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Tempted by the tycoon...

Peta James was finding it difficult to juggle smghotherhood with the
demands of her new boss, Andreas Papadakis. So tvbdareek tycoon
made a surprising offer, it seemed like the pertmution to all her
problems....

Andreas needed a live-in nanny, and for her owrisseake, Peta was
tempted to accept the job -- if only this undenyadpbrgeous man wasn't so
difficult to please! She decided to take a chantéivang with the boss --
only to realize there was more on his mind thart psprofessional
relationship....



CHAPTER ONE

PETA's chin had a determined thrust as she knocked otidbe Many tales
had travelled around the company about the dynaeic owner. He was
the literal clean- sweeping new broom.

Already, in the space of a few weeks, many empleyesd left; no one
wanted to work for the Tyrant, as he'd promptlyrbeieknamed. And now
she had been promoted to his personal assistasthii one in as many
weeks! He hadn't asked whether she would likedbegh, no. A directive
had been sent to her. It implicated that she eithlex the job or leave the
company.

It had put Peta's back up. She had disliked himediately and intensely,
but the fact was that she needed the job and coalffiord to turn it down.

'‘Come!"

The voice was deep and resonant. She'd seen Aréapasiakis when he'd
stalked the corridors of Linam Shipping, when hsgmept through the
offices, dark eyes seeing all. They'd rested orh eaoployee in turn,
reading and assessing, causing several of her degsabciates to swoon.

Peta had seen only a tall, arrogant man, who woal@ been handsome if
his face wasn't creased into a permanent scowtl plgjected a tough,
invincible image, and she hadn't been impresseé. I&ed men with
humanity and warmth. This man certainly hadn't fiight disposition to
warm himself to his employees. He was simply hergeutn an already
profitable company into a much bigger money-spinner

She took a steadying breath before opening the ,dber back

ramrod-straight as she walked across the oatmea¢tcewards the huge,
dominating desk. It was the first time she'd beethis holy sanctum and
the oak panelling, the original oil paintings ahd antique furniture were
very impressive, though she somehow guessed thesniwevhat this man
would have chosen for himself. He'd already insthla whole bank of
computers and other high-tech office equipment, theg sat uneasily in
what had once been old Mr Brown's office.



Andreas Papadakis stood to one side of the fing, des hair brushed
uncompromisingly back, black brows beetled togethmmown eyes
narrowed and assessing. He looked the very piofurgimidation and Peta
squared her shoulders. "Good morning, Mr Papadakis,said evenly.

'Miss James.' He inclined his head. 'Sit down—g@eda he please seemed
to be an afterthought as he indicated the chdnomt of his desk.

Peta sat, then wished she hadn't when he remaimedirsg. He had to be at
least six foot four, broad- shouldered and powsrfoiuscled, and those
rich chestnut eyes watched every movement she nmadking her feel
distinctly uncomfortable.

Not that she let it show. She lifted her chin amed a bright smile to her
lips, pencil poised above her notebook.

The rest of the day passed in a whirlwind of ntéing and meetings, of
barked orders, of booking appointments and sendomens of e-mails.
Peta's opinion of Andreas Papadakis didn't changeada,; if anything she
thought him even more arrogant and overbearing sBetnevertheless felt
quite pleased with the way she had handled hes#i that she'd passed
her induction with flying colours, and was on therge of putting on her
jacket when her new employer flung open the commgaloor between
their two offices.

'Not so fast, Miss James. There's still work tabre.'

Peta glanced at the clock on the wall. 'l thoughtwurs were nine till five,’
she said, her wide blue eyes fixed challenginglyhtm 'It's already two
minutes past." Adding beneath her breath, And ¢ §funk I'm going to
work late you have another think coming. | haveoaaé life even if you
don't.

'l couldn't care less if it's twenty past,’ he Eslout. 'l need you.'
If this was the way he'd spoken to his previousetades then it was no

wonder they'd walked out, decided Peta. What wamngvwith asking
politely instead of yelling and demanding? Unfoetely, if she wanted to



keep the job, it looked as though it was a cadsoldfing the candle to the
devil.

‘Very well," she answered calmly, while seethingjde as she hung up her
jacket again. 'What is it you want me to do? limeshed all the work.'

He threw a tape down on her desk. 'l want thisntdposix. Make sure you
type the figures correctly; it's very important.’

| bet it is, Peta said to herself, as soon as tlesed the dividing door
between them. Everything is important, accordingy@a. She'd tied her
thick auburn hair back this morning, but during tioeirse of the day it had
come loose and she tossed it back angrily now.

Picking up the phone, she called her neighbounriMal have to work late.

Do you think you could look after Ben a while longieShe hated having to
leave her son a minute more than was necessatrgui#tly about it, even,

but there was no way round it. Ben was very spégiber. She wanted him
to have the best possible start in life, and it th@ant going out to work
then that was what she had to do.

'Of course | will, love," came the immediate repBon't worry about him.
I'll give him his supper, shall I?'

Marnie loved looking after Ben. Her grandchildreeresnow teenagers and
she missed having a small child around the housewas a treasure. Peta
didn't know what she'd do without her.

It was almost seven by the time she finally lefe tbffice. Andreas

Papadakis was a workaholic and expected everyaseetelbe the same,
heaping work on her that would surely have waitetl the next day. She'd
heard that some mornings he was at his desk by six.

She had no idea whether he was married or notidté evear a ring and he
protected his privacy fiercely, although all safsumours floated around
the company. Rumours of strings of attractive getfds, of a wife in
Greece and a mistress in England, of propertieslew York and the



Bahamas, as well as in Europe and his homeland. li¢ohad time for all
this Peta wasn't sure.

When she arrived for work at ten minutes to nireertext morning he was
waiting for her. 'l wondered when you were goinghow up,’ he muttered
tersely, brown eyes glaring. His tie was hangingsé top button undone,
and his thick, straight hair looked as though leeidstantly raked agitated
fingers through it. In fact he looked as thougtdtegent the night in the
office wrestling with insurmountable problems.

'l need coffee, strong and black, and half a doaefiins. Blueberry. See to
it, will you?'

The day had begun! Peta nodded. 'l could orderayptoper breakfast if
you'd—'

‘Just do as | ask," he cut in impatiently. 'Anchrin your notebook. There's
lots of work to get through.'

He was in a foul mood for the whole day but Peatalsbrnly refused to give
in, remaining pleasant, polite and helpful, no eratthat harsh thoughts she
entertained beneath the surface, and there wemgypéthose.

By the end of the week she began to feel complasaéetfelt that she now
totally understood her employer and hopefully he Wappy with her. His
moods were legendary but Peta chose to ignore thema-en the whole it
worked. It was not until he once more asked herdik late that it all began
to go wrong.

'I'm sorry, | can't,’ she said firmly. Why did have to choose today of all
days?

The famous frown dragged his brows together, bregthem over glittering
chestnut eyes. 'l beg your pardon?’

'It's impossible for me to stay on today.'

'l presume you have a good reason?' he barked.



'Yes, | do as a matter of fact,’ she announcedchier just that little bit
higher. 'lIt's my son's birthday.'

He looked thunderstruck. 'You have a son? Why thHlé wasn't | told?
You're no good to me if you're constantly takingeioff.'

Peta's eyes flashed a deep, defensive blue. Véhatdmean, constantly?
This is a special occasion, Mr Papadakis. Benld éoglay and he's having a
partyat McDonald's; | refuse to let him down. Thdyoother occasion |
couldn't work was when he had appendicitis. Ancheében | counted it as
my holiday.’

She saw the flicker in his eyes, the faint doufsentthe grim nod. 'Very
well. Can you manage a few hours in the morning?'

He was asking, not telling! A faint victory! It w&aturday tomorrow, and
Ben's football practice. But under the circumstanieeta felt that it would
be unwise to refuse him again. Marnie would take;B&e'd love it. 'Yes, |
can do that.’

'Good."' With a nod he dismissed her.

It never ceased to amaze Peta how good Andreasli&laga English was.

He had scarcely the trace of an accent. If it Hdm®n for his dark Hellenic

looks she would have taken him for an Englishmanday. She could see
why most girls in the office fancied him. What tHegdn't experienced were
his flashes of temper, his holier-than-thou atétud made you instantly

forget how good-looking he was, how sexily he moved

He was without a doubt a lethally attractive manrke bad felt his physical
presence many times; she'd have had to be made obt to—but in the
main all she ever saw was the face of a tyrant. ghreddisliked him as much
now as she had in the beginning. She found it bardelieve that he'd
backed down over her working this evening.



'Mum, this is the best party ever,” Ben announeednching his way
through his second burger.

Peta grinned. The noise was deafening, every ohis eight friends talking
at once, all happy and excited. To them this wamslleon times better than
having a party at home with jelly and ice cream.

'‘And which one of you lucky young fellows is Ber®ked a deep voice
behind her. A familiar voice! Peta twisted in henat, gasping in

amazement when she saw Andreas Papadakis juspke aiufeet away, a
huge parcel tucked under one arm and an amazimglemn his eyes. He
looked a very different man from the one she htigleouple of short hours
ago.

'Mr Papadakis,’ she gasped. 'What are you doing?h&he stood up then,
felt her heart hammering a thousand beats a minute.

'I've brought a present for the birthday boy. Whocle is he?'

By this time all eyes were on Ben, whose face hlaghéd with
embarrassment. 'Who are you?' he asked, his dhimgun the same way as
his mother's. There was no mistaking their relaim. Although his hair
was darker, he had the same wide-spaced blue eglemadentical jawline.

'I'm your mother's employer. She told me it wasrnymrthday. | thought you
might like this." And he handed Ben the giant plarce

Peta was too shocked for words. This wasn't theesaien. The Andreas
Papadakis she worked for would never have thoupoutabuying a
birthday present for an employee's child, let alpeesonally delivering it.

"You're—very kind,' she murmured. 'You didn't h&welo that.' There came
the faint notion that perhaps he was checking onfimeling out for himself
whether she'd been telling the truth when sheisaids Ben's birthday, but
no sooner had the thought flitted into her mindntishe dismissed it as
disloyal. She really didn't know the first thingoalb this man—except that
he was the devil incarnate to work with.



'l can't stay,’ he said now, 'l have other thirgslo. Enjoy the party. I'l
expect you at nine in the morning, Miss James.'

'Yes,' said Peta faintly. 'And thank you again.'

No one else noticed him leave, everyone was wagdden open his parcel,
and there was a collective 'Oooh!" when the coldwiapping fell to the

floor revealing a magnificent Scalextric set. Andem the lid came off the
box there was so much track and so many cars tatfelt sure it would

take up the whole floor area of Ben's bedroom @iltiait onto the landing

as well. It was every boy's dream.

Her first instinct was to say that he couldn't gdcgich an expensive gift
and that he must give it back, but seeing the lobkheer pleasure and
amazement on Ben's face made her think again. dh'tvas if Andreas
Papadakis couldn't afford it.

Maybe it was a thank-you for all the hard work dhmit in. Or—her mouth
twisted wryly—maybe it was a sweetener so thawvgtddn't say no to him
again when he asked her to work late! She coutdalty believe that her
boss had a big enough heart to buy her son a pgredem he hadn't even
met him. She wasn't even sure he had a heart. Batewer his reasons it
had pleased Ben, and he was her main concern.

When she went in to work on Saturday morning sheg iiaetended thanking
Mr Papadakis again, but gone was the man of yesterdening. He was in
his head-of-the-firm mode and it brooked no perkot@nversation.
Nevertheless when he stood over her, one handedveitk of her chair, one
on the desk, watching the screen as she typetkalietwas waiting for, she
was aware now that a warm human being existed Oehat harsh exterior.
And because of that she began to feel his primalay, the sheer
physical dynamics of the man.

‘You've missed out a word.'
Peta silently groaned. She'd do more than thag iflidn't move. He was

wearing a musky sandalwood cologne that was esdlgntiale and would
remind her of him for evermore. It took a supremeant of willpower to



carry on typing the letter and she made more nastak that one page than
she normally did in a whole day.

'What's wrong?' he asked sharply. 'Not got it togeyet? Did the party tire
you out?'

Hardly, when it had been finished by eight. Hachbadea that he was the
one making her nervous? 'I'm all right," she ansdiefAnd by the way,
thank you again for buying Ben that Scalextrievdis much too expensive a
present, but he's absolutely delighted with it. hd&l me up at six this
morning helping him put it together.’

'‘Good, I'm glad he liked it. Bring the letter inftee when you've printed it.
And I'd like Griff's report next.'

He strode away, clearly not interested in discugs8ian's party or his gift.
And she'd thought he had a heart after all. Howngroould she have been?

The morning fled. No mention had been made of lmw he wanted her to
work, though Peta had assumed she'd finish ab@&uBut one o'clock came
and went and there was no sign of him letting up.

His voice came through the open doorway. 'Miss 3aget some lunch sent
in.'

Peta groaned inwardly; surely he wasn't expectegth remain here all
day?

Then he strode into her office. 'After that you&tter go home and spend
some time with your boy."Thank you," she said, edeyng at his sudden
generosity. '‘And if you don't mind me saying sou weork far too hard
yourself. Mr Brown didn't used to do the hours you

‘That's why the company was running downhill fds,retorted.
'What do you mean, downhill?" Peta asked quicktywas extremely

successful." She'd always counted herself lucklyetavorking for such a
flourishing firm.



Andreas Papadakis shook his head. 'That's the ssiprehe wanted you to
have. He didn't want unhappy employees, but a fewermonths and you'd
have all been out of work.'

She looked at him with a disbelieving frown. 'lattkrue?’

'Of course it's damn well true. | bought a sinksfgp, Miss James, it's what
| do. But | sure as hell make sure they never eagsi

Peta supposed she ought to have known from theembrf his
correspondence that there were problems, excejpshieal thought he was
simply sweeping clean all the old methods and lisganew ones of his
own. He'd drummed up an awful lot of new businessvell. She had
privately accused him of rubbing his hands atledl éxtra money he was
generating, not realising for one second that ifilén't she'd have lost her
job. It looked as if she'd wrong-footed him evetgpsof the way.

Only once in the days that followed did he asktbevork late. 'l appreciate
that you want to spend time with your son," he ,sdidt this really is
important.'

How could she refuse when he asked her like thatwlBien on Friday
afternoon he said that he wanted her to attenchieince with him on the
following Monday and that it would mean a very laight she looked at
him sharply. 'l don't think | can do that.’

She had never in the whole of Ben's life let anyelse bath him and put
him to bed. It was a pleasure she looked forwarit teas their special time
of day; it eased the guilt of her leaving him wtshe went to work. Marnie
would be in her element, and Ben would probablyij too if the truth
were know because he adored her as much as threnaldean adored him,
but Peta knew that she would feel truly awful.

In any case, what conference went on into the dailys? He had to be
joking. 'l can't promise anything,' she said.

'‘Can't or won't?' he demanded, mouth grim all diédden. 'l can easily find
someone to step into your job, Miss James.'



This was the first time in ages that she had sd&ash of his old self. She
ought to have known that his understanding behavias too good to last.
'l doubt it," she replied, adding with great dariiNp one else has been able
to put up with your impossible demands.’

Fierce black brows jutted over narrowed eyes.héd tvhy you think my
other PAs left?'

She nodded. 'It's what everyone believes.'

He perched himself on the edge of her desk, toofoeaomfort, causing an
alarming flurry of her senses. They were becommgftequent for her own
good. She was joining the others, seeing him asxaadly exciting male
instead of an impossible boss.

‘Then | think | should put the matter straight,'dmounced. 'They didn't
leave because they couldn't work with me. | firedmd because of their
inadequacies.’

Peta shot him a flashing blue glance. 'Maybe whatcall inadequacies and
what we girls consider to be unfair requests aedifferent things.'

His eyes narrowed still further until they were more than two glittering
slits. 'l think I've been more than reasonable,ifoyhu think it unfair that |
occasionally ask you to work extra hours, for whiamight add you are
handsomely paid, then | suggest you put your coatma walk, too.’

Peta couldn't believe she had landed herself m ghuation. She really
oughtn't to have spoken to him like that. He wasemeployer after all. 'It's
all right, I'll do it," she said hastily.

'‘Good," he clipped, and returned to his office.
She was walking out through the door at the enthefday, her thoughts

already running ahead to her darling son and haewvcshild make it up to
him, when Andreas Papadakis's voice arrested her.



‘The conference starts at two on Monday. Wear wooartest suit, Miss
James, and it might be advisable to pack a codiiteds for the evening.'

Warning bells rang in her head. She lurched rourdl stared at him. 'A
cocktail dress?’

‘That's right.'

Something was seriously wrong here, she decidedeakeaded towards her
car. It sounded as though he needed a partnes, pertsonal assistant. And
she wasn't sure that she wanted to be that pefsentrouble was she had
already promised.



CHAPTER TWO

ON SUNDAY afternoon Peta took Ben to the park to feed threksluShe'd

wound down from her hard week at work and was rigehappy and

relaxed, enjoying Ben's company—until, on theiunet she saw Andreas
Papadakis's sleek black Mercedes parked outsideottage. Her heart-rate
increased a thousandfold and she couldn't evem hedghink why he was

here.

'Wow!"' exclaimed her son. 'Whose is that?"

There was no time to answer because, as they ap@waher employer
levered his long frame out of the car and leanedchalantly against it,
arms folded, legs crossed, a faint smile softemisgall-too-often austere
features. His casual pose emphasised his dynaxuialéy and Peta felt a
tightening of her muscles. Her smile in response Vitde more than a
grimace.

It was the first time she'd seen him in anythirgeothan a collar and tie. In
a blue thin-knit half-sleeved shirt, grey chinosl &mafers he looked far less
formidable. But infinitely more dangerous! She wsaared of the sensations
he managed to arouse in her these days.

Ben broke the awkward silence. "You're my mummyssb aren't you?
Thank you for my Scalextric; | love it. Me and Mumrput it together.
Would you like to come and play?'

Andreas Papadakis smiled briefly. 'Some other tpeehaps. | need to talk
to your mother.'

Somehow Peta couldn't see this indomitable maimgetown on his knees
and playing racing cars with an eight-year-old Bbbly.Papadakis is here on
business, Ben. He hasn't time to play,’ she coddula, at the same time
wondering exactly why he had come calling.



She unlocked the door and Ben ran straight upgedam, and as her boss
was standing right behind her she had no alteradtivt to invite him in,
even though she would have preferred to talk oetsid

It wasn't really a cottage, although it went unidhat name. It was a small,
old town house on the outskirts of Southampton. ®bald have liked
something grander but it was all she could affard it was home. It was
clean and tidy and the furniture she'd renovatégduwhe house. She was
happy here.

In her sitting room she turned to face him. Thlsquite a surprise, Mr
Papadakis. Is the conference off tomorrow? Iswhedtt you've come to tell
me?"'

‘No, indeed," he stated emphatically. 'l simply tednto make sure that
you'd come prepared. You looked somewhat shockeshwisuggested a
cocktail dress.’

'l was,' she claimed. 'l still am. You make it so@s though we're going to
a party. And I—'

'It's no party, | assure you,' he interjected swift

‘Then why the cocktail dress?' She wondered wheteiought to suggest
he sit down. But no, he might stay too long, arat thas the last thing she
wanted.

'‘Because after the conference we're having dinher,explained with
exaggerated patience. 'Naturally we'll go on tglasiness, but it's not the
sort of place where you can underdress.’

Peta narrowed her eyes speculatively, her heaudl titi one side. 'And in
what exact capacity would | be going?' It was stiingt she needed to get
very clear in her mind right from the beginning.

Eyebrows rose. 'Why, as my very able assistamougdght you understood
that. | shall rely on you to take notes, make $uien't miss anything. You
can familiarise yourself with the agenda in the miroy. As | said, the



conference begins at two. We'll have a sandwicleHun the office." He
paused and studied her face intently. "You stifi'dmok as though you're
sure about coming.’

'l somehow don't think | have a choice.’

‘Correct. It's all part of the job. Is it your sgau're worried about? Have
you no one to look after him?'

'l have, yes, but he's my whole life, | hate legvnim. | feel I'm letting him
down.'

He nodded as if he understood, but she couldn'thege and when he
turned towards the door she gave a sigh of rélliegee you at nine sharp in
the morning," he said. 'Say goodbye to your somier

'His name's Ben.'

'Say goodbye to Ben for me, then.'

'Why don't you do it yourself? He's dying for yaudee his Scalextric in
action." Now, why had she said that when she wa®as to be rid of him?

Peta gave a mental shake of her head. She was loet mind.

Andreas shot a look at his watch. 'l really shobkl getting back,
but—maybe a couple of minutes.’

Back to whom? wondered Peta as she led him uptéwes.sHis current
girlfriend? His mistress? Or back to the office®? be work on a Sunday?

She felt his eyes boring into her back, maybe agsgder figure, her
bottom in her tight denim jeans, checking her owtd¢e whether she could
be added to his list of conquests. Some chance!

But Ben had spotted them. 'Hello, have you comelay?' he asked
brightly.



'Only to look," explained Andreas. 'lt's a veryelayout you have there,
but maybe if you..." In no time at all he was ol khees making
adjustments, much to Peta's amazement, and it nathea half-hour
before he finally left.

Ben couldn't stop talking about him. ‘'Is that maing to come again?' he
kept asking. 'Look what he did, Mummy. It's so mbetter. Come and
play with me.'

But Peta had other more important things on hedniikot now, darling,
we have to go and see Auntie Susan.' Sue washit Ben's aunt; she
was a friend from her schooldays, divorced and hapgading a full
social life.

'Peta, how lovely to see you. And hello, Ben. How gou, little man?
Come in, come in. I'll put the kettle on. Unlessi'gdike wine, Peta? You
look worried. Is everything OK?'

''ve come to ask a favour. | need a cocktail dfessomorrow night.’
Sue's brown eyes widened and her mouth broke isaila. "You've got a
new boyfriend? Wonderful! Tell me about him. Whdiis name? How
did you meet? Where—?"'

'Shut up, Sue,' laughed Peta. 'lt's nothing lil.thit's a business do. I'm
going with my boss."

‘The one you told me about? The Tyrant? Goodnebst lyou're not
looking forward to that!

Peta grimaced. 'It's either go or lose my job.’
Sue's eyes flashed. 'The man's a pig. Come anhkete a look. We need
to knock that man dead. Make him realise how istése you are. Hey,

Ben, do you want the telly on while we go upstairs?

'I don't want to be irresistible,’ retorted Peta.



'Indispensable, then; you know what | mean,' saiel &8rily.- 'What sort
of adois it?'

'l don't altogether know,' said Peta, following fieend. 'A conference,
followed by a black-tie dinner, but the meeting gan while we eat,
apparently.’

'Sounds fishy to me,' snorted Susan. 'Are you Barbasn't got his eye on
you?'

Peta laughed. Andreas Papadakis certainly hadsigraeon her, of that she
was very sure.

At work the next morning her employer gave her ingetto think about
what lay ahead. It was head down and get on witthigy hardly had time to
eat the smoked-salmon sandwiches he had sent in.

"You can use my private bathroom to freshen upsagwhen it was almost
time for them to go. 'You've brought something gléor tonight?’

Peta nodded, thinking uneasily about the dresstlirag in a garment carrier
on the back of her office door. She ought nevédratee let Sue persuade her
to wear it. The black one would have been so muatersuitable.

In the close intimacy of his car Peta felt his pree as if she never had
before. She could feel every one of her nerve-gkitt®ring simply because
she was sitting close to him, the skin on her badigisening, and the most
damning heat invading her body.

'What's wrong?'

My heart's thumping so loud it hurts, that's whatsng, she thought. And
it was complete and utter madness. She lifted ierand dared to look at
him. In profile, he was the essence of autocratimgance. A high forehead,
a Roman nose, full lips, a firm chin. And, what $tagin't noticed before,
long, thick eyelashes.

He turned to look at her. 'Well?'



'‘Nothing.'
"You're uptight about nothing?' he demanded crisply

'Maybe because | don't think I'll live up to youpectations, Mr Papadakis.'
Dammit, she hadn't meant to say that. She wantaddithink that she was
Miss Efficiency. But something had made her sayigbably a need to
point him away from the real reason that she wasdye.

'All you need to do is make notes. We talked alitoegrlier; | thought you
understood. You haven't let me down so far. | hawvery faith in you.'
Adding after a slight pause, 'I'd prefer it if yoalled me Andreas when
we're alone.’

Peta only just stopped her mouth from falling ogerogress indeed! Not
many people on the company, she was sure, calfadAmdreas. It was
always Mr Papadakis, even from his most seniof.gth$ attitude didn't
invite familiarity. 'Very well,' she agreed, butrsehow she couldn't see
herself doing it.

‘That's good, Peta.'

She rather liked the way her name rolled off higgtee. He made it sound
beautiful and exotic.

'So no more nerves, hey?' he asked as they pylled the hotel forecourt.
And his smile did the most nerve- chilling thingshter body. This wasn't
the Andreas Papadakis she knew, and she didn't vantturning into
anything else. She had grown used to his harsh8asscould handle it. If
he turned all soft on her she would end up a muséss.

But once the conference got under way she neeldavetworried. This was
her employer at his most efficient. He was chaitimg meeting, and every
now and then when some pertinent point was madeyas darted in her
direction to make sure she had made a note okiné¢d not have worried
either. She was writingverythingdown.



Each' delegate wore a name badge, so she knewyewdnt was saying
what, and she soon found herself either agreeingisaigreeing with the
various statements. Once she almost jumped ugte avith a guy who said
that the reason the shipping industry was going ddcline was due to
apathy on behalf of the ship owners.

It was Andreas himself who slapped him down. Petad him fascinating
to watch. In a dark grey cashmere suit, white ikt and a discreet red and
grey tie, he was the epitome of a successful besman. He was clearly
respected and his points of view always carefullyehed to. She saw
several heads nod whenever he made a point; rdiglgnyone disagree
with him.

But she also saw Andreas the man, the incredibly s@n. She was able to
look at him without fear. She was able to looklratse liquid brown eyes
with their long curling lashes, at the sensualityfiom, full lips, and she
even allowed herself to wonder what it would be li& be kissed by him.

With horror she realised that she had let her rdniftl that she hadn't heard
what had just been said, and Andreas Papadakie's wgre shooting

daggers. The man never missed a thing! But thalykhe asked Peter
Miller to repeat what he had said, as though heskifrhadn't fully heard.

And after that Peta was careful not to let her mirahder.

So much was said, so much discussed, that Peta ikneauld take her
hours to type up the notes. Hours she didn't hewméess, of course, she
could wangle a laptop out of him and take it homhevould solve the
problem of asking Marnie to look after Ben and sloelld be able to spend
precious hours with her son.

The afternoon fled and it was soon time for dintieng to change into the
dress that filled her with horror whenever she tidwabout it. Andreas had
booked her a room and she was able to shower &adatahort rest before
making up her face and doing her hair.

Peta rarely wore much make-up but this eveningfshehat she needed
some protective armour, something to make hergeetl in the dark green



dress. And so on went the foundation and the bhushe eye shadow and
mascara, and a much deeper-pink lipstick than sheally used.

Finally she was ready, and at almost the sameh@nemployer tapped on
the door. Peta awaited his reaction, dreadingat, surprised when he
slowly and carefully eyed her up and down. It sanivhole gamut of
emotions rushing through her as she stood theresaififieked his appraisal,
notwithstanding the fact that he looked totally agtating in his dinner suit.

He missed nothing. Not the way the satin mateidineéd the curve of her
hips, the flatness of her stomach, or the softdoess of her breasts. It had
been horren- dously expensive, according to Sukpaade Peta look taller
and extremely elegant. And yet all she was awarevas how low the
neckline dipped and the way Andreas Papadakisslee lingered there.

She even caught a glimpse of desire, gone in aantysand she might have
imagined it because all he did was slowly nod l@achin approval. 'Let's
join the others," he said crisply.

The more she thought about it the surer Peta vesstie'd been mistaken.
He didn't even compliment her, which was the Idéestould have done,
considering the way she'd put herself out for him.

Nevertheless she drew admiring glances from theratlelegates, which
went some way to appeasing her, and although csatien over the meal
still rested on business it was far less formalthede was no need for her to
take any notes.

She was extremely conscious of sitting by Andresidis and wished he had
placed her somewhere else. She was the only fearedent—obviously the
other men had seen no reason to bring their se@®taand it was only
sheer stubbornness that made her get through #rengvwithout feeling
uncomfortable.

Andreas, to give him his due, didn't ignore her. iHguded her in all
conversations, surprising her sometimes by askergopinion, listening
attentively when she spoke. Peta had worked foconepany long enough
to have formed her own ideas, and was able to iborgr successfully.



The only problem was sitting close to Andreas. Hel lan indefinable

charisma, which she was sure even the men mustalgebugh not in the

same way as she did. He was capable of contradlimgpm full of people

with a word and a look, but she couldn't contr@ timgle of her senses. It
had begun faintly and grown with every passing rt@muntil her veins fairly

sizzled.

It was idiotic of her to feel such a response, wgidthere was nothing she
could do to stop it. She had never for one momepéeted, when she was
summoned to work for him, that he would evoke segings in her. They

were contrary to every thought she had, contradywardesirable. Sex had
never played an important part in her life, noeafloe, and she couldn't
understand why this man aroused her baser instiogts

By the end of the evening she wished that she'émeyme, and when he
offered to take her home Peta shook her headallitght, I'll get a taxi.' In
the confines of his car her torture would be evense.

'‘No, you won't," he stated firmly, ‘and if yourusél is because I've had a
few drinks, there's no need to worry because mxedis waiting for us.'

There was no way out.

Peta took her time collecting her coat and badingiher hormones to settle
down and ignore this magnificently sexy male whst juappened to be her
boss. Lord, if only he knew! She'd be out of aljb a shot, or—an even
more terrifying thought—he'd take advantage. Hel her!

Her face was serious when she finally joined hirtihanhotel foyer. This last
thought had scared her, made her realise how ssidwvas being. 'I'm
ready,' she said abruptly.

He gave her a strange look but said nothing, sigpmto the car beside her
and giving his driver her address. He sank baaktime soft leather seat and
closed his eyes. Peta huddled into her corner éovskd@ her eyes, too,
hoping to ignore him. Impossible! She could stithedl his distinctive
cologne, sense his powerful body so near to hdrsteTwas enough space



between them for another person but it made nereifice. He was still far
too close for comfort.

"You've done a good job today, Peta.'

His voice made her eyes snap open. He was lookitgrafrom beneath
half-closed lids. A lazy, sensual look that setmenves on edge again.

'| appreciate it. And good work needs rewarding.1¢aned towards her and
Peta panicked. What sort of reward was he talkoogit? A kiss? More than
that? She shrank even further into the seat.

"You'll see a handsome bonus in your pay cheqtleeand of the month.’

Peta breathed a sigh of relief. 'I've not typedmates out yet,' she pointed
out. "You might be disappointed.’

'l don't think so. You're by far the best assistamt had in a long time.'

'In that case,’ she said, taking advantage of dri@sorare moments of
companionship, 'could | take a laptop home to doribtes? | really won't
have time at the office and | don't want to wottle land leave Ben again.’
'‘Consider it done," he said. 'He needs you as rasdido.'

Peta must have shown her surprise because he d8dkkele me, Peta, | do
appreciate that you have a home life. | press gebaid, | know—it's the

only way to get anything done—»but | too have aditeside work.'

"You do? | thought there was nothing more importaan turning around
ailing businesses.’

'l know I give that impression. I've always workeatd.'

'So what do you do outside work hours?' she askedzing herself by her
temerity.



'l too have a son,’ he admitted. 'A son who compldhat he never sees
enough of me.’

His confession stunned Peta. Of all the rumourshhd spread through the
company, this wasn't one of them.

"You look surprised.’

‘I am. | didn't know; | didn't realise; | thought.Her voice tailed off in
confusion.

"You thought | was a workaholic, maybe even a b# playboy in my spare
time? | do know what's being said about me, Peta.’

'‘But you don't care to correct it?'
'My private life is just that—private. | prefertd remain that way.'

"You can rest assured I'll say nothing,’ she sandi, at that moment they
drew up outside her house.

'Wait!" He leaned forward and put a hand over kndren she made to open
the door. 'Gareth will let you out.’

His touch meant nothing and yet it took her breatlay. She turned her
head to look at him and his brown eyes darkenedhatips brushed her
cheek. Just that, nothing more, yet it felt as gtobe was making love to
her.

‘Thank you, Peta, for brightening up my eveningu Yaok truly beautiful.'

Peta was saved answering by his driver openinglber. She climbed out
speedily, turning only at the last minute to smileakly at her boss. The
compliment was late, yet it made more of an imgsstause of it. Her
fingers trembled as she put the key in the locH,the car didn't move until
she had safely closed the door behind her.



CHAPTER THREE

ANDREAS pondered his problem. He could, of course, getramairl from
the agency, but how many was that now? And Nikaldikad none of them.
There had to be another answer. He drank cupaffeof black coffee until
finally a solution came to him. It put a smile as face as he showered and
got ready for work, and he was impatient for Petartive.

When she did he called her straight into his offisedreas Papadakis didn't
believe in beating around the bush. If he had sbimgtto say he came
straight out with it. In his opinion it was the gniay.

'Miss James... Peta, | need your help.’

He saw the way she frowned, pulling her delicaséigped brows together.
He saw the way she bit her lower lip, which shesgfsvdid when she wasn't
sure what to expect of him. Gone was the sexy adkkst night, replaced

by one of her smart suits. The dress had amazedH@rmad never imagined
her wearing anything so revealing. Amazed and pttdsm. He'd heard a
few whispered comments about what a lucky so-ankesavas to have an
assistant like that. And it had certainly made look at her in a new light.

Not that he hadn't already realised her potenBhk was an exceedingly
attractive girl who never made the most of hertgs3dat gorgeous auburn
hair, for instance, was always tied uncompromisigick, and those lovely
dark blue eyes were never shown off to their achgat Last night, when
she'd carefully made them up, he had felt thelrifubact for the first time.

The things they'd done to him were best forgot&e was such an ice-cold
maiden that if she'd read the ignoble thoughtsismtind she would have
very likely walked out of her job. And now he nedder more than ever.

‘Can you think of anyone in the secretarial poob\dtdo your job as well as
you?'

"You're sacking me?' The colour faded from her kbeker eyes widening
in dismay.



'Of course not," he assured her quickly. 'l haveething else in mind.’

Her chin lifted in another of her delightful habasd she looked at him
warily.

' need someone to look after Nikos.'

‘Your son?'

'Yes.'

'‘And you're asking me. Why?'

'‘Because his current nanny's handed in her notice.’

Her incredibly blue eyes flashed her indignance lamavondered why the
hell he hadn't noticed long before now how gorgdabag were. They were
enough to send any man crazy.

'I'm a qualified secretary, not a child-minder ¢ sbktorted. 'l don't want to
spend my life looking after someone else's children

Andreas hadn't expected her to say yes straighy,aweahad known she
would need a lot of persuading, but she soundeatlamant that he feared
she would never agree. Perhaps he ought to givadiehoice, either she
take the job or... No, if he did that he'd riskihgsout both ways. "You hate
having to leave Ben every day, don't you?' he agkiestly.

She nodded. 'More than you'll ever know.'

'Oh, | do; you underestimate me. This is the perdetution. It will solve
your dilemma as well as mine. You and Ben would enmio my house,
you'd be there for him whenever he needed youyandould also do some
work for me from home.' To him it was the simplsstution, the obvious
one.

The look on her face spoke a thousand words. 'Ndaéakis, living with
you is the last thing | want. Ben and | are happyva are. | love my little



house. Why should | give it up? And, for that mattghere's your wife?
Why can't she bring up her own child?'

Andreas's eyes shadowed as his thoughts racedd#uk blackest days of
his life. 'My wife's dead,' he told her bluntlynthyou wouldn't need to give
up your house; you could let it." He saw the uraety in her eyes and
pressed home his faint advantage. 'Sit down. Tagakn about the benefits.’

Reluctantly she perched herself on the edge ofa,atrossing her legs so
that her skirt rode up. Not for the first time ledt & stirring in his loins. But
that sort of thing had to be put to one side. Heded her to feel safe, not
threatened. He hadn't failed to notice in the asirhight how she had drawn
back from him when he kissed her cheek. Someomeewbere along the
line, had destroyed her trust in men, and he hadteation of adding to it.

'l desperately need someone to look after Nikost Mwow how much time
| put in here—the poor little guy hardly sees me.’

'So why don'fyouwork from home?'

It was a logical question and he grimaced. 'lI'elty, but if I'm to turn this
company around | need to keep my finger on theepuls

'How long would you expect me to do the job?"

'l don't know. Until | find someone else, perhapsybe even indefinitely if
it works as well as | hope it will. You won't loset, | assure you.'

'What if Nikos doesn't like me?"

'He will." How could he not? Peta James was godH ehildren, he'd seen
that for himself. She was also exciting and protiweaHe'd noticed at the
conference how easily she talked to other peoplfadt she had seemed far
more at ease with some of them than with him. Henthdiked it. He'd
fancied her that night more than he'd ever expected

'In fact," he went on, ‘it might be a good idetatce you to see him before we
finally sign the deal.’



'Sign the deal?' she repeated with a frown.

'Figuratively speaking, of course,’ he said withatvine hoped was a
reassuring smile. Smiling didn't come easy to Hiesé days. There were
too many pressures, too much to do, too many sadgomes, and Nikos was
the one who suffered. If he could persuade Petakmthis job it would be

the best thing that had happened to his son ingtime. It might not be so

good for him, here, because she was incrediblyiefft, but his son's

well-being meant more to him than anything else.

'‘We'll finish work early tonight and I'll take yoto meet him," he said
decisively.

'l can't,’ Peta said with the now familiar tosshef head. 'Ben's playing
football. I try never to miss a match.'

It was Andreas's turn to frown. '‘Bronwen leaveshatend of the week. |
need to have everything sorted well before thenw Hibout after the
football match? Bring Ben with you. It will be godat the boys to meet.

'How old is Nikos?' she asked, and he could seeninai turning over the
situation.

'Seven,' he answered, 'though he's very grown-upiscage.’
'Does he have a Scalextric?'

‘You bet.’

‘Then I'm sure Ben will get on with him,' she saith a faint smile.

And the way she said it reassured him that her answuld ultimately be
yes.

Peta's mind was in a whirl. Her first instinct Hasen to turn Andreas down.
She still might, because would it be wise, feelsgshe did about him? It



was scary the way he'd managed to set her feadiingj® last night. Scary
and undesirable. She'd been hurt too much in tls fpawant to get
involved. It was far better to keep things on aghuprofessional level. But
would she be able to do that living in the sameske@Gu

She placed the last lot of post on his desk famisgy '‘How do | get to your
house?' She had no idea where he lived. Agairutneur machine had him
living in a fantastic mansion overlooking SouthaompWater with a whole
host of servants at his beck and call.

'No need to drive; I'll pick you up. What time ddahe match finish?'

About to say he didn't have to put himself outaRigcided against it. She
was the one doing the favour so why should shéaéaounning?

Peta clapped and yelled enthusiastically every tBea's team scored a
goal. And when Ben himself scored she went wildhwiiglight. "Well done,
Ben!' she shouted, jumping up and down, clappindhbads. 'Go for it

Another much louder voice echoed her words fromiriteh'Well done,
Ben!

She turned and there was an instant's sizzlingiose&s she met the eyes of
Andreas Papadakis. She was the first to look aprayjng fervently that he
wasn't able to read her mind. It was all so wrdhgg physical attraction.
Despite her telling her body to behave itself,atllgone into involuntary
spasm and there was nothing she could do about it.

At his side was a boy roughly Ben's height, dadirdd and dark-eyed, but
with a much rounder face than his father's andranén mouth. 'How did
you find us?' she asked. They'd arranged for himidio her up at her house,
which was a five-minute walk away.

'l followed the noise. It sounds an exciting mdtch.

"It is,' she agreed. 'And this is Nikos, | take it?



"It is, indeed. Nikos, this is the lady | told yabout, the one who's going to
look after you when Bronwen leaves.'

Nikos looked up at her with serious brown eyedoh't like Bronwen. She
shouts a lot.’

Peta wondered whether he deserved it, whetherayeglher up when his
father was absent. 'Ben's dying to meet you,' altkveith a warm smile.

When she'd told Ben they might be moving he'd la¢dmst upset and then
excited, especially when he learned that there'solbgeone his own age to
play with, and they'd probably be living in a muzbger house.

‘It will be good to have some company,' said Nikioget bored on my own.
Which one is Ben? | like football. I'd like to playth them.’

Peta's eyes met Andreas's and she smiled, rememlem telling her how
grown-up Nikos was for his age. And she was amaéedow good his
English was, too. Ben hadn't even started to ladareign language yet.

'Doesn't your school have a football team?"

'Yes, but | am never allowed to take part. Dadwsags too busy, and none
of my nannies has liked football.'

Again Peta looked at Andreas. His lips turned deavthe corners and he
shook his head, suggesting that he knew nothingtabdVhich was about

par for the course, she decided. Andreas spembdamuch time working,

relying heavily on other people to look after hissit was no wonder he
didn't know the thoughts that went through Niktead.

'Well, | like it," she said. 'So go ahead and jor team; I'll always come
and cheer you on.’

You will?" His eyes shone with delight. 'Thank ydinank you very much.
Did you hear that, Dad? | think | am going to likg new nanny.’



Peta only hoped that his matches wouldn't clash Be&n's. She would hate
to let Nikos down now that she'd made her promise.

When the match was over Peta wanted to take Bere tonshower and
change, but Andreas insisted that it didn't ma#ted in the back of the car
the two boys soon got to know one another.

‘They're getting on well,"” murmured Andreas.
Peta nodded. 'Ben's a good mixer. What made yoe sonearly?'

He gave a guilty grimace. 'When | explained to Nikdhere we were going
it was his idea. | hadn't realised he was so istetkein football.’

'Most small boys are.
'‘Am | being chastised?"
She looked at him then, and it was a big mistake.

There was a hint of wry humour on his face, sometishe had never seen
before. He was no longer the Tyrant but a fath&h & son he loved but
didn't know much about. And he was sharing thawkadge with her.

It felt oddly like a bond, and she could so eafillinto the trap of revealing

her feelings. But that wasn't what he wanted, agither did she, for that
matter. Andreas needed someone to care for hi/sen he was unable to.
And he had placed that trust in her. She daredehbim down by showing

a marked preference for his body.

For once the rumour machine was right. He didilive big house, though it
wasn't overlooking Southampton Water. It was settsnown grounds,

hidden from the road, suddenly emerging as thepded a bend in the
drive. It was a red-brick and timber building, se&tdwundred years old, by
the look of it, with ivy clambering over some oftlwalls, tall chimneys

reaching for the sky, every window gleaming in ldte- evening sun.



'l don't own, | rent," he told her, seeing the l@flkawe and amazement on
her face. 'l took it while | looked around for somteere suitable, but to tell
you the truth | haven't had time, and actuallkelit here. I'm considering
making the owner an offer.’

Nikos and Ben were already out of the car and nogntowards the house.
Andreas and Peta followed. She felt uncomfortakdéking beside him; it
felt wrong to be going to her employer's house&ven consider living with
him. She wasn't a nanny; how could he expect hdota nanny's job? Her
only qualification was bringing up her own son. Tampting part was that
she would see more of Ben. No more leaving him W#rnie while she
worked late, or even when he came home from sclsb@.would be there
for him always. The thought brought a smile to lipes.

Andreas wasn't looking at her, and yet he must s&vesed her smiling
because he turned and spoke. "You're happy abestttration?’

'l guess so. | was thinking about being able tondpmore time with Ben.'
What she didn't dare think about was spending tiitie Andreas. Not that
she expected to see very much of him. With herlysa&iesconced in his
house looking after his precious son, he wouldlide # stay at the office
for as long as he liked.

And if he brought work home for her to do that wblle even better,
because there would be hours in the day while tlys tvere at school when
she would have nothing to do. Unless he expectetbheok after the house
as well? She didn't mind cooking for Nikos but whlae would he expect of
her? Exactly what were a nanny's duties?

The boys had raced upstairs, where, presumablys\ilad his Scalextric
laid out. Peta stood in the entrance hall and ldak®und her. Impressive
wasn't the word. A carved oak staircase curveaviyg up to a galleried
landing. Stained-glass windows cast coloured refles, and oil paintings,
presumably of owners past, decorated the wahgadt like something she'd
seen in a film but never first-hand.

He led the way along a lengthy corridor to a hugmmfortable kitchen,
where a buxom middle-aged woman stood making pastryvasn't



expecting you yet, Mr Papadakis,’ she said, looKingtered. 'Nor was
Bronwen. She's gone out to meet her boyfriend.’

A harsh frown creased his brow. 'Perhaps it's dsshe's leaving,' he said
tersely. 'Bess, I'd like you to meet Bronwen'saepiment, Peta James. Peta,
this is Bess Middleton, my housekeeper.’

The woman's thin brows rose into untidy grey Hasronder how long you'll
last? she seemed to be saying.

'Hello, Bess.' Peta held out her hand, then laughieeh she realised the
other woman's was covered in flour. 'I'm not stgrtuntil next week.
Andreas thought | ought to have a look over thegla

'You've met Nikos, | take it?' the woman asked.

Peta nodded. 'l have a son about Nikos's age. ITheyjood company for
each other. They're upstairs now.'

'l see. Good luck, then. | hope you'll last lontjem the others.

Peta looked at Andreas. She hadn't realised hematshing her and her
face flushed at his intense scrutiny. It was fgirdisapproving. Was it
because she'd called him Andreas in front of hisskkeeper?

'‘Come," he said abruptly, 'I'l show you the rektttee house.' It was a
whistle-stop tour and entirely unnecessary in h@nion, because she'd
need a map to find her way around. On the grouoar fthere were five
different reception rooms and a study, while upstdhere were six
bedrooms, each with amsuitebathroom, as well as a spacious room in the
attic. It was here that they found Nikos and Bepgilg playing with the
Scalextric. There was so much of it that it musteheost a small fortune.

'Mummy,' said Ben excitedly, 'look at all this.'
'It's wonderful, darling, but | think we ought te going."'

'No!" came the disgruntled response. 'Not yet—welg just got here.’



'‘And you're going to live here soon,' she remindiedl, 'so come on, you'll
have plenty of time to play.'

Andreas had hardly spoken on their tour. He'd goimut which would be
her room and which one Ben's, and she'd seen Hiedm®, in shades of
burgundy and dark green—an entirely impersonal raatim not even a pair
of slippers on view. He probably didn't have tinsewtear slippers, she'd
thought bitterly. He was too manic about work.

‘Leave them," he said now. 'We'll go to my study discuss your duties.’

'Very well." She kept her tone crisp and her eyectly on his, and as soon
as they were seated in the oak- panelled roomsteria’'What have | said
that's made you angry?"

He shook his head. 'I'm not annoyed with youBtsnwen. She had no idea
that | wouldn't need her tonight. She might be wagler notice but she has
no right to take liberties. I've half a mind tol te¢r to go now.’

'Except that | can't start straight away," decldPeth. 'There's too much to
sort out.'

'Like what?' he demanded.

'l have to pack, for one thing. Finalise bills, séut letting, tell everyone
where I've gone, especially my parents... a hundredtl one things.' Her
parents lived in Cornwall, where she herself haenblerought up. She'd
stayed in Southampton after finishing universityd @ow only went home
on the occasional weekend and during holiday psriBdt her mother rang
often, wanting to know how she was coping, how Bas, and why didn't
she come home to live? What would she say whenhshed that her
precious daughter was moving in with the boss?

'l can organise most things for you,' he informed.

'I'm sure you can, but I'd prefer to do it mysalfié said tightly. "You can see
to the letting, if you wish, but everything eldédo.’



'One of the new era of independent females.' Heelddack in his leather
chair and studied her. 'I'm not sure whether | likd think | prefer the
chivalrous days when a woman depended on a mam deosseted and
protected her, when he made her feel feminine aadtiful and very, very
much wanted.'

His eyes smouldered, his voice growled, and heddak her with far more
intent than he ever had before. Peta felt her nemds quiver. Was he trying
to tell her something or was it her imagination?svghe reading what she
wanted to read? Or was he interested? Would itise % move in with

him? Had he manufactured this job especially sbtieacould get her into
his bed?

'‘Now what are you thinking?'
"Why?'
"You look as though you believe | have designsan'y

Oh, Lord, was she that transparent? Peta felthezks flame. "You couldn't
be further from the truth,’ she said distantly.

You have a very expressive face, Peta. Didn'tkyoaw?"

'‘And you are jumping to entirely the wrong conotuns. I'm not interested in
any man, Mr Papadakis.'

'‘Andreas.’
She grimaced. 'Very well, Andreas, although | ddmitk it's a good idea.
Did you see the way your housekeeper looked at imenw called you

Andreas?'

'She was probably wondering how you'd managed tpas the formality
stage. Not many people do, | assure you. | fimtb@sn't pay.'



Peta wasn't sure she agreed with that. The setaifirat Linam Shipping
would almost certainly feel much happier if theyrgven first-name terms
with him. 'So I'm honoured?' she asked.

A faint smile quirked the corners of his mouth. tvauld say that.'
'Why?'

He thought for a long moment. 'Let's say | feltwibuld improve our
relationship.'

"You mean you thought you'd get more work out oPhsbe asked smartly,
but she couldn't stop a faint smile.

'l don't always think about work, Peta. Ninety-niper cent of the time,
perhaps, but | do have red blood in my veins. loh entirely without
feelings.’

Peta gave an inward groan. Was she jumping intbuati®n she would

quickly regret? Ought she to tell him to stuff jub? Except that she would
be upsetting both boys if she did. Ben would ndeggive her; he was so
looking forward to living here and having a frietml play with. To say

nothing of the extra time she'd be able to spertd ium. It was by far the
best thing that had happened to her.

'So,' she said, pushing these thoughts to the badier mind, 'tell me
exactly what my duties are going to be.’

It was arranged that she take Nikos to and fromai¢iplan his meals, cook
them if Bess wasn't there, supervise his homewodknaake sure he always
had a supply of clean clothes. All housework wobkl done by Bess
Middleton and a local girl who came in twice a week

'Is there anything else you want to ask me?'Paiaksher head. 'Nothing
that | can think of at the moment.’

'So it's settled. You'll start on Sunday?"



'l move in late on Sunday,’ she corrected. H#led the weekend to tie
everything up.'

He nodded, looking well-pleased, and when theydstm shook her hand.
‘Thank you, Peta. | do appreciate all that youveng up.’

The scorching heat that ran through her at hishtdgald her that she was
giving up far more than a little cottage and a aartifestyle. She was in
grave danger of giving up her freedom.



CHAPTER FOUR

As PeTA locked the door and walked to her car, where Bas already
wriggling excitedly on his seat, she wondered foe thousandth time
whether she was doing the right thing. She'd thoadpout it a lot since
she'd given her word, and several times had comesidecking out. The one
thing that had stopped her was the thought thad sfee more of her
precious son.

She really had hated having to go out to work,ilegiarnie to pick him up
from school. She'd missed seeing the excitememtiface when he told
the older woman all that he'd been doing. Obviols!d told her, too, when
she got home, but the initial enthusiasm had gand.especially in school
holidays—there had been so much she could be daitiighim, so many
places they could have gone. Instead she'd haglyt@n her neighbour to
keep him entertained while she earned the monejotbe and feed them
and run her house.

There was also Nikos to consider. She couldn'togietof her mind his
cheerful face when she'd mentioned watching hing fdatball. She could
imagine how her own son would feel if she neverttersee him play. To
Ben, having his mother watch and encourage himthw@snost important
thing in the world. It was a pity Andreas didn'eghings that way. Poor
Nikos was missing out on such a lot—and so too A@dreas, if only he
knew it.

When they arrived Andreas was outside waiting ient.Smiling.

The smile stunned her. It was unlike any othereimd had given her. It was
a predatory smile. It heated her blood and serdlant reaction through her
body. This was definitely a big mistake. She hadgiteed to do the job
because she'd thought the move would be good foy@decause it would
help Nikos, but because of this man. This leansg@&nman with the

devastating good looks and compelling dark eyesvds a disturbing

discovery.



And it was suddenly clear that he was equally hyhgr her! She was now
his victim. And yet, even as she stared at himhilieg horror, the smile
changed. It became a warmly welcoming one, a fhieoidle, nothing in it to
suggest that he had designs on her. Had she inthigthé/as she becoming
neurotic because of her own unstoppable, unwamediens?

'l was beginning to think you'd changed your mimée' came hurriedly
down the steps as she climbed out of the car, daghynattractive in an
open-necked shirt that revealed a scattering & dary hairs on his hard-
muscled chest. 'Let me help you unload.’

'Where's Nikos?' asked Ben eagerly as he too séedoht.

‘Already in bed," Andreas answered. 'He tried tit wa but sleep got the
better of him.’

'I'm not tired,’ said Ben bravely, at the same tiigleting back a yawn.

'In that case you can carry some stuff up to yoont,’ snapped Peta when
she saw that he was going to dash indoors emptgeuan

Her tone was sharper than she'd intended and shérsdreas frown. She
oughtn't to have rounded on her son; it wasn't®8erwas annoyed with—it
was herself for imagining something that wasn'rehéndreas couldn't
care less about her; he was interested only in $8kwell-being. That was
what she was here for, nothing else, and she'defldaavwremember it.

Once all the stuff was piled into their rooms hieadd Mrs Middleton's help
to unpack but Peta declined. 'l can manage,’ stdeszsely.

'As you wish,' he agreed with a laconic shrug. 'Wieu've put Ben to bed
come and join me. I'll be in my study.'

There was a lot to unpack and it took her ages;vinasleep before she'd
finished, but even then she was reluctant to gonsteairs.

She remembered the room, quite a big room, oalellgghwith an immense
desk across one corner. In front of the windowhweitcellent views of the



landscaped gardens, were two easy chairs, angiinme of these that she
found him.

He'd left his door wide for her to walk in, thoughe tapped on it first to
alert him to her presence. 'Welcome to your newéybhe said to her now.
'l think this calls for a celebratory drink. Whabwld you like?'

Peta didn't much care for alcohol; it held too mbagt memories. She'd had
wine on the day of the conference, but only becabgehadn't wanted to
cause a fuss, and even then she'd taken only siswA soft drink, I think.
Coke or lemonade, | don't mind which.’

She sat down on the chair next to him, stifling tihgle of electricity that
alerted her senses to the very real danger he posed

'Are you sure that's all you want?'

Peta nodded and turned her head to watch Andredee asalked to a
cunningly concealed bar and flipped the top ofotle before pouring Coke
into a glass.

'| really do appreciate what you're doing for rhe,5aid when he returned to
his seat, handing the drink to her.

Their fingers touched and Peta jumped, some oCitiee going down her
clean white skirt. She swore beneath her breath.

'How clumsy of me," said Andreas swiftly.

‘It wasn't your fault," she assured him, conscioiuthe sudden heat in her
cheeks. 'I'd best go and change; rinse it out befatains.'

"You are coming back?' he asked, and for the first timelReticed lines of
strain on his face. He was probably apprehensieaitatiow things would
work out with her and Nikos, and all the problemsvark wouldn't help
either, and here she was worrying over her ownigtigactions.



'Of course,’ she agreed with a faint smile, evesugh she'd actually
planned on staying upstairs, where it was saferthAatoffice she could
ignore his sexuality and concentrate on the workand. Here it was a
different story. The trouble was, if she didn'tlgeck down he'd more than
likely come charging up to see where she was.

She had not realised when she'd agreed to takelitees Nikos's nanny that
she would spend any time with Andreas. It was tdioniate, too disturbing,
too everything. The blood fairly sizzled through keins, and the thought
of them sitting close together watching the skykdaras the sun went down
was enough to send her frantic with fear.

Peta deliberately took her time rinsing the skamd when she finally

plucked up the courage to rejoin Andreas it wdstbhim fast asleep in his
chair, legs outstretched, his head resting on kieasThe perfect excuse to
creep upstairs, she thought, but somehow her legéow't carry her away.

She stood there looking at him, drinking in theui#al, sculpted lines of

his face, the way his hair curled crisply arounsl émwrs, the fullness of his
lips, curved upwards at the corners as though he veaing a pleasant
dream.

It wasn't long before her eyes wandered down toisleeand fall of his chest.
The dark hairs, some of which she could see awtloé his shirt, were
visible through the fine silk. Her fingers itched touch. He had a
tremendous body, finely honed, with not an ounceswaperfluous fat
anywhere.

His narrow hips next, and the hard flatness ofgtmnach. She quickly
skimmed over the next bit, feeling a tighteninghef stomach muscles as
she did so, before considering the long lengthpbwerful legs. He really
was a tremendously exciting male animal. The firah in a long, long time
who had aroused any feelings in her.

Suddenly, without warning, his hand shot out anegba her wrist, pulling
her down onto his lap. 'Like what you see, do ybejrowled in her ear.

Peta's cheeks flamed as she felt the hardness afdusal. Thank goodness
he couldn't tell what was going on inside her owdyb ‘What the hell do



you think you're doing?' she demanded, strugglnigge herself. 'If this is
the reason you've got me here then—'

Her words were cut off by an angry snarl. 'Parda iady, you were the
one doing the looking, and judging by your expr@ssyou were highly
interested—and, if my judgement isn't wrong, highilgused as well.’

Peta's eyes blazed. 'Pardon me also, but you coblerfurther from the
truth. If you want to know what | was thinking,was how I'd managed to
allow myself to be sucked into this arrangemenitdifvanted to be a nanny
I'd have trained as one.' And with that she manag&dench free.

He laughed. A deep belly laugh that didn't amuse he
'I'm glad you find it funny; | don't,’ she said s#igally and loudly.

'It's your indignation | find amusing,' he saidpeeeding to push himself up.
"You really were caught in the act. But never micahsider it forgotten. |
value you too much to spend time arguing.’

How could she forget such an embarrassing momespedally as he'd
read her thoughts and feelings so accurately—it'timbar thinking about.

Not until Peta had gone to her room did Andreasnahimself to mull over
that telling moment. It wasn't the first time hb&kn eyed up so thoroughly,
and it probably wouldn't be the last. He was aatalnt target for sex-hungry
females. But he hadn't expected it of Peta James.

She'd always given the impression of being comlyleteinterested in him.
In any man, for that matter. She lived for her atame. Everything she did
was for Ben. He admired her for her devotion. Mdaiteshe had discovered
another dimension in her make-up. An interesting. on

And one day he might do something about it. Butyatt He didn't want to
frighten her away before she'd even begun thegubn though his own
hormones were having a field-day and he felt aldhgmeed to take her to
bed. He wanted to lose himself in her body; he @@mb touch, to taste, to
get to know intimately every single inch of her.



She was an exciting woman, was Peta James, a wohmaany layers. At
work she was the perfect PA. The most efficiend les'er had. More often
than not she anticipated his needs. He was goingds her a great deal in
that respect.

Then there was Peta the siren. That was how shéobkedd in that green
satin dress. And yet still she had retained helrd@emeanour. She'd seemed
not to notice the admiring glances certainly haglayed on it, but he'd have
liked to bet that there wasn't a man in the rooro tvudn't fancied her. As he
had himself.

And now, a few minutes ago, she was a hot-bloodatan ripe for making
love. He had seen the depth of hunger in her eyesnwhe'd thought him
asleep. How long since Ben's father had disappearedf her life? How
long since she'd had a man?

Her house was small but carefully and thoughtfdllynished. It was a
home, not just a house. She had lovingly maddatancomfortable home.
Not the way Maria had, or his mother—both of thetruses had been
showplaces. Peta's was so comfortable, so livetthan he'd felt completely
relaxed there.

And he had taken her away from it!

The thought was not a pleasant one. And yet ifr&dn't agreed to come
he'd have probably threatened to sack her. He'd pespared to go to any
lengths to get what he wanted. A deep frown gougedrow. Was that

really the type of guy he was? He'd had to be esthto get where he was,
but to put someone out of a job when they hadld thiclothe and feed and
a house to run wasn't quite playing the game. Ildeltk it in the past,

though, without a second thought. He put his fisger his temples and
rubbed at the nagging pain.

What was this woman doing to him?

* % %



Peta woke from a troubled sleep. She'd been drgabnih she couldn't
remember what the dream was about, only that itdéfatier feeling deeply
disturbed. And when she opened her eyes she ththafirghe must still be
asleep, because this wasn't her room. This wasaaicgs bedroom
decorated in cool greens and cream. Hers was tidycasy in pink and
lavender.

It was a few seconds before the reality of theasitun hit her and her first
thoughts were of Ben. How would he feel, wakingistrange room? Last
night he'd been too tired even to notice his sumdgs, but this morning he
might be afraid.

She leapt out of bed and without even botheringulh on her dressing
gown dashed out of her room—and catapulted straigiat Andreas
Papadakis.

His strong arms steadied her. 'Whoa, there; wita'sush?' he asked in
amusement.

' must go to Ben.' Her voice came out strangetaadthless. The heat of his
body flamed her senses. She felt as though shepuasing out of control.
It was an instant thing, one she could do withowt @ne she needed to fight.
'He might be frightened waking up in a strange @lac

Andreas smiled calmly, but it did nothing to stedwdy racing pulses. His
hands still held her, his hard body grazing her ttwaugh the thin material
of her nightdress, and his velvet-brown eyes loakaan into hers.

He was enjoying it, she realised. Enjoying makingfael uncomfortable.

'‘Ben and Nikos are having breakfast,' he informBdss is looking after
them.'

'What time is it?' she demanded, finally wrestlmgyself free, conscious
now that with space between them he could lookattay her breasts had
peaked against the soft cotton.

‘Just turned eight.’



'What?' She was horrified. She was always up bgrsew days she had to
go to work. 'He'll be late for school. I'll be ldt# work. And you're usually

at the office by this time.' He hadn't shaved gbt noticed; he must have
risen late as well. She liked the dark stubble mnstrong square jaw. It

made him less severe, more of an action man thkankasuited tycoon.

'l think you're forgetting, Peta, that your job n@nhere. There's plenty of
time for you to get Ben to school. I'll take Nikimglay; | want a word with
his teacher.’

She had forgotten. In the panic of waking up intarge place she'd
completely lost it. She was no longer his PA butdsls nanny. And she'd
already failed in her breakfast duty. Not that Aeetr seemed to mind,
which was a surprise. He was a different man hdo¥e dangerous. More
threatening to her sanity. And her body!

With a tiny cry of distress she swung away andrretd to her bedroom.

The day went surprisingly quickly. Karen, her regiment, phoned a couple
of times with queries about work, and Andreas hlfnsieoned her once.
Other than that she spent the day typing up notes the conference. At
Andreas's suggestion she set herself up in hiystsihg the laptop that he
had put at her disposal. It wasn't an ideal arnaege as far as Peta was
concerned because it was too easy to imagine heme.tifhe room was
eternally filled with his presence and the linggremell of his cologne, so
much so that she began to doubt her sanity in exgyée his suggestion.

It was a relief when she left the house to pickNikos from his private

school and then Ben from Mamie's. Marnie had beehnts see her leave,
but delighted that she still had the privilege adating Ben out of school
and taking him to her house, if only for a shamej to await his mother's
arrival.

In the car on the way home the two boys chattedss@ntly, making Peta
realise how lonely Ben had been before. She'd awayisaged having two
or three children quite close together—until fadel llecreed otherwise.



Andreas didn't get home until after the boys werébéd and Peta had
already eaten. She was passing through the halh Wwhearrived. He was
still in work mode; she could tell by the distaook in his eyes, the intense
frown on his forehead. How had his day gone withwr®? she wondered.
How had he got on with Karen? And how had Kareredopith his often
unrealistic demands?

But it was not something she dared to ask. Theiasmv the sort of

relationship where they could sit and discuss #igsdevents. She was still
his employee. She had her own sitting room, and to this that she took
herself now.

She flicked through the channels on the TV, buhtboothing much there,
so she curled into a corner of the sofa with a btiokas number one in the
best-seller lists and she was lost in a world pfaesage and double-dealing
when Andreas came to find her.

At first she didn't see him; it was not until headed his throat that she
looked up and realised that he was standing wajdmean.

'Must be a good book.’

'It is.' He had showered and shaved and changechaty cotton trousers
and a pale blue shirt. The worry lines had goneiars hand was a tot of
whisky. She felt her insides sear and shrivel assdhchestnut eyes
penetrated hers. Not with intent—there was nothingis expression to
suggest that he fancied her—but it was as thougidserying to look deep
into her soul. To find out what made her tick, what innermost secrets
were.

She straightened her legs and put down the book.

"'Won't you join me?' he asked, raising his glass.

Peta shook her head. 'l don't drink.’

‘Not ever?"



'Maybe occasionally," she said with a shrug. 'Astofor a wedding,
something like that, but in the main, no.’

'Why's that? | don't think I've ever met anyone vdoesn't drink. May 1?*
He indicated the chair opposite.

Peta couldn't really say no when it was his ownskeoeven if he had given
her this room for her own private use, so she noddde the same time
drawing in a deeply troubled breath. Her past hysteasn't something she
wanted to share. It wasn't something she was poaugut at some time or

another he would insist on knowing, so perhaps wa® as good a time as
any.

'l used to," she confessed. 'Like the rest of mgestt friends | used to hang
around in pubs, but one day | had too much. So rthatH didn't know what

| was doing.' She paused as memories of that mgldly reclaimed her
mind. 'Ben is the result. I'm deeply ashamed ddut,| wouldn't be without
him for the world." She stuck her chin in the arshe spoke, challenging
him to say something derogatory.

But he didn't. He looked at her thoughtfully inste&o what happened to
Ben's father? Does he know about him?'

Peta nodded. 'He was my boyfriend at the time, imsy fove. We were
inseparable. | thought | would spend the rest oflifeywith him. But as
soon as | told him | was pregnant he didn't wankriow me. In fact he
refused to believe the baby was his.’

She clamped her lips. Joe had totally destroyedrbist in men. He'd even
started going out with her best friend immediatgtgrwards, proving that
he'd never really loved her, not the way she hadddim. And in the dark
weeks that had followed she'd heard dozens of aimidles from

sympathetic student friends, convincing her that'cstbe far better off
without a man in her life.

'So you've not seen him since?'

'No. Nor do | want to.'



'Don't you think that one day your son might wankmow exactly who his
father is?'

It was a logical question, one she had asked liarsely times. 'I'll cross

that bridge when | come to it,' she declared, anth a desperate need to
change the subject, 'I've finished the conferermesy They're on your

desk.'

'‘Good girl. | could have done with you at the dffitoday. Karen's a quick
typist but she goes to pieces in an emergency.'

All of his requests were emergencies, remembertd Recould be that you
make her nervous,’ she said with great daring, némeeing how she had felt
that first day.

Dark brows rode smoothly upwards. 'If the girl tao' the job, then—'

‘She gets her marching orders,’ finished Petalgrifou think that solves
everything, don't you?'

To her amazement he smiled, a warm lazy smilegbat her pulses into
spasm. 'Do you know, Peta, no other woman hastagdrto put me in my
place?’

'l hardly think I've done that," she said, takingleep breath to try and
regulate the uneven beating of her heart. Thateshatl done things to her
which she'd rather not happen. 'But | do believaticking up for myself. In
my opinion, most men in official capacities thimey can walk all over any
woman who works for them. Lord knows why. It hav&oan inbred thing.'

She watched the way his nostrils flared as sheespoll wondered whether
she had gone too far, but then the white smilehfidsagain. 'You're
probably right. Should | give her another chance?’

'| think you should give her at least a monthal tri

‘A month?' he queried sharply. "You were fully @gnt in less than a week.'



'l had a strong motive,' she said.
He frowned.
'‘Ben. | couldn't afford to be thrown out on my ddrad to learn quickly.’

'‘And was | a hard taskmaster?' He leaned back ataibly in his chair, legs
outstretched, looking as though he was in for g lstay.

‘The worst," she admitted. 'But the more difficutiu were the more
determined | was to stay the course.’

He suddenly leaned forward, elbows on his kneesu'fé some girl, Peta
James.’

Her eyes were drawn to his and she could feel li¢rsginning to drown in
their sensual, velvety depths. Her heart rate ased, her skin overheated,
and without her realising it she inched closerita.PAny second now he
was going to kiss her. She could sense it; wasyréadt. The tip of her
tongue moistened dry lips and her breathing greallsh.

Then with a swift change of expression he rockezk lva his seat. 'l had a
kidnap threat today,' he said tensely. 'My sofesi$i in danger.’

Andreas was still reeling. The tersely worded nbtal shocked and
horrified him, sent his senses spiralling endlessgpace. It had jolted him
into the realisation of how very much Nikos meanhim. He had been too
busy working to... No, he wouldn't go down thatpdtis son was his entire
universe. Without him life would have no meaning.

Be warnedthe note had saidm going to kidnap your son. You will never
see him again unless you pay me one million pounds.

It took Andreas's mind back to another place, atotime, when his
younger brother, Christos, had been kidnapped anawin parents had
nearly gone out of their minds with worry. Afterkds was born he had



harboured the vague fear that the same thing rhigghppen, but never really
believed that it would. Until now...

Peta's eyes were wide as she looked at him, hesbaek mirrored in their
amethyst depths. 'Have you been to the police?’

His lips twisted in bitter irony. "They politely ggested it's a practical joke.
They said that if someone was going to kidnap Nikey wouldn't give me
any warning; they'd simply snatch him.'

'‘But you don't believe them?’
'Would you, if it were Ben?'

'I'd be scared to let him out of my sight," sheeagr looking as worried as he
felt. 'Do you know who's making the threat? And ®hy

He silently thanked her for her concern. He neestedeone at a time like
this. 'Money, of course,” he admitted grimly, addiafter a moment's
silence, 'My main reason for telling you is becayse’'ll need to be
extra-vigilant.'

Peta shook her head, both fear and distress iey@=: 'I'm not trained for
this sort of thing; | don't know how to cope; | dar'

'l know it's asking a lot of you," he interrupteehgly, almost afraid that he
would scare her away, 'but I'm sure you'll looleaftlikos as much as you
do your own son. Your dedication to Ben, the way ywut him before
yourself at all times, is what made me think ydoidthe ideal person to
replace Bronwen. And now I'm even surer of it. Besi Nikos adores you
already. He'll do whatever you say. He doesn't kabaut this, of course,
and I'd prefer it to remain that way. He's hadttadl usual warnings about
going off with strangers, but nevertheless | stifint you to be on your
guard.'

For a moment he thought that Peta was going teeefihat she was going
to walk away; he could see by her scared expresbanshe felt her life
would be in danger, too, and he saw the faint sautidht ran through her.



'I'm trusting you, Peta,' he said quietly but deteedly. 'Don't let me
down.' To his disgust there was a break in hise/oic

'It's a huge responsibility,” she whispered, 'I'ot sure I'm prepared to
handle it, not even sure that I'm capable.’

He leaned forward again and took her hands intdlless hope it all comes
to nothing," he said gruffly, and, pulling her dgrib her feet, he held her
close.

Sensation ricocheted through Peta's body with theef of a speeding
missile. Even the shock of hearing that Nikos waglanger had done
nothing to diminish the feelings Andreas managedrtuse. It took every
ounce of will-power and several deep breaths tmdarself and hide her
catapulting emotions.

For a while he held her still, appearing to drawnéart, but then one hand
began to slowly stroke the back of her head whigeather, low on her back,
urged her closer. His arousal was sudden and ghpcki

She seemed to be living life on a seesaw. One mbbeieving herself
safe, convinced that Andreas had no ulterior metiVéne next fearful that
he wanted her for only one thing. She couldn'itleappen.

'‘Let me go!' she muttered through her teeth. ‘lifgoafter a lover as well as
a child-minder and protector then you've made aegraistake.’

'‘But you want me," he murmured, his voice a lomss@l growl. 'Deny it if
you can.'

How could she when he'd read her body signals sorately? Not only
today but last night as well. "You're the sort cdimmost women would
willingly go to bed with," she admitted. "You mums aware of that. But it
doesn't mean that | will. I'm not in the market doraffair. I've vowed never
to give my body freely again. The next time will toethe man I'm going to
marry.'



'Honourable sentiments," he said with a faint sitblat are you sure you can
stick to them?"

In other words he was asking whether she was capatbignoring her
needs. Whether she was capable of ignaning Peta stiffened and pushed
her hands against his chest, desperately tryingdak free. But Andreas
had other ideas.

His arm tightened; his hand slid from her hair he side of her face to
gently stroke, to send even deeper shivers of sensthrough her. And
then he tilted her chin and made her look up at lKer first thought was
that she must hide her emotions, make out thatvsiseunaffected by his
touch, until she saw the raw need mirrored in hiese

Quite how it happened she didn't know, but the nextnent his mouth was
on hers.

What had started off as a need to reassure Pet@|gter his own spirits,
was quickly snowballing out of control. The kisssatauly exciting, even
more exciting than Andreas had imagined kissing Retuld be, yet he
wasn't sure that he was doing the right thing. Pataes wasn't your average
girl. She was as likely to slap him across the faseshe was to kiss him
back.

It was a risk he was prepared to take. For thetVesmty-four hours she'd
been driving him crazy. There was still the problesth Nikos, but this
little minx even had the power to take his mindtb#it.

From the moment he'd caught her looking at him hd hot stopped
thinking about what it would be like to make lowehter. And the fact that
she had instantly denied her feelings had intriguedeven further. Despite
the image she portrayed of being coolly in contrfoher life there burned
beneath that outer shell a woman with a very reatin

Her mouth was as soft and sensual as he had inthgineould be. She
tasted like the sweetest nectar, engaging evergbinis senses, sending his



mind whirling into orbit. He moved his lips gendyfirst, slowly increasing
the pressure until he felt the early stirring cfpense.

Even heard it! Very softly, from somewhere deepén throat, he heard a
slight sound, a satisfied sound! Encouraged, hehied her sensitive lips
with his tongue, felt the ripple that ran througér,hand when her mouth
moved restlessly beneath his he urged it open.

It was his turn to groan this time. He wanted tehrthe wanted to plunder
her mouth and take everything she had to offerwieted to crush her to

him; feel the shape of her, explore, incite, dem&d even as these urges
burnt into him he knew that to do so would lose liira one woman he

trusted with his son's life.

He forced himself to slow down, to lessen the ucgeto reluctantly end
the kiss. And when he put her from him he senseat #he was
disappointed, too, though none of it showed ornfées.

Instead her beautiful sapphire eyes shot daggeessathe divide which a
few minutes ago had been nonexistent and now fettila wide. She
shivered and hugged her arms across her body. Whgbu do that for?'
she asked crossly.

'Do what?' There was harshness in his voice alke.r®ade him feel as
though he'd ravaged her against her will and tids'dsit well on his
shoulders.

"You know what," she tossed. 'l need a promise ffom Andreas. If I'm to
stay on there will be no more kisses. | don't want to even touch me. It
will completely ruin our working relationship—aniat's all I'm here for.
Please remember that.'

She looked so fired-up and beautiful that it wa$ealcould do not to grab
her and kiss her again. He hid his desire behimd, lm@arrowed eyes. 'You
didn't put up much resistance.’

'‘Would it have done any good?' she questioned.



'l have never, in my life, taken anything from amamn that she didn't want
to give," he declared shortly. 'You enjoyed it,@P&eny it if you like, but
the proof was there. | don't take kindly to beieguesed of using force. If |
were you I'd choose my words very carefully thetrteme you feel like
flinging accusations.'

He saw the way she gritted her teeth, the way ingefs curled into her
palms. But to give her credit her voice was quietym as she spoke. 'I'd
like to be alone.’

When Andreas had gone Peta sank back into the @hdiclosed her eyes.
What had she done? Allowing him to kiss her, nglting back the instant
he touched her, must have given him all sorts aingrideas. One moment
they'd been talking about kidnappers, the next'thbgen in a passionate
clinch. How had that happened?

Hopefully, though, he was now convinced that shé&l Hem totally
responsible, that she was as angry as hell anddwaalk out on the job if he
dared try it again. But would she? Hadn't that kissised every one of her
senses? Didn't she want more?

The answer was painfully yes. And when Peta wehgtblater that evening
she was still burning from his touch. Her body #&staroused now as it had
when his lips met hers.

She would have liked to think that it was becaimevgas hungry for a man,
not this particular man, but any man. Her mind knéwough, that this
wasn't true. She'd met plenty of men since Benbuwas, and not a single
one had a lit a spark inside her.

So what did Andreas Papadakis have that these otberhadn't? Was it
because he was Greek? Because he was darkly hagl&soause he was
wealthy? Because of the authority that sat so welhis shoulders? She
didn't think it was any of these. It was an indabile something that would
continue to puzzle her for the rest of her life.

Surprisingly sleep claimed her quickly, and thmedi so that she wouldn't
be late getting up, she set her alarm. The follgwiorning she got Ben and



Nikos ready and they ran downstairs to the warmhkih, where Bess
Middleton had breakfast ready. 'Mr Papadakis hesady left,’ she told
Peta. 'Says to tell you that there's some workytar in his study. Any
queries, you're to ring him.'

Peta nodded, but wondered why he hadn't told meséif last night. Except
that they'd both had other things on their mind=:. $kin went warm at the
very thought of what had happened, but she wagrdeted not to let it

bother her. There would be no repeat, she had rhedesery clear. She
would do the job she was getting paid for and igraampletely any foolish
signs her body made.

When they left the house in the land-cruiser thadas insisted she use to
ferry the boys around, she saw a black saloon daalkiew yards from the
entrance gates, the driver sitting reading a nepespdt might be nothing,
she reasoned—and yet again it could be extremghyfiant.

Fear prickled her skin and as she drove away Retstantly checked her
mirror. To her relief he didn't follow but she knévat it was imperative she
constantly keep her wits about her, She wasn'tyhappl Nikos was safely

within the school gates and she saw a teacherrkgepiigilant eye on all of
the children.

The next few days followed a similar routine. Arakalways left her work
to do, but he never came to her sitting room adaime wanted to discuss
anything he invited her into his study.

It didn't stop her being aware of his presence, van she still felt a
tingling awareness whenever he was close, and thareonce she caught
his eyes on her with such a hungry look that sleelee to clench everything
to stop giving herself away.

She saw the car a couple of times more and detodet] Andreas. It might
be nothing, it might be a rep having a five-minoiteak, killing time before
his first appointment somewhere in the city, butdyeo be safe than sorry.



He nodded solemnly when she told him, his eyesonang. ‘There could be
a simple explanation—or it might be someone moimigpyour movements.
You got the registration number, | take it?'

'Yes.'

‘Then TI'll get it checked." He looked at her grgveYou're not unduly
worried? | don't want to stress you out, but Nigasfety is, of course, my
major concern.'

Peta nodded. 'I'm not frightened. | simply thougbtld seeing the car more
than once.' In fact she thought he was taking\ihisle kidnap thing very
calmly. If it were Ben in danger she'd be paran8ite wouldn't let him out
of her sight. She certainly wouldn't rely on someetse to look after him.

'If you're sure.' He closed the gap between thahpahhis arms around her.
There was nothing sexual in the action this times a simple, comforting

gesture. Peta realised this as she buried herihéagishoulder. But it didn't

stop the blood shooting hotly through her veinsher pulses frantically

leaping.

It was for only a brief moment. The next secondfslad herself free, and
when she looked into his face there was nothirgutggest that he too had
been affected. In fact his face was closed and &iaddshe guessed that he
was worrying more about his son than he let on.

The next morning when she walked out to the langiser she found a note
tucked behind the wiper blade. Her fingers shoogha&sopened it. 'SOON!'
was all it said in bold black lettering, but sheeknvery Well what it meant.

Andreas had already left, so she tucked the noigkigunto her pocket
before the boys saw, but her heart was in her masitthe drove past the
gates and looked for the black car. She intend#thgea good look at the
driver this time. It was almost a sense of antiaknto find he wasn't there.
Relief also, but it set her mind wording.

When she gave Andreas the note that evening héesdarkened. Muscles
tightened in his jaw as he screwed the piece oéipayp and tossed it into his



wastebin. Almost immediately he realised what ldede and fished it out
again. 'The police will have to take it serioustywn’

He was back within the hour, his face tight withedmination. 'Pack your
bags,' he said tersely. 'We're leaving.'



CHAPTER FIVE

PETA looked at Andreas in wide-eyed shock. 'Leaving?hig hour?' The
note must have scared him more than she'd tholyhat did the police
say?'

They're checking fingerprints. And they'll takeosle of the owner of the
black saloon—even though he's apparently a peyfedtdinary
businessman. Buim not leaving anything to chance. They took marse
well, and they want yours, but to hell with that énd get the boys ready.’

'‘But they're in bed," she protested. 'It's unrgeli& few more hours won't
hurt, surely?’

Andreas drew in a deep breath, his hard-muscledt ai@ng. And then
slowly, as he released it, some of the tensiomdchiout of him. 'You're
right," he said, dragging a heavy hand througlnais 'But we'll leave early
tomorrow.'

Peta shook her head, still bemused by this sudderof events. 'Have the
police suggested you move?'

'Hell, no. They're doing all they can. But I'm medaving my son in danger
any longer.'

'How about Linam's—your work there? Are you goirgy leave it to
flounder?’

'‘Goodness, Peta, why all the questions? No, | amibhin a few minutes
| shall be on the phone, organising someone to istipmy shoes. My
younger brother, actually. He's very capable. dtttum completely.’

'So where are we going?'

'To Greece, of course.' He said it as though sleeswpposed to know.



'‘Greece?' she echoed shrilly.
'Yes, Greece,' he responded impatiently. 'Is thmbhlem for you?'

'Yes, it is, as a matter of fact. Ben doesn't heassport. | got mine last
year, when my mother insisted | take a holiday;-But

‘Then you'll have to leave him behind until he gets.’

Peta couldn't believe he'd said that. She star&drain wide-eyed horror
and anger. 'I'm going nowhere without Ben," she ki coldly.

Andreas clapped a hand to his brow. 'Forgive mspoke without thinking.
I'll organise his passport first thing. You'd betgjet some sleep.'

It was impossible. Peta's mind was in a whirl. &t@ldn't quite take in the
situation. It was all happening too quickly. NoattiBen would mind; he'd
see it as a great adventure, especially as he'd N&os for company.
Already he adored the other boy and they spentyeuearute together.

The next day, true to his word, Andreas sortedBaut's passport and their
schools and his own replacement. If she'd triediotat she'd have come up
against all sorts of red tape, but Andreas seemadlk over everyone and
get exactly what he wanted. This was Andreas P&pgdection man. Not

the seducer, not even the Tyrant, his mind was retied on one thing

only—getting his son away from the dangers thaatened. By the end of
the day they were ready to go. 'First light we# bn the move,' he
announced.

* % %

Ben was awake before she was. He came boundindh@mteoom, full of
excitement. "Wake up, Mummy. | want to go. | wangb now.'

In no time at all they were ready. Andreas drovinéoairport, where he had
his own jet fuelled up and waiting, but it was natil they were in the air

that she saw him visibly relax. The smile came beckis face and he
looked at her with a warmth that set her toes egriind her insides aflame.



‘Thank you," he said.
Her carefully shaped brows rose. 'For what?'

'For understanding, for obliging, for everythingowll never know how
much | appreciate it.’

'So long as Ben's OK then | am," she declared avitlight shrug.

‘That's how | feel about Nikos,' he admitted. dkn'm guilty of sometimes
neglecting him, but | love him more dearly thare litself. If anything
happened...' A dark shadow settled across his face.

He would have lost both his son and his wife, thReta. She wondered
whether now would be a good time to ask how shedied. But Nikos
spoke and the moment was lost.

She couldn't help thinking as she watched the paygng with their pocket
computer games that they looked like a family. Béxalir wasn't as dark as
Nikos's, but dark enough for them to pass as brsti#end anyone seeing
her and Andreas with them could easily mistake tf@rhusband and wife.
It was an unreal situation.

When they arrived at Athens a car was waiting teskwthem swiftly away
from the airport. Everything had been planned ddovthe last tiny detail.
And they didn't have far to travel before the drittgned in through some
magnificent iron gates and along a curving driva sprawling house which
was every bit as palatial as the one they haal&ftv hours earlier. It had a
red roof and white walls, and was built on seviradls.

‘My family home," announced Andreas. 'We're expktte

Even as they approached the central door opened dark-haired woman,
probably in her late forties, stood waiting for tbar to stop. She was
dressed immaculately in a scarlet, black and wihiess. Her nails were
polished a similar red, her lips a slash of theesantour. She stood tall and
proud with a haughty lift to her chin which Petadd to recognise as one of
her own particular stances.



She saw a strong resemblance and decided it wasossls sister, at the
same time acknowledging how little she knew abautdamily. She judged
Andreas to be in his mid-thirties, and she'd jistavered he had a younger
brother, now here was another family member. Howiynaore were
there?

She scrambled out of the car, calling Ben to stanter, leaving Nikos to
run across to the woman, who bent low and gathemadinto her arms,
smiling fondly as she did so. She greeted Andreas another wide smile
and a hug, and a stream of Greek.

Then it was Peta and Ben's turn to be introducée. ioman looked at
them with speculative eyes as they approached.igdocf a smile now.

'Peta,' said Andreas, 'I'd like you to meet my rantiMother, this is Peta
James, the girl | told you about, and this is Bear,son.’

If a breath of wind had blown it would have knockiedr over. This
glamorous woman was Andreas's mother! She coutén'she wasn't old
enough. Either she'd been a child bride or shewsgasadept at hiding her
real age. Peta smiled faintly and held out her htinglas taken reluctantly
and limply, reinforcing Peta's impression that gfasn't welcome.

'So you are Nikos's nanny?' Her Greek was heauitgrted. Brown eyes,
so like her son's, looked coldly into hers. 'l hatdink he will have use for
one here, but | have no doubt that we will be adblind something to keep
you occupied.'

Peta's eyes flickered towards Andreas but he wsgtiaiking to his son and
gave no sign of having heard. She drew in a deeadging breath and held
back a tart response. If she'd known they wereggtarbe living with his
parents she would have refused to come. She haudlst as it turned out,
thought they'd be living alone, in Andreas's hotiseught she would still
be needed to look after Nikos.

'‘Come, let's go indoors,' Andreas said now. 'Stawitl see to our luggage.'



Inside the house was cool and airy. Mrs Papaddépped her hands and a
young girl appeared on silent feet. She stood hynmbfront of the older
woman. '‘Anna, please show ttlespiniso—'

'It's all right," interrupted Andreas, 'l will taleta myself. I'll join you in a
minute, Mother.’

They walked what seemed like endless miles of dorrbefore entering,
much to Peta's relief, a completely self-contaiapdrtment. There was a
well-sized living area, an enormous dining roony arkitchen to die for.
'Mother's organised lunch today,' informed Andrédag, if my instructions
have been carried out—' he peeked into a caverfrage and freezer
'—which they have, there's everything we need herée completely
independent.’

Thank goodness, breathed Peta silently. The thaafglining his mother
each mealtime was not a happy one.

On an upper floor her bedroom and Ben's were caeddry a bathroom;
big rooms, plenty of space for him to play. Andrbeas his own suite, and
Nikos's bathroom was next door to his room.

'l need to go and find my mother now," Andreas .s&dme and join us
when you've freshened up.'

'If 1 don't get lost," she warned. 'This placeugé.’

"You'll soon get used to it," he said with a smile.

Peta nodded, even though she wasn't really sure.

Stavros brought up their cases, and after she'daked Peta eventually
Loouor}d Andreas on the terrace, talking to his pamdikios was already in the

'Oh, Mummy!' exclaimed Ben, his eyes wide and irapegel. '‘Can | go in?'

Andreas answered for her. 'But of course.'



Ben stripped down to his pants and jumped laughimgb the water to join
his new friend. Peta watched him with an indulgantle on her face. What
an experience this was for him. And for her, toer hfe had completely
turned around since she'd begun working for Andieasadakis. Who'd
have thought a few short weeks ago that she'd veglihere in this
sun-drenched place with the man who had earnerkthgation of being a
tyrant? She was discovering that he was nothirthefsort. That he was a
hot-blooded male who excited her beyond measure.

Andreas patted the seat beside him. 'Sit down. Mther wants to hear all
about you.'

Peta bet she did. She was probably wondering whstieehad any designs
on her son, why he had brought a nanny all theavay from England when

he could quite easily have found one here. Anchdi@ven need one when
he had a doting grandmother to look after Nikos?w@sn't Andreas's

mother the maternal kind? She certainly didn't linak her designer clothes
and elegant sandals. It struck Peta that Mrs P&madas more interested in
her own appearance than anything else.

'My son tells me that you are an unmarried mothete the woman's first
words, a shudder of distaste running right throlaghpencil-slim body.

Peta lifted her chin proudly; she wasn't ashamet] &en's lacked nothing
because of it.'

'What happened to his father?’
'Mother, is this really necessary?' asked Andréasnone of our business.'

'l believe in the holy sanctimony of marriage,' ldeed the woman
haughtily.

'It wasn't Peta's fault,’ declared Andreas, withvam smile in Peta's
direction. 'In fact | think we can admire her foinging up her son alone. He
does her credit. And it's good for Nikos to havemmpanion.'

Peta felt a rush of warmth. She hadn't expecteddicmhampion her.



"You should get married again, Andreas, and haveerobildren of your
own,"' announced his mother.

And get rid of this woman who isn't necessary inrylife. They were the
unspoken words, decided Peta. His mother had foles@ason taken an
instant dislike to her. It was a wonder she wasnafig her to sit with them,
and if it wasn't for Andreas she probably wouldwvén be speaking to her
now.

A faint bell sounded from somewhere in the inteabthe house. 'Lunch is
ready," announced Andreas with some satisfacti@ome, Peta, you must
be starving. Nikos, Ben, time to eat.’

The boys hauled themselves out of the pool, cadctiie towels Andreas
tossed to them. 'Slip on your shirts, boys.'

Mrs Papadakis had already walked into the houseb&ek straight with
disapproval, and Peta wasn't surprised when simé ¢gbech them.

'l don't think your mother likes me," she said wihey had seated
themselves at an oval table in a cool extensicdhemmain kitchen.

'Since my father died my mother has found life vaifficult,’ he excused.
'In one respect it's her own fault because shendtoeske friends easily.
Once she gets to know you she'll see what a wondeviarm person you
are. No one can help but fall for your charm, Peta.

His eyes met and held hers. Peta felt her stomachaver. What was he
saying? That he wanted something more from thé&tiomship? That the

kiss had meant a whole lot more than she'd evegimed? Her toes

wriggled in her sandals and she fought to suppheskeat that was stealing
over her skin. She didn't want a relationship witidreas, not with anyone;
she was happy as she was.

If that's the case, why did you come heasRed an inner voic&.ou must
have known what would happen.

No, | didn't, she protested. | was merely helpiimg but.



To the extent that you gave up your home? Dodsat'tell you anything?
| felt sorry for Nikos.

Nikos? Rubbish! It's Andreas you 're interestedang the sooner you
accept it the better.

Was her conscience right? Was she secretly hopingrf affair? Or even
something more? No! No! It couldn't be. She woultt'it. She didn't want
a man in her life, not ever.

‘Thank you for the compliment,’ she said fainflyme will tell." And she
turned to Ben. 'What would you like, darling?' Ttable was almost
groaning under the weight of a splendid buffet luand soon the boys were
chattering too much for them to hold a decent cosaten.

Nevertheless she still felt Andreas's unsettlingsegn her more often than
she would have liked. She really had thought thay'tl come here to get
away from the kidnap threats, not so that Andreatdcmake a pass at her.

Unfortunately the thought was tremendously excitiagd if she wasn't
careful it would be revealed in her eyes. Delibssabow she kept her gaze
on the table, or the boys, trying not to look atkgas even when he spoke
to her.

As soon as they'd finished eating Nikos and Bent&hto go back into the
pool, but Andreas forbade them until their luncll lggne down. 'Go and
play football, but mind Nana's prized plants or'ifde in trouble.’

Peta said, 'l think I'll go and supervise.' Anythio get away from Andreas
and the sensual signals he was sending out.

But Andreas had other ideas. 'Leave them. | watdlko

About what? Nikos? His mother? Or their own relasiop? Her heart
skittered along at an amazing pace.



I'm worried about Nikos's education while we'reé bare. | don't want to
send him to school because he's an easy target if—'

"You don't think that whoever's threatened to kpyaur son knows you've
moved here?' she asked in horror.

'Of course not, but I'm not giving anyone a chahceuld bring in a private
tutor for both boys, but | was wondering what yoilichk about doing the
job?'

Peta burst out laughing. 'From PA to nanny, tortuf@u must think I'm a
many-talented person.’

'l have every faith in you.'
‘Then you're mistaken. | can't teach, | don't kilbe/first thing about it.’

"You're good at English and maths. And I'm sure koow enough about
history and geography to teach a seven- and eggnt-gid. | think you're
eminently qualified. And what you don't know | ddl. get all the relevant
books and together we'll make a good team.'

Together!

It was the way he said it that filled her with fbogling. They were not a
team, she didn't want to be a team. All the timevhe adding to her list of
responsibilities and now he was including himseHeér duties. It wasn't on.
This wasn't part of the original score.

"You don't look happy about it.'

'I'm not," she flashed. 'If I'd known what wastars | wouldn't have come. |

thought you'd be busy all day and every day andltthéook after Ben and

Nikos. I didn't even expect to be living with yauother. | assumed you had
your own villa.'

He gave a typically foreign shrug. 'l sold it. ixsao point in keeping it on
when I'm here so infrequently. Besides, when | alme over | feel obliged



to spend time with my mother. And to check up on imyeritance, of
course," he added with a wry grin. 'I'm sorry yealfthat way.'

‘The whole situation is growing out of all proportj' she argued.
'l want you to have a good time," he said softly.
She raised her brows then and looked at him. i§hisa holiday.’

'No, but I don't want it to be onerous, | want yolenjoy it. Naturally there
are things | need to do, | have to keep up withbmginess interests, but |
want to spend time with Nikos as well.’

He hadn't done very much of that so far, thougie.R¢ad it taken a kidnap
threat to make him realise how important Nikos wabim? She couldn't
understand the man. Ben was everything to her,yalWwad been, always
would be. She would never have neglected him theAvalreas neglected
Nikos.

He stood now and moved to stand behind her. Hehaxlibis hands to her
shoulders and she went tense. Instead of movirmghan to massage.

Peta felt a deep heat invade her body and she dvémteimp up and run
away before it took hold, but to do so would revieal much about her
feelings. She sat as still as a fawn caught inrs teeadlights, not even
breathing, hoping that he'd get the message aaavgy.

What was it going to take, Andreas wondered, tdPgea to relax with him?
She was driving him crazy. He'd thought that slkeajy new sights and
sounds, forget her animosity towards men in gerardlallow him into her
life.

Nothing seemed further from her mind.



'I'm serious about wanting you to enjoy your tingrdy Peta,’ he said,
continuing to massage slowly and surely until He tfee tension start to
drain out of her.

'It's not supposed to be all work and no play. Wg@lsightseeing, we'll do

all sorts of things together—the four of us.' Tastwas added when he felt
her stiffen again, when he knew she was thinkireg tle'd meant just the
two of them. Which he had!

He increased the pressure, massaging deeper aperdéeeling great
pleasure as she gradually relaxed. Her closendéssidgated him, sent a
lightness to his head as though he'd drunk an exgemwine. He felt
himself swaying closer towards her, inhaling thadyefragrance of her
perfume, hearing her faint murmurs of satisfactid@ became so engrossed
in what he was doing, in the feel and smell of #wsiting girl who was
becoming such an important part of his life, thatddn't hear his mother
enter the room.

'‘Andreas!" she rapped.

He felt Peta jump, felt the tension return withemgeance and cursed his
parent for intruding at this particular moment. Wine word she had
undone all that he'd achieved.

With a slow smile and no sign of embarrassment Aaslrturned to his
mother. Peta, on the other hand, felt mortifiedh& woman hadn't thought
it before she must surely now be convinced thatgeetrying to latch on to
her son.

"You want something, Mother?'

Dark eyes flashed contemptuously in Peta's direcaad then back to her
son. 'A little of your timeif you can spare it.'



Peta pushed herself to her feet, standing tall @odd, not letting this
objectionable woman see for one second that shedigasrbed by her
presence. 'I'll go and find the boys," she saidgaatly.

But outside she stood and fumed. She could see wlogve Andreas's
autocracy came from. Except that somewhere deggeihsn lived a warm,
generous, compassionate human being. She doubtey peaple saw it.
Maybe that part came from his father. Or was shguaging his elegant
mother? Was there warmth inside her, too? If seag well-hidden.

She found Ben and Nikos kicking a ball around oa ohthe terraces, but

they soon tired of it and begged to be allowedhéndool again. Peta decided
to join them. But on her way up to her room to geshe bumped into

Andreas's mother.

The woman looked at her down the length of her nédsevord with you,
please.’

Peta smiled carefully, doing her best to hide heer tension.
'Follow me.

She was taken to what Peta presumed was her ovatgsitting room. The
walls were a yellow-ochre colour, and the easyrshand cream leather
settee sat on a square of carpet patterned irathe gellow, with splashes
of sage-green and ivory. The rest of the floor wisl in cream. In her
scarlet, black and white outfit, the older womaoost out like a blot of red
wine on a white tablecloth.

Mrs Papadakis carefully shut the door behind thechvehirled to confront
Peta. 'Tell me exactly why you are here.' The tashsof her lips was tight
and straight, her dark brown eyes filled with sagpi.

'l think you already know.' Peta tried to keep togre pleasant as she boldly
looked the older woman in the eye, but it was diiiti keeping it up in the
face of such animosity.



"You are posing as Nikos's nanny, | believe. &etually my son you are
interested in, is that not so?'

Peta shook her head vigorously. '‘Andreas hiredarieak after Nikos. It
wasn't my idea.’'

"You were previously his personal assistant?’
'Yes.'
"You have no training in looking after children?’

‘Not exactly, no paper qualifications, but | havenB1 understand children
and | love them. I—'

'‘And you are also in love with my son. Is that so?'
'‘No!" Peta's response was immediate. 'Most defynitet.’

'It does not look that way to me. Let us get thigight here and now, Miss
Peta James, you are not good enough for my Andkeasvill marry no
woman who has a child out of wedlock; | will sedhat. Besides, he is still
in love with Maria.'

Peta felt a slither of discomfort. Who the hell viéaria?

Fine black brows rose. 'He has not told you abeu? Maria was his wife.
He loved her deeply. He went completely to piecksmwshe died. | doubt
anyone will ever take her place.’

'l see,’ said Peta quietly. 'But it makes no déifme. Ours is purely a
business arrangement.’

‘Then why was he touching you?' asked Mrs Papadiakezly. "You—you
had your eyes closed and such a look of pleasuggmonface that it was
positively sickening.'



Oh, Lord! It was true, she had enjoyed his touthad created sensations
that she'd rather not remember, but for his matihérave witnessed it was
excruciatingly embarrassing. 'The pleasure wasuing the tension in my

shoulders relieved," she announced primly.

'And why were you tense, may | ask?'

I was up early, it's been a long day, everythinggwv." And your
less-than-warm welcome didn't help, she added tiileH worry too
whether Ben will like it here. There are a hundaed one reasons.'

'And not one of them concerns my son?"

'Why should it?' asked Peta boldly. 'You're verychumistaken, Mrs
Papadakis, in thinking that I'm interested in Arsdréor any other reason
than that he's paying my wages.'

"You do not find him remotely attractive?'

What the devil was his mother trying to do? Did slaat her to say that she
was angling after an affair with him? That he wagoad catch and his
money would be useful? Would that satisfy her? Tdmswer was

undoubtedly yes. It was the very ammunition Mrs &#kis needed to
throw her out.

'l think any woman would find your son attractiv&he said with her head
held high, her blue eyes looking directly into thtber woman's. 'He's not
the sort of man you can dismiss easily. But | cgsuee you there's nothing
going on between us, nor is there likely to beavénno intention of getting
involved with a man again, ever.'

She crossed her fingers behind her back, becatiseré& was one man who
could make her change her mind it was Andreas Régmade had lit fires
inside her that had taken her completely by suepaisd she was having to
fight every one of her self-imposed rules.

'‘Good,’ came the swift response. 'l am glad to he¥ou may go now.’



The woman's tone set Peta's hackles rising; shetnwaing her like a

servant, like one of her own employees. About teroper mouth and ask
who the hell she thought she was talking to, Pathdecond thoughts. This
was Andreas's mother, and if she wanted to keefobethen she'd better
respect her.

She swung on her heel without another word, butfwasng as she made
her way to their apartment. Did Andreas's mothesr easome here? she
wondered as she closed the connecting door. Or wesse rooms

sacrosanct? Were they totally Andreas's domain?h®ped with all her

heart that it was so.

After changing swiftly into a swimsuit with a matoh overshirt, Peta
hurried back out and flung herself into the podie $lid several punishing
lengths before she began to calm down, ignoringcties of the boys as
they tried to attract her attention.

It was Andreas who eventually stopped her, cuitinigont and forcing her
to slow down. 'What's wrong?' he asked. "You lookhaugh you're ridding
yourself of demons.’

He urged her to the side, where they hauled themselp and sat on the
edge with their feet dangling in the water. He badncredible body, she
discovered, all hard muscle and deeply tanned $kdid nothing for her

equilibrium. It sent all sorts of indecent thoughishing through her mind.

'Maybe | was,' she mumbled, then corrected herselfs in need of some
exercise.'

'l see,' he said quietly, but she could see thatithe't. It was there in the
frown that creased his handsome forehead, in tzelgd look. 'Has my
mother said something to upset you?'

'Why should she?' asked Peta, not looking at hiatckwng her toes instead
as she swished them in the water. She didn't wamtdsay anything to his
parent, she didn't want the woman to think sheldesh telling tales.

'I know what she's like.'



Peta shook her head. 'It's not your mother. Likaidl, I've been sitting all
day; | needed to wake up my body. Having a pogloofr own is the height
of luxury as far as I'm concerned. Ben loves ieadty." The boys were
racing up and down the pool now, each one tryingutiolo the other.

‘There are other ways | could wake up your body.'

He spoke softly, and Peta thought she must havbeead, but when she
glanced at him she knew differently. There was aibg light in his eyes
and it sent a shiver down her spine. She lookedyaagain quickly,
pretended she hadn't heard, hadn't seen. 'lgo'dd the way Ben and Nikos
get on together?'

'Mmm." It was an abstracted sound, as though ha'thlaelen listening. He
continued to look at her in that mind-burning way.

Even though his mother was probably right and fgarhdid belong to
Maria, thought Peta, it didn't stop him wanting;i@s needing a woman in
his bed. And maybe that was what she wanted, tamldVan affair with
him be such a bad thing? At least she would knomfthe onset that at the
end of it they would each walk away with their lieamtact. But it was a big
decision to make. She needed to consider it.

'l think | might join them again,’ she said huskily an effort to delay the
moment.

'‘No, Peta, wait." His hand touched her arm and Retav that if she dived

into the pool now she'd be electrocuted. Suchteéhpd shot through her at
his touch that it was all she could do not to dmatway. 'Why is it that

you're afraid of me?' he asked quietly.

She attempted a laugh, but it came out as a haémmd with no semblance
of laughter. 'What are you saying? Why should $tered of you?'

'You tell me.' He touched her chin and turned heefto him. 'l think we're
both aware of a mutual attraction, so why fight it?



'‘Because it wouldn't be proper,’ she burst outtbhlkessly. 'I'm in your
employ. Are you forgetting that? There's a worldlifference between our
lifestyles.'

'l couldn't give a damn,' he exploded. 'Barriera'dexist where need is
concerned. | know you've been hurt, | know thatyesheathed yourself in
ice so that no man can touch you again, but somgetbkils me that the time
has come for the ice to melt. In fact | think &lseady melted a little. Am |
right?’

Peta closed her eyes, wincing inwardly. He wasesyg mear the mark. And
before she could say anything he said, 'The fattybu're not denying it
tells me all I need to know."'

"You think you're so clever, don't you?' Sharp vgonetre her only form of
defence. 'You think every girl you come into contadth falls for your
charm. | don't want an affair with you, Andreasaitid when | ever fall in
love again it will be all or nothing. | have no enfor casual sex.'

She flattened her feet against the side of the, peatly to dive back into the
water, but Andreas, guessing her intention, reaclledarm out as a
barrier—and then he kissed her. Right there intfadithe boys.



CHAPTER SIX

THE kiss lasted no more than a few seconds, but itemasigh to tell Peta
that the dam had broken and feelings and sensaimtsas she had never
experienced before were flooding in. She wanteding, she wanted to kiss
him again; she wanted to take all he had to offer.

And Andreas saw it. He saw the colour that flushedcheeks, he saw the
passion that darkened her eyes, and he saw the fizthad with herself.

'It's all right," he murmured. 'It's all right tetlgo.’

She searched his face, looking anywhere excepthisteyes because she
knew that if she did she would be lost. But it Wwast as bad looking at his

mouth, at those beautifully moulded lips that selsomgo had claimed hers.
Unconsciously the tip of her tongue came out tosteoi her own lips and

she heard his warning groan before he leaned fdramad took her mouth

again.

His arms didn't hold her, she was as free as albirdt felt as if she was his
prisoner. It felt as if his mouth was shackling kehim and there was no
escape. It was telling her that this was what saeted, needed, had been
looking for ever since Joe let her down.

'‘Mummy!

The spell was broken, and as she moved her heag®&etout of the corner
of her eye Andreas's mother watching them fromstairs window. The

pleasure of the moment faded, unease taking iteplehis woman had the
power to make her life here very uncomfortable, simel had unfortunately
just given her the ammunition.

The water was blessedly cool as she launched hersand for the next
half an hour she and Andreas played with the bibyslt good, it felt as if
they were a real family, and if it hadn't beenHisr disapproving parent Peta
would have felt happier than she had in her whitde |



Parents were always reluctant to let go, she eslisven when you were
grown up and capable of making your own decisidurgdreas's mother

didn't want to accept that he was getting on wigHife after Maria. And her

own mother, when she'd phoned to tell her firstlbfhat she was moving in
with her employer, and then actually going to linesreece with him, had
been totally against it.

The fact that Peta hadn't had time to go and sembiher and father before
leaving England had put her even deeper into thesdr books. Of course,
Peta hadn't told them about the kidnap threatdefar of worrying them

further, and so her mother had immediately drawndwen conclusions.

"You won't be happy with a man like that," she'dned. 'Money doesn't
bring happiness. It'll be a five-minute wonder déimelh where will you be?
Really, Peta, at your age you should have moressens

Peta and Andreas tired before the boys did, stgppit of the pool and
throwing themselves down on a couple of sun lousdeere, the umbrellas
hid them from the house; not that Peta had anyiiote of letting Andreas
kiss her again. She must remember at all timesthigivas a job, that she
wasn't here to indulge in anything sexual; she neae to look after Nikos.

The thought had her springing to her feet. If thas the case, why was she
lying here at all? No wonder his mother had draworeeous conclusions.
The signals they gave off told entirely the wrotoy

It was Andreas's fault. If he'd remained the diffictyrant none of this
would have happened; if he'd remained aloof, ihadn't insisted she call
him Andreas. Now she was in danger of making a dbdlerself.

'Where are you going?'

Peta turned reluctantly at the sound of his vditehad pushed himself up
on one elbow, a sharp frown etching his brow.

'l shouldn't be doing this,’ she told him shorlfyn forgetting my position.
I'm going to shower and get changed.’ And beforeoléd say anything else
Peta hurried towards the house.



Andreas was sorry to see Peta go. For the first tia had felt she was
beginning to relax with him, really relax, and whesid kissed her he could
have sworn that she was enjoying it. He had watte#iss to go on and on,
he had wanted more of her, everything, all' Butvkriee still had to tread

carefully. And now it looked as though even thaebkiss had frightened

her off again.

He lay back and closed his eyes. He listened tobthe shouting and
laughing, and then he heard the click of footstep®ing towards him.
Peta? She had dressed already, was back intonhg nale he had created
for her.

Little had he known when he'd asked her to loo&rdftikos that he would
fall under her spell. She was so very differentfidaria, who had used her
sex appeal to its full. It was what had enchanteddbout her. He had loved
it when she'd turned other men's heads with herysisoks and swaying
hips, loved the fact that she'd wanted no one oot He'd been devastated
when she died.

Peta appealed to him in an entirely different v&tye had no artifices. What
you saw was what you got. He had thought he woelkkenlove again,
would never find anyone to capture his heart. Henta@ven sure that Peta
had done that. He wanted her physically, yes—sbeednim crazy in that
respect—nbut did he want more? Of that he wasret sur

'‘Andreas,’ said a voice in Greek, 'l need to talidu.’

Damn, it was his mother. His train of thought vaed as he sat up.
'‘Couldn't it have waited?'

'No, it couldn't,’ she said with some asperitys dibout Peta James.'

His eyes sharpened. He had picked up on the fatthis mother didn't
approve, and now she was here to voice her opitWdmat about her?’



The older woman sat gingerly on the edge of thedeu Peta had vacated.
'She's far too familiar with you, for one thing.’

Andreas allowed his brows to slide upwards. ‘Matleu're living in the
wrong era. She might be Nikos's nanny, but that'extuse for me to treat
her like a servant.'

'l saw you kissing her," she snapped. 'She tolthere was nothing between
you. | knew she was lying.'

"You've spoken to her about me?' he barked, swgeabeginning to rise.
Now he knew why Peta had looked worried, why she $izddenly run
away. 'You had no right.’

'l have every right," she thrust back. 'l have esi@ to see a son of mine
make a fool of himself over a girl who is entireiysuitable.’

'‘And you think that's what I'm doing?'

'Is it not?'

'If you'd get to know Peta better then you'd knatiecently,” he retorted.
'She has integrity, intelligence, is an excellewtimer, and what's more is
the first girl I've been interested in since Matiad.'

'‘Are you saying that you no longer are in love wWitaria?'

'In my memories I'll always love her," he admitééth a hint of sadness, 'but
life has to go on.’

'For me there will never be anyone but your father.

'You had a long time together," he pointed outridMand | had a few years.
| have my whole life in front of me, | don't intesgending it alone.’

‘Then for pity's sake find someone more suitalde tinat English girl. You
are Greek, Andreas, are you forgetting that? Yaukhmarry someone
from your homeland.'



''ve not said I'm going to marry Peta,' he inglstAlthough now you've put
the idea in my head it might not be such a badjthin

His mother shook her head in despair. '‘Don't detihime, Andreas.’

‘There are some things over which a mother hasontra,' he said to her
gently. 'And her son falling in love is one of théem

'So you do love her?' she accused.

'l haven't said that. | find her immensely attragetibut so far it's gone no
further. And I'd appreciate it if you didn't fright her off by threats.'

His mother clamped her lips; it was obvious she whaagng difficulty in
holding back a further tirade. In the end she syngblook her head and
walked swiftly back to the house.

Andreas didn't see Peta again until he found engiwith the boys while
they ate the supper she had prepared.

He joined her in the window-seat, keeping his viéove so that Nikos and
Ben couldn't hear. 'My mother had no right speakmgou as she did. Oh,
yes, | know all about it,’ he added when she loakielsim in surprise. 'She
tried to get to me, too.' He smiled indulgentiynéSstill thinks she can tell
me what to do. | think it's because she has todrtioe on her hands. She's
lonely, and she'd love me to move back here pernine

'How about your brother? Does he live at home?'

'What do you think?' he asked with a devilish giieither of us could wait
to move out. We loved our parents dearly but tloemes a time when a
man needs his own space.’

'Is Christos married?'

'‘No.'



It was Peta's turn to give an impish smile. 'PesHagll find a nice English
girl to settle down with.'

'‘And upset my mother altogether?' he said withugha 'Poor dear, she
really does live in another age. But let's not w@tlout her any more; let's
talk about us.' He saw the startled light in hezsgyknew she wanted to
move away, so he reached out and took her hand.c&io't ignore the spark
that exists." Even now it was sending an army okagons through his
loins.

'l can and | do,' she told him heatedly. "There lsamothing between us,
Andreas. It's crazy even thinking about it. | didake the job because |
wanted an affair.

| took it because | felt sorry for Nikos. He is mmain responsibility.'

So he meant nothing to her. Andreas felt persomdiipnted. It hadn't felt
like nothing when he kissed her, he was sure stidoban equally aroused.
So why was she denying it?

Peta knew she was right in declaring that she vesis to do a job and
nothing else. No matter what thoughts, what emstiarnat sensations ran
through her, she had to ignore them.

Andreas wasn't in love with her; he simply lustédraher. She had read it
in his eyes, seen it in the way he looked at I&dtrjtfin his kiss. It had done
all sorts of things to her that should never hasenballowed, but what was
the point in indulging in an affair? His world wasar cry from hers. For all
she knew he could have had a string of girlfriesidse he'd lost Maria.

'What are you thinking?'

She looked at him then, saw that he was watchingline his eyes were as
dark as a midnight sky.



'l was listening to the boys.' Ben and Nikos wereabbling, she suddenly
realised. It gave her the perfect excuse.

‘Liar." It was a gentle reproval, there was evenhimt of a smile. "You were
thinking about us. Deny it if you dare.’

Peta shrugged her slender shoulders. 'Maybe | Magbe | was realising
what a big mistake I've made."

The smile changed to a frown. 'In letting me kissi¥ There was a faint
edge to his tone this time.

‘It wasn't the right thing to do, especially witbuy mother watching. Rest
assured, it won't happen again.’

'In that case,’ he said with a wicked smile, ‘WelVe to be more careful.’
‘There won't be another time,' Peta assured himplsha
The grin widened. 'What if you can't help yourself?

'l shall make sure | don't put myself in such aigpws' she announced
haughtily. 'Ben, stop that, will you?'

'‘Are you making a point here? Reminding me thatliee boys you're here to
supervise? That | am a no-go area?'

She nodded. 'Exactly.’
'l think you might find that very difficult." He sanore comfortably in his
seat, looking wholly amused by the whole conveosati think maybe you

don't realise the strength of your own feelings.’

'‘And | think maybe you are seeing things that arth@re,’ she retorted
sharply, and, turning her head, said, 'Boys, vall please stop arguing?"

When they realised they were being observed BemNéms shut up and got
on with their meal.



'‘We'll finish this conversation later,’ said Andseéinally accepting that he
was getting nowhere while the boys were preserzily_bhe pushed himself
up, but his eyes never left her. They stroked iately over her whole
body—arousing, hurting, even, sending sensatiogr &knsation sizzling
through her veins.

Peta closed her eyes until he had left the roora.d&in't want to see, didn't
want to feel. It had been a mistake coming heférece with Andreas and
his son. She had thought they would all get onttege that it would be a
good experience for Ben, but Andreas was spoilingié was asking far
more of her than she was prepared to give.

Had it been his intention all along? Was that te&son he'd insisted she
change her job? He'd virtually given her no chostes would have been out
of work altogether if she hadn't gone along with t@quest. And now she
was in the unenviable position of allowing herdelbe seduced by him or
being shipped back to England without a job or médo go to. There was
always her mother, of course, but...

An hour later, when the boys were in bed and Pets sitting out on the
living-room balcony, enjoying the last rays of gwn which had turned the
sky above Athens into a glowing red furnace, shesee rather than saw
Andreas standing beside her.

She hadn't been aware of him approaching, miley avith her thoughts,
and now she looked at him in surprise and not witlzolittle trepidation.
She had been thinking about their conversationutatiee way her body
reacted when he was near, and whether she was fmhgh denying
herself the pleasure she knew he could give hemwv&teaware, of course,
exactly how she felt, and if he put the pressuresto® would be lost. But
where would it get them? It would surely be bettermaintain a safe
distance, to do the job she had been brought aetfoe, and to hell with
anything else.

‘Aren't you hungry?' The words meant one thinggelyss another.



Peta felt a stinging sensation hit the very corbesf Damn him! 'l wasn't
sure whether you were. | didn't know what you expa®of me.' In truth
food was the furthest thought from her mind.

‘Actually, I'm starving,' he said "You stay herel @mjoy all these new sights
and sounds. I'll rustle us both up something td"éati cook?' she enquired.
This was a surprise, coming from a man who coufdrafan army of
servants.

'You think | can't?"

Peta turned her lips down at the corners and skdigfive never really
thought about it.'

'‘But you think I'm spoilt and pampered, unabileiftoa finger for myself?
There was a twinkle in his eyes as he spoke.

"You said it," she retorted with a grin.

‘There are lots of things about me you don't knbe/told her. 'Be prepared
for a culinary delight. Maybe madam would like agg of wine while she's
waiting?'

'Maybe madam doesn't drink.’

'Of course. | was forgetting. A fruit juice, theB@mething long and cold
and inviting?' His voice went down an octave, beicgnsuddenly seductive
and exciting.

Peta gave a faint smile and nodded. 'That wouldi@®' And her stomach
did a somersault, which didn't bode well for annvate evening spent
together. Maybe there would have been somethingone® about his
mother being present after all.

It seemed that no time had elapsed before he asaduhat dinner was
ready.



He'd laid the table with an ornately embroidereoleeloth and heavily
engraved silver.

'It looks very formal for a simple supper,’ shedsdoubtfully.
‘'The man wants to impress the lady.’
'I'll reserve judgement until I've eaten,' she arad.

He pulled out her chair, his hands dropping to $tesulders as she sat.
Nothing more than a fleeting touch, but it was egioto send all her good
intentions crashing to the floor.

The food was simple but superbly cooked: melortaa svith, followed by
chicken breasts in a delicious tomato sauce semttdpotatoes that had
been braised in the same sauce. Peta wasn't surehleogot through it; she
was aware of nothing but Andreas and the powexbged over her. Power
was a strange word to use, she thought. Andreasiwaw/erful man in the
business world, he had a powerful body, too, big Was power of a
different kind.

It was a silent, insidious power; power over hedyodHe was taking her
over whether she wanted him to or not. It was adngeame. He was playing
with her emotions, making her want him againstviaér

They talked about all sorts of things while theg~atthe state of the world,
the state of the company back in England, the baysything and
everything except themselves. But Peta thoughtribat might be a good
time to ask him about Maria.

Here, in this apartment, she could feel her presefeel an invisible third
party. There was a portrait hanging on the upstaitding of a beautiful
young woman with jet-black hair and flashing daye®that followed her
whenever she walked past. She guessed it was Fesbstause Nikos
looked so very much like her.



'Yes, that's Maria,' Andreas admitted, when Petadd®o ask, and she saw
the inevitable sadness in his eyes. It looked tocakehough Maria's ghost
would haunt him for ever.

'Did you live here when you were married?' she dsleshe took a sip of
her coffee, unable to think of any other reasonhisrwife's portrait to be
here.

'Not until my father became ill and Mother couldn@anage. He was sick for
a long time. And after he'd died my mother neededmore than ever.'So
that was the reason his parent was so possessiglht Peta. 'Did it work?'
she asked. 'Did Maria mind?'

'She loved it because she had company while | wastowork. | worked

very long hours," he admitted with a surprisingctoof guilt. 'She and my
mother got on well. Maria was the daughter of ahfoend of my parents.
I'd known her practically all my life. And when Ni& came along it was
exactly what my mother needed to give her a negeledlife. There was no
thought then of us moving out.’

'How long since Maria died?' Peta asked gentlylifgenothing but
sympathy for this man who clearly still had veryepefeelings for the
woman who had borne him his son.

He drew in a slow, deep breath. 'Two years, alnibstas a tragic, tragic

day.' His mind seemed to go back in time and it s&agral long seconds
before he spoke again. 'It was a road accidenbdNikas with her. For some
reason Maria didn't have her seat belt on; shedstoochance. Nikos was
strapped in but he can remember nothing of it. ihkhthe accident

traumatised him to such an extent that he's blottkadt. If | ever catch the

swine who drove her off the road I'll kill him," ls@nounced fiercely. 'It's a
notorious bend, with a sheer drop, but Maria knkat toad well, always

took care.'

'So the police never traced the other car?'



'‘No. There was red paint on her car, so we knowesm®a else was involved,
but who it was will always remain a mystery. | shope whoever it was has
it on his conscience for the rest of his life,fimeshed bitterly.

'I'm so sorry," said Peta. "You must have beenstated.’

‘To put it mildly," he agreed. 'l blame myself eely. I'd planned to take
Maria and Nikos out that day, then something crdpme at work and as
usual | refused to delegate. We had a row; shel sdehys put work before
her.' He dropped his head, pressing his fingetbrtbbing temples. 'And
dammit she was right. | did. | do. | threw myselfa my work more than
ever after she died. And poor Nikos. | couldn'trideshave him around me.
He's so like Maria that it was torture every tim@dked at him. | didn't
think the pain would ever go away.'

'It's all right,’ said Peta softly. "You don't haedell me any more.' Because
suddenly she understood. 'It's not an easy thiggtover.'

'I'm getting there," he announced, finally liftilgs head. 'And there's a
certain beautiful young lady who's proving to mattthere is life after
Maria.' The look in his eyes said it all.

Peta tried to look away but couldn't. Their eyeskél in a heart-stopping
moment that sent the blood screaming through harsyvéVNe can't get
involved,' she whispered.

"You tell me why not, when we both know it's wha want.'

The tension between them increased. 'You why,hsdieaged to say.
‘They're not valid reasons.’

‘They are as far as I'm concerned,’ she insisted.

‘Then we need to do something about changing yand.nhet's get out of
here; let's go for a walk.'

'‘But the boys..." It was a meek protest.



‘They won't wake; you know that. You're looking éotcuses.’

It was true. The next few minutes were going téhgeturning point in their
relationship. There would be no going back. Wassbpared for an affair
that could lead nowhere? Would she be able to watky at the end of it
with her heart whole?

Night had fallen and mood lights were on in thelpw grounds, giving

the whole place a magical air. Andreas put his about her shoulders as
they walked, keeping her close to him, saying mgthbut his very silence
sent its own message.

Peta knew deep down in her mind that she could figh no longer, and
when they were out of sight of the house, whendied, when he turned
her to face him, she gave a brief sigh of capiiutatThe noise of cicadas
filled the air, the heat of the day lingered, amel $ky had become a canopy
of shimmering stars.

Andreas stroked her cheek with the backs of higefis and murmured
something in Greek. He pulled down her lower lig @nopped a light kiss
onto it; he urged her against him, and when sha'tdidemur, when she
didn't back away, he gave a sigh of his own beftagning her lips.

Gently, experimentally—testing, waiting—wanting,edéng. Peta's body
grew hot, every nerve-end so sensitised that tieéelst touch aroused her
and evoked a need that shocked and thrilled atahee time. She returned
his kiss with an amazed abandonment. It felt |&dease from a prison of
her own making. A glorious release that had herisgavith the angels.

Andreas's groan of pleasure came from somewhere idda@s throat and
his arms tightened, his kiss became deeper, hggietouching hers now,
exploring, inciting, taking everything that she estfd. They suddenly
couldn't get enough of each other. The floodgate$ dpened and their
pent-up emotions were in full flow.

Only once did he hold back. 'You are sure?' hetepresd, his voice deeper
than she had ever heard it before.



Her response was a whimper of pleasure, her meatthing for his again.

Once more a flood of Greek. He was the most exgittan she had ever
met. All the weeks she had known him she had beereaof his raw

sensuality, but to feel it now, to taste him, targhthe intimacy of mindless
kisses when senses took over and the outer workdfevgotten, was like

nothing she had ever imagined or experienced.

How long the kiss went on Peta wasn't sure. Hedrhad ceased to register
anything except the thrill of kissing Andreas, ffieeer headiness of having
his body pressed close against hers. All barrieesewdown, they were
existing on sensations alone, each drinking theeswectar of life from
each other's mouths.

It was an extraordinary feeling. She had nevehanwildest imaginings,
envisaged that she would kiss Andreas Papadalpsciedly like this. He
was the Tyrant. He was her boss. He was far belgendeach.

'If I don't stop now—" his mouth edged away fromshand his hoarse voice
reached into her consciousness '—I won't be redperfsr my actions.'

Nor would she, Peta realised, even as he kisseddan. She didn't want
him to stop; she didn't want him to be responsible wanted everything he
had to offer.

"You have no idea what you're doing to me,' heggda

Oh, yes, she had. If the kiss was affecting hirhdmmuch as it was her then
she knew exactly how he was feeling. His whole badyld be on fire, his
every instinct would be to make love to her, toveman her body, to enjoy,
to take everything that was willingly offered.

'Oh, Peta,’ he muttered. 'l never dreamt that...'
He was robbed of the rest of his sentence by Faiagry mouth taking his.

'l know how you're feeling,” she whispered betw@assionate kisses,
'‘because | feel the same way.’



His answer was an even deeper groan, one hand ghavipossessively
capture an already swollen and tingling breastresHh surge of emotions
coursed through her, an even greater need to ba takmpletely, and when
Andreas let her go, when he stepped back a pacéaked at her with a
mixture of sorrow and desire, she felt as though p& her had been
snatched away.

'We need to take things slowly," he said, shakiadgpbad. He didn't sound as
though he meant it. He sounded as though the weeds being forced out
of him by a hidden source.

That same hidden source had Peta agreeing with'haon't know what
came over me.' And as she thought about it a miehdf colour stained her
neck and face. To hide her embarrassment she ténorachim and headed
back towards the house.

‘Petal’

It was a command and she instinctively obeyed,rgalbut not turning,
waiting but not wanting. This was all wrong. It ¢@lead nowhere, could
end only in disaster.

'Don't run away from me.' His voice got nearer. Wééh got. carried away.'
He was standing right behind her. She could feglbneath warm on her
nape even though he was very carefully not toucharg

'It shouldn't have happened,' she whispered sadly.

'Oh, yes, it should," he muttered thickly. 'It weasery natural, a very right
thing to do. We both wanted it, we both needednt you can't walk away
from me now.’

'‘But—'

'‘But nothing. You can't ignore your feelings, Peta.

'l must," she declared, finally turning to face hiamd then wishing she
hadn't when her eyes met his and she felt herseigldrawn once more into



their dark, disturbing depths. Why, oh, why had abeced to come out
here? she asked herself. For all these years&igidusly kept men out of
her life, and now, when she was least expectirgh#, had fallen hook, line
and sinker for a man who wanted nothing more fremthan a brief affair.

'Why must you?' He put his hands on her shouldeds@ked even more
deeply into her eyes. 'Why not enjoy yourself wlyiai can? | promise |
won't hold you to anything. You'll be free to wallway whenever you like.'

The fact that he was saying what she already knedenfPeta even more
determined not to let herself get swept along oruastoppable tide of
passion. 'And you think I'd be happy doing thdt@' ®ssed sharply. 'I'm not
the type of girl to indulge in a passionate aftaid then walk away. | can't
even think why | let you kiss me.'

'‘Because you couldn't help yourself, the same @aildn't. So why deny
ourselves what we both want?'

'‘But | don't want it," she flashed. 'l couldn'tfn&issing you, but | didn't want
to do it.'

"You're not making sense, Peta.' His hands tigkt@meher shoulders, his
eyes compelled her to look at him.

'‘Maybe not,' she agreed. 'But | don't want to staything | can't finish. We
both know that we're not into serious relationshis for goodness' sake,
Andreas, let this thing drop.'

His voice became a deep, throaty growl. "You'reidg me insane.'

Til take that as a compliment,’ she said as andtbeflush swept through
her, 'but the way | see it any woman would suitrypurpose. You don't
strike me as the type to remain celibate for ldBgt don't expect me to
satisfy your carnal desires because | won't do it.'

His hands fell from her shoulders and his mouthtéged. 'If that's really
what you think then there's not much more | can' say



She noticed that he didn't deny it. Besides, howdtsehe get involved with
a man whose attitude towards his son left a Idigalesired? Admittedly,
he'd panicked when he had the kidnap threat, bort far that he had put his
work first, and probably would again. What sorfather was that?

If she ever married again—and it was a very big ghe would want a man
who adored children, who would become the fathem Bad never had.
Andreas Papadakis certainly didn't fit the bill.

Peta went to bed, but not to sleep. She triedmtstibk of Andreas but that
kiss insisted on resurrecting itself. She could ieemouth on hers, feel the
heat that rushed through every vein in her bodg, eren wriggled with
excitement as though he were still touching her.

Damn the man! She had meant what she said. Therddwme no
recurrences. She had to firmly fix it in her mitdit he was her employer
and she was to treat him as such—and that wasdleshe wanted him to
treat her. But would he? Had she got through ta?hnly time would tell.



CHAPTER SEVEN

ANDREAS threw himself into his work. His office in Athengas having
staffing problems and he wanted to make some clsaaggvay. It was the
perfect antidote. When finally he had thought he watting his life back
together Peta had declared she wanted nothingwatddiim on a personal
level.

He was finding it hard to handle. The woman droire brazy. It would
have been all right if he'd never kissed her—pesh#phe hadn't felt the
exciting heat of her body against his—maybe. Ihhdn't been intoxicated
by the sensual smell of her—possibly. But he hambagnced all three, and
there was no way that he was going to give up.

All he had to do was bide his time. She hadn't mediat she said, not deep
down. It had been a heat-of-the- moment thing. Helds show her. He
would prove to her that she needed him as mucle aséded her.

Neither of them wanted a permanent relationshipa Be&ln't, she'd made
that very clear, and he wasn't ready yet to pubaeynto Maria's place. But
why deny the extremely strong physical attractlwytboth felt? It could be
termed as lust, he supposed, on his part anywayt falt something more
than that. He didn't simply want to use her; she t@a nice a person.

Even nice wasn't the right word to sum Peta upals a totally ineffective
word. All he knew was that Peta entranced him.

But he showed her none of this. He'd decided teavduld play it her way,
for the time being.

Peta actually enjoyed giving lessons to the boyseepixwhen Andreas's
mother interrupted them. She seemed to think it h@sgiven duty to
supervise proceedings, and each day she would #reeplayroom and



silently watch. And as soon as she thought that Rasn't doing something
correctly she would intervene.

'I'm no teacher,' flashed Peta on one occasion. dbing this because
Andreas asked me to.'

'‘Andreas is a fool," declared his mother. 'Quitsilgd could employ a
proper tutor.'

'‘Maybe Andreas thinks we won't be here that loRgta's blue eyes were
hostile as she looked at the older woman. It wa$fui thinking on her part,
of course, she had no idea how long Andreas intéstig/ing.

'He has said as much to you?' came the swift regpon
Peta shrugged. 'Not in so many words."'

‘Then 1 think it is you who does not want to stBglieve me, my son is
never happier than when he is with me here.'

Whether that was true or not Peta had no way oikmp The fact that he
hadinstinctively come here must mean something, thoug

Most evenings when Andreas came home he was inlarfood, and Peta
kept well out of his way. AlImost a week had passade the kiss. A week in
which she had relived it over and over again, held &ll the same

sensations, but was still of the opinion that shae tione the right thing.On
this particular evening, however, Andreas came hbefere she retired to
her room. She'd just cleared away the toys the bagiaised in the pool and
was taking a moment to relax on the terrace whemoineded the corner of
the house.

Her heart instantly stammered. He was wearinghavigight business suit,
the collar of his shirt undone, tie hanging loddes eyes narrowed as he
looked at her. 'Why have you been avoiding me®nugiired sharply.

'What makes you think | have?' Peta's chin aut@alfirose in defence,
and as she met the disturbing dark depths of tes siie felt a slither of



something suspiciously like desire. She had tried/\hard to bury such
feelings, had even thought she was succeeding,shewealised that they
were still very much alive and in danger of givimgy away.

'l haven't seen you for days.'

‘That's your problem, not mine. | haven't left tfo@ise. If you're too busy to
spend time with your son, don't take it out on i&w, why had she said
that? It wasn't Nikos who was in question hereh#digh it was true he
hardly ever saw the boy. He seemed content to leimwven her care.

'Let's leave Nikos out of this,' he rasped. 'los ye're talking about. You
hide away in your room as though you're afraid.’

Her eyes flashed a brilliant blue. 'l have no reasdbe afraid, not of you.'

‘That's right, no reason at all. So as soon ashemged we're going out to
dinner.’'

Peta lifted her shoulders in a vague shrug. 'if iswgour wish.’
'‘Be ready in half an hour." And with a swift cliokhis heels he was gone.

Peta didn't move for a few seconds. She didn't ¢eagb out with him. She

ought to have told him so, except that his toneldltadked no refusal. There
had been a hardness in his eyes that she hadn'faea long time, so it

definitely wasn't going to be a pleasurable evening

Perhaps he wasn't happy with the way she was tigtbis son. His mother
undoubtedly gave him running reports. Perhaps lseseading her back to
England but softening the blow with an expensivealride didn't need her
here, not when the child had a doting grandmother gave him anything
that he asked for.

She went up to her room and looked through hernvled The fact that she
owned only three summer dresses didn't make thsidedard. Mainly at
home she wore tops and either skirts or trousews. df the dresses she'd



originally bought for weddings; the third was ardtower-blue sun-dress
with shoelace-thin straps.

After showering she pulled on the blue dress andh®d her hair, twisting
it up into a knot on the top of her head beforelypp the merest touch of
mascara and lipstick. In less than half an hounvgeback down.

'‘Good, you're ready. | hate a woman who keeps nitnggahe announced
crisply as she joined him on the terrace. 'Let's go

Andreas had changed into a pair of charcoal-gaystrs and a white linen
shirt. His hair was still damp from the shower amel looked totally
gorgeous. Peta hated to admit it but he did, aedyesensitive point in her
body absolutely refused to behave itself. It didagur well for the rest of
the evening.

Sitting beside him in his car, even with the aonditioning going full blast,
she felt on fire. It had been a huge mistake agge® go out with him,
except that he'd not given her much choice. Someti@mneeded to control
her errant emotions.

Their journey was made in silence. Stealing a glaat Andreas, Peta
observed the grim set of his mouth and jaw, the Wsjong-fingered hands
gripped the wheel so tightly that his knuckles shamite. Why he was so
uptight she had no idea, and could only presumiestia would soon find
out.

The restaurant was a square white building alnmasta middle of nowhere.
Olive trees shaded it, a few distant houses offecede company, but there
were no other cars parked outside. It didn't eeeR bpen.

She accompanied him inside and it took several $@egnds for her eyes to
become accustomed to the gloom. The windows weyeatid on every sill
stood potted red geraniums, shutting out whatliftjht there was. The
tables had red gingham cloths and yet more geraninrtneir centre.

Peta had been expecting something grander, andst inave reflected on
her face because Andreas said, 'Don't judge byaagpees. Mine host is a



personal friend, the food is superb. In another loowso there won't be an
empty table in the place. There are tables ouheback or we can eat in
here. Which would you prefer?'

'Indoors,' she said decisively. 'lt's cooler.'

A short, stout, olive-skinned man emerged from ekb@om, and upon
seeing Andreas he gave a shout of sheer pleastmere Twas much
back-slapping and handshaking and a volume of Greelally the man
turned to her, flashing a set of brilliant whitette ‘'And this is...?' he asked
in broken English.

'Peta James,' introduced Andreas. 'Peta, thigisdSt an old school-friend.’
Stellios made a great show of kissing her handu té&e her for your wife?"
Andreas shook his head. 'Peta looks after Nikosiet

'‘Ah, shame; she is very beautiful.'" He clappedradia his heart. 'l marry
you myself, except | already have wife.'

Peta dutifully laughed, though she felt somewhabamassed to be talked
about like this.

'‘And Nikos?' went on the restaurant owner. 'Youadphim to see me?’
'Soon,' promised Andreas. 'Soon.'

When the jovial man had gone they sat down and [fekad up the menu.
It was handwritten in Greek! She looked at it ferlpaps half a minute,
knowing she hadn't a cat in hell's chance of undedsng it. 'I'll have what
you have,' she said.

She looked up as she spoke and discovered to $reagithat Andreas was
watching her. There was no expression on his faathing to tell her what
he was thinking. His eyes were narrowed and cdioglaand when they
met hers it felt as though he had stabbed intsbet:.



It was a swift, sharp pain and she almost wincexdbge it felt so physical.
And then it was gone. He dropped his gaze to theunaad she was left
wondering what that look had meant.

'l think we'll let Stellios decide," he said. 'Whatuld you like to drink?’
'‘Water, please.’

‘| can't tempt you with a glass of wine?'

Peta shook her head. And once the water had asrimad Stellios
announced that he would bring to them a feasbfitafking, she asked the

burning question. 'What am | doing here?'

There was the glimmer of a smile on his lips. "Yetaving dinner with me,
of course.’

'‘But why?'

'‘Because it doesn't look as though I'm going toyseeany other way.'
‘That's your fault; you're always out,' she decldretly.

‘There is much work to be done."

Peta shook her head. 'Always work. Don't you etap ® think that Nikos
might want to spend some time with his father? gowut before he's up
and come home after he's gone to bed.'

'Has he said anything?'

‘Actually, no, but that's only because he has Bepiay with. You're failing
in your duties, Mr Papadakis. | thought you wereassned about him.'

'I know he's safe here.'

'How do you know,' she argued, 'when you nevehgaé"



'My mother reports to me each evening.'

'l bet she does,' Peta flared. 'l bet she alse y&lu that I'm useless as a
teacher. Exactly why have you brought me out hamght? To give me my
marching orders?'

A look of surprise crossed his face. 'Why wouldanivto do that?'
'‘Because I'm surplus to requirements. | don'nfthére, | never will.'

"You're talking nonsense, Peta. And as for youwtisg abilities, I'll have a
word with Nikos tomorrow, find out exactly what las learned. My
mother says you spend too long tutoring them;ighhéer only complaint.’

Peta wasn't sure that she believed him, and ithslda't been hungry she
would have suggested he take her home again. Siét dvant this

conversation. She didn't want to be sitting bedide in a little Greek

restaurant where the owner kept popping his headddhe door and
smiling favourably on the two of them.

'Let's forget the whole thing,' said Andreas sharpkt's concentrate on us.'

To what end? wondered Peta with a sharp stab aisenéWhat are you
doing that's taking you away from the house fomsmy hours each day?’
she asked, determined to steer the conversatiory dwan anything
personal.

One eyebrow lifted, as though he had guessed becganevertheless he
answered evenly, 'l have an office in Athens—itle tain hub of my

company. I'm restructuring it. If it wasn't for tfeect that | need you to look
after Nikos I'd whisk you away there to help mem®oof those girls don't
know the first thing about efficiency.'

'I'm flattered,' she said. 'How long is this...resturing going to take?'

'l have no idea.’'

'So your son's going to see nothing of you for ssv@ore weeks?'



His lips tightened. 'You don't believe in pullingnxhes, do you?'
'l would never neglect Ben.'

'Nikos isn't neglected,' he declared harshly. 'Dsay that. | love my son
dearly.'

'Do you ever tell him? Do you ever show it? Dammindreas, kids aren't
kids for long. He'll be grown up before you knowaiitd then you'll wish that
you'd spent more time with him.'

His eyes became glacial. 'l didn't bring you outdtscuss my son," he
snarled, clearly resenting the home truths.

Peta raised her finely shaped brows. 'So—if itistagack me, and it's not
because of Nikos, that leaves only one thing. Butan't work, Andreas.
I'm not interested in you, not now, not ever.'

He looked at her long and hard, searing her skiln an uncomfortable heat.
'You're an attractive woman, Peta. | find it hardbélieve that you won't let
a man into your life. Have you had any boyfriendes Ben's father let you
down?'

‘Not that it's any of your business, but, yes, dhegive been a couple,’ she
admitted reluctantly.

'‘And?’
'‘And nothing. They didn't work out,’ she retorted.

'‘Because you presented the ice-maiden image, the aa you're trying to
do now.’

Trying has nothing to do with it," she flashetls 'how | feel. I've never yet
met a man | can trust.’'

She watched as Andreas sucked in a deep breaiighséning his spine, his
brown eyes coldly penetrating hers. She had induite manhood, but it



was true. She would dearly love to meet a man wsloencould love deeply
and who would never let her down. Andreas wasat tiian. Andreas was
still in love with Maria. He wanted her for her yoalone and that she could
do without.

'How do you know whether or not you can trust a mnaess you relax your
rigid attitude?' And still those stony brown eyesdthers.

Little did he know it but there had been many timdsen she'd been
prepared to relax where he was concerned; times whe had indeed let
down her guard and almost given in to the clamaguneeds of her body.
But that wasn't the way to go. And she would bevelto remember it.

'l think when the right man comes along | will knbshe told him bravely,
and she was saved from having to elaborate futilgetheir first course
arriving in the form of several plates heaped wehous appetisers. Some
she recognised; some she didn't—baby squid, whiteiaffed vine leaves,
salads with feta cheese, fresh crusty bread, vads...so much that it was
confusing.

'We'll never get through this lot!" she exclaimikdvas enough to fill her up
without the main course.

‘Just eat what you fancy," he said with a wry smildittle of each, perhaps?
We can save the salad for later if it's too much.’

Everything was tasty and succulent and Peta tuckedth an appetite she

hadn't expected. She drank her water, and whenedsdrdered a carafe of
wine she obligingly sipped from her glass. She'ddreful, though, she told

herself; she'd drink only enough to help her gedugh the evening.

Not that it was proving too much of an ordeal. Thmnversation had
turned to ordinary everyday things and this shelccdwandle. As the
evening progressed she could feel herself mellovand she even laughed
out loud at some of Andreas's anecdotes.



Andreas too had relaxed in his attitude towards Herwas no longer cold
and condemning but warm and welcoming. In factwhele evening was
turning into a much more pleasant affair than skgjzected.

"You have a beautiful smile, do you know that?abked suddenly.
Peta stopped smiling.

So did Andreas. 'For heaven's sake, Peta, I'ntyiagtto come on to you.
I've already learned that that was a huge mistake.’

'I'm sorry,' she said instantly.
"You're just so used to closing up when a man gayscompliments.'
'l guess so.'

‘Then stop it." He reached out and put his hand loees where it rested on
the table.

Peta felt an incredible heat run through her armhyed silently that he

couldn't feel it, too. This was stupid. He was offg the hand of friendship,

nothing more, why couldn't she take it? She'd abnesed the excuse that it
was because Joe had stuffed up on her, but it mowred to her that it had

nothing to do with Joe and everything to do witinsled.

She was happy living alone with her son, she did@ait a man in her
life—and who was she trying to kid? Andreas wasghéng she had ever
wanted in a man. He was handsome, he was exdingas sexy, and once
she'd got through the hard tycoon image she hattfout that he could be
charming and attentive. He would make a good fafhee didn't work so
hard. Nikos adored him, didn't seem to resent #uo¢ that he didn't see
much of him. He was a well-adjusted child who whsiously used to this
kind of lifestyle.

But getting too close to Andreas would be likertyiwith a time bomb. It
was wrong to be jealous of Maria but Peta was. Aasididn't talk about
her, and it was this fact that was the problem.rrtisher said he still loved



her, and for some reason Peta couldn't even exiddiarself she believed
the woman.

A ménage a troisvouldn't work. He would pay her attention, he wbul
flatter her, he would take her body and use her—stwedike a fool would let
him—but he would offer her nothing at the end ddlit His heart was too
deeply entrenched in the mother of his child.

All of these thoughts flashed through her mindiashand held hers and she
would have dearly loved to snatch it away, but twatld only confirm
what he had just said. So she let it lie there lsh@he heat course through
veins and arteries, she let her pulses and hearthgeken, and an
incredible need stole over her.

Whether her features softened, whether somethingpdmed to alert
Andreas to the way she felt, Peta didn't know, lnateyes darkened as
though he had picked up on an unspoken messagdifing,her hand to
his mouth, he kissed it.

He kissed the back first, trailing feather-lighsdes all over, and then her
fingers, each one separately, until finally he &arier hand and pressed a
kiss into her palm before curling her fingers owelt was as though he was

saying, Hold that kiss. Keep it and think of me.

Unable to help herself, she looked deeply intodyiss, saw a need that
reflected her own, held that gaze, and was stugldigppointed when he
was the first to look away.

'More wine?' he asked pleasantly.

Peta shook her head. 'No, thanks." She hadn't feviehed the glass he'd
poured her and she didn't intend to. There wenegioi be no repeats of that
fateful night when she'd conceived Ben.

During the rest of the meal, between visits bydtientive, always smiling
Stellios—who, she was sure, had already in his awnd got them
married—their conversation skirted around everyghercept the way they



felt. But it was there nevertheless, hovering avem like a bad smell,
making sure its presence never went away.

The room had filled but neither of them was awdri, ot until Andreas

suggested they leave and she looked around. Wilahdyapened to her?
How had she become so immersed in Andreas that Bbeh oblivious to

what was going on around her?

He paid the bill and they went out to the car, jeveelled sky and a crescent
moon that promised a new beginning. He opened ber blut before she

could slide in she found herself enveloped in asmstrong they almost
hurt.

'l can't do this,' he growled. 'l can't ignore ydau're driving me crazy,
woman, do you know that?' His mouth claimed heth wisuddenness that
allowed no retreat. 'l want you; | need you, yowehto let me in, Peta.
Forget that bastard who screwed you up; let me sloathat there's more
to life than you're currently experiencing.’

He had been driving her crazy all evening, too. Bhén't been looking
forward to crawling into bed without her needssfad. So when his mouth
swooped on hers Peta made no attempt to stop him.

The kiss sent her senses spinning into orbit artlowt even a second
thought she parted her lips. He seemed to pauserder at her change of
heart, and then with a groan his tongue plungeg desde. He tasted, he
explored, he tormented. Peta whimpered.

This was heaven; this was the stuff of dreams. IA dark, handsome

stranger sweeping her off her feet. Except thavasn't a stranger, he was
her boss. But it made no difference. She wanted henwanted her; it was
simple.

There was nothing simple about the kiss, thougtidih't stop at a kiss for
long. His hands touched and stroked, sometimeslygeetoking the
sweetest, headiest response, sometimes hard goakptul, pressing her to
him so that she couldn't help but feel his throganousal.



Her excitement increased and her arms snaked arbumdvithout her
being aware of it. She was suddenly full of desgenanger, didn't care that
at the end of the day it would be goodbye and thafkis was now, this was
her deepest desires being satisfied. This was simgethe had never before
experienced, not with this intensity, not with thesocity.

‘This isn't the right place,’ he declared gruffsyanother car full of diners
pulled up, headlights catching their embrace feldn. 'Let's go home.'

During the drive Peta couldn't help but wonder Wwkeshe was doing the
right thing. Was this something she would regreheanorning? Or was
this the beginning of a new and wonderful relatiop® He excited her so
much, this man. Sitting close to him now kept rerses inflamed, helped
by the way he kept darting warm, intimate glandekea, by the way his
hand reached across and touched her thigh or her ha

When they reached the house he moved around th® cgren her door,
reaching down to help her out, crushing her agdimst sending another
mindless storm of sensation and need chasing wigrttamough her body.
But for only a brief moment.

She'd had time to reflect, to decide that this vate way she wanted
things to go. It was too soon; he was rushing @ee day, maybe, perhaps
in the not too distant future even. But first skeeded to come to terms with
the new feelings her body was experiencing.

'What's wrong?' he asked as she pulled away from hi

'l can't do this, not yet.'

'Lord,' he exploded. 'l thought you'd got over tliarlier you—'

'l was intoxicated by the wine and the food andgleeral ambience. | let
myself get carried away,' she answered swiftlyt iBsinot what | want."'

One eyebrow rose. 'No? | think you're kidding yelftdady. | think you
want it very much indeed. Some mistaken sensepwbaeh for what you
did nine years ago is blinding your judgement.’



'Maybe you're right,’ she admitted, seizing theusec 'But | can't help it.'
Adding as they walked into the house, 'I'm goingiproom. Alone.’

At that precise moment his mother called outhé fyou, Andreas? I'd like
a word.'

He swore beneath his breath. "Your reprieve,' heeuh

But for how long? she wondered. Andreas wasn't kntw his patience.
She'd given herself away, shown him that she wazalittly resistant to his
advances. There'd be no peace now.

And she didn't have to wait long. She'd just commeod the shower and was
wearing nothing more than a towel, when, with aenairsory knock, he
burst into her room.



CHAPTER EIGHT

'GET out!' shot a startled Peta. 'Didn't | make myskdéar, Andreas? I'm not
yet ready to start up a relationship with you. Antkrtainly don't intend
to—'

'Shut up,’ he instructed. 'This isn't about you el it's about Nikos.'

Peta's hands shot to her mouth. What had happesteeiDdught never to

have gone out and left the boys. Why had she lelrédas persuade her?
Why had she put pleasure before duty? Pleasureanitipital P as well,

because that was certainly what the kiss had béabaut.

Looking at him more closely, she could see thahafiger and desire had
gone from his face. It was strained now and pdie;might to have noticed
straight away. Something tragic had happened,tands all her fault.

"Tell me," she said quickly.

"The would-be kidnapper—or kidnappers, whateverctee may be—has
traced us here.’

'What?' She almost screamed the word and her beatta rapid tattoo
within her breast. The towel slipped and she stfouatically to save it but
failed. Not that Andreas seemed to notice her naéesl His eyes didn't
even flicker. She re-wrapped the towel, tucking &mal in firmly, but

holding it as well just in case.

'‘Another threatening letter's arrived,’ he infornhed. ‘My mother's furious
that | didn't tell her the real reason we were here

'We could move the boys' beds into my room if thauld help,’ she
suggested. There's plenty of space.And you carasssired I'll keep my
eye on Nikos every second of the day.'

'No need,' he said, shaking his head brusquelyréAgaving.'



'‘Again?' she queried, her eyes wide with shocku"¢an't keep running,
Andreas, you have to do something. These peoplebeuzught. Have you
informed the police?' It didn't seem long since'dlasked him the same
guestion, and yet it must be all of three weekge@&tweeks it had taken
whoever it was to .find them. Not long. There woldd no escape.
Wherever they ended up they would be found. HertHel as heavy as
lead.

‘The police suggested it,' he told her shortly. |#&st they're taking this
whole thing a lot more seriously than they did mgiand. Unfortunately
they don't have sufficient manpower to protect Uslevthey investigate.
So—I'm going to take you and the boys to a mount@ieaway tonight
under cover of darkness. We won't be found there.’

An icy shiver raced down Peta's spine. She didk&tthe sound of this one
little bit. But Andreas wasn't a man you could aguth, especially in this
mood.

'If it was myself in danger," he added, 'I'd stay éace whoever it is that's
doing this to me. But where Nikos is concernednind take the risk. So get
packing,' he ordered brusquely. 'I'll wake the boys

He left the room as quickly as he'd entered. Petant on some clothes and
heaved out a suitcase. In less than half an heyrilere on their way.

Andreas was grim-faced as he drove, and they'd ferry well over an

hour and a half before he headed up into the bkskof the mountains.
The boys had fallen asleep again but he didn'tkspeal Peta didn't dare
ask any questions.

Eventually they left the mountain road, followindhat felt like a bumpy
cart track going nowhere, and after much twisting &urning the Range
Rover's headlights picked out a small stone calmked well into the trees.

‘This is it, he announced tersely. 'Boys, wakewsdre here.'

Ben and Nikos helped carry everything in while Asal got the generator
going. They loved the thought of charging arountheamiddle of the night,



especially when they discovered that they weregtonshare a bedroom.
The trouble was there were only two bedrooms, togms with a double

bed in each, and a dresser and a wardrobe, anochudt room to walk

around.

Peta looked doubtfully at the second bedroom assban to unpack the
few clothes she'd brought with her. Of one thing slas sure; she wasn't
sharing a bed with Andreas Papadakis.

As well as the bedrooms there was a kitchen, adivoom and a bathroom.
The same amount of space that she'd had at honnerself and Ben, and
now there were four of them!

The boys went eagerly to bed and at last she wa® alith Andreas. 'We'll
be safe now," he said confidently as they sat dawine tiny living room.

'‘But for how long?' she wanted to know. 'We caay $iere for ever.'
'Of course not," he assured her. '‘But, whateverdgoulon't alarm the boys.’

'What excuse did you give them for leaving at sachungodly hour?'He
grinned then, his teeth flashing white. 'l toldrthi& was a huge adventure
and | had lots of surprises for them. Believe rheyfl love it.’

'It doesn't feel like an adventure to me,' Petdaded sharply. 'For one thing
I'm worried stiff, and for another | want to knowhat the sleeping
arrangements are when there's only one bed betivedwo of us.'

His lips twisted wryly and there was an amazingnikh@ in his eye. 'l
wondered when you'd get around to that.’

'‘As a matter of fact, forget | asked,’ she retogaatkly. 'I'll take the bed,
you can sleep where the hell you like.' She loakmabtfully at the couch on
which he was sitting. It didn't look long enoughatcommodate a man who
was well over six feet, but why should she carefd®¥¢ cabin is this,

anyway?'



'It's mine—my mountain retreat,’ he answered. 'Sofimay friends use it
but it's where | come when things get on top of me.

Peta lifted her brows. 'How often is that?' She eoowv couldn't see
anything getting on top of Andreas. He was the nagtther person she'd
ever met. He was perfectly in control of his liferdahose around him! It
was only now, when his son was in danger, thadséeen him lose it a
little. But not much. He'd quickly worked out a plaf action and put it into
operation.

‘There have been times,' he admitted, a shadowwsisebeginning to
recognise darkening his eyes.

Like when his wife had died, she quickly surmisgde should have thought
of that. 'Has Nikos been here before?"

'No. It's just as much an experience for him &sfior Ben. You'll see, Peta,
they'll have the time of their lives.' ¢

'Is there a phone?' What if the kidnapper tracechthere? What if the boys
fell and seriously hurt themselves?

'No, and my mobile doesn't work up here eithes what | like best about it.’

The man who was always in touch, always on the ghalways planning
and organising, actually liked being cut off?

"You look as though you find it hard to believe.'’

'l do,’ she said at once. 'You thrive on work; y@uiever away from it.
You'll be bored silly in a couple of days.'

'With two lively youngsters? To say nothing of arywdeautiful young
woman?' His eyes held hers as he spoke.

Warning bells rang. Peta shook her head. 'I'm FardNikos's sake, not
yours.'



He held up his hands, palms facing her. 'Did laaything different?’

He was making it sound as though she was the ongifg to conclusions.

Peta's blue eyes flashed across the room. 'lt'winat you said but the way
that you said it.'

'‘And you're suggesting that | keep well away froou¥ Not so much as a
tiny goodnight kiss? You're going to force me teeg on this tiny couch

while you lie there in my bed and think about me."’

‘As if!" A flare of indignant light blazed in Petayes.

'Oh, | think you will," he said. 'l don't think ytiube able to help yourself,
even if it's only to feel guilty.’

‘Never!

His lips quirked. He didn't believe her.

Well, she would show him. She jumped to her feet.

'‘As a matter of fact I'm going to bed now. Goodniglr Papadakis.'
His eyes narrowed at the formality. 'Sleep tighisdvlames.'

' will, don't worry.'

She'd just got undressed and into bed, when theajmmed.

'Pardon me for intruding," Andreas said with exagggl politeness as he
snapped on the light, 'but | believe my holdalhisere.’

Her wide blue eyes watched warily as he movedtimtaoom. 'l don't think
so,' she snapped, knowing that he was using i @xeuse. 'I'd have seen it
if it was.'

'l also need a couple of sheets and a pillow.'



He found what he wanted on a high shelf in the vedoe, his holdall had

been tossed in there, too. Peta’s lips thinned! idEnded sleeping in here
all along—until she'd put her foot down. But shérdi care. There was no
way he was sharing her bed, even if he did marageouse every one of
her baser instincts.

Beneath the sheets her body was ready to go lgnmes$. All her senses had
gone into overdrive, and she was so aware of hanghe felt sure he must
know it. She tried closing her eyes but that wassepbecause she didn't
know then what he was doing.

Please hurry up and go, she prayed silently. Bigegleened in no hurry. He
put the holdall down while he slowly and carefuibyded the sheets over
his arm.

'If you're waiting for an invitation to join me will be a long night," she
thrust acidly.

'Why are you denying what you really want?' It wassexual growl,
narrowed eyes fixed intently on hers.

It sent a further tingle through her limbs. 'l wambre than anything to be
left alone to get some sleep,’ she declared shakijought it was all
sorted.’

"You'd condemn me to that hard, lumpy couch?"

It didn't look hard and lumpy to me,' she ripost@dodness, when was he
going to get the message? Because the truth wdertger he stood there
looking at her, the weaker she was becoming.

'‘And not even a mite small?'

'So what?' she demanded. 'It was your idea thatowes here.'

'‘Not my idea that we sleep in separate rooms."'



‘Then you should have thought about it before vite ¥ou should have
known | wouldn't even dream about sleeping with.you

'Is that so?' Lazy, mocking eyes laughed into Hetkink the lady lies. |
think you've thought about it a lot. In fact | tkigiou even like the idea.' As
he spoke he walked around the foot of the bed itside.

‘No, I don't,’ she claimed, shocked to hear hovkyher voice sounded.

'OK, if the lady says no then the lady means na.aByoodnight kiss will do
no harm, will it?'

Andreas saw the panic in Peta's eyes as he bentheveand for a brief
second wondered whether he ought to back off. Bt faint heart never
won fair lady— wasn't that what they said? And laswertainly not known
for being faint-hearted.

She smelled so sweet, looked so lovely, that hike thharmones wouldn't
behave themselves. And as his lips lightly brudterg he felt a tremor run
through her. Nor was it a tremor of fear; it wasitks he was certain of it.
She wasn't as immune as she made out; he'd prbaebddfore when he'd
kissed her. No matter how much she protested Retas)was one hell of a
sexy lady. An aroused sexy lady!

He'd intended the kiss to be light and friendly,vdmat was happening to
him? Why was he deepening it? Why was he takingliaace of spoiling
everything? Because he couldn't help himself, west why. He wanted to
jump into bed with her right now; he wanted to tdlez into his arms; he
wanted to make love to her; he wanted everything!

But he couldn't do that because it would ruin timeetthey had to spend here.
He must never forget that Nikos's safety was st foriority. And he
needed Peta to help look after his son. He mumtitétgonise her.



So he raised his head. It took an achingly longetim do so. He felt as
though he was held to her by a magnet, and theyasliso strong that it took
an enormous effort to break the bond.

He expected a further flow of indignation and angess surprised and
somewhat pleased when all she did was turn awtindehe back of her
head speak for itself. Disapproval, yes, but alsouahappiness within
herself for allowing him to kiss her.

He smiled softly as he left the room. It was caiftaia step in the right
direction.

The couch was as hard and uncomfortable as her@ankit would be. It
wasn't made for tall men to sleep on—not for anytors&eep on. Only once
before had he attempted to sleep there. The rabfibaeloped a leak during
the winter and heavy rain had ruined both bedsd Hatdly slept a wink,
and the very next day he'd had the roof fixed aaw beds delivered. He'd
sworn that he'd never sleep on that couch again.

Until a little minx by the name of Peta James haddd him to do so. He
could, of course, have sent Ben in to sleep wismimther while he climbed
in beside Nikos, but that would have created aqutent and spoilt any
chance he had of ever sharing a bed with the womtenwas beginning to
drive him insane.

He had thought never to love again after Maria died thought it would be
disloyal to her memory, especially as he blamedsbkifpand he wasn't even
sure that he was in love now. All he did know whaet tthis very beautiful

redhead had got beneath his skin. He wanted hdradly that he was

prepared to go to almost any lengths to persuadmtoehis bed.

When dawn began to streak the purple sky he clirsb#ly from the couch
and, picking up a towel, quietly made his way algsiA hundred yards or
so higher up the mountain was a natural rock peepcenough to bathe in.
It was a favourite spot of his, always guarant@esoiothe the mind as well
as the body.



The chill of the water took his breath away budid nothing to cool the
rampant feelings he had where Peta was concermrechaide out of the pool
feeling as hungry for her body as he had when hd imeHe was finding it
impossible to dismiss the thought of her.

Perhaps it had been a bad idea to bring her upwvgnehim. Maybe he
should have come with Nikos alone. Maybe he shaeler have brought
her to Greece in the first place.

Suddenly he sensed that he was being watched aficshihoughts were of
the kidnapper.

And he had left the boys alone with a sleeping IP&tene protection she
would be!

Heavens, he had allowed himself to be sidetracke@ Ipretty woman,
forgetting the real reason he was here. He spumdre-and in the half-light
caught sight of a moving shadowy shape throughrées. Someone was
keeping an eye on him while his accomplice diddingy work!

With a yell, and heedless of the fact that he hadstitch on, he sprinted in
the direction of the shape, took a flying leap demted on top of him.
Except that it wasn't a he. 'Peta!l' he exclaimedhasawfulness of the
situation hit him. 'What the devil are you doingdf&

Peta had thought herself unobserved, had been panee when Andreas
came charging in her direction, and was now bottbanassed and
breathless as he got to his feet and glared dovireratShe could hardly
avoid looking at him, and at close quarters he gas1 more magnificent
than he had been a dozen yards away. His immegiateipant manhood
sent a rapid response through her limbs.

She scrambled with feverish haste to her feet abahleast her eyes could
meet his on a level without other things comingnMeen them. 'l—I heard
you leave. | wondered where you were going. I—'



'‘Dammit, | could have killed you, skulking in thaedergrowth like that. |
thought you were one of the kidnappers. You hadgtu leaving the boys
alone.’

"You said they wouldn't find us here.' She rubbed shoulder where she
had fallen. Already it was beginning to ache.

"You'd better get back to them,' he snarled. 'Aydu want to see my naked
body all you have to do is ask.' He turned his lacker and tramped to the
pool, where he snatched up the towel and wrappédhtly around his
loins.

Peta found it impossible to move. He had the mosgepus olive-skinned
body. Lean hips, muscular shoulders and arms, ddugvertly so; whorls of
dark chest hair arrowing downwards, disappearimgpath the white towel.
She'd been unable to take her eyes off him, had bgen tempted to join
him in the pool.

Simply looking at him had stirred her senses, skatblood scorching
through her veins. Want and need had taken oveslagid been on the point
of making her presence known when he'd spottedStex.hadn't even had
time to anticipate his action before he'd sentchashing to the floor.

'l thought | told you to get back to the boys.' Agdak's eyes were glacially
hard, his whole body tense with rejection. 'If N8kmas come to any harm
then you'd better look out.'

Peta snapped back to life, but too late; he wasadir striding down the

mountain. She followed more slowly, conscious #iet had neglected her
duty and he had every right to be angry, but cemfi¢hat nothing would

have happened to the boys.

For most of the night she had tossed and turnéukitily about Andreas,
wondering how he was coping on the couch, almosingiin and
suggesting they swap places. She had heard hiopgetd leave. What had
made her decide to follow she didn't know, but sad checked Ben and
Nikos first and they were both fast asleep.



If she hadn't been so fascinated by his naked bbdyvould have made her
presence known, but one look and she'd been hoakeédhe longer she'd
stood there the harder it had become to call outad triggered so many
responses that she'd felt as if she was melting®spot.

As she'd expected, the boys were still asleepAhdteas didn't apologise.
Instead, after pulling on a pair of shorts, he jechinto the Range Rover.
'I'm going to fetch supplies,’ he announced. "Wikté& | brought won't last
long. And I'm warning you, don't leave Nikos alonet for one second.’

Her eyes widened. 'Don't you think you're overreget
"You'd feel the same if it was Ben," he told hddiyo

'So what was the point in coming up here if yogoeng to be paranoid?
Nikos is an intelligent boy; he's sure to pick upito

He started the engine. 'What | do is my busineskyani'd do as well to
remember that.'

In other words she was here to do as he asketh gaestion it. She heaved
a sigh as he disappeared down the mountain. Soventage this was

proving to be. His anger was because she'd hatkmherity to stare at his
naked body, nothing else; not fear for Nikos. Wie#, needn't worry, she
wouldn't look at him again.

While waiting for the boys to wake she spent haetcleaning the cabin. It
was a fairly impersonal place with not much in ty of ornaments or
pictures. The uneven stone walls had once beetggiaivhite but were now
a dingy grey. It needed sprucing up, she felt,caltfin if it was used so
infrequently was it worth it? She couldn't see Agadr feeling the need to
escape very often.

In the bedroom she finished putting away her thidgsging Andreas's
stuff in the wardrobe, too. It was in one of thawlers that she found the
snapshot. Peta stared at it for a long time. Magda beautiful; there was no
getting away from it. Even more beautiful here tehe was in the portrait
done in oils. Rich raven- black hair, sensual lgsd wide-spaced



almond-shaped eyes. And so like Nikos that it wasvander Andreas was
reminded of his wife every time he looked at hirhefle was no way she
could compete with a woman like this, with her astdinary beauty and
such a wealth of love for the man behind the cameatiating from her eyes.

The sound of voices had her spinning around. ‘MueTe hungry.'
The spell was broken. And in half an hour Andredsrmed.

They spent most of the day wandering through thesfo the children
playing hide-and-seek, splashing beneath waterfafiding all sorts of
natural treasures which they stuffed into theirk@be for looking at again
later.

Peta deliberately kept all conversation betweersdierand Andreas
impersonal, which wasn't hard when he virtuallyoiged her. What was
hard was ignoring the messages her body kept rejalfiwas impossible to
stand close and not be aware of him. Impossibleotdgrol the quivering
sensations he created inside her.

When night-time came she insisted that he takéddeand she the couch.

'If that is your wish," he said with pained poliss. '‘But don't put yourself
out on my behalf.'

'l think it will be best," she answered.
He made no further objections.

As Peta lay there, curled up in the foetal posjtghe couldn't help thinking
how uncomfortable he must have been. It was no @iohd'd got up at the
crack of dawn. Amazingly, though, probably becathss'd spent the day
in the fresh air, she didn't have any trouble dnogpff to sleep.

It didn't please her when she got up the followimgrning to discover that
Andreas had beaten her to it and already gondeoause it meant that he'd
had to walk past her, might even have stood looklogin at her. Her
cheeks grew hot at the thought. Her nightie haceéng as usual around



her waist, and although the cover had been pulledleer when she awoke,
how was she to know that it hadn't slipped off dgrihe night and Andreas
had replaced it?

Where was he? At the pool again? She longed tonddamk but knew that
she dared not. It didn't stop her imagination ragmiot, though. It was so
easy to picture his hard naked body. He'd beeregityfat ease with it, no
inhibitions whatsoever, even when he stood rightant of her. Whereas
she, Lord help her, had been whipped by a frenzynafanted emotions.

If he'd taken her into his arms at that momentshaVe let him undress her,
let him lay her on the ground and make love to Been the thought of it
sent a wild yearning through her body. She shoolhbad.Stop this, Peta,
she warned hersel&top it this instant. This man is not for you.

The shower in the cabin was erratic, to say thetlemnd as she stood
beneath it Peta thought longingly of the naturadlpt only she'd woken
before Andreas she could have gone up there herBethorrow, she
promised herself. Tomorrow she would do it.

The boys had already eaten their breakfast byreeAndreas returned. He
looked hot and his hair was dry, so he'd obvioeglyer not bathed or been
out of the pool for some time.

'Where have you been?' Nikos posed the questi@aviRet dying to ask.

Andreas grinned. 'l thought we'd have a treasun¢ todlay, if that's all right
with you boys? I've been setting it up.'

They both jumped up and down and said yes in unison
‘That's settled, then, but | need my breakfast firs
Peta thought how much younger he looked when hiedpand how much

more relaxed he was with the boys than he was hath'We've had toast
and cereal,’ she said, 'but if you'd like an onteletan easily—'



‘Toast and cereal will do fine for me, too," hedseasily. 'Nikos, | think
you'd better put some sturdier shoes on; you,Bea,’

As the boys ran off to do his bidding Andreas faial Peta into the kitchen.
'How was the couch?' he asked casually as shedptaceal boxes on the
table and filled a jug with milk.

'| slept OK,' she admitted.
'You looked more comfortable than | felt on it.'

'Are you suggesting that | take the couch everht®gshe asked sharply as
she sliced bread and placed it beneath the gdtduse that wasn't my idea
when | offered to change places. | think maybe el do it turn and turn
about.’

'‘And | think maybe if you stopped being so pricklg could share the bed.’

Peta's back was turned to Andreas as he spoke hendireonsciously
stiffened, not turning to face him for several l&ronds. 'l can't believe
you've said that.'

His lips turned down at the corners and his shaosldifted slightly. It
seems a perfectly logical decision.'

'‘Logical, maybe," she returned huffily, 'but setesimo. | can't imagine
anything worse than sharing a bed with a man whans@othing to me.’
Except that he had the ability to set every onbesfnerve-ends quivering
whenever he was near. Sleeping with him would pioygossible. Sleep
she wouldn't. Ignite she most definitely would.

'It's funny,' he said as he sat down at the tahdetpped cornflakes into a
bowl. 'My impression is very different. | think bdnean something to you,
but | also think that you're scared to admit it.’

‘Scared?' she echoed. 'Why should | be scared?y'mwn woman. | have
full control of my life." Hell, what a stupid thintp say. She didn't have
control of it at all, he did. He'd had it ever srghe'd begun to work for him.



She'd used to be in control, yes, but not any lnrgeerything he'd asked
her to do she'd done, even so far as coming hdtehin. But she was
definitely drawing the line at sharing a bed. Adl Wwanted her for was to
satisfy his male hunger, and that she could doawith

'If you have control, why do you fall to pieces wbeer | look at you in a
certain way? Why do you respond to my kisses?'

'‘Because you're one hell of a sexy man, that's'whg, flared. "You might
not have been aware of it but every woman in tmepany used to swoon at
the mere sight of you.'

Eyebrows rose. 'Did you?'

‘Actually, no,' she admitted. 'And because yourstirsenses now it doesn't
mean that | want to hop into bed with you. Mayle liecause | was once
bitten. | don't know. All I do know is that I'm nptepared to let you use my
body.'

Her choice of words had him scowling. 'l don't thilve ever been guilty of
using a woman for personal gratification. It's ale/deen a two-way thing."'

'Have there been women since Maria?' she dareskto a
'Yes.'
'‘And are you telling me that you didn't use them?'

'l had needs,' he admitted, 'but so did they. Amdi® you,' he added, his
voice deepening to a sensual growl.

Just the way he said it caused the pulse at the dfdser throat to flutter.
'‘But my needs are obviously not as great as yours.'

'l think you've burnt the toast.’

Peta swung around quickly. Smoke was rising froenghll. 'Damn!" she
exclaimed, adding a few more choice swear wordgdtbnher breath. 'It's



your fault." She tipped the toast smartly into Itivg but when she reached
out for the loaf to cut two more slices he stopped

'Don't bother. I'm not that hungry anyway.'
Peta began to cough.

"You'd better get out,’ he said, flapping a teaeiow try and get rid of the
smoke. 'See if the boys are ready. I'll finish mjhere.’

She was glad to go, because not only had therneasly set on fire, but she
was also on fire. All this talk about sleeping tttge had set off a chain
reaction, and each nerve and vein and pulse thati¢ched jumped louder
than the others until her whole body was jangling.

The boys were outside, raring to go, and she dremvuch-needed breaths
of fresh mountain air. Not that it did a lot of gbdt would take more than
air to rid her mind and body of Andreas Papadakigl the longer they
were forced together the harder it was going to be.

When Andreas was ready he handed out the first aheb after studying it
for a few minutes Ben and Nikos ran off, laughiRgta followed more
leisurely, conscious of Andreas a few yards away/ghies ever- watchful
on the boys. And probably on herself, too, thoughtsied not to think of it.
A quarter of an hour passed, and they had all fahedsecond clue and
worked it out when Andreas fell into step at helesiThe boys are enjoying
themselves.'

'Yes, indeed," she agreed. 'lt was a good ideawfsy

'Perhaps now we can finish our conversation.'

Peta frowned as she quickly looked at him. 'Whatyawu talking about?'
'‘Needs. The fact that you said mine was greater ybars. | don't agree.’

'‘Not when you're the one who's pushing for an éffahe asked scornfully.



'Not an affair. You make it sound sordid.’

'So what is it you want?' she demanded. 'You knswvell as | do that
you're still in love with your wife. No one will @v be able to take her place.
What would you do if | let you make love to me?tBnel that | was Maria?'

Oh, Lord, she shouldn't have said that. It waslcand unasked-for. And
when she saw the hurt in his eyes and the angek Blzadow across his face
she clapped her hands to her mouth. 'I'm sorrg,5aid quietly. 'So sorry.'



CHAPTER NINE

ANDREAS walked away from Peta. Her careless words hugplge If that
was the impression he gave then he was doing somgetinong. It was true,
no one would ever take Maria's place; she wouldhgbibe very special in
his heart. But Peta was different in every wayglushe knew that? He
wanted her for herself alone, not as a replacefoenaria.

He strode after the boys; they were having a wbhketime, laughing and
running, arguing light-heartedly over the clue, rduvally finding the
ancient olive tree with the clue tucked into onét®fower branches.

He had thought today would be fun for all of théragd never expected Peta
to say something so hurtful. Admittedly she had edrately apologised,
but it was the fact that she even thought he wdaldomething like that. If
he made love to Peta he certainly wouldn't be thmnkbout Maria. The two
women were as different as chalk from cheese.

'Steady, boys,' he said as they came hurtling dawln towards him.

'This is fun,' said Nikos. 'Where's Peta? Why ishé joining in?'

Andreas turned and was surprised to see that seenamhere in sight.
Surely she hadn't gone back to the house? But fieel d@t go looking and
leave the boys. Although he felt reasonably comfidbat whoever was
threatening to kidnap his son wouldn't trace thgmhere, he wasn't
prepared to take the risk.

'l guess she's still searching for the clue,’ et sa

Ben laughed. 'Mummy's not as clever as us, is gir@Phe ran off again.



Peta didn't know how she could have been so thtagghtAndreas felt bad
enough about losing his wife without her slammimg ihim like that. She'd
been guilty of thinking of herself alone.

She'd sat down on a boulder when Andreas walkedoffing her head in
her hands, wondering how she could rectify theasibm. All she could do
was apologise again, but the truth was no amouapology would set the
matter right. She'd been completely out of order.

'‘Mummy, what's the matter?'

Peta looked up as Ben came running towards hegsa\ibkt far behind.

'l have a headache,' she lied, thinking quickly.

'‘Does that mean we have to go back?'

'Of course not, darling,’ she said, shaking hedh@dl | needed was a few
moments to myself. How are you doing?'

'We've found two clues,' he answered importantiy little chest swelling
with pride. 'Will you be all right if we carry on?"

'Of course your mother will be all right." Andreagoke over her son's
shoulder. 'I'll look after her.’

Peta's mouth twisted wistfully. She'd give anythtogbe able to retract
those thoughtlessly spoken words. There was il p0 Andreas's deep
brown eyes, but, thank goodness, he didn't loadk@sgh he was going to
hold it against her.

'What can | say?' she asked, looking up at himosdully as the boys ran
away.

'l think it's best forgotten. Let's follow.'

They chatted as the boys raced around, and omtfecs they were friends
again, but the intimacy was lost. There were noasoiggestions on his part



that they share a bed. No innuendoes, no soft,riigignces. It was gone.
Dashed away by a few words.

She ought to be pleased, but she wasn't. Contrahfywanted him, wanted
to share closeness with him because he excited Herhad awoken
long-dead feelings. He had made her feel all womigain. No man had
done that in a long time.

Ought she to apologise once more? But one loolsdabe told her it would
do no good. There was a sternness to the beetlowgsba tightness to his
mouth, and although when he spoke to her he soyretéectly normal Peta
knew that inside he was hurting like hell.

And she didn't blame him. What she had said wasrgiviable.

The boys found the treasure—a carved wooden bewtcbuld play with in
the bathing pool—and they all made their way home.

For the rest of the day Andreas played with thestand Peta busied herself
around the little house.

'| think it will be best if you take the bed," saadreas later that evening
when the boys were asleep and they were sittingid®jt enjoying the
stillness.

'Why?' she wanted to know. She didn't deserve dide 'li's not fair on you.
I'll sleep on the couch. | can quite easily manhgee.'

'l said, you take the bed,' he answered terseler8's nothing more to be
said.’

Peta couldn't understand. If she had to sleep@ndhch for the rest of their
stay it would be what she deserved. Why wasn'umesping her? Why was
he punishing himself?

‘Just for tonight, then," she agreed.

'Every night, dammit!" he shot back. 'Just do asrgaold.’



‘But—'

'‘But nothing." Stony brown eyes fixed unrelentingly hers. '‘Go to bed,
Peta. Go now!'

It was a long and lonely night. Peta tossed andetlir unable to stop
thinking about Andreas, wondering whether he wasaging to sleep, how
comfortable he was. If it hadn't been for her ciassnsitivity they might
well have been sleeping together.

Her heart pounded at the very thought. But it waeslmest not delved into. It
would never happen, not now. She had well and tpultya stop to any
romantic developments.

During the next few days Andreas was friendly eroag the surface. Ben
and Nikos never suspected that anything was wiuigfor some unknown
reason the fact that he showed not the remotestesitin her made Peta
want him all the more.

She was consumed with a hunger she had neverefieiteh She craved to
feel his body against hers, she desperately wdmsekisses, and the longer
time went on the more she desired him.

It was becoming an impossible situation.

'How much longer do you plan on staying here?' asieed as they sat
outside one evening after the boys were in bediak quiet save for the
rustle in the trees and the occasional squawlbofia'You can't ignore your
business interests for ever.' In fact she was saghthat he had stayed away
from them for so long.

'Everything is being well looked after," he told leusquely. 'And | intend
to remain here for as long as is necessary.'

'How will you know when the kidnapper has lost iett? What if he's
staking out your mother's house, waiting for youréturn? What if he
kidnaps your mother instead?'



This latter was obviously something that had neeeurred to him, for his
eyes snapped open. Then he gave a harsh laughafifichg my mother
would be their worst nightmare. She'd give then. Adiey'd soon realise
their mistake.'

'Whatever, we can't stay here indefinitely," shid.sa

'‘Getting fed up, are we?' he asked with a furtheshf of his magnificent
chestnut eyes.

Peta shook her head, auburn hair flying. ‘No, boiagine the boys will get
bored soon. There's only so much to do here.’

‘They're not showing any signs.’

She shrugged but didn't answer. It was a poindessersation. She should
never have started it.

'l think that you're the one who's finding life fuhe said softly. And, when
there was still no response from her, '‘Perhaplsatause I'm not paying you
any attention?'

His words had her sucking in a horrified breath ahd jumped to her feet
and walked a few paces away. Was he saying thavasedeliberately

leaving her alone? That it wasn't because of winagtissaid about his wife?
'It's what you want, isn't it?" he asked.

'Of course.’

'‘And yet it makes you look miserable.’

'It's not because of—'

Her words were cut off when Andreas whirled hefiatee him and his mouth

claimed hers in a kiss that sent her spinning space. Yes, this was what
she wantedThis!



She felt herself melting, every one of her seneapihg into action. The
exciting male smell of him filled her nostrils, s and tormenting,
making her wriggle against him, inciting him to gdea the kiss, his tongue
plunging and thrilling.

He tasted good, oh, so good. This was definitelgtvehe had wanted, had
needed, even, over the last few days. She had thdegwould never kiss
her again, but apparently he had been as miseaaldbe, and now he was
unable to contain his hunger.

When she dared to open her eyes he was lookingr atith a smouldering
intensity that tightened every one of her muscled sent shock wave
reeling after shock wave. He lifted his mouth fdraction of a second to
utter gruffly, "You're beautiful.'

And so was he! So was he. Her answer was a meatisfaction, and when
one hand crept beneath the hem of her cotton toglide purposefully
towards her breast Peta drew in a deep breathticf@ation—and held it.
She fitted into the palm of his hand perfectly, hutas not until his thumb
grazed across her already erect and expectaneriipgtl she expelled the air
from her body and gave a further cry of pleasure.

Whether he was using her or not, it suddenly dishatter. She would be a
fool to deny what her body so badly wanted. Asiskeluntarily ground
her hips against his she felt the full, excitingest of his arousal, heard the
groan deep in his throat, and gave an answeringnpdr as his hand
tightened over her breast.

‘This is no good,' he declared edgily. 'I've beatignt long enough.’ And
with an expertise that sent her mind reeling hepped her white top over
her head and flicked the clasp on her bra. In aemat seconds her breasts
were exposed to his eager eyes.

'‘Ben and Nikos!" she exclaimed. 'What if—?"
‘They're fast asleep,’ he assured her, leadingpteors, laying her down on

the couch so that he could kneel in front of heneéwhe began an assault on
her breasts with fingers and teeth and tongue YR&ta soon grew past



caring. This was heaven. This was the stuff dreaer® made of. He was
quickly transporting her to another world.

She lay back and wallowed in the sensations heoneeting. She felt a
desperate, urgent, aching hunger to be made lavBldoman had ever
aroused her to such depths. His tongue flickedstesitive nub of her
breast, his teeth grazed and incited, and she mawveahtrollably beneath
him.

'Let's go to bed,” he growled, lifting his head ltmk into the deep
ocean-blue of her eyes.

Peta saw her own raw hunger mirrored on his facel Bunger won. She
gave a faint nod and allowed him to lift her effessly into his arms. As he
walked slowly into the next room he trailed kisaesoss her brow and over
her nose. He kissed each eyelid in turn, each eyeland by the time he
put her down her heart was pounding fit to burst.

The vague notion that she was making a grave nastatered her mind, but
she dismissed it instantly and when he kissed ainashe entwined her
arms around the back of his neck and held him close

"This is what you want?' he asked roughly.

'Yes!' she whispered urgently. 'Yes, yes, yes!

‘There'll be no regrets?' He began to ease hardskimn over her hips, Peta
obligingly lifting her body.

'None at all.'

'You're sure, now?' It was the turn of her pantiegt, brief triangles of
white lace that hid almost nothing.

Peta was beyond answering. Not very long ago sheldvbave felt
embarrassed lying in front of Andreas stark naked there was something
very erotic about having him undress her, espgoien he began to strip
off his own clothes, too.



When he lay beside her it was not only a joiningpadies but also a joining
of senses.' They were each hotly aroused, eaclrhiorghe pleasure that
lay ahead.

His hands and mouth explored and tormented eveoh.iYou're
incredible," he muttered as she heaved and wrigggedath his touch.

She was fast losing any semblance of self-contmlching him now,
stroking and kissing his nipples, his chest; damgim what he was doing
to her. Bodies melded, bodies overheated, bodas desperate with need.

He took her hand, urged her to hold him, to feellferself what she was
doing to him. Her touch was almost his undoing.r®/ed himself over
her. She spread her legs instinctively, obligingye you sure?' he asked
hoarsely. 'There'll be no going back once |—'

'I'm sure, Andreas,’ she groaned. 'Take me. NowkeMae yours.'

She felt him hesitate and knew that she had onee a&poken without
thinking. Make me yoursShe would never be his. Not in the true sense of
the word. He would never ask her to marry him. Wwés pure sex—pure,
unadulterated sex. Two consenting adults behawiiige way that man and
woman had since time immemorial.

Now was the time to back out, now was the timeubgpstop to it, but she
couldn't. Her need was too great. His need wagjteat.

Already he was entering her, already she was rigingeet him, muscles

clenching, holding, urging. It was all and morerttshne had expected and
the final climax lifted them both to another plaBée couldn't help crying

out and Andreas groaned his satisfaction too asdbkapsed in a heap of
slick sweat and pleasure.

But their breathing had not even returned to norbedbre Nikos came
running into the room. 'Daddy, where's Ben?' heedskWVhere have you
taken him?'



CHAPTER TEN

'BEN isn't here, son,' answered Andreas, pushing hirapebn one elbow.
'‘Are you sure you weren't dreaming? I've not beeyour room.’

'Yes, you have, | saw you," Nikos insisted. "Yold tam to be quiet. | was
awake because | heard noises.'

Peta started to shake as the horror of the situdiggan to sink in. Andreas
shot to his feet and tugged on his trousers. 'Hmg kgo was this, Nikos?'

'‘Not long. Where is Ben? What's happened?’

'l don't know, but | intend to find out. Peta, ystay here with Nikos.' He
was out of the room in two bounds.

Outside, Andreas paused for a second or two, ligehe air up here in
the mountains was perfectly still; every little s®icarried. But he heard
nothing except the scurrying of a tiny animal ie timdergrowth.

But then, as his ears became more attuned, he mdwmtlhe had most

feared—the faint drone of an engine. He swore Mutthshed back inside

for his car keys and was out again in seconds.gHered Peta's demands
that he take her with him, even though he knew veha&t must be going

through. And it was all his fault, dammit.

If he hadn't weakened none of this would have haggpelf he hadn't
listened to the urges of his body Ben would be safe. And Lord knew
what the kidnapper would do when he realised hetl@advrong boy.

It wasn't yet completely dark and he careered dth@mountainside with
little heed for his own safety. He needed to catphwith the kidnapper
before he reached the main road, because if hé& delmould have no way
of knowing which way he had gone.



Peta would never forgive him if anything happeretdr son. Ben was her
whole life; she idolised him. She'd even shown hmdreas, the error of
his ways. Nikos had almost always been left todws devices, or to the
care of his nanny, before he'd met Peta. Throughdid realised how much
Nikos was missing out on a father's influence. Heedle a pact with himself
that in future he'd be different.

Andreas came to the bottom of the track and ther® wo sign of the other
vehicle as he slithered to a halt. Which way shdw@djo? Left or right? He
tried the listening technique again but there whsraraffic on the road. He
took a guess at left, but after a few miles redlisevas like searching for a
needle in a haystack. He had no idea what soetlutie he was looking for.

By the time he got back up the mountain Peta wadifr. She practically
fell on him as he climbed out of his vehicle, hacd crumpling when she
saw that he was alone.

'I'm sorry,' he said, holding her so tightly agaihsn that she couldn't
breathe. 'I've done everything | can. It's nowhia hands of the police.’

The tears that she had bravely held back in frdniNikos streamed
unchecked down her cheeks. She blamed hersetidlbben sheer madness
giving in to Andreas, except that she'd been egualilty of wanting to
feed her need. They'd been so intent on themstdaethey'd heard nothing
of what was going on around them.Quite clearly klumapper had been
watching the house. He'd probably been stakingtifar days, waiting for
the right opportunity. He'd seen Andreas half ussiteer, he'd watched as
she was carried into the house, probably evenddareugh the window as
Andreas had sucked and tormented her breastginit 8ear thinking about.

And when they'd gone into the bedroom he'd takemlance, knowing that
they were too carried away to hear anything tha gwng on.

'Oh, God, Andreas,' she sobbed. 'If anything happeBen I'll kill myself.’



'Don't talk like that. Nothing will happen to hinne assured her gently,
pulling a clean white handkerchief out of his pdcked pressing it into her
hand. 'When they realise they've got the wronktglguy he'll be released,
you'll see.’

But Peta wasn't convinced. 'They might not," shiéezh 'They might—get
rid of him. They could do anything.' Every worsseacenario was running
through her mind.

‘The most they'll do is demand money, the samédeg would if they'd
kidnapped Nikos. It's all they're after, Peta. bknwhat they're like.'

'How do you know?' she demanded, dabbing her exgéfectually because
the tears wouldn't stop coming.

His mouth tightened grimly. 'Believe me, | do; the way these men work.
The police will be here shortly, and after thatregjoing back down to my
mother's.’

"You—you said we'd be s-safe here," she blubbered.

'| thought we would. I'm so sorry, Peta." His atigbtened around her once
again, trying to reassure her but having littleeetff 'I'll do everything | can
to ensure Ben is returned to you safely.’

Meaning he'd pay the ransom. Which was the leasbh&l do under the
circumstances, she thought bitterly. And yet everslae leaned into his
body his strength supported her. The warmth of ¢wmsoled her. She had
no right to blame Andreas. He couldn't have beerenconcerned had it
been Nikos.

'Oughtn't we to stay?' she asked huskily. 'lf—éythe going to return Ben
this is where they'll bring him, won't they? Andhey send a ransom note it
will also come here.’

'l expect so,' he agreed, 'but I think it's no eléar you to be now. There'll
be a twenty-four-hour guard, don't worry.'



The next few hours passed in a blur. It was embsimg having to tell the
two policemen what they'd been doing while Ben Wwamg kidnapped,
even though their faces remained impassive. Ang dssured her that at
first light someone would be back to search tha areund the house. She
was still tearful when they eventually returnedhi® parent's home.

Mrs Papadakis, having been warned beforehand whdt Happened,
couldn't have been nicer. The frostiness had gbedyaughtiness had gone,
and she hugged Peta as though she was someongpeergl. ‘My son, he
tells me about it. | am so sorry that this has leagg to you in my country.

| hope Ben will be returned to you very soon. Me@aatyou must not
worry. Everything is being done that can be done.’

Peta nodded, not trusting herself to speak.

'l think you should rest; | think you should tryskeep.’

'l won't sleep,' she insisted, shaking her head until Ben's been found.’
'At least lie down, child. Andreas, take Peta toroem.’

Nikos had already been dispatched to bed and egltigtPeta allowed
herself to be helped. Andreas sat down on the efigee bed with her.
'When this is all over I'm going to make it up twuy | promise.’

'When this is all over you won't see me again,' assured him fiercely,
ignoring the startled look in his eyes. She hadengziher mind that she was
going back to England and looking for a new jolvithg with Andreas was
too dangerous. Not only because of what had hapipenBen but for her
own peace of mind, too. She simply wasn't the type could indulge in an
affair. 'If 1 hadn't allowed myself to be manipw@dtby you none of this
would have happened,’ she pointed out. 'l shouleembave taken the
nanny's job.'

'Don't talk like that, Peta,” he said gently. 'liftsy fault; | take full

responsibility. | more or less said that if yourdid/ou'd be out of work. It
was cruel of me, but | just knew you'd be perféctever expected this to
happen.’" He punched his thigh, not once but sevienals. 'Here was |,



trying to protect Nikos, and now, because somenmmient stuffed up, you
are out of your mind with worry. | hold myself awmdly responsible.’

'‘We're both to blame,' amended Peta wearily.

'Who'd have thought that he'd have the audacignter the house while we
were all there?'

'We left the door open.’
He nodded grimly. 'We were too wrapped up in owesl

'I'd like you to leave,' she said now, lying backtbe bed, utterly weary but
knowing that she wouldn't sleep, not until Ben wafely returned.

She was mistaken. The moment she closed her egefelslasleep, but it
wasn't a restful sleep. She dreamt of Ben, drelhatthis kidnappers were
torturing him, and she thrashed about on the hating to him, telling him
that she was coming. She was woken by Andreasyggmking her. 'It's all
right, Peta, it's just a bad dream.’

'Ben?' She sat bolt upright.

'‘No news yet, I'm afraid.'

'What time is it? How long have | been asleep?'iBhuilty for daring to
drop off while her son's life was in danger.

'It's midday.'

Her eyes shot wide. 'And you've heard nothing?'
‘Not yet.'

'No ransom note?'

‘No.'



'What's taking so long? | want my son; he'll beified. He's never been
away from me before.’

'l know.' He held her gently, a finger stroking tier away from her face,
cradling her; trying to soothe her. And it helpedise! She liked the feel
of him; he was strong and powerful and comfortimgd take care of her;
he'd help her find Ben, come hell or high water.

She leaned into him, felt his strength become hrength. 'What can we
do?' she asked clearly.

'We're having lunch here, my mother has ordereahid, then I'm going to
see the police again. Find out what progress has bede.’

'I'm coming with you,' she said firmly.

She ate only a mouthful of fish and half a griltechato before declaring
she'd had enough. 'l can't eat while | don't kndveng Ben is. Do you think
he's being looked after, Andreas? Do you thinKk bethe to any harm?’

Before he could answer Anna tapped on the door laoedght in an
envelope, which she passed to Andreas, speakingklguin her own
language.

He ripped it open and his eyes hardened as he sgdha contents. Silently
he handed it to Peta. It was a demand for theaniliounds to be paid in
English currency.

'l wonder if he realises that he's got the wrong, aused Andreas.
'‘Would it make any difference?' she demanded. "Aiee g pretty good
indication of how close we are.' Her cheeks flushedshe recalled what

they'd been up to.

'l know it's no time to tell you," he said gruffiput you were magnificent,
Peta.'



‘No, it's not the right time,' she snapped. 'What\we going to do about
this?' She waved the note in front of his face.

‘Take it to the police, of course.’

'He says not to.'

'Don't they always?'

'l don't want to do anything that will jeopardiserBs safety.’

'l wish | knew who was doing this to me," he saidnty.

‘To youT queried Peta. 'What the hell have you got to walrgut?' She
wished he hadn't reminded her how good it had bebed. As a matter of
fact she never wanted to be reminded of it agaimas a moment in her life

that she would regret for as long as she lived.

'Do you think that because he isn't my son | doate?' he questioned,
brown eyes suddenly hard. 'Hell, Peta, you shontthkme better than that.'

'l don't know what to think any more," she repligdl | want is my son
back.'

The next few days were sheer hell. The waiting drBeta almost insane.
Andreas was a tower of strength, but she couldeft thinking that if it
hadn't been for him none of this would have hapgeAad she was firm in
her resolve that after it was over she would gét e of his life.

Mrs Papadakis walked into the room one day whea ®es sobbing into
Andreas's shoulder; his mother motioned him tode®he sat next to Peta
on the sofa and talked calmly and soothingly ufitilly she stopped

crying.
'l can't bear this any longer," Peta whimpered.

'l know, child. I know, but you must be patienttnee tell you something.’



Peta scrubbed ineffectually at her face, knowingotild do nothing to help
the redness of her nose and eyes. Oh, Lord, wherihisanightmare going
to end?

'l know how you are feeling. Andreas's brotherwlas kidnapped when he
was about Ben's age.'

'Oh!" Peta clapped a hand to her mouth. 'Andreasrrield me.' Actually, it
was just as well; she'd have been paranoid. Anehg clearly the reason
why he hadn't initially told his mother about thedats. He'd wanted to
protect her, to save unhappy memories flooding baokl now she must be
hurting, too, reliving that painful time. It accded for the way her attitude
had changed so dramatically. Here was another wogaamg through
exactly the same trauma.

'It would seem,’ went on the older woman, ‘thaia@who has great wealth
is a ready-made target for such ruthless peoplanted my husband to pay;
| would have given up everythingyerythingto get Christos back. But my
husband, he thought he knew best. He did notttelpblice; he thought he
could handle it himself. He did not even tell meawte went to meet the
kidnapper. He almost paid for it with his life. Ramately | got my son back,
and my husband; he healed in time. So you seemusi be patient, you
must let Andreas and the police work out the bé&st pf action. It is the

only way you can ensure both your son's and my saféty.'

Through the blur of fresh tears Peta saw that MgaBakis was crying, too.

Finally, after days of waiting, the kidnapper phdoMendreas, giving a time
and place where he wanted the money depositedkid@isetold me he's not
your son, but it makes no difference. One boy ig@sd as another. And
since he's the son of a girl who would appear, framat | saw, to be very
special to you—' there was a sickening leer invhise '—it will be in your
best interests to pay. Let the girl bring the money

As Peta carried the bag containing the ransom &t threatened to jump
out of her chest. It beat so hard that it was pdiahd she could hardly



breathe. She was supposed to put the bag intoveayastation deposit
box—she had the key the kidnapper had sent indukgt—but she felt like
dropping the case now and running. This was thet masgerous thing
she'd ever had to do.

Except that it was Ben's life she was carryingentand. A million pounds
for Ben's life, and Andreas was prepared to pal dll went according to
plan they'd catch the kidnapper and he'd get hisapback. But if it didn't,
if she got Ben back but no money, then Andreas evbalout of pocket. She
would indeed be indebted to him then. She woulmmable to walk away.

As she walked into the station Peta knew that shst memain calm. She
mustn't draw attention to herself. But she couldalp wondering whether
the kidnapper was watching. Her eyes darted thisaval that but no one
took any notice of the auburn-haired English girlai flowered dress and
sun-hat, with a battered briefcase tucked undeaitrar

She almost expected a gun in her back as she tkegpdbe case, then
scolded herself for letting her imagination run gwawas a relief when she
was back outside in the hot Greek sunshine, arevan bigger relief when
Andreas drew up in his car. 'My brave darling,shel as she virtually fell
into it.

Peta closed her eyes and rested her head on hiklshéor a few seconds.
But it wasn't over yet. Already plain-clothes pelicen would have moved
into the station. The waiting game had begun inestr

Twenty-four hours went by and the money hadn't ediected. Peta was
inconsolable. And then came the call they wereingior.

Andreas raced out to his car, Peta close on his,te®d as they reached the
station they were in time to see a short, stocky m#h light ginger hair
being led away by two unsmiling policemen. The nh@oked across at
Andreas with hatred in his eyes. Behind them acpaloman was holding
Ben's hand.



As soon as he saw his mother he flew across toHeta's relief was so
overwhelming that she burst into tears, and it aasoment or two before
she realised that Andreas actually knew the manhagaostolen her child.

'Craig Eden, no less,’ he said.
"You know this man?' asked one of the policemen.

'He knows me all right," declared the kidnappeickéy. 'He took everything
| owned. Left me with not a penny to support myenahd family.’

Andreas shook his head. 'That's not strictly t€raig.'
'Seems a pretty reasonable description of the faatse,' he growled.

"Your company was in trouble. | bought it. | gawauya fair price. End of
story.'

‘A fair price? Is that what you call it?' sneerediG Eden, his top lip curled,
his eyes brilliantly hard. "You didn't buy my dehbdgd you? No, you were

too crafty for that. By the time I'd finished pagiout there was nothing left.
Have you found out what it feels like to be afraid?be haunted by a fear
night and day? It's what | felt when | thought nyuke was going to be
taken off me. You broke me, Andreas Papadakis) aad no reason why |

should live on the breadline while you lead a ¢ifduxury.'

'Except that it didn't work out, did it?' scorneddkeas. 'Breaking the law
never does. You're not quite as clever as you thoymu were.'

As the police led the man away Andreas put his arosnd Peta and Ben
and for a moment none of them spoke, the sheef r@flithe moment so

overwhelming. Ben was crying, tears streamed doeta'® cheeks, and
when Andreas finally said, 'Let's get into the ‘csine heard a break in his
voice, too.

On the journey back to Andreas's mother's housa $tin the back with
Ben, her arm tightly around him, never wantingaiohim go again. 'Did the
man hurt you, sweetheart?' she asked gently.



'‘No, Mummy, he was a kind man."'
'Did he feed you?'

'Of course. | had lots to eat. | asked him why &eé taken me to his house. |
told him | wanted to go home. | said that if herdidake me back Andreas
would come and get me. Andreas, were you reallpgoo pay all that
money for me?"

‘Yes, | was, Ben.'
'Wow, you must be very rich. Are you the richestnrathe world?'

Andreas looked at Peta in the interior mirror amilesd gently. 'Yes, | think
| must be. If not the richest, the most fortunate.’

It had taken one small child and one very beautifulng woman to make
him realise that it was time he let go of the @axt got on with his future.
He loved Peta. He loved her with all his heart. d@iseovery was a glorious,
uplifting experience. It was as though all the virtigf the world had been
lifted from his shoulders. He had lost so muchigiiffie that he couldn't bear
it if he lost Peta now.

And yet, looking at her in the mirror, he could $leat now wasn't the time
to tell her. All her love was for her son at thi®mment, and it probably
always would be. She had told him more than onagtliere was no place in
her life for a man.

Somehow he would have to change her mind.



CHAPTER ELEVEN

'You deserve a holiday,” Andreas said softly. titise to relax and enjoy
yourself once more.’

It was a few days after Ben's release. They'dnalliding his mother, talked
about nothing else except the kidnapping. Aboutwhg Craig Eden had
tried to play on their feelings. The way it had beererun of Christos's
disappearance. The fear the whole thing had engeadi its own way it
had made a deep impact on all three of them.

'We could leave the boys with my mother and—'

'How can you even suggest such a thing?' Peta didarblue eyes
incredulous. 'Don't you know what I've gone throbghkause of you? | want
to go home,' she stormed, shaking her head vigléAthd when | say home
| mean back to my own place. You'll have to find#er nanny for Nikos. |

can't do it any more.’

The shock that ran through him felt like a rocket @f control; it ricocheted
through every space in his body. She wanted tceléawn! Move out of his
life altogether! For the first time in his life s at a loss for words. '"Why?'

'Do you need to ask?' Her gorgeous eyes flashedptely lips curled,
twisting his stomach as he looked at them. '‘Buttdpam the obvious,' she
added, 'I'm not cut out to be a nanny. I'm not emere that | want to do
office work any longer.’

In other words she wanted to be free of him! It Viles a knife stabbing into
his chest. 'So what do you want?' he asked, awatl@geagruffness to his
tone. 'You need to support Ben. | pay you exceleages. You won't do
better anywhere.' Lord, it sounded as though heplesling with her, and
he was. He couldn't afford to let her go.

'‘Money isn't everything,' she riposted.

‘That isn't what you said to me before.’



'l hadn't discovered then that living with you wi&e living on the edge of
an active volcano. And don't try to change my miagireas, because you'll
be wasting your time."'

'Very well, we'll go back," he said reluctantly,eavthough he wasn't sure
whether letting Peta have her own way was the wikey to do. Ought he

to tell her now that he loved her? No, it had toMeen she was in the right
frame of mind. She would think he was using it #asah to persuade her to
stay. She wouldn't believe him.

He was aware that she deeply regretted lettingiaie love to her, that she
constantly blamed herself for Ben being kidnappedas a guilt she was
going to live with for the rest of her life. Butdti't she realise that he felt
equally guilty? He couldn't have felt worse haldeen his own son. And he
wanted to make it up to her. He had thought thiableday would be the

answer, the perfect antidote. Clearly wishful timgkon his part.

Peta had slowly and surely wormed her way intahe@rt. She had shown
him the error of his ways where Nikos was concerskd had made him see
that there was life after the death of a loved dine trouble was she didn't
want a man in her life. She was happy living alddecasionally she forgot

herself and let her emotions ride high, but alnmosbhediately she regretted
it and shut herself back into her ice palace.Was tand patience the
answer? Or should he simply let her go?

But he knew he couldn't do that. If he had to goklta the beginning and
pursue her all over again then he would. He woold differently this time.
He would do it the old-fashioned way, with flowenrsd gifts, and he would
never, ever use his authority on her again.

'My mother will be extremely disappointed,’ he tbler now. 'l think she
was looking forward to having the boys.'

Peta's eyes flashed her indignation. 'You spoketdefore me?"

'l needed to make sure she'd have them beforestlasiu.’



‘You mean you thought that youell me what we were going to do, the
same as always. You never consider anyone elsgouloAndreas? You
make up your mind and everyone's supposed torfalMell, not this girl,
not any longer. I've had enough of following ordénsfuture I'm going to
do what | want to do. How soon can we go home?’

He was stunned anew by her outburst. He hadniseeladjuite how strongly
she felt. He was very tempted to answer in kindt tBat would get him
nowhere with a woman like Peta. Patience and ceraidn was the name
of the game now.

'l make the arrangements,' he said.

Nikos and Ben were as disappointed as he was, add their feelings very
clear, but Peta was adamant.

It was late when they arrived in Southampton. Rathhardly spoken on the
flight. She'd sunk into a world of her own. Mogusitions he could handle,
but for once he didn't know what to do.

‘Your property was let on a monthly lease,' he neled her as he drove to
his own house, 'so it might be a little while befgou can go back.’

Peta's eyes shot wide. 'l can't wait a whole mbnth.
'l promise | won't let any harm come to Ben again.’
'It's not that,' she snapped.

No, it was him she didn't want to live with. Because'd made love to her
she'd decided that she wanted nothing more to tiohwin. She felt that he'd
overstepped the mark, even though she herselfdwa willing. It had been

a turning point in their relationship, one that shén't want to face. That
and the fact that Ben had been kidnapped whilewerg making love. The

two would be associated in her mind for ever.

Peta was afraid. Afraid that if she was forcedite In the same house as
Andreas for any length of time she would give irthie yearnings of her



body. There had to be another solution. She cofilchurse, spend the time
with her parents—they would love to have her and-Bbut she didn't see
that as the answer either. Her mother would askdarmany pertinent

guestions, ones that she wasn't yet ready to answer

The following morning she was relieved to find tatdreas had already
left for Linam's when she got up. The boys playeggily with their
Scalextric and she helped Bess with the washingiiNa the housekeeper
wanted her to, but she needed something to takenimer off Andreas and
the love that she felt for him.

'Does Andreas ever mention his wife?' she tentgtiasked the other
woman.

'Quite often,’ she admitted with the widest of &sil'There's no escaping
the fact that he used to adore that woman. | c@@thim ever marrying
again. Pity, though. It's all wrong that a man lilien should remain single
for ever. Why do you ask? Do you fancy him yourBelf

Peta turned her head away so that Bess wouldnthseguick colour that
warmed her cheeks. 'Heavens, no. He's too demandatgny type at all.’

'What is your type?' asked the housekeeper, nothuthgvarm interest on
her face.

'I'll know when | meet him,' returned Peta quickBhall | go and peg these
out?' She now knew for sure that Andreas had rnousemtentions where

she was concerned. An affair was most definitelytt@t he wanted. It

wasn't worth the heartache.

When Andreas returned he was thankfully not aldPeta, I'd like you to
meet my brother, Christos. Christos, this is Peta.’

‘Nikos's nanny,' informed Peta, taking his hance S&w Andreas's frown
but ignored it. She felt it necessary to make tfguly clear what her
position was in this household.



Christos's handshake was firm and warm, his smilef genuine interest.
He was a couple of inches shorter than Andreaswithtthe same black
hair, although his eyes were a lighter brown arsdf&ace less aggressively
male. 'l've heard a lot about you from the statfiaam's. They were sorry
to see you go.'

'l was given no choice.' She heard Andreas's indrangath but she didn't
look at him. 'And | won't be Nikos's nanny for muldmger either. I'm
looking for work elsewhere.’

"You are?' Christos showed his surprise. 'Why's?tit'esn't my brother
pay you enough?' It was meant as a joke but Andtieiad smile.

'It's not the money. | just don't like being a nphn

"You could go back to Linam's. They'd welcome yothwpen arms.'

He had more of an accent than his brother andaimelfit very attractive.
Andreas grunted something that sounded like amadtive but Peta knew
that she would never work for him again. She wantedistance herself as
far away as possible.

‘Are you joining us for dinner?' asked Christos.

'Of course she is,' said Andreas before she cqddks

There he went again, telling her what to do. Haeldyes flashed daggers in
his direction and if Christos hadn't been there wbeld have told him
exactly what she thought of him. Instead she snslgéetly at his brother.
‘It would be my pleasure.’

During the meal Christos seemed unable to takeys off her. "Tell me all
about yourself,' he said. 'My brother here has besmarkably reticent

where you're concerned. All | know is that you haweeight-year- old son
who was kidnapped. You must have been out of yond mwith worry.'



Peta nodded. 'Indeed | was. They were the bladegstof my life.' Blacker
even than when Joe had dumped her, and that hadblageenough. 'But
all's well that ends well,' she added brightly.

'Do you have any brothers or sisters?"
'No, there's just me—and my parents. They liveann@all.'

'Do they know about the kidnapping?' He'd stoppethg and was giving
her his undivided attention.

'‘Goodness, no,' she said with a half-laugh. 'l tadgy to let them know I'm
back but I didn't want to worry them.’

‘They'd think Andreas wasn't looking after you mdy, is that it?' he asked
with a grin and a sideways glance at his brother.

Andreas scowled, and the longer she talked withs@iw the blacker his
face got. Peta pretended not to notice. She likelst©s. He was easy to
talk to and genuinely friendly and interested. $baldn't see him ever
barking orders the way Andreas did. She would lkéet that he got on
well with the staff at Linam's.

'How do you like working in England?' she asked.

‘Very much. | think I'd like to live here. How aloletting me take over
Linam's altogether, Andreas?’

Andreas shook his head decisively. 'No go, Christdsought you were
eager to return to Greece?"

Christos looked at Peta and his dark eyes were imgfah 'l hadn't
reckoned on meeting this charming young lady. Hbaua letting me take
you out tomorrow night, Peta?"

'l don't think that would be a good idea,’ growfatreas.



Christos shot him a quick, startled look. 'Am laieng on toes here? | had
no idea. I'm—"

'Of course not," said Peta swiftly. 'And, yes,|dde to come out with you.'
Quite why she had said that she didn't know. Budr&as didn't own her.
Why shouldn't she go out with Christos? It would Iae fun,

no-strings-attached night. She'd be able to relad #&t her hair
down—something she was finding it increasingly idifit to do with

Andreas.

Christos smiled but Andreas's eyes were hard arrdwed, and later that
evening he came to Peta's room. She was undresdedarly for bed when
he pushed open the door. He didn't even knockshadlidn't have to look
at his face to know what he'd come for. Every naisclher body grew
tense.

'What game are you playing?' he demanded. 'Whaeé maad say you'd go
out with Christos?'

'Why shouldn't I?' she asked with the characterigti of her chin. "You
don't own me.’

'l don't own you, no, but | thought we meant sonmgtho each other.'
‘Then you thought wrong, Andreas. | should neverelgven in to you. It
was a huge mistake. | don't want to get involvetthanyone. | thought you
knew that.'

‘Not ever?' he asked quietly.

‘Not ever.'

‘Then why are you going out with Christos?"

'‘Because he looks as though he'll be fun. | ndiidedightness in my life at
this moment.'

'He fancies you.’



'‘Nonsense,’ she retorted. 'He's only just met me.'

‘That doesn't stop it. | too fancied you from therevgo. It's a male thing. It's
what develops from it that's the problem.’

A shock wave sizzled through Peta's body. Andreasfancied her from
the beginning? He'd sure had a funny way of showtirkde'd done nothing
but bark and bawl at her from the very second stet'doot in his office.

'Let me tell you,' she said, eyeing him boldlythioeg will develop between
me and Christos. You, above all people, should ktiat'

'l know that when a girl meets the right man naghgan stop it.’
'‘And you think Christos might be the right man fhoe?"
'Who's to know?' he asked with a very foreign shrug

'‘Are you jealous, Andreas?' She knew that he céulbdn but what other
possible reason was there for his behaviour?

'l simply want to make sure that you know what y@uloing. Christos is a
charmer. Make sure you don't get your fingers burnt

And Andreas didn't think he was a charmer himséi&avens, he had
charmed the socks off her. He had made her falegply in love with him

that no man would ever interest her again. Christas merely a diversion,
someone to take her mind off her aching heart.

She closed her eyes. 'There's no chance of me tmngshe said in a soft
whisper. And when she opened them again he had takeep towards her.

Peta backed away, felt the bed behind her legs,kaea/ that she had
nowhere to run. Panic spread through her. 'If youldn't mind I'd like to
go to bed,' she said sharply.

A slow smile spread across his face. 'That's tis¢ ibgitation I've had in a
long time.’



It took a few seconds for her to realise that he teasing. A few seconds in
which her heart did several somersaults and herttegatened to give way.
Andreas, teasing! That was a first. 'l meant alasles stressed.

His smile widened. 'Sleep well, then, my beautPelta. | think the boys
should go back to school now. I'll take Nikos ie thorning and explain to
his headmaster. | think you should take Ben.'

Peta nodded.

‘And you'll pick them up after school?’
'Of course,’ she answered swiftly.

'So I'll see you at breakfast?'

'Yes.'

'May I kiss you goodnight?’

He was asking! Unbelievable! How could she refuBeP fear filled her
heart as she gave a little nod.

She need not have worried. It was the lightestisdds, the sort she gave
Ben. A gentle hug and then he was gone, and shéefvagondering. Had
he taken her at her word? Had he accepted that littk romance was
over? Was her time here not going to be the orslesltl expected?

As she crawled into bed Peta could find no answethese questions.
Andreas wasn't the type to give in, not when het lEs sights on
something. Even if she couldn't move back intoHoarse maybe she ought
to find somewhere else to live temporarily.

She discovered over breakfast that Christos had eiag in Andreas's
house while they were in Greece. Not that it shbwalee surprised her, but it
was something she'd never thought about. And newhey tucked in to one
of Bess's cooked breakfasts, he looked at heramithrmness that made her
glance covertly at Andreas.



He was, as she had expected, frowning his disapprdis eyes were on his
brother, not her, as if trying to work out how seis Christos was.

"You haven't forgotten our dinner date tonight?'as&ed, pausing as he
speared a slice of sausage.

'Of course not.' She glanced again at Andreas anelyls were on her now.
'Why don't you join us, Andreas?' she suggestdtljdkang, half serious.

'‘And tread on my brother's toes?' he asked lightlyu know what they say
about three being a crowd.’

Christos had frowned when she extended the ineitathow he gave a
relieved smile. 'Let Andreas find his own girl," &d. 'l've never known
him to be short. It's about time, brother deart $ftu married again. It's
wrong for Nikos to keep having nannies. Althoudie' added, looking
disarmingly at Peta, 'if they're all like Peta tHaran see why you do it. A
ready-made source of attractive females on tap:Véayot it made.'

"You don't know what the hell you're talking abbshapped Andreas,
scraping his chair back from the table. 'I'll ga @ee if Nikos is ready.' The
boys were eating their breakfast in the kitchem awen though Peta had
declared that her place was with them Andreassisted that she join him
and his brother.

After Andreas had left the room Christos raisedon@avs. 'WWhat was that all
about? He's one seriously touchy man since hisrétu

Peta shrugged. She didn't want to get into a dsscasbout his brother.

'‘Are you sure there's nothing between you and Hile®eems very prickly
where you're concerned.'

'‘Absolutely nothing,' she retorted. 'He's my employhat's all.’

Christos raised his brows but said no more, althaugvas clear that he
didn't entirely believe her, and she couldn't bldnine. She'd been a little too



vehement in her denial. And when she left to clmetBen he said, 'Is it still
on for tonight?'

'Why shouldn't it be?' she asked sharply from therday.
'No reason; just checking.'

But when evening came and Andreas watched thene IPata began to
wish that she hadn't been so eager to accept G$igstvitation. Andreas
knew, and she knew, that she was doing it to dpitg and when she
returned she would more than likely be subjected atofull-scale
interrogation.

'‘Are you sure you're happy about this?' asked @wrigs they set off.

'Perfectly," she answered smoothly. Except thaténshe was filled with

several conflicting emotions. She wanted to do; thiee wanted to show
Andreas that she didn't belong to him and thahsigeno intention of getting
involved with him on a long-term basis. At the satimee she wanted to
prove to herself that she could date other menbendappy about it. She
wanted to confirm that she was a free agent. Exibept being in love with

Andreas, she would never be that. Not ever agaiagdong as she lived. It
was a daunting thought.

'‘Because | believe," said Christos quietly, 'thare is something going on
between Andreas and yourself. | know you've deitieend my brother

won't even speak about you, but neither of yowisgla very good job of

concealing your real feelings.’

Peta looked at him wide-eyed, an uncomfortableirfgestirring in her
stomach. 'What are you saying?'

‘That | think you're in love with each other, bouyre either both too stupid
to see it, or you have your own reasons for deniihg

The uncomfortable feeling turned into chilling hmtrSurely he couldn't
see? 'Andreas doesn't love me,' she scorned.



You think not?'

'l know not.'

"What makes you so sure?'

'‘Because of his wife. No one will ever take hercpla

They stopped at a set of traffic lights and heeadrto her. 'l used to think
that, but since he's met you there's something aefgrent about him. |
think he's finally let go.'

Peta's eyes met and held Christos's, then shedtanmway. 'l can't accept
that,' she said. 'He's never given me any reasbalteve that he loves me.'

'My brother is not the sort of man who can talkilgasbout his emotions.’
The lights changed and they were off again. 'He telnon any subject
under the sun except love. Some men are like reé. Now, me, | see no
reason not to tell a woman that she's beautifullaattbre her and that I'm
falling in love with her.' He looked briefly acroasher as he spoke and Peta
felt a twinge of unease. What if he was tryingeib her something? Things
were complicated enough without him adding to it.

'So how about you?' he went on. 'Do you love AnsiPea
Peta hesitated a fraction too long before atterg@manswer.

"You give yourself away,' he said on a deep s&yd I'm sorry, because I'd
hoped that | was in with a chance.’

'I'm sorry, too," Peta whispered. This whole cosaon was extremely
painful. 'Do you still want to take me out to dinPe

'Of course. Let's give Andreas something to thimbwa.' He reached out and
touched her hand and Peta smiled. Perhaps thisngweouldn't be too bad
after all.



Andreas couldn't relax. In his mind's eye he kegirgy Peta and Christos
walking out of the house together, driving off ttggr, eating dinner in a
cosy restaurant, still together. Their conversatwonld be intimate;

Christos would work his charm on her. He was vaygdjat that, his little
brother. While Andreas had been building up hisriss empire Christos
had been captivating the girls. It was surprisieglmever married. He'd
been forever coming home declaring that he wasva.|

And the instant he'd set eyes on Peta he'd beartk&dmff his feet. And he,
Andreas, had more or less given hoarte blancheto do as he liked by
refusing to discuss his own feelings. He was a.fdel was his own worst
enemy. What if Peta fell hook, line and sinker @mristos? How would he
be able to win her over then?

He paced from room to room, upstairs, downstapstairs, downstairs. He
tried to work at his computer but found it impo$sibtMore pacing, more

cursing. He had a photograph of Maria in his bearand he looked at it for

a long, sober minute. God, but she was beautifid. dtomach churned

simply looking at her and he felt the prick of teat the backs of his eyes.
She was an exotic beauty with none of Peta's ceymesl delicate

English-rose charm. There was a whole world okdéhce between the two
women. And he loved them both!

As he continued holding the picture and looking iMaria's sultry brown
eyes he felt her speaking to him. He heard hengelim that the time had
come to get on with his life, that he could mouen ho longer. And she told
him to hurry or he would lose the woman he had fallen in love with.
She'll be good for you, Andreas, good for you amaldgfor Nikos. Take her
with my blessing.

Take her with Maria's blessing!

If it were only so easy. He was afraid. A gianthe business world, a man
often feared by others, and he was afraid to &t Bhat he loved her. And
the reason why? Because he knew he couldn't héritiEhe said that she
didn't return his love.



The evening remained endless. Ten o'clock came, ttarty, eleven,
eleven-thirty, and still no sign of Peta and Clagstlealousy welled like a
dam ready to burst. He knew he ought to go to bethe wanted to be here
to see their faces, to look for any signs of emm@ianvolvement. He needed
to know.

And what if he did see it? What if he saw the lightlove shining from
Peta's eyes? Something he had never seen himgetit Wvhe saw that
particular soft radiance a woman had when she'd el and truly made
love to? How would he handle that?

With stoicism, he told himself. He'd give no hihat he was upset. But, he
promised himself, he'd go all out to win Peta otergonvince her that he
was the better man of the two. He'd tell her tlealolved her; he'd get down
on his knees if necessary and beg her to marry Aird.that would be the

most humbling experience of his whole life.

It was almost midnight before they returned. Andreas pacing the hall
when he heard the car and he would have liked mgthétter than to stand
and face them. But he couldn't do that. Insteaquiekly took a seat in the
living room, leaving the door open and the lightsso that they'd know he
was in there. He picked up a book and pretendée treading.

Peta had hoped that Andreas would be in bed. Slaefch most enjoyable
evening with Christos. Once they'd established thate could be no
romantic involvement they'd both let their hair doand set out to have a
good time. He'd been excellent company, regalingwith tales of his
childhood and his failed love affairs. By all acataihe was quite a ladies
man and she could see why.

Both of these Papadakis brothers were gorgeouh, theéir dark Hellenic
looks and strong masculine bodies. Andreas haddbe, though. He had a
charisma that Christos didn't. Maybe it was hisceas, maybe it was
because he was older, but, whatever, he was thevlom&vould turn a girl's
head first, and he was the one who had captureddaat.

'We didn't expect you to still be up,' said Chrsstow.



Andreas gave a lazy shrug and pushed himself tofdat 'l wasn't
particularly tired. Have you had a good time, yso?' His eyes rested on
Peta as he spoke.

She knew that he had deliberately waited and wasgtito assess whether
she'd found Christos attractive, whether anythiag lgone on between
them. She smiled warmly at Christos. 'We've hadaderful time, haven't

we?'

'Indeed.’' He returned her look with warm affectiéyim | glad you asked me
to come and help you out over here, dear brothed. vwhy you don't fancy

Peta yourself I'll never know.'

Andreas's brows beetled into a scowl. 'I'm glad gopyed yourselves,' he
grated. 'l think I'll go to bed.’

When he had gone Christos turned his lips downleoked at Peta with a
questioning look in his eyes.

She shrugged.
'Methinks the man's jealous,’ declared Christos.

'l think you're out of your mind," she returnedydd'm going to bed, too.
Thank you for a lovely evening.'

'Don't | get a goodnight kiss?'She smiled slowlgt pnt her arms about his
shoulders. But when she leaned towards him altgheas kiss him on the
cheek.

‘That's cheating," he growled.

‘But it's all you're getting,’ she said with a lau§soodnight, Christos.’
'‘Goodnight, beautiful lady.'

When Peta turned to leave the room she saw thareAsdhad been
watching them from the doorway. He'd turned immidyaand marched



along the corridor leading to their apartment, lreitwouldn't have known
that the kiss wasn't for real. Good, she thougttt giim pleasure. That's the
proof he needs that he means nothing to me.

And yet, as she slowly undressed and removed hke-mg, as she cleaned
her teeth and ran a brush through her hair, shielicotielp wishing that he
hadn't seen.

She was not surprised when a few minutes lateayeet on the door and
entered her room.



CHAPTER TWELVE

'DoN'T tell me. You've come to find out whethian attracted to your
brother.’

Peta's direct approach caused Andreas's eyeskerfli

'If you have you're wasting your time, because hawd feel towards
Christos it's nothing to do with you,' she addeohly.

'So you do find him attractive?' Andreas crossadahins over his chest and
leaned back against the door, watching her intehtlyugh narrowed eyes.
He was still in his shirt and trousers and it hadiously been his intent all
along to come and interrogate her.

Peta's eyes flashed. 'Like | said, it's none of yusiness.’

'l intend to make it my business,' he counteredlfir

'Oh, yes, and how do you propose to do that?' 8bddided her arms,
wishing now that she hadn't got undressed. It viffisudt trying to project
an aloof and proud image wearing only a thin cottghtie.

'l shall not go away until you give me some deéranswers.’

Peta held his gaze for several long, heart-pumpetpnds. Lord, he was
magnificent. She wanted to haul him over to the dredi let him make love
to her. She wanted him so badly that it hurt.

'‘What's wrong?'

'What do you mean?' she Ssked with a frown.

‘Are you in pain?' He took a half-step towards her.



'‘No." Not physical pain. And she cursed herselfléting her innermost
feelings show.

‘Then what's wrong?'

'You are what's wrong,' she retorted. 'Why wonti igave me alone?’
'‘Because | care about you.'

‘Care!' retorted Peta crossly. 'You don't knowrtteaning of the word. You
don't care about anyone. You didn't even care apmut son until he was

nearly taken from you.'

Andreas closed his eyes for a second, before sayirjly, 'Nikos means
everything to me.’

''ve no doubt. But you never thought to show iauYnever had time for
him; business always came first.'

Her shot hit home. He winced. 'Not any longer.’

'So what are you going to do when | leave here?a@Gether nanny? Forget
what you've just said? Leave Nikos to amuse hinaelbver again while

you rake in the millions? You can't take it withuycAndreas. What's the
point in devoting all your time to work at the exge of your son's
happiness?’

''ve not come here to discuss my son.'

'No, you want to know what | think of Christos. Aatly—' she allowed her
face to soften into a dreamy smile '—he's a charhweaisn't sure at first, but
the more | got to know him the more | discoveredt threally like him. He's

asked me out again.’

Andreas's eyes became glacially hard. 'And haveagoapted?'

'Why, yes. He's such fun, and he's wonderful complda makes me forget
all my problems.’



'‘And what problems would those be?'

‘As if you didn't know,' she shot back. "The fd@ttmy son was kidnapped.
The fact that | can't get back into my own houdee fact that I'm forced to
stay here with a man who wants an affair with rmeéhat enough?’

Each barb shot home. She saw him wince. And higimgrew grimmer and

his eyes harder. 'Yes," he said shortly. 'l canisgieyou do have problems.
Perhaps I, as well as you, will be glad when yogeee.' And with that he

spun on his heel and marched out.

Peta wanted to call him back, wanted to ask whanbaent, but the door
slammed and she hunched her shoulders and clehendsts. Damn the
man! Christos was wrong. Andreas wasn't jealousjmthe slightest. He

was simply typically arrogant. Because he paidvages he thought he
owned her. Well, this was—

Her thoughts were interrupted by another knockhendoor.
She wrenched it open. ‘Andreas, if— Christos!"

'‘Are you all right?"

'Of course; why?'

'l saw my brother coming out with a face as blasktlaunder. What
happened?’

"You'd better come in," she said resignedly, andedhe door was closed,
'Like we arranged, | tried to pretend that | wdkrfg for you.'

'‘And?’

She shook her head slightly. 'It got complicatedaid things | shouldn't
have done. He ended up walking out on me. He doles@ me, he just
thinks he owns me. I'm not staying here any lonjgean't put up with any
more of this.'



Christos frowned. 'Surely that's a bit hasty?"
'No, it's not. | never planned to stay once welgak.'
'‘Where will you go?’

"To my parents'.’ It wasn't the ideal solution Wwhiat other choice had she?
She didn't want to spend her hard- earned monegrdad accommodation.

Her mother and father would love having them fdew weeks. ‘It means

taking Ben out of school again but there's no aidteve.'

'‘Are you sure you're doing the right thing? Why 'tdgou let me have a
word with Andreas? | could—'

'‘No!" cut in Peta in horror. 'I'll leave while yoei'both at work tomorrow.

Don't say anything to your brother until you conaelband find me gone.
And even then don't tell him where | am. I'll makeangements with Bess
to have Nikos picked up from school.’

Christos shook his head. 'This isn't the answer."

‘Then what is?' she snapped.

'For you and Andreas to sit down and talk thisglomer.'

‘There's nothing to say. I'm not telling him | loken if that's what you
want." It would be the ultimate humiliation becauséatever Christos
might think, she was absolutely certain that Andreian't love her.

"You're an idiot. A very beautiful one, but an idatl the same.’

He was probably right. She would regret what shtedumne the moment she
walked away. She would most likely tell herselfttitawould have been
better to live with an Andreas who didn't love hether than subject herself

to a life without him.

She had little sleep that night. She lay awakesjngsher problem round and
round in her mind. She was up early the next mggngetting the boys



ready, having her breakfast with them in the kitghaoing everything she
could to avoid seeing Andreas.

But Andreas had no intention of avoiding her. A stas leaving the
kitchen, the boys having run on ahead, he caughbhehe elbow and
hustled her into his study. "You and | have sortieng to do.’

Peta feared that Christos had let her down, butréasis first words
confirmed otherwise.

'What was Christos doing in your room last night?"

Peta felt like laughing—hysterically. She could @édied and said they'd
made love, but that would get her nowhere. 'He darsee if | was all right.

He saw you leave, heard you slam the door, sawthieon your face. He

wondered what was going on.'

'So why didn't he ask me?' snarled Andreas.

'In the mood you were in? You'd have probably sedppis head off and
told him it was none of his business.' Peta walkadss to the window and
pretended to look out at the immaculately maniclaeahs.

"You're damn right, it's not," came his harsh vaieer her shoulder. "What
did you tell him?'

He'd moved so close that Peta could feel his braathe back of her neck.
And there was nowhere to go! Her own fault for mgttherself into this
position. 'That we'd had a few words.’

'He didn't ask what about?"

'Of course he asked. But | could hardly confess g brother wanted a
detailed report of the evening we'd spent togéther.

'So what did you say?'



‘Nothing much.' She wished he'd move. She wishedididdn't stand so
close. It was unnerving. It was churning her emmtidt was making her ask
how could she possibly leave, feeling like thisadam?

She continued to look out of the window, but whénhhands touched her
shoulders she jumped and went as tense as a highkg spun her to face
him. He looked deep into her eyes. And just whentebught he was going
to kiss her he let her go again and walked to thercside of the room. But
he still kept looking at her.

'l wish | could meet the man who's done this to, yeeta.'

She shot startled eyes in his direction. 'Done @t&tte had no idea what he
was talking about.

'He must have hurt you very badly.'
She frowned then as realisation dawned. ‘Are yikingrabout Joe?

'Of course I'm talking about Joe. And for you till b2 afraid of entering
into a relationship nine years later then he maseldone a real hatchet job.’

Yes, it had made her wary and angry for a very kimg, but Joe was most
definitely not the reason she was holding Andreasarmn's length.
Unknowingly, though, he'd given her the perfectusec 'l was at a very
vulnerable age,’ she said quietly.

'He's a rat, and if | ever set eyes on him I'll kim.'

There was such vehemence in his tone that Petalwag&ed. 'l hardly think
it warrants that; it was a long time ago.’

'‘And you're still suffering.’

Not to the extent he was suggesting, but she wgsimg to admit that. If he
knew the truth, if he knew that he was the one Wé managed to knock
down her defensive wall, she wouldn't have a miaygeace. 'l really don't
want to discuss this,' she said, and then madeva ghlooking at her watch.



'I'd better check the boys are ready for schoat. yau taking Nikos or shall
1?"

"You do it,' he said brusquely. 'Christos and Ichee leave.-We have an
important meeting first thing.'

Yes, she thought, the same old pattern. He'd rehamge. He'd always put
work before his son.

She didn't tell Ben her plans; she bundled thenh oo her car and as
normal dropped Nikos off first. It was a few minsiteefore her son realised
that they were heading back to the house. 'Havefgmotten something,

Mummy?'

‘No, darling, we're going down to Nanny and Grarglddr a few days.
Won't that be fun?'

His little face lit up. 'l don't have to go to sci®

‘No, you don't. But you're not getting out of igHall teach you myself, like
| did before.

‘That's all right, I like you teaching me. Can Nskmome with us?'

Question followed question all the while she waskpay and getting ready.
Bess was sorry to see her go, sorry she wasnhgeit with Andreas.

'He knew | was going to leave, | simply didn't teliin when,' explained
Peta.

'He'll be sad. You're the best thing that's hapgéadim in a long time.’

'If you say so,' said Peta, silently disagreeihghe was the best thing he'd
want more from her than an affair. As things stbedvanted a nanny for
Nikos and a woman in his bed but no commitment, asmdéar as she was
concerned it simply wasn't enough.



The drive to Cornwall didn't take very long. Shelfiaitold her parents to
expect them and they were both stunned and detigbtsee them. Freda
and Doug James lived in a coastal village notrfanfPadstow and Ben was
in his element, soon out of the house and downhenbeach with his

grandfather.

'How long are you staying?' asked her mother asshped her unpack.

Peta shrugged. 'l don't know. | need a break. Awed t'll look for a new
job.!

'Why did you leave this one? | thought you likeddihd going to Greece as
well. It sounds wonderful. | hope he paid you well?

Peta nodded. 'Very well." She had more money irb#nk than she'd ever
imagined. 'But it wasn't the idyll you imagine. Ssone threatened to
kidnap his son; that's why we fled.’

'Oh, my goodness! And you never told me,' shrigkedmother. "You and
Ben could have been in danger as well.'

Peta nodded and said as matter-of-factly as sHd,csmas not to alarm her
mother further, 'As it turned out, Ben was kidnappg mistake.'

Her mother's eyes rolled and she sat down on the efithe bed. Tell me
this isn't true.’

By the time Peta had finished explaining Freda 3anae&l still not come to
terms with what had happened to her precious gmmdsdon't blame you
for leaving the man. It's not safe working for Him.

For the first time in her life Peta felt the ne@dconfide in her mother.
‘There's something more, Mum. The kidnapping'sm®teason | left. | fell
in love with Andreas.'

'l see.' Freda James's brows rose in surprisiel complicate things. Am |
right in presuming that he doesn't love you?'



Peta nodded. 'He's still hung up about his deae€l. wif

'It's not easy, falling in love," confided her parélt ought to be, but too
often there are complications. Oh, Peta, I've yaalssed you. It's been so
long since you were last here.’

Peta nodded. 'Let's make up for it now.'

But Peta's thoughts were never far away from Argjraad after lunch the
following day, when Ben and her father had gonéhtobeach, she said,
"You know, Mum, Andreas is the first man I've etreity loved. | know |
thought I loved Joe, and was heartbroken when hgdd me, but, looking
back, it wasn't love. He excited me, that was all.’

'‘And there's no chance of Andreas loving you innm&?'

'‘Not one. | have to accept that he's not meannfarHe'd settle for an affair
but I want more than that.'

'Of course you do, love. Best to push him right @uyour mind. Ah, the
phone, excuse me.'

Easier said than done, thought Peta as she lefhb#rer to her phone call
and joined Ben and her father. Andreas simply watlgb away.

When they got back to the house several happyinigtihours later—Ben
had run them ragged, racing around the beach anbioly over rocks—her
mother seemed to be in an exceptionally good m&bd.hummed and sang
to herself as she gave Ben his supper, and aftésywathen he was in bed,
she announced that she and Dad were going out.

'‘But you never go out at night,’ Peta claimed \aifinown.

'Doesn't mean to say we can't,' smiled her muve. léft you a pie and some
salad in the fridge. We shan't be late back. Egmyself.’

What did she mean, enjoy herself? Time spent gleneaps. That must be
it. Peta wasn't hungry yet, so she settled heosg#fide in the back garden



with a book and didn't hear the doorbell. She heatting until she sensed
someone standing a few feet away. When she loogeahd saw Andreas
Papadakis her heart nearly jumped out of her cBestvho had told?
'Christos?' she enquired.

'No.'

'‘Bess?’

‘That lady has given me one very good talking-ttidh't know she had it in
her.'

'‘And what exactly did she say?' Peta didn't infit@ to sit. She didn't
encourage him to take even a step further towagds h

‘That she thought | had treated you despicably.'

Peta nodded, agreeing entirely.

That she didn't blame you for walking out.'

"You left me no choice.’

'She told me | was a fool for not telling you th&ved you.'

'Huh!" she scorned. 'Why would you tell me that whe both know it's not
true?' And why had Bess jumped to that conclusion?

‘But it is true," he answered quietly, his eyekdanow than she'd ever seen
them, his face totally serious.

Peta's eyes widenedy bulove me?You're joking, of course.'

'I'm not," he said, shaking his head. 'I'm perfes#rious.’



This was more than she could take in. "You've toydmother this? It was
you on the phone earlier? It's why she's goneldatl? Andreas, you had no
right.’

'I'm a desperate man," he admitted, his expresaipn

'‘And what did my mother say abouty feelings?' She urgently prayed that
her parent hadn't given her away because she veatinély sure that she
believed Andreas. If he loved her, if he truly Idveer, why couldn't he have
said so? Why wait until she had run away and thesidgé? No, he still
wanted her for his own selfish purposes.

'Precisely nothing," he admitted. '‘But she did aghat we ought to talk.' He
closed the space between them in a few swift Sridieagging up a
wrought-iron chair and positioning it so that helldosit facing her.

You can talk all you like, it won't make any difémce," she said shortly.
'Words are easy.'

If it's action you want then—'

'No!" She pulled back in distress as he tried ke taer hands. 'Keep away
from me, Andreas! | know what you're after. Whyyaa think | ran away?’

'‘And exactly what is it you think I'm after?' hekad, his mouth suddenly
grim.

'‘An affair," she thrust at him, top lip curling:slall you've ever wanted. No
commitment, just the use of my body—oh, and a h#bysfor Nikos
thrown in. Isn't that about right?’

'‘Maybe.'

'l knew | was right,' Peta claimed triumphantly.

'In the beginning.’

She frowned.



'l did desire you, fiercely. It turned into lovetiout me even recognising it.
The care you've shown for Nikos, as well as youn @an, has awakened
my responsibilities as a father and made me retieel've loved you all
along but tried desperately hard to bury it.’

'‘Because of Maria?'

He nodded. 'The time has come for me to let go.'

Peta was stunned. She didn't know what to say;vsmn't even sure
whether she could believe him, even now, and hils®e the doubt on her
face.

'It's the truth, Peta.'

'So how did you trace me?’

'l overheard Christos telling Bess where you'd géid had to do then was
look on my itemised phone bill for your parentshtber. Remember you
rang them before we left for Greece?'

Peta closed her eyes. This was something she vad theught of.

'l know you don't return my love, Peta. But yotelike, | think." His brows
rose, asking the question. 'And there's no deniagexual attraction. We
could work on it.' His eyes were such a dark brdvat they appeared black,
and they scanned her face closely, looking for sesiga that she was
weakening.

Peta felt a rush of emotion and could no longee H@r feelings. She
reached out and took his hands into her own. ‘Xedreas, we can work on
it," she said softly, her heart beginning to rdue, pulses quickening, and a
soft heat enveloping her body.

'You really mean that?'

' do.'



He stood up then and pulled her to her feet. 'Magidl you?'

She nodded, unable now to tear her eyes away fiemAnd her heart
thumped as he urged her gently against the sotidhkas of his body. He
held her as though she was extremely fragile. 'ilEhmore than I'd hoped
for, Peta. | thought I'd have to work on you. lugbt I'd have to woo you all
over again.'

'It's more than I'd hoped for, too,' she admitteith & wry smile.
He looked down into her upturned face. 'What do yman?'

"You have no idea how many times I've willed youalb in love with me
and thought it would never happen. | thought yowlmever let go of
Maria.'

He grew still. 'What are you saying?' And he seetadx® holding his breath
as he waited for her answer.

'‘Can't you guess?'

He touched her chin and then stroked the backssofifgers down her
cheek, looking with almost childish wonder into h&ninous blue eyes. 'l
think you're saying that you love me, too.' Anditie closed his eyes, as if
to shut her out in case he was wrong, and sha tettmor run through him.

'l do." Her answer was little more than a whisper.

She heard the soft hiss of air as he exhaled,edhthé tension drain out of
him, and like two lost souls who'd found each othethe wilderness they
clung together, rocking and groaning, rocking andrig, pouring out their
emotions in physical contact.

It was many long minutes before she lifted her headihe kissed her. Even
then the kiss was gentle, tentative, experimerdal,though he might
frighten her away again if he asked for too muahgoon.

‘Tell me I'm not dreaming,’ he whispered againstnheuth.



'You're not dreaming,’ she assured him huskilyn 'the one who's
dreaming.'

'Oh, no! I love you, Peta. | love you very muckhhll tell you every day of
my life. And if only I'd told you earlier then weowldn't have wasted so
much time."' His mouth captured hers again in a mdindyging kiss that
seemed to go on for ever.

When they finally managed to stop she was tremtdonquuch that if he had
let her go she would have fallen. He took her twads into his and held
them hard against his chest. She could feel higt tieadding. 'Will you
marry me, Peta?' His gorgeous brown eyes held aidgurlight that
threatened to consume her before the day was out.

It took her no more than a second to make up hednaind her voice was a
husky whisper. 'Yes.'

Andreas groaned, and his heart raced now like a tmad beneath her
hands. 'You wove your magic on me, Peta, from tre# foment you
walked into my office. Such a feisty female. Youreventrancing. Don't
ever change. And | promise I'll make you the hagtpioman in the world.'

'‘Are you really over Maria?' It was a question skeded to ask.

He nodded. 'l love you in an entirely different wiywill be good between
us. I'll never let you down the way Joe did.’

'I'm over Joe,' she told him with a wry smile.sked him as a buffer. | was
scared of my feelings. | didn't believe that yoevér love me, not the way |
wanted to be loved, or the way | loved you.'

He frowned and looked at her closely. 'Are yousgyhat you've loved me
for a long time?"'

Peta gave a wry, guilty smile and nodded. 'Tholigéyou, | wasn't sure of
it until after Ben's kidnapping. It's why | ran awa

He swore loudly in Greek. 'Do your parents know hau feel about me?”



'My mother does,' she admitted. 'l expect shetsDald.’

'l wondered why she was so ready to let me see oes anyone else
know? Am | the last to hear? The one person whaldhme first?'

'It's your own fault," she pointed out, though sheled as she said it.

'l guess it is. But you haven't answered my quastitow about Christos?
Does he know? Were you talking about me on thetrighook you out? |

know he fancies you. Did you tell him he stood mamce because you
loved me? Did you, Peta? Did you?'

He sounded angry and Peta didn't want to answéhdyuexpression must
have given her away.

With a furious snarl Andreas let her go and putsgzetween them, his eyes
blazing accusation.

'He knew that you loved me,' she told him, 'anavhated to talk to you but
| wouldn't let him."

'Damn! | can't believe I've been so blind, so feloli so unbelievably
ignorant." He huffed out a sharp breath and pagegatio before coming
once again to stand in front of her. 'My darlingeR¢ have you to thank for
showing me that there is still happiness to be dotty future beckons with
all the brightness of a lodestar."

'Oh, Andreas.' Tears welled and she clung to himd, ta her surprise his
eyes were suspiciously moist, too. 'This is thephegt day of my life.'

'‘We'll get married straight away," he murmured leetwkisses. 'I'll get a
special licence. | can't wait any longer.’

And if she was honest neither could Peta. She inatlyf found a man she
could trust; a man who would never fail her; a mdao would look after her
for the rest of her life. What more could she ask?



