked afterment

He swirled the wine around in his glass. 'Remarkaiphilar, as a matter of
fact. Only in my case, it was my brother.’

'Oh..." She shifted under the weight of a heavgatifort. Was that the
brother he had displaced from the family firm? Haat been his revenge?
But those were hardly the sort of questions shédcask him.

But he went on without a prompt. 'Like you, we weather too young—I
was twenty-three, she was twenty-one. And | hdsetaway a good deal of
the time—I suppose in a way it was only natural ier to turn to my
brother; he was a couple of years older than miegbgroomed by my
father to take his place as chair of the compamyl #hey had similar tastes,'
he added drily. 'Expensive cars, expensive clothes.



She sipped her wine, her eyes studying that dadhglsome face. The only
light on the balcony was the glow spiling out fronthe
sitting-room—Annette had put a couple of candleslyan glasses, but they
hadn't been lit yet. But the shadows did nothingdften the arrogant lines
of his features—if anything they lent him an almogsinister air.

'‘But then... you became chairman instead, didni?yshe enquired
diffidently.

He nodded, a hint of hardness around his mouthat'S hght," he confirmed.
'‘Unfortunately, between them, my father and myMteotvere making quite
a mess of things, so | had the board elect meadstéhen | bought them
out.'

That brief, ruthless explanation sent a chill séngdlown Joanna's spine.
From the newspaper accounts, it had been shotéylat wife had left him
for his brother that he had ousted both him andr tfagher from the
company. Whatever his rationalisations, the implicawas clear—it had
been an act of pure revenge.

She had been a fool to let the wine and the molanligll her into a
dangerously unguarded mood, she chided herselfingdyr—she ought to
have known better. This was a man who got whatdsted, and damn the
consequences for anyone else. It would be wiséoriet herself forget that,
not for a second.



CHAPTER THREE

JOANNA took another sip of her wine. It was difficultmaintain her cool
facade, with Alex Marshall sitting there on theetkide of the table, still
watching her with those enigmatic dark eyes. Wass spark of genuine
interest in her that she could see there? Or wadayng some kind of
game with her, to try to prevent her holding uptiiaing operation?

She shifted edgily in her seat, glancing back dvrshoulder. 'Those two
are taking their time in the kitchen,' she remarieith a nervous laugh.
'‘We'll probably be lucky if we get fed at all tohig

But at that moment the other couple appeared, Aenbtushing
delightfully, her hair dishevelled, while Greg wasinaging to look both
pleased with himself and a little sheepish at #raestime. They were each
carrying a large serving-dish, which they set danrthe table.

'I'm sorry," Annette apologised breathlessly. Tl got a little bit...
overcooked.'

Alex's hard mouth quirked into a smile of ironicnmur. 'So | see,’ he
commented, surveying the doughy sludge in frortiof. 'Er... do | eat it
with a fork or a spoon?’

Annette giggled. "You might have to use a spoomafraid.' She sat down,
her eyes sparkling up at Greg as he held her obafior her. 'Oh... We left
the wine in the kitchen...'

'‘Don't worry about it," Alex put in. 'We might aglMinish this one off first.'

He filled their glasses with the burgundy, leanamgoss to top up Joanna's
glass before she realised he was going to. Sheitackté without protest,
but silently warned herself to be careful how mabhk drank; she needed to
keep a cool head—just in case the love blossomimgisiakably between
the couple on her left should prove to be contagiou



The rice really wasn't quite as bad as it lookedstja little soft—and
Annette's lamikoftawas always delicious. She dimpled with pleasutbeat
fulsome compliments of the two men, but it was ohsgi whose praise
meant more to her.

That was something of a relief to Joanna—she hatler@d whether, once
she had had a chance to see more of Alex, Annptefarence might begin
to waver. But her manner towards him was charaddrby the kind of
politeness and respect that suggested that hity-thie years appeared,
from her mere twenty, to be a generation gap as @a&the Nile Valley.

This fact seemed to afford him some amusement. Mragchim covertly
from beneath her lashes, Joanna was a little segbtod realise that he had a
real sense of humour; with Annette, and with hising cousin, there
seemed to be no trace of that mocking cynicismhéik a very attractive
laugh, too—deep and husky, lighting his eyes.

The table was lit by two candles, stuck in drinkiglgsses so that they
wouldn't blow out, and their flickering light seeth& sculpt the strong
bone-structure of his face, emphasising the igitice written in his high
forehead, the arrogant hook of his nose. He wasimgea casual linen shirt,
and in the shadow of the open collar she could ggena few rough, dark
hairs that curled at the base of his throat.

Her mouth seemed to have gone strangely dry. Itanaag time since she
had been so acutely aware of a man; after the hrpak her marriage, it
was something she had taught herself to avoid.tliBere was something
about Alex Marshall, an aura of power and raw misity, that couldn't be

ignored.

Suddenly he caught her eye across the table, lamayi they were five feet
apart, she could feel the hypnotic power of thaiegaolding her prisoner.
She didn't seem able to look away, although shevkhat he would see far
too much—all the vulnerabilities that she would é&gweferred to keep
hidden behind the brittle mask she customarily wore



... one in the Guimet museum that was wrapped imlésail. But Joanna's
the one you should really be asking—she's the &xqremummies. She's
written papers about it.’

The sound of her own name brought Joanna backtio, ead she turned to
her friend, as disorientated as if she had switarethe television in the
middle of a programme. 'l.. .I'm sorry?' she stanate

‘The Lyons Sailor,” Annette prompted innocently—e shad been so
absorbed in her conversation with Greg that shddwnitthave noticed if the

sky had fallen in around her, let alone picked hugp subtle undercurrents
passing between the two other occupants of the.tdlbn't they find out it

was an old sail he was wrapped in?’

'Oh... Yes. They pieced all the strips togethbg'explained to Greg, glad to
feel herself on safe grourtkaling with the dusty facts of ancient historty. 'l
turned out to have been ripped from one large sgpiace of material, still
with part of the rigging in it.’

'Didn't a lot of them have bad teeth?' Alex enguirgining in the
conversation.

Joanna nodded. 'Yes. Partly because the ceredlwindiet were very
coarsely ground, which would have caused a lot edirwBut many of the
Pharaohs, in particular, had a lot of decay, wkistgests that they ate a lot
of sugar. It does tend to make it rather diffidoltwork out how old they
were.'

'‘Don't they use carbon dating?' asked Greg.

‘That's to find outwhenthey lived, silly,’ Annette corrected him with a
teasing laugh. 'If they want to find out hdang they lived, they have to
examine the skeleton with X-rays—though even ttierhard to be sure...'

Joanna slipped back out of the conversation, sippar wine, watching the
young couple with affectionate humour. Greg wasnpting Annette with
guestions, listening raptly to her answers, agihhd waited all his life to
hear about the history of ancient Egypt.



It made her feel a little old, and maybe a litéelsshe had learned too soon
that love wasn't all it was cracked up to be. S hoped that this
promising romance wouldn't end in the same sadisE#ppointment she had
found—she wouldn't wish that on anyone.

From beneath her lashes, she slid a covert glamzards Alex. He too was
watching the younger couple, a glint of tolerantuaement in his eyes.
Were his thoughts similar to her own? If they haet mvhen they were
younger, as naively open to taking a chance as

Annette and Greg, could that spark of physical awess between them
have ignited into a stronger flame?

With a small inward shrug, she dismissed the suggesom her mind. She
had decided a long time ago that it was foolishv&ste her emotions on
regrets and might-have-beens. And where Alex Mdrstes concerned,
she reflected with a hint of stern self- chastisetnié was probably just as
well that she had had so many years to perfectiéemces. She had had
several warning glimpses already of how ruthlessdwdd be.

Those brown eyes turned towards her, but this §heehad no difficulty in
meeting them coolly. 'Would you like coffee?' sing@red. 'I'm afraid we
can't offer you anything stronger.'

'Coffee will be fine.' He rose to his feet. 'I'lyg you a hand with the dishes.’

She was about to decline the offer, but his glatidemeaningfully towards
the younger couple, wordlessly suggesting that auldl be tactful to
withdraw. A wry smile flickered at the corner ofrhmouth, and, with an
almost imperceptible nod of her head, she betokagesement. She wasn't
at all keen on being alone with Alex in the kitchéat if she had been
Annette, she knew she wouldn't have welcomed cognggthis point. And
besides, she told herself firmly, she could cogee bad had plenty of
experience in keeping men like Alex Marshall at@per distance.

Gathering up the plates she preceded him intoitbhkedn, and ran a careful
measure of hot water into the washing-up bowl—watas precious out
here in the desert, even with the Nile so clodeaat], and the lavish habits



of home had had to be adjusted somewhat.'Shall theukettle on?' Alex
enquired helpfully.

'Yes—thank you. It's there." She indicated with @wapy hand. The
coffee's in the cupboard above it.’

He set out only two cups, and she slanted him gaigng glance. 'l don't
think those two will want coffee,' he explainedjieker of dry humour in
his voice. 'They're finishing off the wine.'

'Oh..." She nodded in immediate understanding,irghavith him a smile

that acknowledged their benign conspiracy to letlne younger couple
alone. But that meant she was going to have tataiméim on her own for
a while. Aimlessly swirling the dishcloth aroundeonf the plates, she
struggled to find something to say to maintainftbe of light conversation.

'Have you been to Egypt before?"

'Frequently. We've got manganese extraction inSimai, and aluminum
over by the Kharga oasis. Not rich deposits, blitatale for the Egyptian
economy.’

The pointed look which accompanied his last wordsenan unnecessary
reminder that he had no intention of allowing herstand in his way. 'l

suppose so," she acknowledged, a wistful echorirvdiee. ‘It just seems

such a shame that money has to come first alinme't

He laughed without humour. 'Unfortunately, thagal tife," he reminded her
brutally. 'Besides, do you really believe you'reingoto find anything
important down there? There must be...oh, | dowk hundreds—maybe
even thousands—of those tombs scattered alongetigthl of the Nile
Valley. And most of them, as you said yourself, evstripped bare a long
time ago. The odds of your coming up with anythiaglly new must be
pretty long.’

The fact that he was almost certainly right did@tp her temper. 'That's
exactly the sort of remark I'd expect from youledtared at him. 'The
Egyptian civilisation was the root of the wholeoair history. Where do you



think the Greeks and the Romans got their ideas?ieverythingwe find
out is important—however small.'

'Whoa!" He held up his hand to stop her flow, lyisseglinting with mocking

amusement. ‘'There's no need to get on your higbehaloout it. Look, |

sympathise with how you feel—I'm interested in wiaiti're doing, and it
would be nice to be able to preserve it. But unicately, when you're poor,
history's a luxury you can't afford.’

'Very pious,' she rapped bitterly. 'And of courkeré's no harm in you
raking in a nice little profit in the process.'

'We make a profit,’ he conceded, a taut note ofiiepce creeping into his
voice. 'But not an excessive one. We do a gredtafemork in Africa—I
prefer to keep my percentages low, and get mordraxis. That way
everybody wins—more foreign exchange for the cquatmcerned, more
employment, and | still make the same amount ofeyat the end of the
day.’

She flashed him a look of simmering annoyance. tBate was really
nothing to be gained from arguing with him—he segmteoewin every time.
She had never met such an aggravating man in hige dife. He was
leaning against the kitchen table now, his armaef) his long legs crossed
at the ankles, quite relaxed, but his presence sg¢éondominate the small
room. He was a taker, she reminded herself grimist-jlike her
ex-husband. And anyone who was foolish enough t@ gvould get
absolutely nothing in return.But when he smiletiext, offering a truce, she
couldn't help but smile back; that smile did altts®f crazy things to her
heartbeat. 'So tell me, what made you decide te tgkarchaeology?' he
enquired in a friendly tone.

She hesitated for a moment before replying; sheldvbave preferred to
have stayed angry with him—it felt safer that w8yt it would have
seemed merely bad manners to have refused to spmsehe shrugged her
slim shoulders. 'Oh, following in my father's faefss, | suppose.'

'He's an archaeologist too?'



She glanced up at him in surprise. 'Professor dulmlloway?' she
prompted on a note of cool irony.

Alex met that with a blank look. 'I'm afraid I'vever heard of him.'

Joanna laughed with self-mocking humour. It hadagsvseemed to her that
everyoneknew her father. But of course, he was only refipous in his
own field— there was no reason why anyone out$idenrrow confines of
the archaeological world should know him.

Those dark eyes were smiling down at her. 'Hawvet Inpyself completely
beyond the pale now?' he teased lightly.

'Oh... No, of course not,' she responded, suddefilyle breathless—that
smile really was quite devastating at close-qusrtéfs just... Most of the
people | know are involved in archaeology, and ppsse it is a bit of a
small world. It makes a change to meet someone botside,’ she added,
conscious of the blush of pink rising to her cheeks

He nodded in understanding. 'l suppose it's pmeitgh the same in my
field," he mused.

'Really?’ Her blue eyes sparked with merrimentoSengirls I've seen with
you in the papers didn't look much like mining eregrs.'

He rocked with laughter. ‘No, | suppose not," Henawledged, chuckling.
'‘But for me it makes a change to meet a woman wh a model or an
actress. It's quite refreshing.’

She glanced up, and found him looking at her irag thhiat made her mouth
feel suddenly dry. He made a move towards her, sinel tensed,
instinctively defensive. But fortunately at thatment the kettle came to the
boil, and whistled shrilly. With a wry smile, herted his attention to
making the coffee.

'Milk and sugar?' he enquired.

'No—neither.'



‘Nor do I,' he remarked, bringing the two cups ovéou see? We have
something in common after all—even if it is onlyr daste in coffee.’

She took the mug he held out to her, careful natlow herself to brush his
hand or meet his eyes. She was finding it harddrhemder to control her
responses to him. In the confined space of theyditite kitchen she was
almost overpoweringly aware of that aura of raw cnésity that emanated
from him. But she was determined not to let him tbex he had any effect
on her—he wouldn't hesitate to take advantage of it

He had picked up a tea-towel and begun drying e she had washed,
slotting them neatly back into the wooden rack &bihe sink. She slanted
him a look of teasing humour. 'Well, this is unested,” she remarked
lightly. "'The mighty chairman of Triple M, dryinggies in a crumbling
Egyptian apartment?”l make it a policy," he resjgol) amused at her
challenge, 'to be able to do anything | expect aryese to do better than
they could do it themselves.' He held up the pgiathe light. There—see?
Not a smear.'

'Excellent,’ she approved. 'You must be a very deling boss to work for.'

'Oh, I don't think so," he demurred. 'l set higingards, and | suppose | don't
suffer fools gladly, but people don't seem to mihde never had a strike,

anyway.'

'Maybe that's just because no one would dare?ssfgested, her eyes
dancing.

'‘Maybe.’

He was standing very close to her—so close thatvsiseaware of the faint
musky scent of his skin. And those dark eyes sedaméé spinning some
kind of spell around her, holding her mesmerisedt Bne fought the
treacherous weakness with every ounce of her wiNgg.

'Well, that's the washing-up done!" she remarkes, Voice sounding
artificially bright to her own ears. "Thank you fgour help." She wrung out
the dishcloth, laying it carefully over the tapgity, and emptied the bowl,



and then she was able to pick up her coffee anceramay, perching on the
edge of the kitchen table. "Your job must involuete a lot of travelling?'
she enquired, determined to make polite conversatio

'Quite a lot." The glint of sardonic humour in leiges warned her that he
wasn't fooled by her cool demeanour. 'Though I'mpitng that as Greg
comes more into the firm he'll be able to take @me of the load.'

'Isn't he rather young for that sort of respongi!

He shook his head. 'lIt won't hurt him. | won't laad much on to him to
start with, of course, but he's a bright lad—an@ ke same age as | was
when | came into the business.'

‘That's what | mean,' she argued, recalling whdtheppened to him. "All
that time he'd have to spend abroad...'

'‘But Greg isn't married," he pointed out drily.

'Well, no, but..." Automatically her eyes turned thee direction of the
balcony outside, suspiciously quiet now.

Alex laughed in ironic amusement. 'Running on abitkly, aren't you?' he
remarked. 'They've only just met.'

Her eyes glittered defensively. 'l know,' she psted. 'But they seem...very
fond of each other..

‘At that age, it's just puppy-love,’ he asserteith Wrutal realism. 'They'll get
over it.’

She stared up at him, stung by the harsh cynigigmsiwords. 'What if they
don't?'

‘Then they'll survive a few separations,’ he redpdnevenly. He had put
down the tea-towel, and as he moved towards heosine that she couldn't
retreat. 'You know, you're quite the romantic, behithat mask of
self-sufficiency you wear,' he taunted softly. 'Ndayyou should let yourself



loosen up a little now and then—you might find &iemore to life than
dusty old Egyptian tombs.’

l..." He seemed to be towering over her, and shénérself compelled by a
force stronger than gravity itself to look up irttkmse dark, hypnotic eyes.
Where were all her defences now, when she need#d?iShe was still

holding her coffee-cup, but he took it firmly framer clenched fingers and
placed it down on the table beside her. And theputdis hands around her
slender waist, and drew her inexorably towards md as his head bent
towards hers, she was helpless to evade him.

His mouth brushed over hers, lightly, experimegtalsending an
uncontrollable shimmer of response running thraogh He smiled slowly,
and lowered his head again, the hot, moist tip isf tongue probing
insistently, coaxing her lips apart.

She yielded by a millimetre, and then another, atalot, but unable to
counter the irresistible power of his will. It hbden too long since she had
let any man get this close. He was exploring algiveet, secret depths of
her mouth with a flagrant sensuality that was Imggtier blood like a fever,
making her tremble like a teenager experiencingibsrkiss.

He had curved her back against the kitchen tabléhat every inch of her
body was crushed against the hard length of hid, e felt a wanton
stirring deep inside her. She had put up her hagdsst his shoulders, at
first in instinctive defensiveness, but now she wslaging to him, thrilling
to the sheer masculine power she could feel irsthe@oth muscles beneath
her fingers.

He sensed her response, and the kiss became deeperdemanding, his
lips crushing hers with a fierce intensity that veasfrightening as it was
arousing. His hand had slid up to cup the riperiiess of her breast, and she
felt the tender nipple swell and harden beneatlibthsh of his thumb...

There was a sudden click, and the dim lightbullpsoded from the ceiling
was extinguished, the buzz of the fan that providedint but welcome
coolness to the room ceased. From the balcony tixsea cry of surprise,
and from downstairs the shouts of the shopkeepghanfamily, raised in



protest at the vagaries of the power-cables thpplsd the house with
electricity.

'Oh... It's a power-cut." Joanna seized on the ssx¢a draw back out of
Alex's arms, grateful for the reprieve—she was shakith shock at the
realisation of how swiftly things had been gettiogt of control. 'They
happen all the time here.’

'Really?' In the hot darkness, the sardonic infbecin his voice conveyed
his recognition of her panicked retreat. 'Perhapbdtter go and see if | can
help fix it.'

‘Joanna?’ Annette's voice came from the doorwag. ydu OK?'

'Of course.' She hoped her voice didn't sound teteady. 'Mahmood will
have it fixed in a couple of seconds..." Even assgioke, the light came on,
and the fan started up again. 'There!" she excthimemphantly. 'No
problem. How about coffee, you two?"

Alex glanced briefly at his watch. 'Not for us, tikg," he said, slanting a
look of sardonic apology at Greg, who was standirthe doorway, his arm

openly around Annette's waist. 'We'd better beirggtback to our hotel.

Greg?'

The younger man grinned wryly. 'OK," he concedéactantly. ‘Coming.’

But not before bestowing on Annette a deep, lingetast kiss that left
Joanna aching with the memory of how Alex had kidser. He, at least,
didn't seem motivated to repeat the experiencen fincs cool demeanour,
she could almost have believed she must have irrdgin—-except for the
bruised softness of her lips, which still bore pingsical imprint of him.But
all she got from him in farewell was a politely fimal handshake, as Greg
finally let Annette go. '‘Goodnight,’ he said briskl

'G...goodnight." She withdrew her hand quickly,lifeg an odd tingling
sensation from his touch.



He turned to Annette, his smile softening. 'Goobhig\nd thank you for
the excellent dinner.’

She dimpled, blushing. 'Oh... Yes. I'm sorry alibetrice.'

‘Think nothing of it,' he assured her, gently tegsiBe seeing you." And,
placing a firm hand on his young cousin's shouldesteered him out of the
door.

As soon as they were gone, Annette spun roundc® Jaanna, her eyes
bright. 'Well? What do you think of him now?' srenthnded breathlessly.

'l think he's the most insufferably arrogant, atilhg, infuriating man I've

ever met in my life!" Joanna exploded with feelingrd then realised from
her friend's shocked surprise that the questionlbssh about Greg, not
Alex Marshall. 'Oh, no, | didn't mean Greg,' sheeaded quickly. 'He

seems really nice.'

Annette seemed hardly to notice the mistake—hes égel taken on that
dreamy expression again. 'He is, isn't he?' shedibappily. '‘But not at all
wet, if you know what | mean. It always seems so urifaat all the nice
men are such wimps, and all the ones that arenipwiare real rats. But
Greg's somehow...'

'Perfect?’' suggested Joanna, just the faintekefliof ironic humour in her
voice.

'Yes... Well, no—I know he's not perfect. Everybdhs faults.' She didn't
sound fully convinced. 'He's just so... nice."'

Joanna laughed, a little envious of her friendfsacdy to feel such a deep,
honest emotion. 'He's wonderful,’ she assured hemily. 'Perfect for you,
at least. Has he proposed yet?'

Annette blushed a vivid scarlet. 'No, of course'rabte protested, her voice
a little unsteady. 'We've only known each otheless than a day.
Goodness—was it really only this morning we met§etms much longer
than that.'



"You havegot it badly," Joanna teased.

'He said he'll call me tomorrow," Annette confidédsudden shadow of
anxiety crossed her eyes. 'Do you think he meant it

'Of course he did.

It was a relief to Joanna that her friend was sseebed with her own
love-affair that it hadn't even occurred to hemtmnder what the other two
had been doing in the kitchen. She wasn't suresli@vly she had allowed
it to happen, and she certainly didn't feel readgxplain it to anyone else.

What she needed was a little time alone, to thm&ugh her own feelings,
to set them in perspective. The memory of that ias still taunting the
fringes of her mind, and she was afraid that if ditia't manage to regain
her usual cool self-control it was going to be veifficult to face the man
when she met him again.

'Are you going to bed?' she asked Annette breéktlyink I'll just finish off
cataloguing that last batch of photographs befduen in.’

Annette stifled a yawn. 'Are you sure you don'tchemy help?'No, of
course not. | won't be long anyway. You get yolauig sleep—just in case
Greg comes round tomorrow.'

Annette smiled, her eyes alight with anticipatidrdon't know if he will,'
she demurred. 'l expect he'll be busy.’

'‘Not so busy he won't be able to find some excaseoie over,' Joanna
prophesied sagely.

'Well... | hope so. Goodnight, then." As she turaegy, Annette hesitated,
and frowned. 'What about Alex?' she enquired cshoul hope you didn't
mind being stuck on your own with him?'

Joanna managed a casual shrug. 'Oh, that's OKgspended, listening for
any betraying tremor in her own voice. 'lt was &etthan playing
gooseberry to you two.'



Annette laughed, but she slanted her a searchoig T6ou were talking to
him in here for an awfully long time,' she hintgmksulatively.

'We were doing the washing-up, mostly,” Joanna woad, her eyes
evasive.

'Oh..." Annette looked a little disappointed. 'laswvjust... | thought...'
Meeting with only a blank response, she shruggétkll, maybe not.
Goodnight.'

‘Goodnight.’

Joanna glanced around the untidy study, making rahaote to take an
afternoon to sort out the piles of junk. What Alaxst have thought... Not
that she cared what he thought, she reminded hersglly. Certainly he
was attractive, with all that rugged maleness larehtained by the urbane
gloss of his manners; but she had known any nuoftatractive men since
her marriage had ended, and she had had littldlEdn keeping them at
arm's length. There was no reason why it shouldgemy different with
Alex Marshall.

And yet... she was having a great deal of difficplishing him out of her
mind. That kiss had been more disturbing than sie dared to admit,
awakening responses inside her that she had nexperienced
before—even in the better days of her marriage.

Sitting down at the big wooden table, she restadchan on her propped
hands, her eyes unfocused. What was it about thatthat made him so
difficult to forget? She could still feel the imgaaf his mouth on hers, feel
the warm strength of his arms around her— everntliisking about it now

could make her heart beat faster...

So she really shouldn't be letting herself thinkwht, she scolded herself
impatiently. Putting the shoebox of photographs mlanvfront of her, she
began to sort through it, selecting the ones skedetkand tossing the rest
straight into the rubbish bin at her feet.



But it wasn't so easy to concentrate; the temptationdulge herself just for
a few moments was almost too much to resist. Shggled for a while, but
gave up; maybe she was just tired—by tomorrow nmgrnshe would feel
in control again.



CHAPTER FOUR

'DoN'T upset yourself over him." Joanna glanced dowerydung friend in

wry concern. It was two days since Greg and Alex ¢@me to dinner, and
neither of them had been in touch since; but her f@elings of relief were
tempered by sympathy for poor Annette's distrddsere are plenty more
fish in the sea.’

She had to confess to being more than a littlermag that Greg had failed
to follow through—she would have sworn that higrmest was genuine. But
again and again her thoughts went back to thatersation she had had
with Alex, in the kitchen. Puppy-love, he had cdlie—they would soon
get over it. Maybe Greg had just got over it quidkein Annette.

Or maybe Alex had decided he didn't want his yowngsin getting
involved in a relationship that might make him c#ant to spend the long
periods abroad that his job was going to requirayl he had deliberately
put a spoke in the wheel—had kept Greg so busyaba'thhad time to call,
even found an excuse to send him back to England.

She wouldn't put it past him, she reflected biyterlhe wouldn't care what

sort of hurt he caused, so long as he got his oayn We had been ruthless
enough to cast even his own family aside—he hae'nh tried to pretend

that those news stories weren't true.

Annette was struggling to put on a brave facentdk,' she admitted, a
wistful note in her voice. 'lt's just... | suppasenything had happened,
someone would have let us know, wouldn't they?'

'l should imagine so. Look, he's just a man, Annitey're ten a penny. The
only reason you thought he was anything speciallveaause you're stuck
out here in the desert with nothing else to comparewith. You wait—as
soon as we get back home, you'll wonder what yeu saw in him.'

Annette shook her head. 'No—he was special. It Mas.. Oh—I can't
explain it. It was like meeting the other half ofself.'



For a fleeting moment, the other girl's words dtrachord in her own heart.
But she pushed the thought away at once. 'Lookgktér be going. You can
bet your life if I'm late the ferry'll have left cime—for the one and only
time in history. I'll be back in a couple of houise you sure you can
manage that digging on your own?"'

'Of course | can.' Annette managed a brave sttilleprobably do me good.
Though if by any chance you happen to run into... ?

'l don't suppose | will," Joanna responded withtlggmumour. 'Anyway, for
all we know he may even have gone back to England few days.’

'He never said he was going to," Annette argueakble

‘Well, whatever he's doing, you're probably bettéf without him.
Cheerio—see you later. Don't find any mummies wintegone.'

It was their standing joke—the usual response Wasirice'd be a fine
thing," but Annette couldn't even muster that mtaday. If this is love,
Joanna reflectedas she drove the battered piclengbutly along the dusty
road, thank heavens I've grown out of it!

The ancient car-ferry was filling up rapidly whemesarrived Fellaheenin
their cool, flowing cottondjellabas were hunkering down along the
gunwales to pass the time of day as they waitethilast battered vehicles
to make their way down on to the low deck. Bask#tsioisy pigeons,
destined for the meal-table, were piled high, drmetd was already some
casual bartering going on, wads of grubby Egyptiannd notes changing
hands.

Joanna bought her ticket, and palmed sdraeksheeslio the man who
guided her safely on board, waving away the snialdl a&vho was trying to
sell her some rather unsavoury-lookimgsbousaOnce she had parked the
pick-up on the deck she climbed out, and haulesdifeup to sit on the roof,
her feet on the bonnet—she had discovered longhegdhis was the best
way to avoid being pestered by hawkers, and to miaei the advantage of
the cool breeze that drifted down the river.



Suddenly there was a commotion behind her. She cethnround

automatically—and recognised at once the dusty LRoder bearing the
triple M logo of Marshall Mining and Marine. Alex &shall was having a
loud argument in scrambled English-Arabic with fee'yman, who was
trying to insist that there wasn't room for anothehicle, when there clearly
was. But yelling your head off was no way to wie foint—not here in

Egypt.

Not that it concerned her in the slightest, sheimded herself coolly,
turning her back on him as if totally absorbed eteting a felucca tacking
up the river, its tall, graceful sail catching sightest hint of breeze.

The quarrel behind her was getting heated. Others Weginning to take
sides—mostly against Alex, which was doing notran@ll for his temper.
Much too used to getting his own way, she decidedlg—it would do him
good to come unstuck for a change.

'‘Joanna?’

Damn! She should have climbed down from the rodheftruck before he
spotted her. She tried to pretend that she hadvdtdh but that was
ridiculous. Reluctantly she turned her head.

He was standing there with his feet planted firomythe gangplank so they
couldn't move it, his wide shoulders squared agivrely, glowering down
at the somewhat smalléllaheerwho were trying to bar his way.

‘Joanna, do you speak the lingo?' he demandedianggt 'For goodness'
sake, come and help me sort this out! My Arabie&® pot up to it. I've
bought my ticket, and given this b... this blightemebacksheesH.can't
make out what his problem is.’

Everyone was looking to her now, and it was gutident that if she didn't
intervene the ferry was going to be considerablgydsl. So, with a weary
sigh, she clambered down from the roof of the trackl went to see what it
was all about.

'What's wrong?' she asked the ferryman.



He launched into a flood of Arabic, laced with ebety Nubian accent, but
she was able to pick up the gist of what he wasgaghe turned to Alex
with a dry smile.'He says you're carrying explosjvghe translated for him.
"You're not allowed to bring that on to the pulbéoy.'

His eyes blazed in angry indignation. 'I'm ndBut as the ferryman pointed
excitedly to an old crate in the back of the Larmy&, clearly marked with
the international symbol for dynamite, he laughed/lyy his temper
evaporating. 'Oh, damn. No, that's not explosivds.'leaned over and
picked up the crate, casually swinging it out & ttand Rover as all the
fellaheenstepped back in alarm. 'Look," he invited cordigfiglding it out
to show them its contents. 'It's just a load of dghers—er..waraq.'

The ferryman peered in cautiously, and then laugioed clearly most
relieved. 'Come, come," he urged, gesturing to Adedkrive aboard. 'Plenty
of room.’

‘Thank you," Alex murmured wryly, and slipping thend Rover into first
gear steered it carefully aboard.

‘Afwan,'Joanna smiled gratefully to the ferryman as helbdrher back on
to the boat.

'Irr sharrifeso,he responded with a polite little bow.

She would have liked to have been able to reteeaet perch, and avoid
any further conversation with Alex, but that wagatly going to be
impossible. As she stepped past the Land Rovedjihbed out, effectively
barring her passage.

‘Thanks for your help.'

‘That's quite all right,' she responded, as camdlpoliteness allowed.

He seemed faintly amused by her pose of indiffexeand she had the

uncomfortable feeling that he could see right thfoit. 'I'm glad to have
run into you," he remarked. 'lI've got a messaggdar friend, from Greg.'



She slanted him a look of sardonic enquiry. 'Oally@'

'‘Unfortunately he's been—er—"indisposed". An acgtse of gippy
tummy, in fact." The lilt of humour in his voice saf a man who would
never succumb to such a mundane ailment.

Joanna, who had an iron constitution herself, wouédye been more
sympathetic, but she wasn't prepared to unbendl @b dront of Alex
Marshall. "Thank you,' she responded stiffly. pf#iss on the message.’

But the man wasn't so easy to get rid of. 'Whattg?' he enquired, lifting
one dark eyebrow in mocking question. 'Do | getithpression that you
aren't too keen to encourage this budding lover&ffa

She glanced up at him in wary suspicion. 'Why stigqolu think that?' she
countered, wishing he wasn't wearing those damuaegdlasses so that she
could see into his eyes.

'Oh, just a certain lack of enthusiasm in your oese,' he taunted, that firm,
fascinating mouth curving into a smile of ironichhour. ‘Or maybe it's just
me that you don't want to talk to.'

She shrugged her slim shoulders in a gesture afatasncern. 'lt doesn't
bother me," she countered, the effort of keeping/bee steady draining it
of all expression.

He chuckled with laughter. 'Well, that's certaipiyt me in my place," he
remarked. 'My stepmother would approve of you. 8heks | have an
outsize ego, due to having too many women pursmedor my fortune.’

Joanna felt her cheeks flush faintly pink. In spit¢he modest tag, he must
know full well that his fortune had nothing to dathvhis attraction—she
had never even thought about it herself. But hiatroe of his stepmother
had stirred her curiosity, and she couldn't rebistopportunity to find out a
little more about him.

l...didn't know you had a stepmother,” she rendrkdanting him a
guestioning look. "Your parents are divorced advel



He shook his head. 'No—my mother died when | wasda My father
married again six years ago.'

'Oh..." Her glance was full of sympathy. 'What's bke? Is she nice?"

'‘As wicked as they come!" he fibbed outrageoustlyave to be careful of
every apple I bite into, in case she's put a spelt, like in Snow White.'

She couldn't help but laugh at that. 'Anyone léss$now White would be
impossible to imagine!'

From behind his sunglasses, she caught a glimttisfaction, reminding her
that she should never have let him break througloaeier of reserve. But
it was too late now—far too late. It wasn't everrtivavasting the energy
trying to fight it.

'How's the dig coming along?' he asked in a comersal tone.

'Quite well." She hesitated for a moment, but sightras well tell him of

the latest development—it probably wouldn't make @ifference anyway.

'We think we may have found the entrance to andtirab. It was hidden
underneath the rubble in the burial-chamber of Nemhbne, and it looks as
if it may not have been disturbed— at least notftwng time.'

'Very interesting.' There was an inflection of garid humour in his voice.
'How long will it take you to open it?'

‘That depends on how complex it is,’ she respoegdadively. 'We've got a
lot of rubbish to clear out of the way before wa gat to the first door. Then
there could be all sorts of chambers and passagi®i—it depends on how
important the person was, and how long they hadwtomk on the
construction of their tomb. Some of those in thdléyaof the Kings could
take up to five years—but of course, they're véaperate. Most of the ones
here are much simpler, cheaper versions, with maysteone chamber
before the actual burial- chamber.’

'How long?' he persisted, not to be deflected.



She turned on him with an angry glare. 'Anythingapa month.'
"You don't have that long,' he reminded her bluntly

She turned on him a fulminating glare. 'This cotlch out to be a very
important find.'

‘That's for the Department of Antiquities and thénistry of Economic
Affairs to sort out," he countered, a hint of siadiis voice. 'l think it would
have to be a find of quite spectacular importangeersuade them to delay
mining operations.’

'‘We'll see,’ she retorted, gripped by a violeneurgshove him over the side
of the ferry into the river. 'Not everyone thinkkel you—profit, profit,
profit—thank goodness. Some people are more coedeaboutreal
values!'

'‘Well, bully for them," he countered, his eyes tagher. 'lt's a good job
there's the rest of us willing to dirty

our hands making the filthy lucre so they canraffio do it.'

'Huh! You'll be telling me next you pay your taxis keep people like
me!"Correct.'

For a moment she glowered at him, frustrated ragensring inside her.
She had never met anyone so damnedperviousin all her life! And he
was laughingat her! Turning sharply on her heel, she stalkedyawhat
mocking laughter following her as she scrambletbuper perch on the roof
of the truck.

She sat with a rigid back, trying hard to ignore hevareness of him,
refusing to even glance back over her shouldee¢dafshe was still looking
at her. She had been a fool to let him beguileihir a semblance of
friendship with that smooth, practised charm. Heniteher friend—he was
her opponent, in a critical race to win the righteer that dusty patch of
hillside that no one had wanted for the past thheeisand years. It was
really quite ironic, when you came to think abdut i



At least someone was happy, Joanna reflected, varylysed by the way
her friend had been transformed from misery to ldpay merriment by

Greg's simple message. Ever since yesterday shbdwmdon a high; she
was even singing as she shovelled the rubble frentamb into the trolley
to be hauled up out of the way.

'‘Annie—put a sock in it,' she requested good- huexdly. 'If | hear that
song one more time, I'll scream.’

Annette's eyes opened wide with innocence. 'Doall ke it?' she
protested. 'They were playing it on the radio ttleeonight.’

'l know they were—and you were supposed to be ogpkce at the time,’
Joanna countered drily. 'No wonder it came out $i&ep.'

Annette gurgled with laughter. ‘It was a bit of'e&She stopped abruptly,
cocking her head to catch the sound she had begenihg for all
morning—an approaching Land Rover. 'ls it?' shespéied urgently.

Joanna slanted her a sardonic smile. 'Who elsednbbé?’
‘Are they going to stop?’

It appeared that they were. The tyres cruncheglgra the rough ground,
and the engine died. Then footsteps. With a swifichAnnette brushed the
dust from her T-shirt, her cheeks slightly flushath pink, but, with an air
of nonchalance that Joanna could only admire, gtkeg up her trowel and
continued to fill the trolley.

'Hi.'
Feigning a surprise that would probably fool no dn# a man besotted,

Annette glanced over her shoulder as Greg appaarthé entrance to the
tomb. 'Oh, hello," she responded lightly. 'How yoa?'



Greg grinned ruefully, bending his head to edgeways down the steep
passage. 'Rather better today, thank you. | hagtared stir too far from the
bathroom the past two days.'

Annette chuckled. 'Oh, nearly everyone gets ig' atsured him, her eyes
dancing up at him as he reached the chamber, ane ocger to take her in
his arms. 'So long as it wasn't hgfta?"

'Oh, no,' he assured her quickly. 'That was dalstewasn't it, Alex?'
'‘Best I've ever tasted.'

Joanna turned reluctantly. Alex had followed Gregvd the passage, and
was standing at the bottom, leaning one wide steoddsually against the
rock wall.

In the dim light of the bulb they had rigged orripdd in the corner of the
chamber he looked bigger and more rugged than eherreflected, her
mouth slightly dry. He was all male, aggressivaly she had never really
been attracted to that type, but there was songetitdout Alex Marshall

that made her react in a way she never had before.

'So this is where you've found the new entrance?rquired, glancing
around.

Reluctantly, Joanna nodded. 'Just here.' It wamare than a hole, low
down in one wall; originally it would have been eoed by the head of the
stone sarcophagus in the main tomb, but that hed §®mashed a long time
ago by robbers seeking treasure. It was only wheg had removed the
remaining rubble that they had uncovered the secteance.

He came over, bending to peer into the passagdvegnyhiad begun to clear.
'Looks like you've got a long way to go," he renearKIt's going to take you
a heck of a long time with those small trowels.’

Joanna felt her jaw clench with annoyance. 'Loak/'tdyou tell me how to
do my job, and | won't tell you how to do yourbésountered tersely. 'You



have to be very careful, even when you think yoyust clearing
rubbish—there could be something priceless in it.'

His mouth quirked into a smile of sardonic humaolbeg your pardon—I
bow to your superior knowledge.'

In spite of herself, it was difficult to suppressanswering smile. "You see,
quite often, one generation would just throw awhg treasures of the
previous generation,' she explained. 'Or use tloedouilding materials—to
in-fill a wall or a foundation-trench, maybe. Tisat’/hat makes it so much
fun—you never know what you're going to find.’

'l see...!

Somehow, in bending to look into the hole, themdwgehad come very close
together, and suddenly she found herself lookirgpdeto those dark eyes.
It was like looking into the heart of a fire—flamiéiskering, mesmerising
her, drawing her dangerously closer. Her lips\iegltm, remembering the
way he had kissed her...

‘Joanna—Greg and Alex have invited us to have dinith them tonight,
at their hotel." Annette's bright, innocent voidauptly broke the spell.
‘That would be nice, wouldn't it?"

'Sort of in return for the other night," Greg addeging to sound casual.
'We thought that afterwards we could all go orm®$ound and Light show
at Karnak.'

‘That would be fun." Annette's tone was light, bat eyes were pleading
with Joanna to agree. 'I've never actually begh@édsound and Light.'

'Well, why don't you two go?' Joanna felt a heeit the last thing she
wanted was to get dragged into going anywhere #igx Marshall. 'I'm
afraid I've got rather a lot to do tonight—youdve to count me out.'

'You ought to take a break," Alex put in, his voleeed with mocking
humour. 'All work and no play...'



Her eyes flashed him a frost warning. 'As you retath me yesterday, |
only have a few more weeks before I'm going to havabandon this site,’
she grated tersely. 'l can't afford to waste any.'of

'‘But you can't stay out here on your own," Annptimted out, a little
puzzled by her friend's uncharacteristic intransoge 'Especially once it
gets dark.'

'‘Anyway, | don't really fancy the Sound and Lighiganna persisted,
struggling to hide her desperation behind a bréttele. ‘It gets absolutely
packed with tourists.'

'Yes, but you know the layout so well you can shuswvhich way to go to
miss the worst of the crush,’ Annette argued.

'We were really hoping you'd come," Greg put inneatly. 'You're the
expert—you can fill us in on all the detalils.’

'‘Annette's quite an expert, too.'

'Oh, but | don't know nearly as much about it alyou do," Annette
protested.

Joanna could feel herself losing the fight. Alexsvetanding there beside
her, watching her with those coolly perceptive eke®wing that she was
searching in vain for another excuse, and sheatlif she was being
delivered right up into his hands. With an impattigigh, she shrugged her
slim shoulders.

'Oh, all right then,' she conceded grudgingly. ‘8o't forget, it gets really
hot in there. The stones have been baking in thalalay, and they give it
off like an oven.'

'Oh, yes—we'll have to remember to take some lbtttater,” Annette
suggested. 'We can pick some up from the hotel, wax?'

Alex smiled mockingly. 'You see? Already we're Wémgy from your
experience.'



She slanted him a look of cold dislike. 'Well, ie\ne finishing early, we'd
better get on," she reminded Annette, picking up thewel again and
turning him an aloof shoulder. 'lt's going to talsedays to clear this lot,

anyway.'

* % %

Joanna had been in something of a quandary abatttewlwear; much as
she might try to deny it, she wanted to look good#wot as if she was
trying to impress. Given the limitations of her dwaobe, and the need to
consider the trip to Karnak, it was a difficult deon.

In the end she had settled on a loose black catkint, banded with
coloured braid around the full hemline, and teamedth an indigo-blue
cotton and macrame top that had caught her eyelandown in the street
market. And she had tried hard to do something ha&hhands, pampering
them with a rich moisturising cream and touching ragls with pale pink
polish.

Annette was emphatic in her approval. 'There—thatish better. I'll tell
you what, I'll lend you my scarab- beads—you kntihe,blue ones. They'll
go lovely with that top. And why don't you let migrt the ends of your hair
a bit, just to tidy it up?'

It was easier to submit to these ministrations ttzaargue; Annette had
come close to guessing the truth already, and doaas reluctant to protest
too much, for fear it would give the game away.tBg time her friend had
finished with her, insisting that she use a littlascara and lipstick too, the
reflection she saw in the mirror reminded her ratthsturbingly of her
younger self.

Her hair, trimmed and tidied, just brushed her $ihens, a mass of golden
curls, and the colour of the lapis beads broughtieideep blue of her eyes.
The neckline of her top plunged to a deep V, tridméh macramé lace,
revealing just a hint of the soft valley between In@asts.

Maybe she should have stuck to jeans and a T-shietconsidered with a
sudden stab of panic—it couléldangerous t0 risk courting Alex Marshall's



interest in this way. But after all, she remindeniself a little unsteadily,
she ought to be more than capable of keeping amyatnarm's length—she
had had plenty of practice at that since her dizorc

And anyway, there was no time to change her mingd-rthe taxi he had
insisted on sending to collect them had arrivedh\igrim little smile, she
turned away from the mirror and picked up her hagdbAfter tonight,
there would be no more need for this sham of dedateng—Annette and
Greg could go it alone.

Needless to say, Alex Marshall was staying in tb&t botel in town; some
distance from the noisy, bustling district arouté tTemple, it had an
elegant air-conditioned restaurant, leading oua tlush terraced garden
overlooking the river.

He and Greg were waiting in the cool marble foybewthey arrived, and
they both rose to their feet at the same momemjrap forward to greet
them. Joanna felt a small shimmer of heat run gjindeer as those dark,
dangerous eyes slid over her in surprise and uakabte appreciation.
Why was it that all her carefully constructed defehseemed so vulnerable
when he was around? He only had to look at her...

She couldn't help but notice the interest he drewweawalked across the
foyer; not just the women, but the men too, weraravef that intrinsic aura
of authority he exuded without any apparent consceffort.

He was casually dressed for the hot evening, in whdte cotton slacks,
and a white linen shirt, the sleeves folded baclerotis strong,
sun-browned wrists. He must have been in the shewer ends of his hair
were still slightly damp and curling. And, suddendy startlingly vivid

image rose in her mind—of him in the shower, ttawerful, hard-muscled
body bronzed and wet, and naked...

‘Good evening.'



She half-choked, struggling to steady the racirgt b& her heart. 'Good...
evening,' she managed, her eyes looking everywhérmto his.

"You're looking strikingly attractive tonight,” hedded, softly teasing. 'l
hardly recognised you.'

That succeeded in provoking her into shooting hitoak of sardonic
amusement. 'Am | supposed to take that as a cormptjnor not?' she
enquired boldly.

'Oh, a compliment,' he assured her, laughing. grani can only pay you
compliments. Would you like a drink before we gdardinner?'

'Do we have time?' she queried, wary of consunoogiuch alcohol—she
would need to keep all her wits on red-alert tohigfhe Sound and Light
starts at nine."

‘It won't take us long to get there—I've arrangedaa to take us. But
perhaps you're right," he conceded. 'We don't weah&ave to rush—we can
have a drink with our dinner.’

She nodded, falling into step with him as they wdlkver to the restaurant.
Annette and Greg were already engaged in an arimateversation,
gazing into each other's eyes with unmistakablerabm. That wasn't
going to make the evening any easier, Joanna teflagryly—it seemed
likely that once again she was going to be leftdpe with Alex Marshall
on her own.

The head-waiter knew her—she had stayed at thil hany times with
her father when he had been on archaeologicaltg&l greeted her
warmly. Masa' il- kheer Miss Holloway.Qayfah hahlik?

'‘Qwayyisa, il-hamdu lillah.'

"Your table is ready, Mr Marshall,’ he added pbjiteo Alex. 'Please to
come this way.' He showed them to a table besel&atlye picture window,
looking out over the spot-lit gardens and the sftoming river, and the
waiter hurried over immediately with the menu.



"You will wish wine with your meal, sir?'

'Yes, please. Another bottle of that Valmur | egjdyso much last night, |
think.'

Joanna bit back a word of protest; she would haen happy enough with
a local Egyptian wine with her meal, but if Alex Mhall chose to pay the
extortionate price of an imported wine that wasrelytup to him. Opening
the menu, she cast her eye down over the exquaslextion, wavering
between trout in almonds or lamb with wild mushrsonvhich she knew
was the chef's speciality. Or maybe duck in aprebat sounded
interesting.

The others had ordered, and the waiter stood porgéd his pencil
hovering over his pad. What was wrong with hehetiing like this over a
simple decision? It wasn't like her at all. Butiwilex sitting there opposite
her, watching her with that disconcertingly cookgashe seemed all at
sixes and sevens.

Tl have...the lamb," she chose, settling for sadest option. 'And for a
starter... the juniper salad.’'

The waiter took the menus with a polite bow, and/edbaway.

Joanna picked up her glass, and took a small sipeokvine; after what had
happened the last time she had drunk alcohol ix Marshall's company,
she intended to be very careful indeed, tonighst thinking about the way
he had kissed her that night made her lips feetnnar

'So, tell us about this Karnak Temple,' Greg opahedconversation. 'How
long ago was it built?'

Annette looked to Joanna to respond. Quickly, sbe/dher mind back from
its disturbing memories. 'Most of it was built cdhgithe eighteenth and
nineteenth dynasties,' she explained. 'Althouglsitieedates back to at least
1800 BC. It was dedicated to the god Amun— oridynlaé was just one of
the nine main deities of Egypt, but after the egjmul of the Hyskos in 1567
BC he became much more important.'



‘Joanna's father was one of the people who helpeavate it," Annette put
in. 'Tell them about it, Joanna.'

Joanna pulled a wry face; her father's shadow sg@eémeursue her into
everything she did. 'l don't suppose they'll wartteéar all those details,’ she
excused herself lightly. ‘Anyway, you'll see it fdr yourselves in a little
while—that'll be much more interesting than meingllyou about it.'

Fortunately the waiter returned at that moment W starters, and by the
time they had finished sorting out who was havirttaty and exclaiming
over the beautiful presentation of the food, thbjextt appeared to have
been forgotten.

But she should have known better. Waiting until gsaemd Annette were
deeply involved in their own conversation, Alexrgtad across at her and
remarked quietly, 'Do | get the impression you tigat on very well with
your father?'She slanted him a warily defensiveldOf course | do!" she
protested, a little too quickly. 'Why on earth skiloyou think that?'

He lifted those wide shoulders in a slight shrugvds just... curious. You
always have that tight look around your mouth wivengou mention him.'

She stared at him, startled by his perceptiori.get on with him very well,'
she insisted. 'It's just that...'

'Sometimes it isn't easy following in the footstegdsa Great Man?' he
suggested.

He had summed it up with alarming accuracy, budsthe't want to concede
anything to him; she was coming dangerously closgarting to like him,

and that could prove fatal. 'What would you knowowb that?' she
countered, caustically. ‘It was hardly a probler g&perienced.’

'‘No," he acknowledged with a slight inclinationho$ head. 'But my father
did." She lifted her eyebrows in startled quest@amg he continued, 'My
grandfather was a self-made man. He founded Mdshalm nothing, and
built it into an empire. Unfortunately, my fatheasvtotally in awe of him,
but the harder he tried to live up to him the kessucceeded. Even after the



old man was gone, my father still struggled, maknngself ill. It's only
since he retired that he's learned how to relaxesaly life.’

She slanted him a look of surprise. He made itd@snf his father had been
glad to give up the chairmanship of the family fitorhis younger son—but
that wasn't the way the newspapers had told itttBar, how did she know
whether the newspapers had told the truth?

I'm afraid I'm not quite the villain the newspapepainted me,' he
remarked, seeming to read her mind again. 'l suppus truth wouldn't
have been particularly newsworthy—I have to adrthie dramatised
version read better. If | hadn't been directly ined, | would have found it
quite entertaining.'

She felt her cheeks flush faintly pink. She wasgii@gg to realise that Alex
Marshall was far more complex a character thanhstteat first judged:;
seeing him standing there that first time she had mm, surveying her
with all the insolent arrogance of a slave- masiemg up the latest
consignment of human flesh, she had believed ttwukel only possibly be
one track to his mind. She had quickly added ametipeofit. But she had
been wrong; he had a great sense of humour, andtsoes he could be
surprisingly kind and considerate...

She caught herself up in alarm, hearing her oweevdescribing to Annette
her ideal of the kind of man she could fall in lovgh. Oh, no—not Alex
Marshall...! She had to be crazy! Whatever elsenthespapers may have
got wrong—and, after all, she only hiaid version of events to go by—they
hadn't been wrong about his reputation with wom&me knew that
instinctively. He was a natural predator—and anynan who allowed
herself to become his prey deserved the brokent lsb@& would most
certainly be left with.



CHAPTER FIVE

THE script of the Sound and Light show at Karnak wasampletely over

the top that in any other circumstances it woulg¢eheen comic. But
somehow, standing there with those massive ruwmegriag into the night

sky, floodlit into dramatic contrasts of shape ahddow, the only possible
emotion was awe.

Even Joanna, who had known the place since hele¢raigd who had lost
count of the number of times she had seen this stamwidn't help feeling an
odd little shiver run down her spine as the thumggmusic gave way to the
sonorous voices, telling of ages and kings lond. pas

Or maybe it was something to do with the man stapdist behind her, so
close that she could feel the heat of his bodyhéndense crowd they had
already lost the other two—possibly the attractioha dark corner away
from the crush had proved more tempting than tleetsgle.

The spotlights picked up the key features one by amthe voices related
their story, bathing the huge stone columns aniestain a golden glow.
'Quite something,’ Alex murmured, stepping bacgeba better look at one
of the soaring statues of Rameses II, carved framk granite, which
guarded the second gate. 'They certainly knew lohwutld on the grand
scale in those days.'

'We'd be better to slip out the other way, and theoHypostele Hall through
the side entrance,' Joanna suggested, her voica |it8e unsteady. 'Once
everyone starts moving through the second pylenjust an impossible
crush.’

He nodded, following her across the rough courtyeud out through one of
the gaps in the high wall. It was nice to get afayn the press of the crowd
for a few moments, and feel the velvet caressefthrm evening breeze on
her cheeks.



A couple of the guides lounging around waitingtfee opportunity to earn a
little backsheesbhame forward, but recognised her at once and ejtdwedr
warmly. It was only polite to stop and chat, resiiog to their enquiries
about her father and asking after mutual acquatetsn

They were regarding Alex with curiosity, laced pmsh with a hint of

disapproval—they would never have allowed a daugtftéheirs to be out

alone at night with a man. She introduced him, gnedfact that he spoke
enough Arabic to converse with them eased the gthaws a little, but she
was glad to make an excuse for them to slip away.

Alex laughed drily as they strolled along the outemll. 'Was it my
imagination, or was persona non grathack there?' he enquired.

Joanna managed an unsteady smile. 'Oh, it's jast.thive been coming
here with my father since | was a baby. | suppbsg.t. sort of look on me
as one of their own, and get a bit over-protecti®be risked a swift glance
up at him. 'Stupid, of course."'

'Oh, I don't know.' They had reached the gate timosecond section of the
temple, and as they stepped in among the forestesive stone columns he
slid a hand around her waist, and drew her intee@lewy corner. 'If | had a

daughter, | wouldn't want her to be out at nightwvei man like me.'

And as she felt the warm strength of his arms éottlind her, Joanna knew
that she had been waiting all evening for him tdhds. He laughed softly,
knowing that he was going to meet not an ounceesittance; his mouth
came down on hers, firm and enticing, and a meltidg of submission
flooded through her.

Her lips parted beneath his gentle persuasion,astis tongue sought the
sweet depths of her mouth in a flagrantly sensyalbeation, she curved her
supple body against the hard length of his, bragtith aching pleasure
the musky male scent of his skin.

Dark fires were igniting inside her, heating heodud, and she was
responding in ways she had never thought she vgabt=of. His hand had
slid down the length of her spine, moulding ovee #oft curve of her



derriere, holding her so intimately close that ¢heras no way she could
miss the warning tension of male arousal in him.

There was a delicious ache in her breasts, swalhehcrushed against the
solid wall of his chest, and as she felt his haindke up over her slim

midriff with unmistakable intent she moaned softhgving in unconscious

invitation.

He laughed, low in his throat, his palm brushingrothe firm ripeness of
her breast. Beneath the gentle abrasion the temgpte hardened into
instant response, betraying to him the full degthey vulnerability. As his
hand slid inside her top, easing aside the daadg tup of her bra to stroke
over her soft, naked skin, a sweet pleasure sudfhseg melting her bones.

Their mouths broke apart, and her forehead felinstjdis shoulder as his
hot mouth sought the sensitive hollow just behihd tobe of her ear,
swirling it languorously with the moist tip of hisngue. His long, sensitive
fingers had curved beneath the ripe swell of hea$tr, caressing it with the
most exquisite skill, toying gently with the tendeaipple until she was
breathing in ragged sobs, lost to all memory ot paguture, surrendering
totally to the searing hunger that was burningdegier.

'‘God, | want you." Alex's voice was thick and huskgould take you right
here.'

It took several seconds for the import of his waor@sink into her brain.
And then, with a gasp of horror she drew backgsfling free of him. 'No!'

He laughed, low in his throat. 'l didn't mean tedally," he assured her
teasingly. 'l was thinking more of my nice big caméble bed back at the
hotel...'

'No." She was glad of the darkness to hide theéetddush of shame that had
flooded her cheeks. Her fingers felt numb as shiggled to straighten her
clothing, humiliatingly aware of how wantonly shadbehaved. 'l... Please
don't do that again,' she choked out, unable to &k at him. 'Leave me

alone.’



She sensed his surprise, swiftly replaced by & fidsinger. 'Don't put it all
down to me,' he grated. 'You're quite old enougkniow what you were
doing.’

... I'm sorry." She drew in a long, steadyingabheand forced herself to
meet his fulminating glare. 'l didn't intend ithappen, and | would prefer
that... | mean...'His mouth was a hard line, butsheugged his wide
shoulders in a gesture of coo! dismissal. 'Finefdturned crisply. 'lt's no
big deal to me.' He brushed past her, all his @steurning to the wonders of
Ancient Egypt. 'So what's this part called?' heugegl, his hands thrust
deep into his pockets as he strolled down oneehtrrow aisles between
the thick, carved pillars of stone.

Joanna had to swallow hard, struggling to matctcod indifference. Her
head felt a little, dizzy—it must be the heat; aitbh it was almost
nine-thirty, the temperature was still in the niest and between the
massive blocks of masonry the air was as hot apdsia kiln.

'Th.. .this is the Hypostele Hall," she managed,Vogce strained. 'lt was
originally the vestibule of the temple. There ane dlundred and thirty-four
columns; the central rows are twenty-three metigis. Y

He slanted her a mocking glance over his shouldf&u sound like a
tour-guide,' he taunted.

She returned him an icy glare. 'The columns atedfitogether without
mortar,’ she expounded doggedly. 'Their carvingswslthe Pharaohs,
mostly Seti |, making offerings to the gods. In sopfaces the original paint
still remains.’

'Fascinating.' There was a bite of sarcasm in bisev 'Does it feel safer,
hiding yourself away in things that happened thodsaof years ago,
instead of facing up to real life?'

She turned him an aloof shoulder, refusing to athaowt close he was to the
truth. 'We're...missing most of the show," she fgairout stiffly.



His eyes glinted with sardonic amusement, taunkiag for seeking the

safety of the crowd, but he stood aside for hézad the way from the main
part of the ruins out to the environs of the Sadrake, where the audience
was gathering in the grandstand for the seconddfdlife spectacle.

It was a strain sitting beside him in the warm dads beneath the ancient
stars, feigning an interest in the story unfoldirg-story she knew almost
by heart. Slanting a covert glance up at his haofllp, she felt an odd little
shiver run down her spine.

Why had she let him kiss her like that? She couldtcuse herself that she
didn't know of his reputation— and he had neveultted to deny it. And
the ease with which he had accepted her rejectaah been almost an
insult—proof, if she had needed it, that she waking to him but a mild
diversion. Certainly not worth making an effort.for

One of the guides came round, selling cups of tioé sweekirkidi, a local
drink brewed from the petals of hibiscus blossoAiex bought a couple,
and handed her one with casual chivalry. '"How ldogs this go on for?' he
enquired. 'These aren't the most comfortable sedte world.'

She had already noticed that his powerful frameauétie too large for the

rather flimsy plastic seats; he had one foot prdpge on the back of the
row in front, and his arms stretched along behhedttvo on each side of
him. 'About half an hour," she told him, her vogaefully flattened of all

intonation. 'We don't have to stay if you don't win'

'‘Good.' He drained his cup, and rose to his f€eime on, then.'

'What about Annette and Greg?' she enquired asniaele their way down
the steps at the side of the grandstand. 'Shouwleénait for them?"

He laughed drily. 'They've probably left already' surmised. 'l doubt if
you'll see her again before morning."'

Joanna's eyes sparked with anger at his glib aggamfOh? And what
makes you think that?' she challenged indignantly.



He slanted her a mocking look. 'lt seems the mkslyl outcome, when a
healthy young man and a healthy young woman gedtheg, and there's
nothing to stop them.’

'‘Nothing but a few scruples, perhaps,' she coutitenecomfortably aware
that she sounded like a prude.

'Oh, get real, Ms Holloway,' he snapped, betrayig own frustrated
annoyance. 'The rest of the world left the Victoreaa behind ninety years
ago.'

"Your world, maybe," she sneered, tilting her chin dbaaighty angle.
'Frankly, the sort of dumb females you seem toggalon't look as if they
could even spell the word "scruples”, let alonevknehat they are.’

'Catty!" he taunted, his eyes glinting with knowiagnusement. 'l should
have thought it was beneath you to be jealous.’

‘Jealou®’ She arched one finely drawn eyebrow in icy aoiptte'Over you?
Don't be ridiculous. Why on earth should | be jeal®

That disturbingly sensual mouth curved into a poatwe smile. "You tell
me. Maybe because you're finding it's not so ea&gep yourself locked up
in that deep-freeze of ancient history when I'nuacb’

She threw him a look of withering scorn. 'Oh, tlgpic¢al male ego,' she
jeered. 'Just because | won't jump into bed with, yohave to be frigid,
right?’

He laughed again, softly taunting. "'Who mentionegid? | wouldn't say
you're frigid—far from it." He caught her handtihf it to brush his lips
lightly over the tumultuous pulse inside her writtose deep, dark eyes
holding hers in a hypnotic spell. 'You see?"

She felt a shimmer of heat run through her, ard ttd withdraw her hand,
but he wouldn't let it go.



"You know, | never thought this trip could turn otd be quite so
entertaining,’ he murmured. 'Just another dirty patch of desert, |
thought—how wrong can you be?'

She stared up at him, struggling to resist the neeisnpower of his gaze.
'I'm...not just here for your amusement,’ she jgtettweakly.

'Of course not," he conceded lightly. 'That woutdrery dull. Believe it or
not, I like a woman who has her own career, her ioverests. But there's no
reason why we couldn't enjoy a little mutual...edsion... ?'

She had almost begun to succumb to the treachtrgus temptation, but
his reference to her career reminded her abrupdy their interests were
diametrically opposed. She drew back defensivélg, thank you,' she
managed, struggling to keep her voice even. 'I'maicflI'm just not

interested in that sort of relationship.'

'What sort of relationshire you interested in?' he queried, a sardonic
inflection in his voice. 'Marriage? We've both trithat, and found out it
wasn't all it's cracked up to be. Personally, lfgaresomething aitie more
straightforward and honest—no strings, no promilsascan't be kept. That
way no one gets hurt.’

... don't want that either,’ she retorted, ddfidfFhat's why I've chosen to
concentrate on my caredr{provides all the entertainment and diversion |

need.'

'Really? You could have fooled me. When | touch, yaw respond with the
same kind of needs as any other woman.'

'‘Well, I'm not one of your other women,' she rappeat voice dangerously
close to breaking. 'And | wouldn't want to be—I ‘tatand crowds.' She
didn't want to think about them, those other wontdonw many had there
been? Was that what had really wrecked his mar?i&jruggling to regain
some semblance of composure, she turned away fiom ''m going
home," she announced haughtily. 'And if you doriridnl'd prefer to go by
myself.'



He shook his head, falling easily into step bebiele "'You don't really think
I'd let you do that, do you?' he insisted. 'l biatugou, and I'll see you
home.’

"It really isn't necessary—I'm perfectly capablgefting a taxi without your
help. And Egypt is a good deal safer than mosspHrtondon for a woman
to walk around on her own.'

'I'm quite sure it is," he conceded, a mocking aeddes voice. 'Put it down
to ingrained habit—a last vestige of the gentlemamthaviour | was
brought up to.'

She knew it would be a waste of time arguing with-r-she might as well
try to persuade one of these huge blocks of anstene to rise up into the
air. 'All right," she ground out with an indiffeteshrug. 'If you insist.'

Those dark eyes glinted with sardonic humour. "Meedn't worry—I shan't
force my unwanted attentions on you,' he assureda@tingly. 'l think |
can manage to control myself until I can get home take a cold shower.'’

She ignored the provocation, walking ahead of Hier, head held very
erect, her spine a rod of ice. In the taxi sheasatar away from him as
possible, all her attention focused out of the swtedow as they drove the
short distance back into town.

Over on the west bank of the river, the scattagddd of the villages glowed
yellow against the dark background of the Thebdls Hihouldering against
the night sky; here in Luxor it was much brightére tourist bazaar still
doing a roaring trade, the streets busy with affi

The taxi paused to allow one of the little horsavdn carriages that were so
popular with the tourists out of a side streetpbefdrawing up at the kerb
outside the entrance to her apartment. With anrteffbwill, she forced
herself to turn to Alex, a brittle smile pinned pace. '‘Goodnight," she
managed stiffly. 'Thank you for... for dinner.’

'‘Goodnight." His voice was laced with cynical ammsat. 'l had a very
pleasant evening—and quite enlightening.’



She was glad of the darkness to hide the blushnsf that sprang to her
cheeks. She was under no illusion that he wasriegetio the history lesson;
she had betrayed far too much of her vulnerabiityight. And Alex
Marshall wasn't the man to let things rest at that.

Damning the fate that had got her tangled up wiith khe fumbled to open
the door, and climbed out. His soft laughter fokmlsher on the night air,
but she refused to allow herself to look back.

* % %

It was the small hours of the morning when Annattezed home. She crept
into the bedroom, and gasped in surprise when dosainup and turned on
the bedside light.

'Oh... I'm sorry—I didn't mean to wake you.'

'l wasn't asleep,” Joanna responded, a trace ohteriirony in her
voice—she had lain awake for the past couple ofdydwer mind a jangle of
emotions that she hadn't yet managed to sort out.

Annette sat down on the edge of the bed, utteriblisaful little sigh. 'We
went for a ride in @alechelt was so beautiful, with the moon shining on the
river. Isn't Egypt dovelycountry?’

Joanna laughed drily. 'l think you're in love.’

Annette blushed prettily. 'l think perhaps | arhg sdmitted, a dreamy look
in her soft brown eyes. 'lt seems incredible—I maheught anything so
wonderful could ever happen to me. Isn't it funingw you go along day-
to-day—happy enough, but thinking life's alwaysngpto be pretty much
the same—and then suddemiypam! You meet someone, and everything
seems different— everything's turned upside downd Aou know that
nothing is ever going to be the same again.’

Yes, itis pretty funny, Joanna agreed wryly tcskeéir But I'm not so sure I'd
call it wonderful; in fact it feels decidedly uncéortable. It was fortunate
that Annette was too wrapped up in her own happit@aotice her silence;



the last thing she wanted right now was to face mgpathetic questions
about the cause of her own heartache.

Heartache? Yes, that was exactly what it was. Ekiery her young friend
had said had rang bells in her own brain—becausevsls falling in love as
well.

But there the similarity ended. It was more thaniobs that Greg was every
bit as besotted as Annette, whereas Alex... shétdduhat he was even
capable of such an emotion.

At least he had been honest, she mused—he hadinpedtectly clear what
he was offering. No promises that couldn't be kept.she was stupid
enough to succumb to him now, it would be her oawuitfwhen she got hurt.
And she could be quite certain sleuld get hurt- Alex Marshall was the
type for whom other people were only there to bedusand ridden
roughshod over if they got in his way. He had dtva to his own father
and brother, and he wouldn't hesitate to do it éo, if he thought her
excavation work could interfere with his quarryiagivities.

Annette was getting ready for bed, a happy littldles curving her soft

mouth. 'I'm sorry we went off and left you like thahe murmured with a
shy smile. 'l hope you didn't mind, only... wellareg said it would be all
right, because you were with Alex. Did you havei@rtime?' she added
innocently.

'Not too bad,' Joanna assured her, careful to &kémce of irony from her
voice.

'Only, | know it can't have been all that intenegtior you—you've been
there so many times before. And Alex... Well, ve'sy nice, of course, but
he is a little bit.. .intimidating sometimes—if ygnow what | mean."’

'l know exactly what you mean," Joanna agreed witbuch of sardonic
humour.

'‘Maybe it's just because he's so much older.’



'Older?' Joanna heard herself protest sharplys bty thirty-five.'

Annette glanced at her in mild surprise. 'Wellnbl, but... being the boss
of such a big company, | suppose he's just useddryone doing as he says
all the time. Greg says he doesn't suffer foolsllgta-even though Greg's

his cousin, he wouldn't have given him a job juetduse of that. Although

Greg says he's really good to work for—he saysléatsed more in the past
year from Alex than he did all the time he wasraversity.'

'‘Does he?' Joanna hid a smile of wry amusemergg'&ays' seemed to be
becoming a constant refrain in her young friendisversation.

Annette clambered into bed, and sat there huggngirees. 'I'm really glad
we went tonight,' she sighed wistfully. 'l won't &lgle to see much of Greg
for the next few days—he's going to be busy. Ateleaving him in charge
of setting up the workmen's camp, while he goe& ba&ngland.’

'Oh?' Joanna felt her heart thud. 'l...didn't ki@awvas going back so soon.’

"Yes—tomorrow.' Annette lay down, and turned oetlight. '‘Greg says he
won't be spending so much time here now that tkeydt started—he has a
lot of other sites, all over the place, and hedlsaround to all of them. He'll
just be popping in occasionally to see that evangth all right.’

'l see...'

In the darkness, Joanna lay staring up at thengei$o, Alex was leaving

tomorrow—he hadn't bothered to mention it. It wariinate that she hadn't
been fool enough to succumb to his expert seducsioa reflected with a

touch of asperity—she would no doubt have beenrenteniously dumped

in the morning, with a polite thank you and goodbljee rat!

Well, thank goodness he was going; she would betalitoncentrate on her
work, for the few weeks that remained before shalavbave to abandon
the site. With a bit of luck, he wouldn't be backiushe was gone herself,
and she wouldn't have to see him again at all.



And there's nothing to cry over, she scolded hersehdly, brushing a tear
from the corner of her eye. The man was dangerbsise wasn't careful, he
could destroy all the precious defences she hdg lmaving her vulnerable
heart unprotected.

The solitude of the desert had been well and shbttered. The trucks had
been thundering past all day, churning up cloudsetdw dust, and a small
village of dark green prefabricated huts was alyegmtinging up on a patch
of flat land beside the road, less than a quaftarmile away.

Needless to say, there had been considerable shiieoen the men when
they had discovered two women working so nearby-eisg\of them had

wandered closer to take a look. Then Alex had aggeaJoanna had been
a little surprised to see him, thinking he hadadyegone.

He had called the men back, and, as she watcheldadasummoned the
whole gang, and stood there lecturing them—shedcseé him pointing
towards a spot midway between the camp and the-gsit@pand she could
imagine what he was saying, though she was toaviay to hear. They
were being warned that the tomb- site was strotiyof bounds—and she
would doubt that anyone was going to risk disobgViis orders.

A short time after that, she saw him drive awayhe Land Rover. She
watched him go, from a shadowy spot just insideettteance to one of the
tombs—he didn't even glance in her direction. Ahe It as if something
inside of her had gone with him; it was true whanatte had said—nothing
was ever going to seem quite the same again.

Three days later they broke through into the hiddenb.

At first, Joanna just stood there, hardly able ¢bdve the evidence of her
own eyes. The tomb hadn't been touched, and theEaagus was still
intact. It was only a wooden one, not gold likesthaon the Valley of the
Kings, but it was beautifully carved, and the walishe tomb were painted,
the colours still as fresh as if they had been deeeks ago, not thousands
of years.



'Is the mummy still here?' Annette asked in an awkper.

'l... think so.' She drew a long, deep breattirik we'd better leave it for
now—we'll need specialist equipment to move it. ¥Mmetter go and ring
the Department of Antiquities, and let them know.'

Annette nodded. 'I'll go and tell Greg,' she bublaecitedly, skipping away
before Joanna could think to stop her. It probaidy't matter, though, she
reflected—she could trust Greg. If Alex had stédkln here...

Her mouth set into a grim line. Alex Marshall wagoing to best pleased
when he heard of this find. She was going to havedve quickly to ensure
that the whole site could be preserved long endagh full exploration to
be undertaken—before he had time to blow it all up.

Annette was back within a few moments, an equallyited Greg in tow.

'This is incredible!" he gasped, gazing aroundhat wall-paintings. 'Just
look at this one..." He reached out to touch tbeaestwall, as if he almost
expected the paint to be still wet.

‘There's been very little air in here," Joannaa&xkpgld to him. 'That's why the
pigment's hardly faded.’

He nodded, deeply interested. 'What happens na&sked. 'Do you need
any help with anything? | can get some of the nemrdme up if you
like—this is going to hold everything up at our esd they might as well
have something to keep them occupied.’

Joanna glanced up at him doubtfully. "Well... Alilstrubble will need to be
cleared out of the way, so that we can move theopalagus out," she
acknowledged. 'But.. .won't Alex object if he finoist?'

Greg's open face registered blank surprise. 'Wbyldhhe? He won't want
the men sitting around doing nothing."'

Joanna reserved her private thoughts on the mattell, OK—thank you.
If some of them could help clear this passage, mayliew of the others
could help us in the other tombs—now we've founslidne, 1'd like to look



more closely and see if there are any more condeaidrances further
along.’

'Wilco!" agreed Greg cheerfully. 'I'll go and ghein organised—you just
show me what you want them to do.’

'‘Annette can do that. | need to go back into Liaxodt speak to the people at
the Department of Antiquities. I'll be back as sasn can.'

‘Right."

She left them earnestly discussing what needed ttbhe, and drove off in
the pick-up. The men had been working on the rodl bulldozers since
they had ar-rived, filling in some of the pot-hotesmooth the surface, and
extending it along the side of the hills, to wheahey would begin
guarrying—Alex was going to be livid when he foundt it was all going to
have to be delayed.

An odd little shimmer of heat ran down her spine.wbuld be back as soon
as he heard about it. And he was bound to trydp ker—she was going to
have to pull every string she knew of to ensurédah#s were given priority

over the mining. Even her father—at the risk of laming out here and

taking over. But this find was much too importanldt her own ego stand in
the way.



CHAPTER SIX

'GOODNESs—it's getting like Piccadilly Circus around herédnnette
chuckled as yet another car of dignitaries drewdiggorging its passengers
on to the rough area of ground in front of the tesrib.

'Mmm." Joanna knew she ought to be pleased—withhall fuss, it was
guaranteed that the importance of the site woulgrbperly recognised. But
instead she felt a kind of perverse resentmentithaas all being taken
over, taken out of her hands.

It seemed like there were half a hundred people-hetepresentatives from
the Department of Antiquities, experts from thevensity, archaeologists
from other sites who had come along to take a l@Men a couple of
television news crews. And as a backdrop, Alex's,rtaling without their
shirts on, trundling load after load of rubble otithe other tombs and on to
his lorries.

'What time's your father coming?' asked Annette.

Joanna glanced at her watch. 'His plane's due oatadn hour or so—I
promised to go over and fetch him from the airp6&he glanced up as she
spoke, watching without surprise as a helicoptemsyn to land beside the
road—they'd be coming in by jumbo jet next! But tiext instant a familiar
figure swung down from the pilot's seat, and sliehier heart slam into a
higher gear. 'Oh, lord—he's here.’

Annette glanced around with a puzzled frown. 'Yiatiner?"

'Er... no." Joanna shook her head, her cheekfeaflitshed at that all too
revealing slip of the tongue. 'Alex Marshall.’

'Oh...'

For the past few days she had been trying to ¢efidif that it was ridiculous
to be so apprehensive at the prospect of seeingapam, but the sight of



that tall, wide-shouldered frame brought all heelifegs of feminine
vulnerability rushing back.

He stood for a moment, feet apart, hands on hgggrding the scene of
bustling activity, his jaw set in a grim line. Thée turned, and strolled
towards where the two girls were perched on a eotikle way from the
entrance to the newly discovered tomb.

'Er... | think I'll just go and find Greg, and té&lim Alex is here," Annette
murmured, getting ready to beat a strategic retreat

'He probably already knows,' Joanna remarked diilg-must have heard
the sound of that helicopter approach. He didetrst be in any particular
hurry to come out and face his boss; not that shiddcblame him, she
conceded, her mouth a little dry—she would very impieefer to avoid this
confrontation herself.

He came up the slope, and she found herself fdocéd her head back to
look up at him as he towered over her. It made feel at a distinct
disadvantage. And those sunglasses didn't helpgre#tall she could see
was her own twin reflection in miniature.

'‘Good morning," he greeted her, that familiar saicimflection in his voice.
He glanced around at the scene of bustling acfikisymouth curving into a
cynical smile. 'l see you struck oil.'

'Yes." She had to draw a long, deep breath in samat to steady her
fluttering heartbeat. 'I'm...sorry for the delaistis going to cause you.’

'‘Are you?' He arched one dark eyebrow beneath rine d&f his battered
baseball cap. 'It looks to me as if you haven'tteéa second in getting the
big guns in on your side.’

‘The Department of Antiquities felt it was a vempportant find,' she
countered with cool dignity.



'So it appears. | see you haven't hesitated td ywaiself of my work-force,
either. Are you officially subcontracting them, are they still on my
payroll?'

‘They're... still on your payroll," she admitteditde awkwardly; from his
point of view, it must seem like adding insult tgury—he would be
perfectly within his rights to demand that they iearately return to their
proper jobs.

But, rather to her surprise, he laughed with grimmbur. 'l suppose | should
have expected that. No doubt | have my young co@ieg, to thank?'

She slanted him a cautious glance from beneatltabbes. She had been
expecting ranting fury—but then Alex Marshall washé sort to waste his
energy on a battle that, for the time being att|dses couldn't win. But she
would be a fool to believe that he had concededadethis was only the
first round. 'Well... Halid say you wouldn't want them sitting around doing
nothing,' she explained tentatively.

‘Too right," he acknowledged with feeling. 'And wdhexactly might he be
hiding now?"

'l think he's...down in the new tomb," she respdnaarily. 'Helping them
work out how to move the sarcophagus.’

'I'm glad to know he's making himself useful,’ benarked, a hard note in
his voice hinting that Greg was in for a rough ridben it came to

explaining why he had reversed the boss's ordenst ddtting the men come
down to the tomb-site. 'Would you like to show me?"

With some reluctance she rose to her feet. Far fettimg her imagination

exaggerate the impact of that raw maleness, slisgganow that she had
rather been inclined to underestimate it. With alking beside her down
the rough slope, she felt an odd little shimmeheat run through her, a
vivid physical memory of the way it had felt tolbeld in those warm, strong
arms...



Swiftly she forced herself to push the thought froen mind; she couldn't
afford that sort of weakness around Alex Marshak-would certainly take
advantage of it. The more so now, in revenge fodsruption of his work
schedule.

Greg and Annette met them at the entrance to timd.t@&reg greeted his
older cousin with a slightly sheepish grin. 'Hi! i(¥te-er—got here pretty
quickly.'

'l was down in Addis when | got your message,’ Alegponded with a
touch of asperity. 'l thought I'd better come aed for myself what was
happening. And it appears that | was right notdlayg' he added, stepping
aside as one of his own labourers came trundlingt path a loaded
wheelbarrow. 'l thought I left strict instructiotigat the men weren't to come
anywhere near this site?"

'Oh.. .yes. But there hasn't been any trouble,§@esured him earnestly.
'‘And, you know, | really think they've enjoyed hielgp out—it's made a nice
change for them."’

Joanna noticed an odd quirk at the corner of Aléxis mouth; was she
mistaken, or was that an incipient smile? 'I'm gtaknow you've been able
to be so philanthropic on my behalf,' he remarkéth wardonic humour.
'Well, let's take a look at this magnificent diseoy—I warn you, I'm
expecting no less than the eighth wonder of thddvor

Any temptation to lower her defences was instastifyed by his cynical
mockery. She returned him a fulminating glare. STway,' she grated, her
voice sharp with irritation. 'I'm afraid it's goirig be a bit crowded down
there—some people from the Egyptian government haweed to see it.'

It was necessary to crawl along the low tunnel ftaemNomarch's tomb to
the other, hidden behind it. The inner chamber hatsand airless, lit with
harsh electric lights powered by a petrol-generataside that belched oily
smoke and noise, polluting the entire area.

It was unfortunate that Alex wasn't able to apmcithe full dramatic
impact of the place as she had experienced it vehenhad first seen it,



Joanna reflected as she rose to her feet at theféne tunnel. But, after all,
she could hardly expect him to share her enthusiésis discovery was
likely to delay the start of his quarrying by adéfinite period.

He straightened beside her, and looked aroundtdrhke was quite roughly
carved and painted, as if it had been preparedhiriy. 'So this is it?' he
remarked. 'How old is it?'

'‘According to the inscription on the sarcophagudates from the reign of
Amenophis Ill, which would put it at around 1360 B@oanna told him
tautly. 'lt's the tomb of the eldest son of thealodistrict governor, or
Nomarch; apparently he was very fond of him, whsolwhy he went to such
particular lengths to hide the tomb from robbers.’

He smiled in wry humour, his jaded glance surveyirggearnest academics
bent in study over the carvings on the bitumen-edakooden outer-coffin.
'Well, | suppose three thousand years isn't a badfar your money,' he
murmured in faintly sardonic amusement.

'If you'd had your way,' Joanna reminded him, shgnim a glittering look,
it would all have been blown up.'

He acknowledged her point with a faintly mockingilem|t seems the old
geezer's luck’s still holding," he conceded. 'Smtvinappens to all this now?
| assume it's going to have to be shifted?"

She nodded. 'lt's probably going to be moved actoshe museum at

Luxor. My father's coming out to take a look abifore it's decided exactly
how to go about it... In fact | ought to get golrgie added, glancing at her
watch. 'l have to be at the airport to meet him.’

‘That's OK," Alex assured her laconically. 'You camme over in the
chopper with me—I have to meet someone too.'

There was an odd note in his voice that made Joglamce up at him
sharply from beneath her lashes. His tone had sgemmply some lack of
enthusiasm about the person's arrival, and herosityi was instantly



piqued; it was hard to imagine anyone having theetéty to come out here
against Alex Marshall's wishes. Intriguing...!

But she didn't quite have the courage to probééurtso she responded with
a murmured, 'Thank you—that will save quite a bitiroe.'

She was reluctant to be away from the site fotdag; she knew better than
most that the air of studious seriousness amongrttieeological scholars
was deceptive—they were deeply competitive, anddvbave no scruples
at all about claiming any of her discoveries exelely for themselves if
they were allowed even half a chance.

Alex was examining the rest of the tomb with ingtrét was stocked with
everyday domestic items, like spare lumber pilednnattic—there was a
wooden bed, a painted and gilded chair, severamoases and pieces of
pottery, and a number of wooden coffers covered Witaten copper,
etched with hieroglyphics and figures of the gods.

'What are these?' he enquired, stooping to stusigt af four beautifully
carved stone jars with elaborate stoppers in tapeslof animals heads.

'‘Oh—those are the Canopic Jars,' she told himyThbé parts of the body
extracted during the mummification process. Ancgéhare theishabti;the
Egyptians believed that in passing through the Wmddd the spirit of the
deceased would be called upon to perform all sirtasks, so they buried
dozens of these little figurines in the tomb alevith the body, as kind of
spirit-slaves.'

He laughed drily, picking up a small earthenwaedust of a servant-girl
grinding corn, moulded and painted in the finesadleSo they didn't have
to lift a finger, even in the afterlife?' he remedk 'They certainly had it well
worked out, those guys.'

Joanna couldn't help but smile. 'They did. Andftheres have been very
useful to us in working out how they lived theiilgdives. This one's
straining barley mush through a sieve, for instatwenake beer.’

‘They had beer?'



'‘Beer, wine... The rich had a very comfortableslijée. And they lived in
beautiful palaces, with painted walls, and coudgawith gardens and
pools.'

'Really? Funny—I'd never thought about the kindhofises they lived in.
You tend to just think of the pyramids and temgled things."'

She smiled up at him, pleased at his interest—andd herself gazing into
those deep, dark eyes. She hadn't realised shstarating so close to him;
it was like being caught in some kind of gravitagbforce field that she
couldn't escape—though there were so many othgsl@@o the tomb, it

was almost as if they were alone...

With a supreme effort of will she drew back, striuggjto steady the racing
beat of her heart. Was this a deliberate gamenifeggan interest in her
subject so that she would forget to put up her ludef@nces? 'We'd... better
be going,’ she forced out rather stiffly. 'My fatates to be kept waiting."'

His smile told her that he could read her reactiamsvell as ever, but he
nodded a mocking assent, standing politely asidiet teer squeeze past him
and make her way back to the passage and throeglpiter tomb into the
outside world. She drew in a long, deep breatHinga sense of relief at
being able to move casually away from him.

The helicopter was painted in a livery of red aetlopv, perched like some
weird kind of stick-insect on the rough ground desthe road. Joanna
regarded it with just a touch of misgiving—she healer flown in one
before. 'Will there...be enough room for all of ‘s enquired uncertainly.
'With my parents, and your visitor... ?'

'No problem,' he assured her. 'It'll take five.'
'Oh... Good.'
He held open the passenger-side door for her, #iaced her his hand for

assistance as she stepped up over the high sdlcotkpit was functional
but reasonably comfortable, though the controlskédo alarmingly



complicated—it must be extremely difficult to flyne of these things, she
reflected with reluctant admiration.

Alex was walking slowly around the craft, inspegtthat everything was in
order, and then he climbed up into the seat beseaie slipping on his
head-set and checking in with the airport contwaldr to let them know he
was going to be in their airspace.

You'll want your headset on," he reminded herflyrees he ran through the
pre-flight safety routine. "The noise'll make years buzz.'

She nodded, her mouth a little dry. He reached dmaase up the lever
between their seats, which she had rather fooliagdyymed was some kind
of handbrake, and the helicopter lifted to hoveouwdlbsix feet from the
ground. And then the last-minute checks were cotag@)eand he turned the
machine into the wind, and they were away.

And suddenly she was enjoying herself. They swoaeeligh into the air,
their shadow dancing across the dusty ground, hedo®ked down to see
the road snaking below her, along the abrupt mdrgiween the patchwork
of fertile fields close to the river and the inhibaple desert beyond.

'Fantastic!" she breathed, searching out famiéiadinarks. '‘Look—there's
Banana Island. And look at that—that big depresdiuat's the remains of a
man- made lake Amenophis IIl had built for his wih, and look—there
are the Colossi.'

Alex glanced down at the two massive seated statoegring sixty feet
high beside the road to the ferry-stage. 'They Ipokty imposing even
from up here,' he agreed. 'What were they buif?'for

‘Originally they were at the entrance to a templee-funerary temple of
Amenhotep lll—but the rest of it was demolishedl&gr Pharaohs who
filched the stone for their own buildings.’

He slanted her a look that she found a little diffi to interpret. 'You really
know your stuff, don't you?"



She felt her cheeks flush faintly pink at the cameht. "Well, | more or
less grew up with it,' she demurred modestly.d thanstead of fairy-stories
when | was little, and practically every summeridi@y from school | came
out here to be with my parents—my father was based for a long time,
and my mother always came with him.'

'Was she an archaeologist too?'
'No." She smiled wryly. 'She was content just tgkiare of Daddy.’

He lifted one dark eyebrow in amused responsemaate no comment. ‘Do
you have any brothers and sisters?"

'No." She laughed as old memories stirred. 'l thivdy decided one child
was quite enough to trail around with them; two ldcwave been too much
of a handful on a field-trip.'

'Probably wise of them,' he remarked with dry humdumust have been
pretty lonely for you, though.'

She shook her head. 'Not really. There were allagf other children to
play with—it was like a miniature United Nationstahes, with kids here
from all over the world. | learned to speak abodbaen languages.'

'Very useful," he concurred. 'And was that how geat your husband?’
She shot him a startled look; the question hadltahgy off guard. 'Y...yes,’
she stammered. 'He was...one of Daddy's studemsvéke working on the
site at Tel- Armana, down the river, just past Asyu

'Do you still see much of him?*

She hesitated, a little puzzled by his interest. lBudoubt he was simply
making polite conversation, so she responded withsual shrug of her
slim shoulders. 'No—he's in America. He lectures aiversity out there. |
haven't seen him for... oh, more than two years.'now

'Why didn't you have any children?’



She felt a hint of pink colour her cheeks. 'l....wk wasn't something we...
ever got around to,' she stammered, wishing shie toink of a way to turn
the conversation into less intimate channels. tfately, as it turned out, |
suppose,' she added, struggling for a tone offerdifice.

He nodded, agreeing with her words. '‘Same herewifly never wanted
children." A faint smile flickered over that cynigaouth. 'She was afraid
they would spoil her figure.'

From beneath her lashes, she covertly studiechtrat handsome profile.
Was that the truth? Or was it that his wife, lilexrdelf, had recognised that
attempting to cement a crumbling marriage by hagiregild was a venture
doomed to failure? They had crossed the river,sredturned her head to
look out of the window at the town of Luxor sweepipast below them.
Further conversation was prevented as Alex cheickadain with air traffic
control to ask for clearance to bring the helicoptdo the airfield, and just
a few moments later they had set down close tdetrainal building, in
time to watch the plane from Cairo come in to lamd taxi in across the
apron.

The business class passengers would be the fiadigtat; Joanna watched
idly, knowing her parents would be in Economy—/ahér always insisted
that it was a waste of money to up-grade. But she eurious to see who
Alex had come to meet. There were several possii€idates, Arab and
European, with important looking briefcases intttands, but apparently it
wasn't any of them. But as the next figure emerigednorted with laughter.

"Trust Felicia—absolutely no concession whatsoéwvemybody's cultural
sensitivities.'

Joanna's eyes widened in surprise; so this washehwad come to meet.
She had to be a model—that pose was pure catwadkpot half turned out,

her head thrown back as one hand brushed throtmlsked mane of blonde
hair. She was wearing the shortest skirt Joannaekiadseen outside of a
magazine—though she had to admit, however mudhoited her, that she
had the legs for it.



She sashayed down the steps as if there were adtlicaimeras waiting for
her, the men of the ground-crew watching as ifrteges were on stalks.
Spotting the helicopter in its distinctive liveshe lifted one slender arm in
an enthusiastic wave—although it was quite unnecgde draw attention

to the fact that she had arrived.

'I'd better go and see about getting her luggage feaight to the hotel,’
Alex murmured on an inflection of dry humour, swimg himself down
from the helicopter. 'No doubt it'll require a tkuas usual.'

Joanna flickered him a glance of surprise. Hiswat# to the stunning young
lady now running towards him with an eager smilehen scarlet-painted
lips didn't seem to be one of unmitigated welcoheewaited for her with

his hands on his hips, and even when she threwarhes around his neck it
was several moments before he returned her embrace.

At closer quarters, she could see that the girl iaéser younger than her
sophisticated make-up and clothes suggested; irsficwas probably still
in her teens. What in heaven's name was a marflike Marshall doing
dallying with a girl of that age? It was almostnemal'

Something painful twisted in her heart, and shetbadose her eyes for a
moment to squeeze back a sudden rush of tearsdSstygpid, stupid, she
chided herself furiously—you knew the score rigbt the beginning. But
it was one thing to be aware that there were afletomen in his life—it
was rather different to face the reality in thesfieAnd to see him with a chit
of a thing barely out of her school uniform...!

She climbed down from the helicopter, hesitatindwardly, hoping her
mask of composure gave nothing away. The girl sgdtier, and her eyes
flickered with surprise. She drew back out of Afeaxtms, casting an openly
disparaging glance down over Joanna's dusty, waikesd clothes. It was
clear that she didn't welcome the intrusion.

'Who's this?' she demanded with a pout.

Alex half turned, keeping one casual arm aroundjtiis waist. A smile of
sardonic amusement was curving that hard mouths "EhMs Joanna



Holloway.' He introduced her, a subtle trace of kawg in his tone. 'She's
the one who discovered the tomb you're so...aberda see.'

'Ms?' The blonde fastened at once on that tinyildetthe mention of the
tomb seemed to have passed from one jangling gawithe other without
meeting anything of substance on the way. 'Oh, dre&avyou're not one of
those awful feminists, are you?'

Joanna blinked at her in surprise; she had neweicpiarly thought of
herself in that light—but it certainly wasn't arcasation she was going to
deny, not when she had fought so hard to becometsamy more than a
mere ornamental accessory for a man. And especntywith Alex
standing there, watching her with those far tox@gtive dark eyes.

'Of course,' she returned with cool dignity. 'Issvery sane woman these
days?'

Felicia looked a little startled. She giggled fatsky, glancing up at Alex to
gauge his reaction. He seemed amused at the exehanlijtle feminism
wouldn't do you any harm," he advised her withwchoof asperity. "You
won't be able to get by just by batting those l@fysblues for ever.’

Joanna didn't have time to sort out her astonishiaetinat remark; at that
moment she spotted her parents stepping from ticeatij her father as
usual impatiently scolding her mother, who was gihimg with all their
hand baggage while he carried nothing at all. Lregatier confusion behind,
she hurried over to the aircraft steps, greeting mether with an
affectionate kiss, and her father with a wry smile.

'Hello, Daddy—I'm glad you could come over so qlyck

He smiled down at her rather vaguely. 'Oh... Yasteq Come along,
Daphne, do hurry up—we have to get our cases, lsemd find a damned
taxi. We haven't got all day.’

"You don't have to worry about that, Daddy,' Joasssured him. "You can
send the suitcases on to the hotel, and comeIsti@rgr to the tomb-site in
the helicopter.’



'Eh?' He peered across the tarmac from beneatkygkdgte eyebrows, but
accepted the presence of the helicopter as meiglgde. 'Well, come
along, then," he urged. 'They're unloading the dgggalready.'

It didn't take long to collect their suitcasessaen as they appeared on the
conveyor belt, Professor Holloway swooped on thesnging aside anyone
who happened to be in his way—fortunately his agewhite hair, and his
general air of eccentricity protected him from auyraged protest.

Emerging from the crowd around the baggage reckiea, they found

Alex and Felicia waiting with a porter, and a maintof expensive leather
luggage—she must have brought a great many of timi@®scopic skirts

with her to have needed so many suitcases, Joafieated acidly.

But she let no trace of any emotion show in hee fas she introduced her
parents. 'Mum, Daddy—this is Alex Marshall. He's ttead of the mining

company that's going to be taking over the sitecas as we've finished.’
She had added a deliberate emphasis to the lasisyoer eyes glinting

with an aggressive challenge to him to contradéect but he merely smiled

with that sardonic humour that was becoming solfanto her.

'‘Good afternoon, Professor Holloway,' he said, inglabut a polite hand.
'I'm very pleased to meet you—I've heard a greal aleout you.'

But consideration of good manners had never inttadrthe Professor. He
scowled at the stranger, ignoring the proffereddhavlining, eh? Well, |
hope you're not in a hurry, young man. A find litkes is of enormous
value—incalculable. I'm afraid you'll just havewait.'

To Joanna's relief, Alex merely seemed amused Isy rissponse. 'I'd
already gathered that,’ he said drily. 'I've areghfpr the luggage to be
taken on to the hotel, so if you'd like to comehwite, the helicopter should
be refuelled ready for take-off.'

'‘Good. I'm in a hurry, you know.' The fact that Algas doing him a favour
had apparently failed to register with the Professtalking on ahead, he
expected everyone to step out of his way, scowimgely at those that
were a little slow.



Daphne Holloway glanced up apologetically at Al&km...sorry about
him," she murmured in her soft, deferential voiee.. .gets a little agitated
at times.’

Alex smiled down at her in warm reassurance. 'Rleden't worry about it,'
he responded gently. He drew forward the blondey whs waiting at his
side, clearly growing somewhat impatient at notngethe centre of
attention. '‘By the way, may | introduce my sistéglicia?' he added
blandly.

Joanna's startled eyes flew straight to his face she knew as she saw the
mocking glint in his that she had given herself pv&he struggled to catch
her breath, a betraying flush of colour heatingdiereks. Hisister?Well,
how was she supposed to have guessed that? Theresueh a huge
difference in their ages, and they didn't look taabike.

Flashing him a look of icy disdain, she turned limaloof shoulder, taking
her mother's arm. 'Did you have a good flight?'eshguired solicitously. 'l

hope it wasn't too much for you to have to dropgéng and rush out here
like this?'

'Of course not," her mother assured her with aesnMour father was
terribly excited by your news, you know. He's emtedy proud of
you—ijust in case he forgets to tell you.'

Joanna laughed drily. 'Oh, Mum," she chuckled. #Heould he ever be
without you?'

Daphne blinked at her in surprise. 'Why, what orthedo you mean?' she
protested, genuinely puzzled. "Your father's a wéyer man.'

'I know. That's his trouble.’

The mechanics had just finished refuelling the doglter, and Joanna
helped her mother up into the back beside her fathienbing in herself to

join them. Alex's sister scrambled into the froeaitsbeside him, a feat
which stirred considerable interest among the airnporkers gathered on



the ground, and caused Professor Holloway to frown
disapproval—which seemed to bother her not at all.

The flight back across the river took no more thdew minutes. A small
deputation was waiting to meet the august profest&gyptology, their
dignity somewhat ruffled by the whirlwind of grind sand thrown up by
the down-draught from the helicopter's rotors asme in to land. Bent in
half, and hugging a straw hat to his head, on&é@tducked beneath the
whirring blades and ran forward to open the door.

'Professor Holloway—how wonderful to see you agaiou remember
me? We met at Tanis, three years ago.'

'Of course, of course.' Impatient to see what ftedeane for, the professor
had no time for greetings. He clambered stiffly dowom the helicopter,
exchanging the briefest of handshakes before styidiff towards the
tombs.

'Oh, dear," muttered his wife anxiously. 'He's @tgn his sunhat—he'll
catch the sun on his head.' She scrambled downhafite hurrying to catch
him up.

Felicia swung herself elegantly to the ground, atabd looking around.

Joanna couldn't help wondering quite why she hawleceshe didn't seem
at all the type to be interested in ancient histBiyt she had evidently seen
something she was interested in, and as Joanoavtdlthe direction of her

gaze, she frowned; Greg had just appeared in ttranme to the tomb,

talking to one of the men.

Alex lifted his hand to flick off the fuel and mastelectric switches on the
console above his head, and the rotors slowethadt.aHe turned in his seat
to regard her with a provocative smile. "You wargpssed to hear that she
was my sister?' he queried, somewhat rhetorically.

Joanna's eyes flickered evasively past him. 'fejitshe conceded, trying
for a light note. 'She's a lot younger than you.'



'‘Actually, she's my stepsister,’ he explained,tsigra wry glance after the
retreating figure so spectacularly out of placethis location. 'And a
handful." There was a glint of mocking amusemenhigeyes. 'Did you
really think 1 was such a cradle-snatcher?’

Joanna felt again that treacherous rush of colourer cheeks. 'Of... Of
course not," she returned stiffly. 'It's really aaf my concern.’

He laughed softly. "You're not a very good liaryymow,' he taunted, those
dark eyes mocking her. 'l can tell exactly what'sethinking.'

She lowered her lashes in instinctive defence shetknew it was no use
pretending any longer—not to herself, nor to hiou... never told me you
were going to meet your stepsister,' she accusely.ta

'No." His voice was low and husky. '‘Maybe | didttdaliberately. | wanted
to see if | could make you a little jealous.’ Haaleed across and took her
hand. 'l can't quite figure out what you're doingie, Ms Holloway, but
somehow you're getting right under my skin.'

She drew her hand back in alarm, her attempt atedesss laugh coming out
as a kind of strangled croak. 'That's probably hestause you're furious
with me over causing you all this delay,’ she fdroat unsteadily.

‘That's what | thought. But it doesn't explain wthe first time | saw you
again, | wanted nothing more than to snatch yoangcarry you off with
me, and finish what we started that night at Karnak

Her eyes darted to his, and swiftly away agairhesd rushed through her
veins. 'l... That wasn't... You needn't think amyghike that will ever
happen again,' she protested. 'You took me byiserfrat night.’

'Youtook meby surprise,’ he countered, a hint of wry self-k@evg in his
voice. 'The way you responded when | kissed yowstrmade me lose
control. And your body was so beautiful. Your btsasere like peaches,
firm and ripe in my hand...'



With a gasp of panic she unfastened her seatbefuamped down from the
helicopter, her legs almost giving way beneath her.was beside her at
once, catching her elbow to steady her.

"You can run away from me," he taunted, an edgecefbity in his voice.
'‘But you can't run away from yourself. You want whaant—and sooner
or later, it's going to get too strong for you.'

'‘Let me go,' she snapped at him furiously, shakfhgis hand. 'l don't know
what you're hoping to gain by this...'

'Don't you?' That mocking glint was back in his ida&ayes. Then it's
obviously been far too long since you felt the vintigf a satisfied man
crushing you down after making love to you. It ismealthy to be so
abstemious.’

'I'll worry about my own health, thank you," sh@pad heatedly. 'Now if
you don't mind, I'd like to go and see what's happe'

He laughed, but let her go, and she stalked awaryhéad held very erect
but her spine feeling like a column of ice that géswvly melting in lazy
trickles of heat.

Every word he had said was true; she wanted hith, avfierce, aching
longing that was gnawing at her soul. When shethaght Felicia was his
girlfriend she had been racked by a jealousy sgpsiat it had almost torn
her heart out. And it was becoming more than shiddmht; her defenses,
once so seemingly impregnable, were no match ®assault. She was
falling in love with him.



CHAPTER SEVEN

THE atmosphere inside the tomb was hot and tenses thast have been
twenty people crowded into the confined space. d3swr Holloway had

completed his preliminary survey, and was readgpen the sarcophagus
and see what was inside.

Howard Carter must have felt like this, Joannaertéld, at the opening of
the tomb of Tutankhamun. Not that this discoverg waing to be anything
like as fabulous, of course—but, nevertheless,hsie her breath as she
watched the workmen begin to ease up the heavy evobd, their bodies
glistening with sweat in the yellow glow of the etiéc light.

With a scraping sound the lid began to move. Ohi@rds reached in to

help, easing it aside with infinite care. As soserlere was a small gap, the
elderly professor held up a peremptory hand, aodeshis torch inside, as

everyone waited expectantly.

Joanna smiled wryly to herself—she had seen haerfago through this
performance dozens of times before, milking evasy tirop of drama from
the moment. She had been trying to ignore the sensaf being watched
herself, but it was stronger than she could wititand she felt her eyes
drawn, almost against her will, across the shadawgle around the
sarcophagus.

Alex was standing just inside the entrance fromupper tomb, watching
the proceedings with a sardonic smile on his haodtl He appeared to
have accepted the inevitability of the delay, astehe didn't even seem to
mind letting his men help with the heavy work. Bate wasn't fooled into
thinking that implied any softening of attitude lois part; at the first word,
he would be in here with his dynamite and his mdkts, reducing the
whole site to rubble.

'The coffin appears to be undisturbed,” Professalfokway announced in
appropriately sepulchral tones. 'l believe we mag the mummy to be
intact.’



Excitement bubbled up into a froth of congratulatend back-slapping.
Not everyone had forgotten that it was Joanna,heotfather, who had
actually made the discovery, and she found hemsglounded, shaking
hands with all the important visitors, explainirgpan exactly how she had
come to find the tomb.

When at last she was able to escape, Alex had mhsagd, but as she
emerged from the tomb she found him outside, deemmnversation with
Mr Makram from the Department of Antiquities ancbdrer man she didn't
know. She guessed at once that they were discussmdpng it would take
to clear the site of anything worth preservinghst the quarrying could go
ahead; well, they weren't going to keep any sedreta her, she vowed
resolutely, and, drawing a slow, steadying breatiked over to join them.

Alex glanced up at her approach, a flicker of gnmmour curving that hard
mouth. 'Ah, Ms Holloway," he greeted her with mogkiformality. "You
already know Mr Makram, | believe?"

The wizened antiquarian greeted her with an eftugjush. 'Ah, Miss
Holloway. May | offer my congratulations? A trulplendid discovery. It
may be hoped that it will reveal much new inforraatiYour father will be
remaining to conduct the examination, | aspire?’

'l believe so,' she responded evenly, ignoringwhechful glint in Alex's
dark eyes.

‘Allow me to introduce my colleague Mr Hamid, frahre Ministry which
has responsibility for mineral resources,” Mr Makradded with smiling
formality.

The other man was offering her his hand. 'Goodradtan, Miz Holloway,'
he greeted her eagerly. 'It is very much welcomse®you here. And your
most great father also. It was very much interesad to listen to him
speech in Cairo at Museum, five, six years ago—y march interest indeed.
A very much knowledgeable man about Egypt history.'

She shook his hand warmlgahokran' she responded, slipping easily into
his language. 'The question now, of course, is hmeh time you will be



able to allow us to complete the exploration of gite, before Mr Marshall
will be able to recommence his quarrying operations

‘The matter has already been discussed,’ Alexpeaally. ‘Naturally, you
will have enough time to do whatever is considerecessary.'

She slanted him a glance of wary suspicion. '@ty difficult at this stage to
estimate how long that will take," she respondedfally. ‘'There could be
more tombs still to be found.’

'Do you really think that's likely?' he enquiredhdr

'It's possible." She turned a winning smile on gemtleman from the
Ministry. 'And I'm sure you'll agree the site issmanuch too important to
risk destroying it prematurely?

He beamed, clearly susceptible to a touch of femimharm. 'I'm sure my
department will wish to do everything possibledoilitate you,' he assured
her. 'We will be most anxious to assist the greatd2sor Holloway with
his research.’

‘That is most kind." She didn't trouble to reminch hhat the research was
hers, not her father's—she was going to exploitryewingle crumb of
advantage, no matter how much it might cause Alexskiall to clench his
jaw.

The two government officials moved away to convelsetween
themselves, leaving her alone with Alex. He slariteda look of cynical
amusement. 'You'll use every trick in the bookebwhat you want, won't
you?' he taunted. 'Poor Hamid—you were winding anound your little
finger.'

She arched one finely drawn eyebrow in cool quastiom afraid you're
getting a little paranoid,' she responded, heresenged with disdain. 'l was
merely being pleasant to him.’

'Oh, was that what it was?' he countered, thode @jgrs mocking her. 'No
wonder | didn't recognise it—I don't think you'vedm pleasant to me once



since I've known you. At least, not for more thase fminutes at a time. I'd
assumed you were just as abrasive with all menappéarently not. Why
me, | wonder?'

'‘Because you don't deserve being pleasant tothsbe back at him. She
could feel the treacherous heat of a blush risingetr cheeks, and turned
him an aloof shoulder, walking away before she a@ooétray herself
further. But behind her she could hear him laughsnfjly. He knewthe
effect he was having on her, damn him, and he wetibattately playing
with her. Maybe that was his way of getting hiserege, because she had
disrupted his plans.

She went in search of Annette, but she couldnd fier, so instead she
wandered along to see how things were going irother tombs. Some of
Alex's men were working with rock-cutters to remavesection of one of
the walls, and she watched for a moment, her haweisher ears against the
deafening racket. Greg, who was supervising theiaes, turned to her
with a grin.

'Quite a noise, isn't it?" he shouted. 'OK, thddll He held up his hand, and
the men stopped gratefully to rest. 'What do yookth he asked Joanna,
proud of his efforts.

'It's coming on," she approved warmly.

'This sandstone's like butter,” he told her. 'Weukh be ready to start

chiselling out on each side of the cuts by tomorrohat'll take a couple of

days, and then we can start cutting through behind.

She nodded. 'Fine. By the way, have you seen Agfiett

He shook his head. ‘Not for an hour or more.'

'Oh." She frowned, a little puzzled. 'Well, she tmbe around here
somewhere. Probably over by the trucks. I'll see lpter—bye.’

She left him with a casual wave, and climbed bgekhe narrow access
passage on to the scree-strewn hillside, bakedélate afternoon sun. She



put up her hand to shield her eyes, and squinteasado where their
beaten-up old truck was parked, now surroundedalfyaldozen other cars,
but there was no sign of Annette. Strange—wherédcshe have got to?

There was someone else there, however—Feliciagdrbgggily across a
rock, burnishing her suntan, attracting a consigdleramount of attention
from the workmen as they passed to and fro. Shecgthup languidly as
she heard Joanna's footsteps.

'‘Oh—nhi," she greeted her with a bored yawn. 'Haotwping? Have they
finished messing about in that tomb yet?'

'More or less. | expect your brother will be readyleave soon—it'll be
getting dark in half an hour or so, anyway.'

‘Thank goodness for that.' The blonde sat up, prgdrerself as a couple of
the men almost fell over their own feet throughninig to stare at her.
‘There's not really much to do out here, is there?"

‘No, I'm afraid not," Joanna responded, faintly aeal '‘Are you planning to
stay long?'

A smug little smile curved that perfectly formed ut@ 'l don't know,' she
purred. 'That depends.’

On what? Joanna wondered drily. The next whim #&maered that pretty
head? What had brought her out here in the fiestgohnyway? She clearly
wasn't remotely interested in archaeology. Probshé/had had a row with
a boyfriend at home, and had flounced off in a .h8i long as it was
nothing to do with Greg, she reflected, recallihgttfleeting impression
when the helicopter had landed. That could proviensaxd!

'‘Ah—so0 there you are." Joanna stiffened involulytas Alex's voice cut
across her thoughts. He regarded his stepsisterwyit resignation. 'Is it
absolutely necessary for you to pose around likg thistracting my men?'
he enquired, a sardonic inflection in his voiceouYe likely to cause an
accident.’



The girl seemed to find this flattering. 'l caréifhnit if they look at me,' she
reasoned ingenuously. 'What do you expect me tb do?

‘It might be worth your while remembering that theyaccustomed to
women dressing a little more modestly out here,'pbated out with
apparently little hope of being attended to. 'Anywiathought you were
keen to see the tomb?’

Felicia shrugged her slender shoulders in a gestudesmissal. 'l've seen
it," she responded coolly. '‘Besides, it was stdffyn there with all those
people.’

Alex appeared to be having some difficulty contngjlhis temper. Joanna
watched him covertly from behind her sunglasses; &huld sympathise
with his feelings—Felicia seemed to be an extremgbpilt young
lady—but it was quite intriguing to see him beirgsted in this way. She
strongly suspected that he would like nothing bdttan to be able to put
the silly girl over his knee, and was finding it shérustrating not to be able
to do so.

He turned on her abruptly. ‘It appears that thep'iMoe able to move the
mummy until next week," he informed her with a glaApparently they
want to take it to Cairo for a proper examination.’

'Oh..;

'At least by then you should have had sufficiemetto check out the rest of
the site,” he added, a bite of sarcasm in his voRarticularly since it
appears that I'm continuing to provide the manpdwer

She bridled in anger at his tone. 'I'm quite sina fsn't necessary," she
retorted. 'Now that the site's been declared @&rast, the Department of
Antiquities would be willing to provide the labour.

'‘Which will probably take a month to arrange,’ leenged out. 'l think I'm
better off leaving things as they are.' He turreeldis stepsister. 'If you're in
such a hurry to leave, you'd better come alongiapped at her. 'I'm going
in a few minutes.'



She slanted him a petulant look. 'l didn't say $waa hurry to leave,’ she
complained.

'Well, I'm not leaving you out here by yourselg' &dvised her caustically,
and turning his back he strode away.

Felicia glanced after him with a quizzical smihat's got into him?' she
enquired of no one in particular.

'l think he's annoyed about the delay," Joannaoretgd, her tone carefully
indifferent.

Felicia rose to her feet. 'Well, there's no needhion to come the big
brother with me," she grumbled. She glanced at nkamith mocking
scrutiny. "You fancy him, don't you?'

Joanna felt a faint blush of pink colour her cheé&d course not,’ she
protested rather too forcefully.

But Felicia wasn't fooled by her denial. She chadkh triumph. 'l thought
so! They all do. Of course, | suppose he's quitedgooking—andvery
rich. You want to watch out for him, though," shdded with an air of
spurious concern. 'He's not very easy to get ylawsinto. Even the really
beautiful ones can't hold on to him for long.'

‘Thank you for the advice," Joanna returned with iamour. 'I'll try and
remember it.'

She watched the younger girl saunter off towaréshttlicopter, her body
swaying provocatively in that abbreviated skirtslight frown creased her
brow. It was a pity Alex had couched his warning sach tactless
terms—the way some of the men were watching hermaae than a little
worrying. Of course, the fact that she was Alex $hail's sister ought to
protect her from the consequences of her own reivie men seemed to
have a good deal of respect for him. But there neaguarantee.



It was late by the time Joanna got back to the &fier driving her parents
over to their hotel, they had naturally expectedtbestay and have dinner
with them. She had been a little reluctant to agrslee hadn't been able to
find Annette at all at the tomb-site, and she wegiiming to worry slightly.

But Annette was a sensible girl, and knew how ke teare of herself out
here. She had probably just decided to come bdoktawn to early, and
with all the excitement it wasn't surprising thahogver she had left a
message with had forgotten to pass it on.

She had been sipping her coffee and listening dlgsem her father's

dissertation on the correct procedure for examimmgnmies, when she
had noticed Felicia out on the terrace, sittinghveitgroup of the wealthy
local businessmen who congregated there nightlkintainto the small

hours and smoking from hubble-bubble pipes.

A little surprised, she glanced around for Alext there was no sign of
him. Of course, it was probably perfectly all rigishe assured herself
doubtfully—they were probably business associafebisa Surely even
Felicia wouldn't be so foolish as to be so familath a group of totally
strange men in a foreign country? But, nevertheldss kept an eye on the
younger girl as she finished her meal.

Her parents had decided to retire to their roord,after bidding goodnight
to them she was on her way out of the hotel whenrah into Alex. He
seemed slightly distracted, and glanced down ainfgarprise. 'Oh... hello.
| suppose you've been having dinner with your pafn

'Yes.'

He was looking around the foyer, a frown creasiggldiow. 'Have you
seen Fliss anywhere?' he enquired.

Joanna hesitated, reluctant to cause trouble bathieeand his sister. But.
looking past his shoulder, she could see that ithdrad spotted him, and
had slipped discreetly away from her friends. 'Shedut on the terrace, |
think," she responded gratefully. 'Is Greg with Jou



'‘Greg?' He lifted one dark eyebrow in surprise -'N@s staying out at the
work-camp now.'

'Oh. Only | thought... Annette came back over eahd | assumed they
must have a date.’

He shook his head, his smile a little grim. 'I'mead Greg doesn't have time
for gallivanting at the moment," he responded darigince he's taken it
upon himself to countermand my direct orders, hev nioas full
responsibility for what goes on out there."'

She slanted him a trenchant look. It seemed a [oigtty of him to punish
poor Greg in that way—it really hadn't been hidttanhat had happened.
He really didn't like it when he didn't get his owray, she reflected
wryly—and woe betide anyone he chose to blame.

'Well, I'd better be getting home," she excuseddiepolitely. '‘Goodnight.’

'‘Goodnight.' Those dark eyes glinted down at herway that warned her
he was still looking for a way to take out his nege on her. 'I'll see you
tomorrow.'

Rather to Joanna's surprise, the flat was in dasknéen she got back to it.
But, as she closed the door, she heard a muffleddstsom the bedroom.
Puzzled, she crossed the room, and pushed opedotite As her eyes
adjusted to the gloom, she saw a dark hump on ¢k dnd the distinct
sound of sobbing.

'‘Annie?' She moved over quickly to the bed, andedron the light. 'What
on earth's the matter? Are you ill?'

The pretty face that was raised to hers was wdt tedrs. 'No! I'm... It's
that...Thatat! | hate him—I never want to see him again as langliae!"

Joanna frowned, puzzled. 'You mean Greg?' she egugently. "Why?
What's happened?’



Annette sat up, scrubbing her eyes fiercely withlihck of her hand. '"You
were right all along,' she declared, her lowertidgmbling. 'They're all the
same. Men! He wakissingher!'

'Kissing who?' She groaned inwardly. Oh, God, wise2'Felicia?’

'Yes. That bitch in the short skirt." The venonAimette's sweet voice was
deadly. 'Did you know that they were engaged?’

'Engaged?That really was a shock.

'‘Apparently they've been engaged for six monthg #Hrey're getting
married next year. | dare say he just forgot to tioerit to me."’

Joanna sat down on her own bed, pondering thig mémformation with
suspicion. 'Who told you that?' she asked.

'She did.'
'‘And did you ask Greg about it?'

'Well, of course not," Annette responded bitteilgon't ever want to speak
to him again.'

Joanna tipped her head on one side, frowning. Rhow, | don't remember
seeing a ring on her finger,' she mused. 'And somehm surprised that
Alex never mentioned it either—after all, she is sliepsister.’

Annette looked up at her sharply. 'What are younggy she demanded, a
painful intensity in her voice.

Joanna shrugged. 'Just that... | think goghtto speak to Greg—give him
a chance to explain.’'

'‘No." Annette's jaw was set in obstinate refusalheé wants to explain
anything, he can come and see me. And anyway, vasyhe kissing her?'



'l don't know," Joanna admitted wryly. 'But | jdsink you should give him
the benefit of the doubt.’

Annette laughed with brittle humour. 'That soundsdy coming from you,’
she retorted. 'You're the one who warned me affiénfirst place.’

'l know, but... Somehow it doesn't seem like Gregehave like that.'

'l thought so, too.' The tears welled up into Atgistsoft brown eyes again.
'‘But | saw it myself..." With a strangled sob sheetv herself down on the
pillow again, crying as if her heart would break.

Joanna watched her with anxious concern. It rediliy't seem to make
sense—she could hagsvornthat Greg was genuine. Oh, she wouldn't be
surprised if Felicia was after him—and, like hapdirother, she seemed to
feel that whatever she wanted she was entitlechte.hBut that there was
anything serious in it? She wouldn't put it past $piteful little madam to
have made that part up, she reflected acidly—aghdbat didn't explain
what he had been doing kissing her.

'Have you eaten anything?' she asked Annette.

The younger girl shook her dark head. 'I'm not lmyng

‘Just a cup of tea?'

'No—thank you.’

"You have to eat something," Joanna urged geMy'll make yourself ill.’
' don't care.’

The tears were showing no signs of abating; thee wacking the slim little
body in great tearing sobs. It was painful to seeih such distress, but
Joanna felt helpless; there was only one thingwmatld put things right.

'Look,' she offered at last, 'would you like meptap over to the camp and
talk to him?'



Annette lifted her head to peer up at her, a glimofi@ncertain hope in her
tear-stained eyes. 'What, now?' she whispered tanalgr 'But it's dark.’

'l know. It doesn't matter,’ Joanna returned diiityink | ought to be able to
find the way well enough by now.’

Annette hesitated, but it was clear that the idea ltheered her
considerably. 'Well, but... Will you be all righy tyourself?' she queried
anxiously.

Joanna smiled with an assurance she didn't quete'@f course | will," she
insisted. "You dry your eyes. I'm sure everythint) twrn out all right.’

Annette fumbled for a tissue in the box on the mkxgable. 'If you're really
sure... ?'

Joanna rose briskly to her feet. 'The ferry'll in@ning for another couple of
hours yet—I should be back well before midnighthé ®ent and kissed her
friend's tear- stained cheek. 'Cheerio—see you.late

'‘Goodbye. And... be careful how you go," Annettgpoaded, her voice
serious with concern.

Joanna smiled at her reassuringly. 'Don't worliybd' back in a couple of
hours—with Greg.'

In spite of her confident words to Annette, Joarfelt a certain
apprehension as she left the lights of the ferapding behind her and
headed out alone into the darkness. The beam didaeilamps showed her
only an arc of dusty desert, the road picked outwust a line of
whitewashed stones. But she had driven this waynaoy times that she
had little trouble finding the way, and barely hatf hour later she saw the
lights of the camp ahead of her.



As she drew the truck to a halt, she could heaincrugning from one of
the huts, and she could see people moving abodeinhat seemed to be
the mess-hut, so she made her way over to it asllgouthe door open.

She had been right; the room was full of men, sptaging cards, others
just sitting around relaxing in battered armchaliise walls were covered
in pictures torn from magazines—most of them stagty explicit. And,
through a blue haze of cigarette smoke, she foenself the cynosure of
several dozen pairs of very interested eyes.

With a sudden stab of alarm, she realised thaetivas no sign of Greg.
She was alone—with several dozen beefy labourdrs, vad been stuck
out here in the desert for the past couple of weddgrived of the comfort
of their wives, and they were looking at her ashié was their next meal.

A rising tide of panic caught in her throat; she baen an idiot to come out
here—she would have been the first to warn anyrotloenan not to take
such a damned stupid risk. She stepped back hastilg felt someone
behind her grab her arm.

She screamed, striking out instinctively, but hes\wsagood deal stronger
than her, and he caught her other arm, draggingway from the door as
she struggled wildly. 'What in hell's name do ybink you're doing out

here?’

The sound of that familiar voice came as suchiefrislat tears sprang to her
eyes. 'Alex!'

"You'd better just thank your lucky stars thasijt he grated harshly, giving
her a shake that rattled her teeth. 'Are gmarzy?'And then his arms were
around her, crushing her against the hard lengthsabody, and his mouth
came down on hers with a fierce demand that tookfeath away.

A flood of purely feminine submissiveness sweptwaalaher defences, and
she curved herself into his savage embrace, regchgron tiptoe to wrap
her arms around his neck. His mouth was like fivet, and greedy, his
tongue invading deep into the sweet, moist valldyes mouth, plundering
all her responses.



He groaned softly, his hand sliding up to encompasdreast with rough
possessiveness. '‘God, Joanna— this is getting,ttezyreathed. 'You're
driving me out of my mind. Come on over to my hut..

She tensed in sudden alarm, pushing herself awayg fiim. 'No!" she
protested raggedly. 'l came out here to look fardar'

'‘Greg?' His eyes blazed, and his hands caught her shaulder vice-like
grip. 'What do you want to see him for?'

With a dizzying sense of bewilderment, she realibed he was jealous.
Her heart soared—but only for a fleeting momenteoagain, she realised,
it was only frustration at not getting his own wakor Annette," she
informed him bitingly. 'l should have thought yowwd have known the
reason.’

He lifted one dark eyebrow in sharp enquiry. 'Sddal

'l suppose it never occurred to you to mention behad a... relationship
with your stepsister?’ she challenged, a sardofiiction in her voice.

"You could hardly call it a relationship,’ he coenetd dismissively. 'She's
had an outsized crush on him since she was ab@lidgwbut so far as |
know he's never been even remotely interestedrih he

'Oh, really? Then can you explain what he was ddiisging her?' she
challenged, returning him a defiant look.

He looked genuinely surprised at her words. 'Noan't,’” he admitted, a
grim note in his voice. 'Perhaps we'd better goastdhim.'

He took her elbow, and steered her firmly acrosstimpound to one of the
smaller huts. Not even bothering to knock on therdhe pushed it open.
There were two iron bunks inside, and Greg wasglyon one of them,
playing with a pocket computer-game. He startedsugoon as he saw them,
a puzzled look on his face. 'Joanna? What on @agtlyou doing out here?'



"You might well ask," Alex responded for her. Hewlrher inside, closing
the door. 'Would you mind telling me what you'vebeip to, playing the
gigolo?'

Poor Greg looked even more confused. 'Playing ip@af? Me?"

'What else would you call it?" Alex enquired witht@uch of asperity.
'Stringing two girls along at the same time?"

A crimson flush swept up over that boyishly handsdiace. 'l... | don't
know what you mean," he protested raggedly. 'l havgeen stringing
anyone along.'

'No? One minute you're panting after that littlarette, and the next you're
kissing my sister.’

The flush deepened. 'l wasn't kissing her," he miedawkwardly. 'She...
She was kissing me.’

'Oh...?'

Greg sat down on the edge of his bunk, looking tupisacousin as if he
expected to be eaten alive. 'I'm sorry. I... di#nbw how to stop her,' he
explained limply. 'l didn't even know she was cogiout here. She...
caught me by surprise.’

Alex laughed without humour. 'l can well imaginédnat little minx... Well,
you seem to have some explaining to do to your gdady.'

'‘Annie?' Greg looked around, as if he expectedet Iser there. 'She...
doesn't know about it, does she?"

'She saw you," Joanna informed him with little ¢raxf sympathy. 'She's
currently crying her eyes out.’

'Oh, dear!" He jumped to his feet, his eyes darth wnxiety. He turned
pleadingly to Alex.



'‘Oh, go on,' the older man grunted with wry impate 'You'd better go
and make your apologies.’

'Of course. Thank you. I'll come back as soonwasdkplained.’

'l dare say the ferries will have stopped runniggthen," Alex surmised
with weary resignation. 'You'd better stay the high

Greg blushed again, glancing awkwardly at JoannaYes, | suppose...'
With an embarrassed grin, he darted out of the hut.

Joanna drew in a deep breath, and glanced up ataheat her side with a
forced smile. "Thank you,' she managed. 'It wasry.kind of you to let him
go and see her.’

His eyes glinted with cynical humour. ‘It would leaveen kinder to have
sent him to Australia," he remarked drily. 'Thd thing he needs at his age
is that sort of entanglement.

'Oh, but it would be so cruel to try to break theph' she protested, aghast.
‘They're in love.'

'Puppy-love," he dismissed derisively. 'If they evdeept apart for six
months, they'd forget all about each other.’

'He's only a year younger than you were when youmgarried," she
reminded him tartly.

'Exactly. And if someone had sent me to Austradiasix months instead
they'd have earned my eternal gratitude. But myoacivasn't entirely
altruistic,’ he added, his mouth curving into alsrof lazy mockery as he
reached out for her. 'l have the misfortune to ehlais hut with him, and
now that he's not going to be here...’

Joanna drew back sharply, her heart thudding inlesugbanic. 'No, |I... |
have to catch the ferry. Annette will worry if Isfbget back.'



'l doubt if Annette will notice,' he responded drillf you go back there,
you'll only spoil the touching reconciliation—ungegou're willing to sit up
all night on one of those uncomfortable-looking eln@irs in your flat.'

She regarded him with cool dignity. 'It will probglcome as a considerable
surprise to you, but Annette and Greg aren't stegfaigether,’ she informed
him. 'If anyone sleeps in the armchair, I'm quiteest will be Greg.'

A glint of irritation flickered in his eyes, but Het her go. 'Oh, damn
you—go on, then," he grated. 'One of these daysespoor sap will
probably end up strangling you—and he'll have mgpast sympathy.’

Her heart was fluttering like a million trapped tewtlies as she walked back
to the truck. The moon had risen, bathing the sceitie its cold, pale
light—it was almost like being on some alien plarfetom across the
compound, she could hear the sound of musicatitl,laughter, and a small
shiver ran through her; if Alex hadn't been theseat would have happened
to her?

He was still standing in the doorway of Greg's huafching her as she
drove away. The heat of that kiss was still warntieg lips. Such savage
intensity was a little frightening; she had nevadto cope with anything
like that before. It was like sitting on a powdéeg, waiting for it to
explode. And when it did, there wasn't going tonlch left of her. As
Felicia had somewhat unnecessarily reminded hen the really beautiful
ones couldn't hold on to him for long.



CHAPTER EIGHT

'WELL, here's to the two of you.' Joanna lifted hergland smiled at the
young pair across the table. 'l hope you'll botlvéy happy.'

Annette's eyes sparkled as brightly as the bramddi@mond ring on her
finger. 'lknowwe will be," she whispered, gazing up adoringlghatman at
her side.

They were celebrating the engagement with dinnetherbalcony of the
flat, though this time there were just the thredghafm, much to Joanna's
relief—after what had happened last night, the Iglss saw of Alex
Marshall, the better. For much of the day she hahaged to avoid
him—indeed, it had seemed that he was as inteatoiding her. There had
been a great deal to keep her busy, supervisingetheval of the artefacts
from the tomb, and she had seen him only from tawi®, down in the
work-camp. He hadn't come up to the site at all.

Somehow, seeing the other two so happy made timeipdier own heart
seem all the more acute. But she would never keintiguess that; her
smiling mask was flawless. 'Have you set a datéhlferwedding yet?' she
enquired with a hint of teasing.

Greg shook his head, looking serious for a moménisn't going to be
easy—my job will keep me abroad a lot of the time.'

'‘But as soon as I've finished my degree I'll be abicome out and join you,’
Annette reminded him eagerly.

'‘And we don't have to rush to...start a family.tiéh blush coloured her
cheeks as she finished the sentence.

Greg slipped his arm around her shoulders, anddwiggr. 'One day," he
promised, his voice husky. 'But you're right—there rush.’



Joanna felt as if a knife was twisting in her heamtl, to cover it, rose to her
feet and started collecting up the plates.

'Oh, we'll do that," Annette protested quickly, ping up.
'No, no—you two stop out here for a bit. It woake me long.’
'l just give you a hand with the plates, then.’

Something in her young friend's tone hinted thatwhnted a private word,
so Joanna nodded. 'OK— thanks.'

She carried the plates through to the kitchen, putdthem in the sink.
Annette followed her, her eyes betraying a shadbanaiety. 'l was just
wondering... You don't think Alex will try to stops getting married, do
you?' she asked earnestly.

Joanna tried not to hesitate. 'Of course not—wlopkhhe?’

Annette managed an uncertain smile. 'Oh, | dordwknJust... He might
think it would interfere with Greg's career. Aneth.. there's his sister...'

Joanna could smile at that. 'Oh, | don't think yaed worry that he had
Greg lined up for her,' she responded lightlymagine he would think she's
far too young for any serious involvement yet.'

‘Are you sure?"

'Well, that's certainly the impression | got. Yawutd be a little closer on the
first count, but I'm sure he wouldn't do anythingstand in your way. Stop
worrying about it.'

Annette's eyes brightened. 'Thanks," she respongdadnly. 'And
Joanna—thanks for going out there last night. | wast too.. .upset to
really think straight, but | shouldn't really hae¢ you go, you know. Greg
says the men can be pretty rough at times, andspretty late.'



Joanna hid a wry smile. 'Oh, it was no probleng' sturmured evasively.
‘There, I'll finish the washing-up now—you go odtsiand help Greg with
that bottle of wine.

Annette smiled gratefully, and slipped away. Along¢he kitchen, Joanna
tried hard not to let her thoughts dwell on th&eomight—was it really less
than two weeks ago?—when she had been in herengaspiafter dinner,
and Alex had been helping her.

Oh, this was getting ridiculous, she chastised diershaking her head
impatiently. Surely at her age she was capableeofgosensible about a
thing like this? Yes, Alex Marshall was a very attive man—very
attractive. And he had a way of making you feghasigh...everything your
common sense told you about him was wrong.

But common sense was the only thing she had to baldo at the
moment—all her other defences seemed to have cedhile sand. And
common sense told her that there was no way AlessMal was interested
in anything more than chalking up another conqwast,the only reason he
appeared to be pursuing the game with a somewlnatisng degree of
intent at the moment was because she had provesl achorn in his side.
The only way a man like that knew how to cope \a@ithioman who stood up
to him was to try to get the better of her—i.e.gayting her on her back.

And even if, by some infinitesimally remote chanlkewasinterested in
anything more, it would never work out. She hadmiention whatsoever
of giving up her career and becoming once agaier@ @ppendage to some
man. And Alex Marshall wasn't the type to want eeea wife—he would
want a sweet, pretty little fluff- ball who wouldriiave any opinion that
might conflict with his own, who would have his lchien...

A sudden fierce pain, as if she had been stabbedkyfe, almost took her
breath away. Hishildren...Oh, lord, what would they be like? Sturdy, and
dark- haired, and boisterous, playing in the gardemning in to show off
something they had found... 'Mummy...'

She laughed a little hysterically. Indulging thecasional fantasy that he
might not be just playing a game with her was dmag—dreaming dreams



of playing happy families was the straight roathganity. Firmly getting a
grip on herself, she finished the washing-up, aeghin to dry off the plates.

A sudden loud rap on the door startled her. Wheanth could that be, at
this time of night? Putting down the dishtowel, stent over to open it.
Alex was standing at the top of the steps—and doingthad upset him;
anger, worry, agitation were written plainly acrbss face.

'What's wrong?' she asked anxiously, all the fboofentasies of a few
moments ago vanishing as if in a puff of smoke.

'l need your help," he announced without preamBliss has disappeared.’
She blinked up at him in astonishment. 'Disappéared

He nodded grimly. 'She's packed up all her thiagsl checked out of the
hotel. At three o'clock this afternoon.’

'‘But... Are you sure she hasn't just gone home®'gsieried—though she
knew it was a stupid question; he would have che:that already.

He shook his head. 'I've checked with the airpathbhere and in
Cairo—she hasn't boarded a plane." He glanced ieflyoas Greg and
Annette appeared from the balcony. 'Besides, stessan leaving with
some man—a local businessman, apparently—he owesadeshops here
in town.’'

Joanna felt a sharp stab of guilt; she shouldw'é ltavered up for the silly
girl last night. But she hesitated now to confedsgid he would blame her
for what had happened. 'Do you mean she's bé@mappe@' she queried,
her voice unsteady.

He shook his head, a bitter smile curving his haalith. 'l doubt it—she
appears to have gone along with him quite volulytaiihough whether
things will turn out quite how she's expecting mother matter,” he added

grimly.



They all stared at him, appalled, as they consttetlee possible
consequences.

'I... I'm sorry," stammered Greg, a little palgs ny fault. She--'

It isn't your fault," Alex cut him off with brusguimpatience. 'If anything,
it's probably mine—I might have known she'd do sttnimg stupid. | should
have kept an eye on her—or better still, made lspue her on the first plane
home.’

'Do you know where this man lives?' Joanna asked.

'I've got the address of one of his shops.' Heedwdl piece of paper from his
pocket. Sharia Ibn Tulun—eo you know where it is?'

She nodded. 'It's in theouk.I'll come with you— my Arabic's better than
yours.'

He smiled gratefully. 'Thank you.'
'Is there anything we can do to help?' Annetteretfe

"You could go back to the hotel, and wait therease anything comes up,’'
he suggested, his voice edged with anxiety.

'Of course.'

Joanna had slipped her doorkeys into her pockksee you later,' she said
to Annette. She glanced up at the man at her Siohesure it will be all
right,’ she urged. 'We'll find her.'

' hope you're right," he responded grimly, andtkedway quickly down the
outside steps to the alley alongside the shop, evhex Land Rover was
parked. Several children had already gathered drduholding out their
hands in appeal, but Joanna shooed them ruthlagsly—she knew that
their parents would strongly disapprove of themdieg for backsheesh
without doing anything to earn it.



Alex swung himself in behind the steering-wheeld dined the engine.
'Which way?'

‘Turn left here," she instructed. 'Then right at titaffic-lights.’

Although it was after ten o'clock, the centre aivtowas still bright and
bustling with tourists. But, as they turned off thain road into the narrow
side-streets, they entered another world. Hereetinaare few European
faces—this part of town belonged to the local peopl

The road was unsurfaced, rutted and dusty, anduhé@ngs on each side
looked alarmingly rickety, as if a single gust ahdwould knock them all
down. The shops were narrow and dark, many of tdesplaying their

wares on the street. Here and there, people weiergpover open braziers,
the smell of the charcoal flames and the food nmigglith the scent of
spices on the night air to create an aroma that—vpa&shaps

fortunately—quite unique.

Alex had to drive very slowly, making allowances floe strolling crowds
of pedestrians and the occasional laden donkey,imaruaces inching
around the obstruction of piles of building sandsacks of grain stacked
anyhow against a wall. Joanna could sense thaast esting him some
effort to retain his patience, and she wasn't ssgdrwhen he treated a
particularly recalcitrantalechedriver to a loud blast on his horn.

In the darkness, she was able to study his fa@nlplreflecting his
growing concern. In spite of everything that haggened between them,
she couldn't help but feel a strong tug of sympd&binyhim. He was a man
who hated to feel powerless in any situation, &mds clear that, in spite of
his rather brusque attitude towards his foolishngpstepsister, he was
deeply fond of her.

'How did you find out that Felicia had left the @bwith this man?' she
ventured.

'One of the taxi-drivers who are always hanginguad outside
remembered her. Silly little... This time | realwill put her over my
knee—I should have done it a long time ago."'



'‘But then... it's not exactly your place, is it?®e geminded him tentatively,
concerned that his temper might lead him to maketheven worse.

He shot her a fulminating glare. 'l might have knowu'd take her side,’ he
blasted.

'I'm not taking her side,' she responded eventy.simply pointing out that
you're her brother—stepbrother—not her father.’

He snorted. 'Oh, | dare say you're right. But ddabf good my father has
ever been as a stepfather to her. He's doted asirteer she was a little girl,
and she cut her teeth winding him around her fiitiger.'

Joanna slanted him a slightly puzzled look, meptdding her sums. 'l
thought you said he only remarried six years agjo@'queried.

'He did. But Ellie—that's my stepmother—was hisretgy for years
before that. In fact, he should have married Heng time ago—he needed
someone to take care of him. It wasn't until heedthat the idea seemed to
occur to him. It's done him a power of good—takearg off him.'

Joanna watched him thoughtfully. He didn't spe&ke & son who had
ruthlessly ousted his father in a bitter boardrooattle—he spoke with
what sounded like genuine affection. There wastteacherous tug again,
making her doubt what she had believed she wasrem$ But once she let
herself concede on that point, she was afraidahahe remainder of her
defences would also crumble away.

She glanced out of the window, frowning as sheltrteget her bearings in
the maze of streets. 'l think you turn right dovemey' she mused. 'Park the
car just round the corner, and we can walk downvel find it.'

The street looked identical to the one they hadl lpft, lined with linen
shops and leather shops and goldsmiths. As sothreyastepped out of the
car, another swarm of children descended, and dopicked the eldest, a
sensible-looking lad of about ten.

'‘Guard the car until we come back, and we will pay well," she told him.



He nodded, beaming with pride, taking his dutiepsely from the start by
slapping away the hand of a smaller child who wa®as about one of the
wing- mirrors.

Alex fell into step beside her, his hand on her.g8ime allowed herself the
indulgence of enjoying the sensation, even thotgas hardly necessary
for him to protect her here—she would probably hbgen perfectly safe
even on her own.

The only problem was the shopkeepers, eager tteitivem to pause and
admire their wares. She shook her head firmly agdhre offer of a very
good price for a set of fine Egyptian cotton talen in any colour she
cared to mention. 'No, thank you. But can you diree to the shop of
Mahmoud Abdu?’

'Ah—yes, yes,' came the obliging response. 'Down-hqgust a few steps.
See—nbeyond the leather shop, it is the one thistgeld and silver.’

‘Thank you.' She glanced up at Alex, unsure if &g bnderstood. 'It's just
down there,’ she pointed to him.

He nodded, his mouth a grim line—Joanna could bolye that he would
be sensible enough not to start serious trouble mmethe middle of the
souk. The goldsmith's was obviously a prosperosiess—the shop was
lined with locked glass cases, displaying a fortumgrecious metals.

'Is this it?' enquired Alex, studying the placeotigh narrowed eyes. 'Ask if
he's here.’

The young man who came forward as they steppedhetehop looked a
little like one of the ones Felicia had been withtbe terrace of the hotel.
'Mahmoud?' he repeated, a little puzzled at hestiue 'Yes, he is my
brother. But he is not here at present."

'Where is he?' Alex put in sharply.



The young man spread his hands, his eyes casawitladow of anxiety as
he recognised the bigger man's anger. 'l am net $ig travels much on
business—we have shops also in Aswan. He may peti&athere.’

'When did you last see him?' Joanna asked.

"This morning. He said he was going away for a flawys, and | must stay
and take care of the shop. Why do you seek himt there is not trouble?’

'We think he may know where my friend's sister d@anna explained
carefully. 'She's very young, and naturally he esned about her.'

It was apparent that her words meant somethingnto 'fihe English lady,
from the hotel—the one with hair like the moon? $&héhe gentleman's
sister?’

'What's he saying?' Alex demanded tautly.

'He knows Felicia—he must have seen her at the. litxieyou know if your
brother has gone away with her?' she added todkiptian.

A look of grave concern came into his eyes. 'l dokmow. But | am sure
my brother would not do a bad thing. She is veryngy you say? Indeed,
he would have respect. But | will telephone to maygin in Aswan, and ask
if he knows of anything.'

Joanna glanced up at Alex. 'He's offering to phbisefamily down in
Aswan, and see if they've gone there,' she tratsfar him.

He hesitated for a moment, thinking, and then deddhis shoulders. 'He
might as well," he conceded. 'If he's going to wham to scarper, he can do
it just as easily as soon as we've gone.'

She turned back to the shopkeeper. 'Thank youmeigh,' she said with a
smile, wondering how much of Alex's acid remarkshd understood.

But the phone call yielded nothing. The young mpoks in Nubian, but
Joanna had little trouble following what he wasisgyand it seemed that



he was quite genuine. 'l am sorry," he said at pagting down the phone.
'My cousin has not seen him, and is not expecting I©f course, it is
possible that he may go there—he has a housel giw@ you the address.'

‘Thank you.' Joanna was a little surprised by bgréle of co-operation, but
it was evident that his was a respectable famiiy, lze was most anxious to
avoid any scandal.

He wrote the address down carefully, and the addrethe shop in Aswan,
and handed it to her. 'l hope you have successdinf) the young lady, but
| am sure you will discover that my brother is motolved,' he insisted
earnestly.

She bade him farewell with a smile, dragging Aleai the shop when he
seemed a little inclined to linger and insist omrshing the premises.
'‘Come on,’ she insisted. 'There's nothing morecaoudo here—you'll have
to go down to Aswan in the morning. Have you regait to the police yet?'

‘No.

‘Then | suggest we do that now—the police statinotdar from here.’

* % %

It was almost midnight by the time they drew uph&tend of the alleyway
leading to the steps up to Joanna's flat. The siveps closing down now,
most of their trade having returned to their hgtelsto the rows of Nile
cruisers stacked three or four deep like floatitacks of flats along the
ferry-stage.

She unfastened her seatbelt, and put her hanctaatbh of the door before
turning to him with a hesitant smile. 'Well, googimi,” she murmured. 'If
you...need me to come to Aswan with you tomorrow...

In the darkness it was hard to read the expressibrs eyes, but his voice
was soft. 'Thank you—I'll pick you up about sev&nd you know, | really
appreciated your help tonight.’



'Oh...that's all right." She was trying to sounsiuzd, but doubted that it was
coming off.

He laughed, low and husky, and picked up her h&igen the way we
usually spend all our time sniping at each othewouldn't have been
surprised if you'd told me where to go when | camecking on your door
this evening.'

'l...wouldn't have done that,' she stammered, Barttbeginning to race as
an electric warmth spread slowly up her arm.

'l know you wouldn't." He lifted her hand slowly hés lips, and, turning it
over, laid a single kiss in her palm. Then he alolser quivering fingers
around it, as if to hold it there. 'Goodnight,'armured, and let her go.

She was still trembling inside as she hurried @pstieps and let herself into
the flat, closing the door behind her.

* % %

Early morning was kind to the harsh desert landscépe light had a
mother-of-pearl quality that softened the jaggedsiof the hills and tinted
the barren rocks a delicate shade of pink. Asdhg fays of the rising sun
caught the river it glistened like a ribbon of silycurving away into the
distance below.

Joanna had been a little surprised to find, orviagi at Luxor's small
airport, that Alex intended to fly down to Aswan hglicopter, rather than
take the plane. But then it was typical of him @nivto be totally in control,
not at the mercy of seat availability and airlicbedules.

'How long will it take us to get there?' she engdjrglancing across at him.
'‘About fifty minutes or so. We'll land at the airp@and get a taxi into town.'
She slanted him a look of quizzical humour. 'Atairport? I'd have thought

you'd come down right smack on the Corniche, avéng least,’ she teased,
trying to lighten the atmosphere a little.



A reluctant smile hovered at the corners of thad imaouth. 'It will be useful
to be able to top up the fuel tanks, in case wel bedy on.’

'Oh." She shifted a little in her seat, making eéiomfortable; it appeared
that they could be in for a long day.

It was fascinating to fly so low along the linetbé river. Joanna had made
this journey frequently before, but always by aé&np, too high to
appreciate much of the detail. Now she could idgtitie cultivated fields
of sugar-cane and cotton, watch the local trairggimg its way down the
single track of railway, wave to the children gaihg bundles of alfalfa to
feed their donkeys and camels.

Alex glanced across at her, laughing. 'Enjoyingrgeli?’

She returned him a wry look. 'I'm not sure,’ sh&essed. 'There seem to be
so many things that could go wrong with these thirgvery time I've seen
one in a film, they seem to crash into the sida ofountain in a ball of
flame or something.’

He snorted in derision. 'Rubbish—they're safer thatking down the
street. Of course they'll crash if you do somettstgpid, but they don't
necessarily catch fire.'

'‘Not "necessarily"?' she repeated drily. 'That siswery reassuring.' She
cast her eye over the controls of the helicoptepressed by his mastery of
such a complicated piece of machinery. 'It lookslily difficult to fly,’ she
remarked. 'How long did it take you to learn?'

"You need forty hours' flying time—after you've ggour fixed-wing

licence. It isn't particularly hard to get the hasfgThe pedals control the
yaw, to help you maintain balance in the air. Tsigk is called the
cyclic—it gives you speed and direction. And thevdr here is the
collective." He indicated the lever between thetssed@hat controls the
height.'

She rolled her eyes expressively. 'Simple!’



"You could learn it easily enough.'
She glanced at him in surprise. 'Do you think so?’
'Of course.’

She shook her head, smiling wryly. 'l don't knowdeh't think so. | think
I'll stick to driving, and let the experts do thrig.'

'Coward,' he taunted.

She chuckled with laughter, and for the rest oflilgat sat back in her seat,
watching him covertly from beneath her lashes. &heras still an
unmistakable determination in the set of his jawt, e seemed a little less
tense this morning, as if he had decided that, evleaitthe consequences of
his sister's outrageous behaviour, she had brahght on herself.

Unfortunately, their investigations in Aswan yialdeothing. They spent
the whole morning visiting first Mahmoud Abdu's Iseun one of the more
prosperous suburbs, and then each of his threessboghe Corniche and
in the souk,without success. By midday, as the hot sun bakedhard
pavements, even Alex was forced to concede defeat.

'So what do we do now?' Joanna enquired, gratedighing a cool glass of
kirkidi. They were sitting on the covered terrace of thet Cdtaract hotel, a
splendidly old-fashioned Edwardian-Moorish edifiok russet- coloured
brick, built on a granite bluff overlooking the Hil

This had long been one of her favourite spots enwhole length of the
river—the terrace itself, evocative of a more goasiera; the shimmering
quality of the light reflecting off the sparklindue water of the river, here
confined by the smooth amber sands of the Sahaichwhme right down
to its palm-fringed bank; the graceful white egrdishing off the
gargantuan humps of smooth grey rock that had dgilephant Island its
aptly descriptive name; the tall, single-sailediéels tacking in the faint
stir of breeze.



Alex shrugged his wide shoulders in wry resignatibdon't really know

what else we can do," he acknowledged. 'Just Happdlice can come up
with something, | suppose. In the meantime, we tmaghwell have lunch
here—it's a bit too hot to dash around anyway.'

Joanna could only agree; although it was shady rutidecanopy of the

terrace, with its cotton sun-blinds half rolled dgwhe could feel the heat
from outside—it was rather like sitting in front afh open oven. At Alex's

discreet summons, a waiter hurried over with a menu

She chose a salad, promising herself one of theiale ice-creams for

dessert, and Alex had grilled Nile perch, freshfrbake Nasser. They
spoke little while they ate—Alex seemed to be dedpought, and Joanna
sensed that any attempt on her part to make cati@nswould not be

welcomed right now. But when her ice-cream arritepped with a great
mound of whipped cream, coconut and sultanas, dréesl her a look of
sardonic humour.

'All those calories?' he remarked quizzically.midkes quite a change to
find a woman who's not on an everlasting diet.'

'l couldn't be," she confessed, her mouth halfdtilice-cream. 'I've got a
terribly sweet tooth.'

'Really?' He slid an appreciative glance down dwar slender figure. ‘It
doesn't show.’

She felt a betraying glow of pink colour her cheé&, I.. .think | must
burn it all off,’ she responded, her voice a litttesteady. 'I've always been
skinny.'

'Oh, | wouldn't call you skinny," he responded, lentgof remembered
intimacy in those dark eyes. There's not a lotgare, but what there is
curves in all the right places.

She stiffened, darting him a wary glance from bémdeer lashes. She
hadn't expected that he would start flirting witkr Hoday, under the
circumstances—and they were a long way from hoviigat., .time were



you thinking of going back?' she enquired, hopieg Voice sounded firm
and steady.

He leaned back in his chair, twisting his wristglance casually at his
watch. 'Oh, in a couple of hours, once it startsoiml down a bit. There's no
rush. I'm beginning to think that silly little madahas made her own bed,
and is going to deserve whatever she gets.’

She glanced up at him in surprise. 'You don't nteat)’ she protested.

'‘Don't I?' His hard mouth curved into a wry smiMaybe not. But when |
find her...! She's led us a right merry dance...'

At that moment one of the waiters approached thaie. 'Excuse,
please—Mr Marshall?' he enquired deferentiallyefEhis a telephone call
for you in Reception.'

That idling pose vanished immediately; he roseisddet, nodding a swift
thank-you to the waiter and exchanging a brief ggawith Joanna before
striding away. She waited for him to return, bitingr lip. What was the
news?

She knew the minute she saw his face. He was fravhich meant
Felicia was safe. 'She's in Hurghada!' he explodadpping his fingers
impatiently for the bill.

Joanna frowned. 'Hurghada? What on earth wouldvain¢to go there for?'

"You tell me!" he returned, handing the waiterséfdil of notes without even
bothering to count them. 'That was Greg on the phépparently, Abdu's
just got back. She talked him into driving her thdrut he wasn't very happy
about it. As soon as he found out we were lookandnér, he contacted Greg
right away. It ap-pears she was very fortunate en ¢hoice of escort-
heaven only knows what could have happened to her.’

'So where are we going?' she asked as he pullgd her feet.



'Hurghada,' he responded darkly. 'By the timeflvished with that girl, she
won't sit down for a week!

The flight to Hurghada was almost twice the distaotthat to Aswan, and
once they had left the river to cut across thedfadDesert the scenery was
-very different. Bleak mountain ranges of layeraddstone and hard, dark
breccia, cut through with arid limestomeaclis, showed no signs of life,
except for the occasional glimpse of a long-ruitedple, or the dried-out
bones of a camel left by a passing caravan of Biadou

From time to time, Joanna slanted a wary glanddext's set face, but she
didn't venture to speak. Whatever was coming wa&den him and his
stepsister, and nothing she could say would makgshany better. So she
sat quiet, watching their shadow flit swiftly acsothe uneven ground
below.

What was happening back at the tomb-site? No dwerfiather would have
the preparations for removing the sarcophagus uveler way. Was it just
her resentment at having him take everything otieothands that made her
wish it were possible for the mummy to remain wheveas—where it was
meant to be? It seemed a little sad that aftethalée years it should be
disturbed, when so much care had been taken terpeethe secret of its
existence...

There was no warning; one moment the whole horizas a clear, vivid
blue, the next it was stained ochre with the sangrlilust of a sandstorm. She
barely had time for a gasp of shock before it cadigem, blanking out all
visibility—above, below and all around.

Alex swore viciously, grabbing at the lever betwdlea seats. 'I'll have to
try and put us down," he yelled at her throughlkesd-set. 'Couldn't you get
above it?' she suggested anxiously. He shook had.H&oo risky—this
grit'll have got into everything, and if the rotoead seizes... As soon as we
touch down, just jump out and run, but for goodhesise remember to keep
your head below the rotors.’



SHE SHOT HIM A LOOK OF TERRQRMAGES OF EVERY DISASTER FILM SHE HAD
EVER SEEN FLASHING THROUGH HER MINAND THEN SUDDENLYTHE GROUND
WAS COMING UP AT THEMROCKY AND UNEVENAND ALEX SNATCHED UP THE
LEVER BETWEEN THE SEATS$RYING TO CUSHION THE LANDING AT THE LAST
MINUTE. JOANNA HEARD HERSELF SCREAM AS THEY HIT AND TUMBOEER THE
GRINDING CRASH OF METAL IN HER EARS



CHAPTER NINE

THE seatbelt jerked, and Joanna realised with a diaag of relief that they
hadn't tumbled all the way down the side of the mtain; but the helicopter
had tipped over almost on to its roof, the persipent windows smashed
and one rotor arm broken off. At the same instsim, realised that Alex had
been knocked out; a small trickle of blood was mgndown from his
forehead.

An instinct of sheer panic spurred her into acti®wiftly unlatching her
seatbelt, she clambered awkwardly around the im&ni console, kicking
out the broken perspex. But how on earth was sirigdo manage Alex?
He must weigh twelve stone or more...

Somehow she managed to get his seatbelt undonethangd hunching
beneath him, manoeuvred his arms across her badkhaf lifted, half
dragged him out. Under the momentum of his weighé¢ $oppled
backwards, whimpering in fright at the delay as stineggled up again, her
feet slipping on the loose shale, the storm whiggiand into her eyes and
mouth.

'‘Damn you, Alex Marshall—why do you have to be sa\y?' she bleated
desperately, as she struggled with his dead wedlipping and sliding

down the slope, dragging him with her like a sackaiatoes, until a larger
boulder halted her progress. She had just managget thim round behind
it when the helicopter exploded.

She screamed, ducking her head instinctively iméosfe hollow of Alex's
wide shoulder as debris flew in all directions. stered, grunting with
pleasure as if surprised at finding her there, l@sdarms clamped around
her, drawing her down on top of him as his moutinfbhers in a kiss as hot
as the fireball raging fifty feet up the slope.

For one mad moment, sheer relief that they werh boll alive made her
forget all thought of restraint, and she kissed hauk fiercely. But, as his
hand slid up over her slim thigh to mould the dewiad curve of her neat
derriere tightly against him, she realised thatnhight have somewhat



misinterpreted her response. Struggling to keepld dn her sanity, she
pushed herself away from him.

He grinned up at her with wolfish humour. 'I'm sate that's in any of the
first aid manuals, but it's certainly a great wayrévive an unconscious
man,' he teased.

Her eyes flashed him a fulminating glare. 'You..e \buld have been
killed! You said it wouldn't blow up.’

'l said it wouldn'inecessarilyplow up,’ he reminded her with a touch of wry
amusement. 'Unfortunately, when you get somethkefifty gallons of
aviation fuel slopping around, there are no guaest He twisted round to
look up at the blazing heap of wreckage, still haycher within the circle of
his arms, their legs tangled up together. 'Qufiesavork display.’

'Is that all you can say?' she demanded, very ¢toige end of her tether.
'We're stuck out here in the middle of five thoubaguare miles of desert,
in a raging sandstorm, and no one knows wheredheavi are!'

He eased himself upright, gingerly feeling the Iumgt had come up on the
side of his forehead. 'Don't panic," he advisethbal'We're both alive and

in one piece, the sandstorm's passing, and thee Salbhave had a few

seconds to transmit a mayday before the thing biew

‘Brilliant! There are mountains all around us, ase you hadn't noticed.
Who's going to have picked up the signal in these $econds? A passing
vulture, | suppose?’

He chuckled teasingly, trying to draw her into hisns again. 'If you'd
remembered to turn off the fuel and the main dlestit wouldn't have
blown up at all,’ he responded with provocative bum

But she was too overwrought to be amused, and tdagik, thumping him
on the chest with her balled fist. 'Damn you.wds too busy trying to drag
you out, you great heavy lump!" she protested,ectogears. 'l thought we
were both going to die!’



'Hey, hey!" He caught her wrists, laughing sofind, with the subtlest
exertion of his superior strength, forced her danrto her back. 'That's no
way to treat a man whose life you've just savee,tocked gently. 'In
Native American lore, you'd be responsible for roevrior the rest of my
life, you know.'

And as she gazed up into those deep, dark eyekeaetr gave a sudden
kick. Through the teasing amusement there, shedceaké something
else—something that was in unmistakable earnest.f@&lot to struggle,

her lips parting in a soundless breath of surprése] he took instant
advantage, bending his head to claim her mouth kiss& of the deepest
tenderness, his tongue swirling languorously oVietha sweet, sensitive
membranes within.

She could only respond, clinging to him, her bodysbed beneath his.
There were stones digging into her back, but stie'tdcare; she loved him,
and she had so nearly lost him, and now he wasgdier that it wasn't just
a game for him, after all. Quite whatwias,she didn't need to know vyet;
anyway, there was no room for rational thoughtenrhind. There was only
this kiss—this wonderful, magical, incredible kiss.

It was a long, long time before he finally liftecs head, looking down at
her with a slightly crooked smile as he dustedsdred gently from her face.
She felt suddenly shy, lowering her lashes to evadegaze. Was she
reading too much into the look in his eyes, wansiagnuch for him to want
her that she was letting her imagination rule loenmon sense? She needed
to slow things down a little, take a little mormé to be sure.

The sandstorm had passed now, revealing the stgréssof the mountains
around them, and the rough track along the flodhefvadithey had been
following. Above them, the helicopter was just agi®d mass of metal, a
few flames still flickering around it. And alreadile sun was sinking
behind the mountains—in a short time it would bekda

She rose to her feet, looking around as she dwstethe sand that seemed
to have got into every fold of her clothes. 'Welhat do we do now?' she
enquired, flickering a brief glance up at him. tippose we could start
walking, and hope someone comes along to givditi8'dt's a bit of a long



walk,' he pointed out drily. 'And this road isn&ed very much—it's only
passable with four-wheel-drive vehicles.'

'Well, maybe we could...'

She broke off, shielding her eyes with her hand—sdwek lost her hat and
her sunglasses in the scramble to get out of theolpger. But what she was
seeing wasn't a mirage; along the track below tleemwhite-swathed
Bedouin was approaching, riding a camel and leadimgther on a string
behind him. He saw them, and hailed them with &dhéwave.

'‘Aeloa! Inglezi? You are OK, yes? | see hilikobtgr by, get caught in
sandstorm, then hear big smash—come to see ipPhel

‘Shokran,'Alex called back, returning the wave. 'That's viend of you.’'
He took Joanna's hand firmly in his, and led hevrthe slope.

The Bedouin brought his camel down, and dismouniedbly. "You are not

hurt? You were very lucky, sir. Please, come taemys. | will send my son
with a message to Qena, and you will eat dinneh wie and spend the
night, yes?'

‘Thank you—we would be most grateful,’ Alex respashevarmly, shaking
the man's hand.

'My name Hamid," he introduced himself, grinningdmly to show the gold
in his teeth. "You ride camel? Is very comfortdble.

He couched the other camel, inviting them both tmm. Joanna hesitated
for a moment; the beast looked decidedly unfrierebyt then she'd never
seen one that looked remotely friendly anyway.t&king her fate wryly in
her hands, she grasped its head with one handhengdmmel of the
wooden saddle with the other, and putting her footthe animal's neck
clambered awkwardly up, swinging her leg acrosbaisk.

Alex climbed up into the saddle behind her, wraggirs arms around her
waist and nestling her close against him. At a wioodh Hamid, it rose



jerkily to its feet, pitching them sharply backwsrdnd then forwards,
before settling into its rolling gait.

‘All right?' Alex asked softly, his mouth closeher ear, his warm breath
brushing her cheek.

She nodded, not quite trusting herself to spealapped up in his arms like
this she felt so safe and protected... Of coults&yas an illusion, she
reminded herself, struggling to resist the treacheitug of temptation that
was inexorably weakening her defences. She woulidibom safe with
him.

The Bedouin encampment was a short distance frenmotid, where a tiny
spring of water trickled out of a crevice in theks and splashed into a
stony pool. Half a dozen of the low black goat-haints were clustered
around a smoking cooking fire, and nearby a smajl tended a herd of
goats that grazed on the rough grass and ferndrygaw the scree slope. It
was a timeless scene—except for a couple of bdtfeogota trucks which
evidently now supplemented the camels as a meanansiport.

Hamid ordered the camels down, and Joanna grigpegddmmel as once
again they were pitched alarmingly forwards andkinaeds as it sank to its
knees. She was rather glad to dismount, movintesfically out of the way
of the end that could bite.

Instantly they were surrounded by a crowd of snaaitl very excited
children. Hamid hollered at them with an anger thanna suspected was
not intended to be taken seriously, and they davgek, but only a short
way, staring at them with wide-eyed interest.

"You would like wash first, yes?' Hamid suggestetth\@nother flash of his
gleaming gold teeth. 'Get rid of sand.’

'Yes, please!" Joanna responded with heartfelesiye—she was dying to
get the sand out of her hair.

A pretty young girl, clad in layers of brightly anlred clothes and with
dozens of bangles jangling on her wrists came imgrgver, and at a few



words from Hamid beckoned to JoanktaZah tareq,5she murmured with a
shy smile, beckoning to her to follow.

‘Shokran.’
The girl looked surprised. "You speak Arabic?'
'Yes, | do. It's very kind of you to help us liked.'

'‘But it is almost nightfall, and we are a long wiaym the town," the girl
responded, slightly bewildered that there couldabg question about it.
'Here—I will bring water, and some clothes for yoiput on.’

Joanna found herself ushered into one of the t¥vithin a few moments
the girl returned with a pitcher of water, and thenried away again to
fetch a pile of clothes—a skirt of brightly stripedtton which tied around
her waist, a pretty embroidered smock-blouse witlsoétly gathered
tie-neckline, and a loose jacket of finely woveryed wool. She thanked
her gratefully, knowing that these must be somieenfbest things.

With a sigh of relief, she stripped off her jeansdal-shirt and her
underwear, carefully brushing the gritty sand dwwery corner of her skin.
There was only a frugal amount of water, but it easugh to rinse her hair,
and the Bedouin girl lent her a comb; she seemsdrfated by the bright
golden colour of Joanna's hair, unable to resisttliog it and patting it.

"Your husband must like it very much,' she gigglesl, eyes dancing.
Joanna hesitated; of course, the girl would hasarasd that Alex was her
husband—she would understand no other relatiorstipeen a man and a
woman travelling together. Maybe it would be betiet to shock her by
telling her the truth.

'How many children do you have?' she added witthingtbut friendly
interest.

Joanna felt a hint of pink colour her cheeks, dmabk her head. ‘None.'



That brought a cry of distress. 'Oh...! But whatity! But there can be
nothing wrong—your husband is a fine-looking mamnD worry—they

will come soon. Wait! | have something for you.'eShurried out, and
returned a moment later with a packet of fragrabs, stitched up in a
small cotton pouch. 'Here,' she murmured, reachmgo hang it around
Joanna's neck. 'This will make sure of it.’

‘Thank you.' Joanna smiled wryly to herself, finggthe pouch. She would
have to remember to take it off as soon as shihgathance, just in case the
magic was as strong as the Bedouin girl believed ..

Outside, the Bedouin had completed their evenimygns, and she heard
Hamid's voice, hailing her cheerfully. She liftéat tflap of the tent. Hamid

was standing there with Alex, who had also had slmand changed into
borrowed clothes—a pair of loose cotton trouseesehth a long, flowing

djellabaof faded pale blue.

'‘Ah, you are ready,' Hamid beamed. 'Come, you wbkidcoffee?'Joanna
glanced at him in some surprise; she had expeletedhe would be staying
with the women. But apparently, as a guest, shetwdee treated as an
honorary man—a neat way of compromising betweentoousand
hospitality.

'Feeling better?' Alex asked quietly as they folovtheir host across to the
main tent.

She nodded. 'Much better—it was lovely to be abMdsh that sand out of
my hair. How's your head?' she added, noticing thatgraze on his
forehead had been bathed and covered with a sgiqiaster.

‘A bit sore," he admitted wryly. 'l don't know wiwatr friend put on it, but it
stung like hell"

'Probably some kind of antiseptic,’ she sugge4téddo it good."

He slanted her a crooked grin. 'l might have knd\@rget no sympathy
from you," he teased.



The main tent was where all the men of the famiéyengathered, smoking
from a hubble-bubble pipe and drinking coffee. diesiit was spacious and
comfortable; the walls were covered with brightesipy hangings, and
richly coloured woven rugs were spread on the giodrere were low
cushions to sit on, around a beautifully workeddats carved wood inlaid
with brass, and the men welcomed them with all weemth of their
traditional hospitality, making room for them to gdown.

The coffee was strong and sweet and spiced witthacaom, poured with
expert skill from a great height into the silveimtble-sized cups. Hamid
had given instructions, and one of the younger ment off to ride down

into Qena, the nearest town, with a message tefte® Greg; meanwhile,
the succulent smell of roasting meat told themdirater was almost ready.

Joanna had met Bedouin before—some of them had ssttied in the
villages along the Nile, giving up their nomadicynaf life as times had
become more difficult for them. But she had neveed with them in then-
ten ts; as evening began to close in, and theaastlit with the romantic
yellow glow of oil-lamps, it was as though they hdighped back through
centuries.

The women brought the meal in—a great bowl of nitatters of flat bread;
piles of miniature bananas and crisp red datesjedisas a whole side of
meat on a thick metal skewer, resting on a hugalnraty. It was a feast fit
for royalty.

But, though there was plenty of food, the womemtidtay to eat with
them, withdrawing to their own tent to eat latetorde in that all-male
gathering, Joanna felt just a little awkwardnessmf beneath her lashes,
she glanced around at all those proud, hawk-lileedain the smoky
dimness of the tent.

And Alex seemed almost like one of them; he hal@faimmediately into
the same way of sitting, his right leg curled béhdam, his arm resting on
his raised knee as he ate a rough-carved chunkeaft straight from
Hamid's fierce looking dagger.



An odd little shimmer of heat ran through her. #i feelings she had been
fighting for weeks were growing too strong for b@control any longer; all
she wanted was too feel his strong arms arouncdpn, feel his weight
crushing her beneath him...

He slanted a brief glance down at her. "All right?'murmured softly.
She nodded. 'I'm getting a little sleepy.’

He smiled. 'lt's going to be a while yet, I'm afrat we'll probably be sitting
here talking half the night.’

Well, maybe that was just as well, she reflectdek Basn't quite sure what
the sleeping arrangements were likely to be—shawwagen sure what she
wanted them to be. She felt as though she was lBagn towards an
outcome which she knew was inevitable—but what wdohlkppen
afterwards? How long could it possibly last? Naigpshe could be certain,
if his past record was any guide. And then she Wdog left with
nothing—except for a broken heatrt...

Her watch told her that it was almost midnight befthe conversation
began to show signs of breaking up. At last Hanbaba up. 'Well, my
friends, the hour grows long, yes? It is time tontuown the lamps.
Come—I will show you to your tent.’

‘Thank you.'

Alex rose to his feet, offering Joanna his handtiétp her up. She felt her
heart begin to flutter, making it a little diffidulo breathe, and her eyes slid
evasively away from his. They bade the others dirsgngoodnight, and
followed Hamid outside. The night temperature hadpded to a cool
fifteen degrees, and after the warmth inside the tkanna gave an
involuntary shiver.

'‘Cold?" Alex glanced down at her, smiling, and id arm around her
shoulders, drawing her against his side. The hieatsobody shimmered
through her, making her feel weak.



The sky was like a black velvet cloak, spanglechwvaitmillion diamonds,
and the moon was huge, its silver face painted thigrshadows of its empty
seas—it seemed to be sailing so low over the dadscof the mountains
that Joanna could fancifully imagine that if théiynbed to the top of one of
them they would be able to reach out and touch it.

Hamid led them over to a small tent on the edgtnefencampment, and
lifted the flap. Tisbah ‘alacheer,'he wished them cheerily. ‘Goodnight." He
melted away, leaving them alone.

Joanna stepped inside the tent, as Alex let falfldp behind them. Like the
other, it was extremely comfortable inside, thelsvaung with beautiful
tapestries in rich, glowing colours, the grounder@d with woven carpets.
And there was a large, comfortable looking mattres#ting for them,
covered with thick goat-skins and dozens of emlanad pillows.

As she stood staring at it, her mouth dry with rddpprehension, she felt
Alex come up close behind her and slide his armgrat her waist, drawing
her back against him. 'lt appears that Hamid haglemaertain...
assumptions,’ he remarked softly, his warm breathng the hair at the
nape of her neck. 'Would you like me to ask hinthi@nge the sleeping
arrangements?"

She drew in a long, slow breath, a delicate flusipiok colouring her
cheeks. 'No,' she responded shyly, letting him i@min his arms. 'No, this
will suit me fine.'

He stroked his hand down over her hair, tiltinghap face to his. 'Are you
sure?' he murmured, his dark eyes glowing withiragval fire.

She nodded, lifting her arms to wrap them aroursd rf@ck, her cheek
against his hard jaw. 'l love you,' she whisperethtlously.

His arms tightened around her almost convulsivatggging her into the
curve of his body, making her vividly aware of fierce tension of male
arousal in him. His mouth sought hers in hungry aedthat swept aside
any thought of resistance—not that she had hadtégrybones seemed to



have melted in the heat of his embrace, and hedt &@am dizzily as he
scooped her off her feet and carried her overadotdd.

She sank into the warmth of the goat-skins agdf ancloud, as he wrapped
her up in his arms, his mouth moving over hers aitirugging intensity,
coaxing and inciting her responses. His plundetomgue was seeking all
the sweetness within, swirling with flagrant serdisyaver the delicate
membranes, exploring the deepest corners with sured possessiveness
that foreshadowed what was to come.

There was an aching need raging inside her, and/simepered softly as he
drew away from her, reaching out for him. But heswaly tugging off the
djellabathat Hamid had lent him, and when he came backiet@rms she
could feel the warm power of the strong musclessh#nhis smooth skin,
rippling down his back as he moved.

'Hush," he soothed, dusting burning kisses overtienbling eyelids,
finding the racing pulse beneath her temple. ‘€lgou, Joanna. I've never
wanted to make love to a woman as much as | want yo

She wasn't sure that she had heard him correclypeher imagination
had made her hear what she so much wanted to Beiashe didn't care.
What did it matter what would happen tomorrow, whenwas holding her
like this, touching her like this?

He had eased the light woollen jacket back fromdieulders, casting it
aside; her borrowed clothes hadn't extended torwede, and beneath the
pretty peasant blouse she was naked, her brepstamd firm, her nipples
hardening to tender buds against the fine cottohigpalm rolled over

them, setting up a heated friction.

She could hear her own breathing, ragged and unasdrer head fell back
into the crook of his arm, and he traced a patscafding fire with the hot,
moist tip of his tongue, into the delicate shelhef ear and down over the
long, vulnerable curve of her throat to nuzzle itite sensitive hollows of
her shoulder at the point where her tumultuousepfligtered beneath her
skin.



‘This is nice," he approved, lifting his head tonae the pretty blouse,
trailing one finger lightly over the bright embreiy. And then, with a
smile of unmistakable intent, he tugged slowly i end of the bow that
gathered the loose neckline together, sliding dame. 'But this is nicer," he
murmured huskily, stroking the fabric down to uneothe ripe, creamy
fullness of her naked breasts, daintily tipped witbe- pink.

His touch was magical, tracing slow, tantalisingcleis over her heated
skin. A trembling sigh escaped her lips, and shesed her eyes,
surrendering herself without thought or reason he tlesires he was
arousing in her helpless body. He laughed sofibyy lin his throat,
conceding to her incoherent entreaties at lasé asdk one tautly sensitised
nipple between his fingers, pinching it lightly/lneg it and tugging at it,
sending sparks of fire into her brain.

She barely noticed as he lifted the blouse ovehkad; all she knew was
the sweet flood of pleasure as he cupped her thingdreasts in his
hands, burying his face in the soft valley betwd®s,rough jaw rasping
against her delicate skin. And then he moved te tale exquisitely tender
nipple in his mouth, suckling it with a deep, hungrythm that reduced her
to a state of mindless rapture.

She was caught in a spinning vortex of desire,boely quivering with a
need that only he could satisfy. He had unfastémedie of her voluminous
skirt, drawing aside the folds to stroke his hapdwuer her long, bare legs,
making no comment on finding that she wore notliegeath it. She could
only yield to his compulsive persuasion, a tide mfrely feminine
submissiveness flooding through her as she felsénmsitive touch, gently
coaxing apart her slender thighs, seeking the mtistate caresses.

She had never known it could be like this. Awasthwgensation, she lay
back among the pillows, her breath sobbing oniperds, with expert skill,
he found the tiny seed-pearl of passion hiddeniwits moist velvet pleat,
arousing in it an instant sizzling response.

He was kissing her again, his lips like fire onshas his long, clever fingers
gently eased inside her, stretching her deliciqusigking her gasp in
pleasure, her spine curling to arch her body tog/aih in the most wanton



invitation. She wanted him so much that she wapeatase, clinging to him,
drawing him down to her, her limbs twining arourichlas she offered the
ultimate surrender.

And at last he took her, plunging into her with aleep powerful thrust that
almost took her breath away. He hesitated, jusafaroment, but as she
moved beneath him in instinctive supplication, slender body matching
the hard male strength of his, a warning tremorthmough him, and all

restraint was abandoned.

They were a perfect match, moving to the samemyivihythm, their naked

bodies slicked with a fine layer of sweat in thédga glow of the oil-lamp

as they wove the ancient harmonies of their erddoce. Joanna had
allowed her instincts to take over, and they tauggdrtall sorts of wanton
caresses that had him shuddering with pleasureriaims, retaliating with

a torment so sweet that she felt herself dissolitkeghoney.

And then finally, with a low growl, he gathered hgrin his arms, his body
taut as he built up to a final convulsive spasnd, @inthe same moment she
felt her own pleasure explode inside her like a&ads of fire, spilling fever
into her blood, as she slid out of the realms ofscmusness into a golden,
floating dream.



CHAPTER TEN

JOANNA lay half awake, snuggled into the warmth of Aldcgly, listening
to the slow, deep regular sound of his breathihg. &uld stay like this for
ever. And last night he had said he loved her—neogepbut over and over,
until even she couldn't doubt her own hearing.

With a small sigh of contentment, she closed ha&seyt must be very
early—the light creeping in through a small gaghe tent-flap was still
pale, and the only sound was the soft bleating@fgoats or an occasional
grumble from a camel. The sun hadn't yet warmedaith@nd the small part
of her shoulder outside the cosy goat-skin covéolet her that it was still
much too chilly to think of getting up.

Love... It had taken her a long time to find outatvh felt like. Her whole
body seemed to be filled with a glowing aura, ev&gse heightened, so
that colours seemed brighter, perfumes sweeterni@péer eyes again,
she gazed around the tent; without the romantkédli of the oil-lamp that
had bathed it in such a magical glow last nighipite the scars of long years
of wear and tear—small, carefully darned holeshmrugs showed where
embers from the cooking fire had fallen and burtl@@ugh, and the
goat-hair tent was patched and worn. But she walndys remember it as
their perfect love-nest, the place where all headrs had come true.

But as she lay watching the man beside her, the laarogant lines of his
face softened a little in sleep, the uncomfortalblgsperings of reality

began to niggle at her mind. Last night he had bedave with her—at

least he had certainly seemed to mean it whendhedid it. But what about
this morning? What if he too had just been caughinithe romance of the
desert night? Maybe even the fact that she hadddaigelife by dragging

him out of the helicopter had played a part. Whheiregretted having said
it when he woke up... ?

And what if he didn't? Neither of them had a pafadly good track record
when it came to marriage... But then, he had ajreaade his views on that
institution very clear. And he had been right, stftected despondently; it
was better not to make any promises that perhagdiobe kept. That way



it wouldn't hurt quite so much when the time came-talmost inevitably
would—when they began to drift apart.

After all, what was there to hold them togetherawgprom sex, of course,
she reminded herself with a trace of wry humout.&en the best physical
relationship couldn't be enough in the long run—eloeeded a similarity of
outlook, mutual interests if it was to grow...

With a small grunt of pleasure, Alex stirred, hisia sliding around her and
drawing her against him. '‘Good morning,’ he murmutbe smile in his
eyes as he opened them telling her that at leagehliings hadn't changed
yet. 'What a very pleasant way to wake up.'

'‘Good morning,' she responded shyly, already sgrssintentions.

His hand slid down over her body in a possessiwtuge, and his mouth
closed over hers in a kiss of the deepest tenderriéise could only

surrender, her own need stirring inside her, asdias if they hadn't spent
most of the night making love.

Each time it seemed to get better, as they leahmeedecrets of each other's
bodies, how to draw out the sweetest responsey. Moeed together in
perfect harmony, totally in tune, taking all thead in the world to explore
the delights of their own erotic paradise.

Joanna had never realised the depths of her oveuakmature. She allowed
him every licence, glorying in the most wanton eass, surrendering in
helpless consent to every demand. Her body walstaligh the excitement

of what he was doing to her, and she returnedabeulr, driving him into a

frenzy until he threw her down across the bed nigkier with an intensity

of passion that almost seemed to rip her apart.

When at long last it was over, they lay tangledrupach other's arms as
their ragged breathing slowly returned to normaltsidle, the sounds of
people moving around warned that the camp was aviradseAlex yawned,
stretching lazily, and nuzzled into Joanna's hair.



'Mmm-1 want to wake up like this every morning tbe rest of my life," he
murmured.

She stiffened warily, slanting him a look of alargu it was starting—the
well-intentioned promises, the illusions of eteynAnd oh, it would be so
easy to let herself believe that it could all came. But if life had taught
her nothing else, it was that dreams aren't alveapsigh.

He looked down at her, a sudden frown darkenindptag. 'What's wrong?"
he asked.

She drew away from him, laughing lightly. "You'afty soon get fed up of
waking up in a tent," she teased, slanting him schi¢vous glance from
beneath her lashes. 'No central heating, no ea-bathroom... ?'

A flicker of surprise, and then anger passed behis@yes. 'l wasn't talking
about waking up in a tent," he grated. 'l was tgjkabout waking up with
you.'

She shrugged in non-committal response. 'Ah, welli'd pretty soon get
fed up with that, too," she countered, hoping heldmt catch the slight
tremor in her voice. 'The same woman every day??You

'Yes,' he insisted, dragging her beneath him andipg her there with his
weight. 'What's so surprising about that? | lova- want to marry you.'

Her heart kicked against her ribs—he was far mereogs than she had
ever anticipated. But somehow she had to be strotigought you were
only into casual affairs?' she returned with ca®léendifference. 'No
strings, remember?’

'Well, I've changed my mind," he growled, the tighis hot tongue finding

unerringly the sensitive little hollow behind thabe of her ear, sending
shimmers of response scudding down her spine. nit w&ings—I want

damn great prime-steel hawsers thick enough to lipldthe Sydney
Harbour Bridge. | want you to lock me up and thramay the key. | want
forever.'



It was taking all her will-power to resist him, libts was one battle sivad
to win. She forced a brittle laugh, trying to pusin away. '‘Don't be silly,’
she protested playfully. 'l think that knock on ydnead must have done
more harm than we thought.'

He caught both her wrists, pinning them back agaimespillows. 'l mean it,’
he grated fiercely. 'What's wrong with you? Laghtiyou told me you
loved me. Were you lying?"No..." There was no slag could deny that, no
way she wanted to. She met his eyes without fedo love you. But... |
don't want to marry you, Alex. It... wouldn't wookit.'

He looked puzzled, though his grip on her wristatigel. "Why not?' he
demanded roughly. 'l know you've had one bad e&pee with marriage...'

'We both have," she reminded him ruefully. '"Ancdoh'd want to take that
kind of risk again. I'd rather we just... keptilkd this. No illusions, and no
disappointments. We can both just enjoy it foramglas it lasts...'

'‘And then say goodbye, with no regrets?' he corcluditterly. 'Do you
really think that's possible?’

She shrugged her slender shoulders. 'l don't kBowvl do know it'll be far,
far worse if we go through all the performance eftigg married. And
anyway, why bother? It's not as if we're a pairdefwy-eyed young
romantics like Annie and Greg. We both know it'stja scrap of paper--'

‘A pretty important scrap of paper,’ he cut in lfautAnd what about
children? Don't you want them?"'

Oh yes, her heart was crying. But every ounce of commamsaewas
warning her to resist. '‘One day, maybe," she cattedrefully. 'We'll see.’

His smile was grim. "Yes, we'll see. All right tifat's the way you want it,
that's the way it is—for now. But don't think I'noigg to give up, Ms
Holloway. | want you to be my wife—and I've warngou before that |
usually get what | want in the end.’



He rolled out of bed, and picked up his clothesnfiwhere they had been
tossed on the floor the night before. She lay pepput from beneath the
goat-skin covers, watching him as he dressed, fasml by the sheer
masculine beauty of his hard-muscled body.

She loved him so much—and maybe... But she didin& bt herself hope
for too much. It was better this way, however hiandas. She would just
take it one day at a time.

He glanced down at her with a provocative smilee ou planning to stay
there all day, lazybones?' he enquired dangerously.

'Oh, | don't know." She yawned, and stretched largusly as a cat,
enjoying the thrill of defying him. 'lt's so warma@comfortable.’

Ruthlessly he snatched the covers away, exposingdieed body to the
cruel chill of morning. She screamed in laughingtest, grabbing at them.
"You wretch! It's cold. Let me have them.'

He dragged them right off, out of her reach, so gicked up a pillow

instead and aimed it at his head. The blow missgtiing him across the
shoulder, but he caught his foot in a hole in dnth® rugs and tumbled on
to the bed.

With a shout of triumph she jumped on top of himed&ling across his
body, and began to attack him mercilessly withpitlew as he held up his
arms to defend himself. 'Help, help!" he beggedkneith laughter. ‘It isn't
fair—I'm an injured man...’

'‘Alex?'

Joanna gasped in shock, ducking down behind Alekeatent-flap opened
to admit a shaft of sunlight. Greg, looking as t&#dras she was, stood
blinking in the gap, Annette at his shoulder. 'Olim sorry—I didn't
realise...'



Alex sat up, reaching for the bed-cover and wraggiprotectively around
Joanna's shoulders. "Your timing is a little inoppoe,’ he remarked drily.
"We weren't expecting you to be here so soon.’

‘The others are on their way," Greg explained etisnéYour father and
stepmother came out yesterday because of Felicia-flstv back from

Hurghada as soon as she heard about the crask apws. And of course,
Joanna's parents have come too, and some of tee peeple who were
there covering' the mummy story. We came on aheader—warn you.

Actually, it was Annie who said we should—I thougdite was talking
nonsense. | had no idea...'

Alex's hard mouth flickered into a wry smile. 'Incanly be grateful that it
hasn't been obvious enough for even you to notiee¢commented with a
touch of asperity. 'Now, do you think we could haew moments' privacy
before this horde descends on us?'

'Of course... I'm sorry..."

Greg backed out of the tent, letting the flap drapgd Joanna groaned,
pulling the bed-covers up over her head. Of allehwarrassing situations
to be caught in—and Alex waaughingd She lifted her head, glaring at him
indignantly.

'It's not funny!" she railed. 'How are we goingeixplain the fact that we
were sharing a tent?"

'Do we have to explain it?" he enquired. 'After a#'re both free and over
twenty-one.'

‘That's all very well for you to say,' she protdstd8But my parents are
old-fashioned—they'll be horrified.'

'Well, we could always tell them we're getting medy' he suggested, a
mocking glint in his eyes.

She shook her head, firmly resisting the temptatmrsuccumb to the
short-term solution. 'l thought we'd agreed on.that



'l haven't agreed to anything,' he reminded heklgall warned you, |
intend to get my own way, and if | have to use #itigation to do it, | shall.’

Her eyes sparked with anger. 'l never thought geercould sink that low,’
she sniped, rolling off the bed and reaching fordhathes.

He lifted a dark eyebrow, propping himself on otigow to watch her
dress. "The solution's in your hands,” he pointad ®Why not take a
chance? Sure, no one can guarantee the happy{éeseroat we're both a
little older and a little wiser than we were thesfitime around. We both
know marriage has to be worked at.'

Her mouth set into an obstinate line. 'I'm not goito be rushed into
anything,' she insisted guardedly. 'lI've only knowen a couple of weeks.'

'Well, don't take too long about making up your dyile advised, a glint of
provocative humour lurking in his eyes. 'You're getting any younger,
you know— you're almost thirty.'

'Why, you...!" That insult deserved a punishmemd, snatching up his shoes
from the floor she threw them at him, one by ome& then her own. With a
roar he reared up from the bed and chased afteslheidodged away from
him, darting through the flap of the tent, shrigkimith laughter—just as a
convoy of Land Rovers pulled into the encampmehné Sopped abruptly,
and he cannoned into her from behind, catchingtemd the waist as they
both almost lost their balance. She felt her chd&kme scarlet—they
couldn't have made it more obvious if they haditfelicia was first out of
the Land Rovers, scrambling out and racing oveéhtow her arms around
Alex's neck, ignoring Joanna. 'Oh, Alex! Thank goess you're all right!
When | heard about the crash...! I'm so sorry—I s@stupid and selfish.
I'll never do anything like that again, as lond &ge—I promise.'

'As long as that?' he queried, a lilt of teasingis@ment in his voice.

She pouted, but showed her good intentions by stgrakside from the
limelight, even managing a smile as the others aaoi® join them.



Joanna's mother hugged her. 'Oh, my dear—it'ssuelef to see you!' she
exclaimed. 'l was horrified when | heard what haggened.’

'We were very lucky," Joanna agreed sincerelycolild have been a lot
worse.'

She found herself being regarded shrewdly by a womaher middle
forties, still very attractive; Felicia would berfonate if she aged as well as
her mother, she reflected as she prepared herdefleanervously to be
introduced.

'I'm very pleased to meet you," Alex's stepmotresueed her warmly,
taking both her hands and smiling up at her withrlding blue eyes. 'In
fact, I'm delighted. | can't tell you how much I'wéshed that stepson of
mine might come up against a woman with a bit nadyeut her than all
those dreadful air-brained bimbos who hang arotied him all the time. |

think you might do him a great deal of good.'

Joanna blushed vividly again. 'l—er—th...thank Yyashe stammered,
nonplussed; was Helena Marshall psychic, or hac Aled something to
give her a clue the last time .he had been ba&kgland?

'You must meet my husband,' the older woman addtating to a
ruddy-faced middle-aged man at her side. Joannarded him with
interest; he looked very like Alex, though his féaeked some of his force
of character. And there was certainly nothing s tmianner that suggested
any estrangement between him and his son.

He smiled down at her, a twinkle in his eyes. {®are Joanna, eh? Nice to
meet you. Quite an adventure you had there, senddded to Alex, his
bluff tone of voice not completely disguising h@acern. 'What happened?'

'We were caught in a freak sandstorm. | was knoakegl but Joanna
managed to drag me out—otherwise | wouldn't be teetell you about it.'
His arm still rested loosely around her waist, &iedsmiled down at her
with warm intimacy.



The Press contingent had gathered around theemiligs to the story, their
cameras clicking, and she tried to draw discreeatlyay from him,
embarrassed at the thought that by tomorrow shddwoe plastered all
over the tabloids as his latest conquest. With cked grin he jerked her
closer and bent his head to kiss her on the mouth.

'Stop it!" she hissed, furious that he was takimghsruthless advantage of
the fact that she couldn't push him off withoutigigvthe photographers an
even more interesting picture.

'l warned you,' he reminded her mockingly.

Her eyes glittered fiercely, and she stamped doavd bn his foot, slipping
back out of his grasp.

'‘Could you show us the scene of the crash?' ontheofphotographers
requested, eager for the dramatic shot.

'Sure.' He slanted Joanna a look that promisedttigatiebate wasn't yet
over. 'lt's only a short distance— we can go inlthed Rovers.'

'If you don't mind, I'll stay here,’ she argued sthe

'Oh, no—I'm sure they'll want to take a picture usf both beside the
wreckage,' he insisted, his smile hard. 'Won't yamys?'

They were in vociferous agreement that they waarhd, so, reluctantly, she
found herself crushed into one of the Land Roveside him, his arm
around her shoulders, as they bounced back oveutiyed track through
the mountains that they had travelled by cameptlgious afternoon.

It was oddly chilling to see that twisted mass afried- out metal
again—Joanna was glad that their parents had rechddehind at the
Bedouin encampment, though Felicia and Annette dmade along with
Greg, and they gazed at it pale-faced.

'My God—youwerelucky, Annette breathed.



'Yes..." Joanna felt her mouth go dry. If she hduken able to pull Alex out
in time...

She was subdued as she posed with him for the gitagtioers. The sun was
rising hot into the sky now, parching the bleaksidle, and the dazzling
glare was making her head ache slightly—automayisale sought for her
sunglasses, and then remembered what had happengdm. Thank
goodness that was all she'd lost...

Suddenly it seemed very silly to be so afraid &g a chance on the
future—the option had so nearly been taken away fier. Alex might not
be here now, standing beside her, so large andanebkolid; they might
never have had last night...

It was a relief when they all piled into the LandvRrs again for the short
ride back to the camp. The Bedouin had lit theiokiog fire, and were

hospitably serving coffee to all their unexpectetgjs. Her mother and
Alex's stepmother were deep in friendly conversatsitting on a couple of
cushions outside the main tent, but their two fathwere enjoying a

vociferous argument, oblivious to the drama that th@ object of everyone
else's attention.

' wouldn't care if there was gold there!" Profesddolloway was
expostulating hotly, stabbing the stem of his pipeards his opponent.
'What you're suggesting is sheer vandalism!'

'‘And what you're suggesting is completely cracKkpGiorge Marshall
countered, emphasising his point with a jab otlhisk cigar.

'‘Crackpof Do you realise how priceless a find like thislts?unique!”

'‘Unique? The museum in Cairo is stuffed full of nmims! They couldn't
cram another one in there if they tried!

‘That just goes to show that you've no idea whatrgdalking about...'



Alex slanted Joanna a look of quizzical amusemant] she smiled
wryly—it was almost exactly the argument that thag had themselves, so
many times. He held up his hand, intervening betvike two older men.

It's all ight—you don't need to come to blows ongihe declared. 'The
whole thing rests in the hands of the Prime Mimiatgyway.'

'What do you think should happen, Mr Marshall?' arfethe Press
contingent enquired, hoping to stir up an intergstint of controversy.
'Should the mining be delayed while the mummy's edléV

He shook his head, an oddly enigmatic smile playhthe corners of his
mouth. Joanna glanced at him sharply.

'l don't think the mummy should be moved at alg' stated with calm

precision. 'l think it should be left where itis,its proper resting place, and
the tomb sealed. Of course, it would mean losingesof the mineral ores,
but not a substantial proportion—the quarrying méedffect the tomb

itself.'

There was a moment's startled silence, and theblald of questions were
thrown at him.

'Would that leave the operation commercially vigble
'Will the Egyptian government be able to afford kbes of revenue?’

'Are you saying that for the same reasons as ybedoout of the contract to
extract zinc from Aboriginal tribal lands in Quetarsl, Australia last year?'

He looked a little surprised at the last one, &g ihadn't expected the details
to be common knowledge, but nodded his head. "Sienjlar reasons, yes.
Industry ought to make some concessions to othesiderations, besides
pure profit—we need to think about what sort of Mave're going to pass
on to our children. | propose to set up a trusictvivill sponsor schemes to
enable archaeological and similar projects to eside by side with mining
interests.’



Joanna was staring up at him in blank amazemeierMdid you decide to
do that?"

'Oh, some time last night," he responded, his glpesng wickedly.

She blushed again, darting a swift glance at tterested listeners. 'Shh...
she whispered pleadingly.

He bent his head close to her ear. 'Say you'll ynae, or I'll tell them
exactly at which point last night,' he warned.

'You wouldn't!"
Try me.'

It really was crazy to go on resisting, she redliséh a dizzy rush of blood
to her head—she realtid want to marry him, after all.

Annette had guessed what was going on, and tum@&adeyg with a crow of
triumph. 'See? | told you so!

He grinned wryly, kissing the tip of her pretty o4 should have known
you were right.'

'What did she tell you?' protested Felicia, struggbravely to be mature
about this obvious demonstration that her rival Wwad the game, and that
she herself was being excluded from the limelightsbomeone she had
barely considered worthy of notice before.

'l suspect you're about to have a new sister-in-laer mother remarked
with satisfaction.

'Eh?" Professor Holloway looked up sharply. "Thigsfirst I've heard of
it!" He glared belligerently at George Marshallot¥needn't think that just
because he's got money I'm going to approve,’ tlamel.

‘That's just the sort of damned fool remark I'dextgrom you...'



'‘George, do please stop arguing,' his wife beggedrily.

'Oh, never mind them,' Daphne Holloway chucklechwalerant humour.
'So long as it keeps them out of the way while evgetting on with the
arrangements. You know, Helena, even though theliwgdvould have to
be in the register office, I'm sure our vicar woblkl willing to conduct a
Blessing. And the village church would be absolutelely in June—if
that's not too soon...?' she added, glancing aquesgly at Alex and
Joanna.

'Not a moment too soon,' Alex agreed readily.
'Hey!" Joanna protested, indignant. 'l haven't gaglyet!"

But Alex knew exactly how to sway her decision. Kisuth came down to
claim hers, meltingly warm, his sensuous tonguebipg languorously
between her lips to swirl over the delicate meméesanithin. She gave up
the fight, her lips parting hungrily to welcome Ipisindering invasion, her
body surrendering totally to his embrace.

That was apparently the very shot the photographats been waiting
for—the click and whir of their cameras brought diwals head round in
indignant protest. But Alex merely laughed.

'Oh, let them,' he soothed. 'We really can't st

Joanna slanted him a mischievous look from bensathashes. "You really
do always get what you want, don't you?'

His eyes glinted in triumph as he held her clds#go—when it's something
| want as much as | want you.'



