SMOKESCREEN MARRIAGE

B 36 LS 4 98 TN
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Kate's marriage to Michalis Theodakis is in thet pas all but name. She
knows he married her only to cover up his affaithwiis mistress, so how
dare he expect her to play the dutiful wife? Andvnidichalis wants to
escort her to his sister's wedding! Kate has neniiin of returning to
Greece -- until Michalis blackmails her: If shaitend the wedding, he'll set
her free. Only, Kate soon finds she doesn't wahetfyee of Michalis, or the
intense sensuality between them. If they still Horreach other's touch, can
their marriage really be a sham?



CHAPTER ONE

THE room was in deep shadow. Moonlight pouring throtighslats of the
tall shuttered windows lay in thin bands acrosstilled floor.

The whirr of the ceiling fan gently moving the waain above the wide bed
was barely audible against the ceaseless raspedfithdas in the garden
below the room.

Once, she'd found these sounds alien. Now, theye wke natural
accompaniment to her nights in this house.

As was the firm masculine tread approaching the bég warm, husky
voice, touched with laughter, whispering 'Kathanmaw.'

And she. turning slowly, languidly, under the lingmeet that was her only
covering, smiling her welcome, as she reached upntowith outstretched
arms, her body alive with need—with longing...

With a gasp, Kate sat up in the darkness, thragit, tiheart pounding
violently.

She made herself draw deep calming breaths adaeed round the room,
seeking reassurance. Her bedroom, in her flat. aBwsrtmasking the
windows, not shutters. And, outside, the uneasybtaraf London traffic.

A dream, she thought. Only a bad dream. Just anoigletmare.

At the beginning, they'd been almost nightly ocences, as her stunned
mind and bruised senses tried to rationalise wadthappened to her.

She had never really succeeded, of course. Thetheabetrayal had cut too
deep. The events of the past year were always,thretee corner of her
mind, eating corrosively into her consciousness.

But the bad dreams had been kept at bay for a whikas now almost two
weeks since the last one.



She had, she thought, begun to heal.
And now this...

Was it an omen? she wondered. Tomorrow—the nextaeyuld there be
some news at last? The letter—the phone call—tlmatldvbring her the
promise of freedom.

God knows, she'd made it as easy as she couldg gight against the
advice of her lawyer.

'‘But, Mrs Theodakis, you're entitled...'

She'd stopped him there. 'l want nothing," she. sldmthing at all. Kindly
make sure the other side is—aware of that. Andsgleln't use that name
either,’ she added constrainedly. 'l prefer Misaridson.'

He had assented politely, but his raised brows heldmore loudly than
words that no amount of preference could changéng.t

She had taken off her wedding ring, but she coulah'easily erase the
events of the past year from her tired memory.

She was still legally the wife of Michael Theodalkasd would remain so
until she received his consent to the swift, clbeesak divorce she had
requested.

Once she was free of him, then the nightmares wstolg, she told herself.
And she could begin to put her life back togettyaia

That was the inner promise that had kept her gtirgugh these dark days
and endless nights since she'd fled from Mick, #rer charade of a
marriage. From the images that still haunted hakimg and sleeping.

She drew her knees up to her chin, shiveringla.litter cotton nightgown
was damp, and clinging to her body. She was tireerdb as a tour guide
escorting parties of foreign tourists round theiBhiIsles was a demanding



one—but her body was wide awake, restless withnéeds and desires
she'd struggled so hard to suppress.

* How could the memory of him still be so potent?e swondered
despairingly. Why couldn't she forget him as eaagyhe seemed to have
forgotten her? Why didn't he answer her solicitlateers—or instruct one
of the team of lawyers who served the mighty Th&zdelan to deal with
them for him?

With all his money and power, it was the simpléstg in the world to rid
himself of an unwanted wife. He was signing pamrsiay long. What
would one more signature matter?

She lay down again, pulling the covers round hrespite of the warmth of
the August night. Cocooning herself so that theaesp of the bed beside
her would not seem quite so empty—so desolate.

And knowing that nothing would ever make any défaee to the loneliness
and the hurt.

It was nearly eight when she reached home thevollp evening, and Kate
felt bone-weary as she let herself into the natmalkk She had spent the day
showing a party of thirty Japanese tourists routndtferd-on-Avon. They
had been unfailingly polite, and interested, absgrkinformation like
sponges, but Kate was aware that she had not lvep dorm. She'd been
restless, edgy all day, blaming her disturbed nighther difficulties in
concentration.

Tonight, she thought grimly, she would take on¢hefpills the doctor had
prescribed when she first returned from Greece.

She needed this job, and couldn't afford to loseeven if it was only
temporary, filling in for someone on maternity leav

All the winter jobs for reps with tour companiesita@ready gone when she
came back to Britain, although her old company HacClub Travel were
keen to hire her again next summer.



And that's what she planned to do, although shigidlated that she would
not return to any of the Greek islands.

On her way to the stairs, she paused to collecintat from the row of
rickety pigeon-holes on the wall.

Mostly circulars, she judged, and the gas bill—ahdn stopped, her
attention totally arrested as she saw the Greehsta

She stared down at the large square envelopetwitieatly typed direction,
her eyes dilating, a small choked sound risingeinthroat.

She thought, 'He's found me. He knows where | amhBw?’

And why was he making contact with her directly,entshe'd made it clear
that all correspondence was to be conducted thrtheghlawyers?

But then, when had Mick Theodakis ever played by mames except his
own?

She went up the stairs slowly, aware that her vegie shaking. When she
reached her door, she had to struggle to fit hgrilt® the lock, but at last
she managed it.

In her small living room, she dropped the lettet@the dining table as if it
was red-hot, then walked across to her answerplbieh was blinking at
her, and pressed the 'play' button. Perhaps, ik Max written to her, he'd
also contacted her lawyer, and the message shéepasg for might be
waiting at last.

Instead Grant's concerned voice said, 'Kate—areallaight? You haven't
called me this week. Touch base, darling—please.’

Kate sighed inwardly, and went across to the badrtmtake off the navy
shift dress, and navy and emerald striped blaz¢ictnstituted her uniform.

It was kind of Grant to be anxious, but she knetvanheart that it was more
than kindness that prompted his frequent callgals pressure. He wanted



her back, their former relationship re-establista® moved on to the next
stage. He took it for granted that she wanted tthos That, like him, she

regarded the past year as an aberration—a peridengdorary insanity,

now happily concluded. And that when she had gaimeddivorce, she

would marry him.

But Kate knew it would never happen. She and Gradtnot been officially
engaged, when she'd gone off to work as a travapeny rep on Zycos in
the lonian Sea, but she knew, when the seasonweash® would ask her to
marry him, and that she would probably agree.

She hadn't even been sure why she was hesitatengvald good-looking,

they shared a number of interests, and, if hisekigBd not set her on fire,
Kate enjoyed them enough to look forward to thedohsummation of their
relationship. And during her weeks on Zycos sherhesded him, written to
him every week, and happily anticipated his phoaks gplanning their

future.

Surely that was a good enough basis for marriagesrve?

Probably Grant thought it still was. Only she knsstter. Knew she was no
longer the same person. And soon she would haed tom so, she thought
with genuine regret.

She unzipped her dress, and put it on a hangererdedth she was wearing
bra and briefs in white broderie anglaise, prettygl gractical, but not
glamorous or sexy, she thought, studying herssfjalisionately.

And totally different from the exquisite lingerieat Mick had brought her
from Paris and Rome—Ilacy cobwebby things that wdrisg against her
skin. Filmy enticing scraps to please the eyeslofar.

Only, there was no lover—and never had been.

She slipped on her pale-green gingham housecoatemhitls sash, then put
up a hand and removed the barrette that confinededegold hair at the
nape of her neck during the working day, lettingascade down to her
shoulders.



'Like a scented flame," Mick would tell her huskihys hands tangling in the
silky strands—lifting them to his lips.

She stiffened, recognising that was a no-go area.cBuld not afford such
memories.

She wanted to move away from the mirror but sometlikiept her there,
examining herself with cold critical attention.

How could she ever have imagined in her wildesah® that she was the
kind of woman to attract and hold a man like Midkebdakis? she asked
herself bleakly.

Because she had never been a classic beauty. Blewas too long and her
jaw too square for that. But she had good cheeldyoaed long lashes,
although the eyes they fringed were an odd shanteeba green and grey.

'‘Jade smoke,' Mick had called them...

And she was luckier than most redheads, she thps\gtitly refocusing her
attention. Her creamy skin didn't burn or frecldet turned a light, even
gold. The tan she'd acquired in Greece still ligelShe could see quite
plainly the white band of her finger where her wiedding had been. But
that was the only mark, because Mick had alwayswaged her to join
him in sunbathing nude beside their private pool.

She froze, cursing inwardly. Oh, God, why was stwngl this to
herself—allowing herself to remember these things?

Well, she knew why, of course. It was becauseatfe¢hvelope ticking away
like a time bomb in the other room.

Her throat tightened uncontrollably. She turned yafvam the mirror and
went into the kitchen and made herself a mug deephot, black and very
strong. If she'd had any brandy, she'd have addiedl@ of that too.

Then, she sat down at the table, and steeled hevysgden the envelope.



It was disturbing to realise how easily he'd beéte @ao pinpoint her
whereabouts—as if he was demonstrating his power lber from across
the world. Showing her that there was nowhere sldaun and hide. No
refuge that he could not find.

Only he had no power, she told herself fiercelyt Bioy more. Not ever
again. And she tore open the envelope.

She found herself staring down at an elegantly aregt white card. A
wedding invitation, she thought in total bewildemheas she scanned it.
And the last thing she'd expected to find. Shedditly deflated as she read
the beautifully printed words.

So—Ismene, Mick's younger sister was marrying le&rd3 at last. But why
on earth was she being sent an invitation?

Frowningly, she unfolded the accompanying note.

'‘Dearest Katharina,' it read. 'Papa finally gawe germission and | am so
happy. We are to be married in the village in Oetpland you promised
you would be there for me on my wedding day. | depen you, sister.

Your loving Ismene.’

Kate crumpled the note in her hand. Was Ismeneycmazust naive? she
wondered. She couldn't really expect her brotlestisanged wife to be part
of a family occasion, whatever rash commitment Kaight have made in
those early days when she was still living in loen's paradise.

But I'm not that person any more, Kate thought faee set, her body rigid.
I'll have to write to her—explain somehow.

But why had Mick ever allowed the invitation to $ent? It made no sense.
Although the wilful Ismene probably hadn't botheréal seek his
permission, she acknowledged with a faint sigh.

And she was astonished that Aristotle Theodakesath powerful patriarch
of the family, had agreed to the marriage. While'gteen living under his
roof at the Villa Dionysius, he'd been adamantlypaged to it. No mere



doctor was good enough for his daughter, he'd dp@neen if it was the son

of his old friend andavli opponent. And slammed doors, furious scenes,
and the sound of Ismene's hysterical weeping haeh l@most daily
occurrences.

Until Mick had flatly announced he could stand nore) and had insisted
that he and Kate move out of their wing of the mauding, and out of

earshot, down to the comparative seclusion of thech house. Where
they'd remained...

She drank some of the scalding coffee, but it dithimg to melt the ice in
the pit of her stomach.

Those weeks, she thought, had been the happielserofife. Day had
succeeded sunlit day. Night followed moonlit nigR&ised voices were
replaced by birdsong, the whisper of the breeztheénpine trees, and the
murmur of the sea.

And, above all, Michael touching her—whisperinghtr, coaxing her out
of the last of her natural shyness, teaching htake as well as give in their
lovemaking. And to be proud of her slim, long-leddmdy with its narrow

waist and small high breasts.

And she'd been an eager pupil, she thought bittétyw readily she'd
surrendered to the caress of his cool, experienaads and mouth, sobbing
out her breathless, mindless rapture as their na&dgks joined in passion.

So beguiled, so entranced by the new sensual visadlick had revealed
to her, that she'd mistaken them for love.

Whereas all she'd really been to him was a novedtytemporary
amusement.

The smokescreen he'd cynically needed to diveentatin from his real
passion.

The coffee tasted bitter, and she pushed it away fer, feeling faintly
nauseous.



She couldn't afford to tear her heart out over lsmshe told herself curtly.
They'd become close over the months, and she Kmatthie younger girl
would be missing her company with only Victorinettwn to. In fact, the
note had almost sounded like a cry for help.

But she couldn't allow herself to think like th&nd in particular she
couldn't permit her mind to dwell on Victorine, t@eeole beauty who now
ruled Aristotle Theodakis, without releasing anyhef hold over his son.

She would write a brief and formal expression gre¢, and leave it there.
Keep it strictly impersonal, although Ismene midiat hurt to have no
response to her note.

But then, Kate thought, | also have the right tmeaeaction to my request
for a divorce. After all, it's been a month sincglawyer sent off the papers.

Impatiently, she pushed the invitation away ane rdtswas no wonder she
was feeling flaky. She ought to have somethingato 8he'd only had time
to grab a sandwich at lunch time, and there wasdultcken and salad in the
fridge, only her appetite seemed to have deseged h

And she had a hectic day tomorrow—a group of rahictFrench
schoolchildren to chivvy around the Tower of London

Perhaps she would just have a warm shower, washdngrand go to bed
early. Catch up on some of that lost sleep.

Her bathroom was small, and the shower cubicleerattamped, not
tempting her to linger. She towelled down quickdnd resumed her
housecoat before returning to the living room vhién hair-drier.

She was just plugging it in when, to her surpriad aritation, someone
knocked at the door.

Kate sighed, winding a towel round her wet hainvidts bound to be Mrs
Thursgood, the elderly widow who lived on the grddioor, and accepted
parcels and packets intended for other tenantsiwéid for work before the
mail arrived.



She was a kindly soul but gossipy, and she woupeteixa cup of tea and a
cosy chat in return for her trouble of trailing tapthe top floor with Kate's
book club selection, or whatever.

| really, truly, don't want to talk, Kate thoughtirgly, as she pinned on a
smile and flung open the door.

And stood, lips parting in a soundless gasp, eydening in shock, feeling
the blood drain from her face.

'My beloved wife," Michael Theodakis said softlgalispera.May | come
in?'

'‘No," she said. Her voice sounded hoarse—distoatsalve the sudden
roaring in her ears. She was afraid she was gairfgint, and knew she
couldn't afford any such weakness. She took alstekwards.

'‘No," she repeated more vehemently.

He was smiling, totally at ease, propping a daddahoulder against the
doorframe.

'‘But we cannot conduct a civilised conversationtlo& doorstep, agapi
mou.'

She said thickly, 'I've got nothing to say to youa—the doorstep or
anywhere else. If you want to talk, speak to mycgok. And don't call me
your darling.'

'How unkind," he said. 'When | have travelled saclong way at such
inconvenience to see you again. I'd hoped someaiofGoeek hospitality
might have rubbed off on you.’

‘That isn't the aspect of my life with you thaehmember most clearly,’ Kate
said, her breathing beginning to steady. 'And hilichvite you here, so
please go.'



Mick Theodakis raised both hands in mock surrenBasy, Katharinahou.
| did not come here to fight a war, but negotiafgaceful settlement. Isn't
that what you want too?"'

'l want a quick divorce,' she said. 'And neverde gou again.'

'‘Go on."' The dark eyes glinted down at her fromelagimhooded lids. 'Surely
you have a third wish. All the best stories doglidve.’

Kate drew a quick, sharp breath. 'This,' she seadirgly, 'is not a fairy
story.'

'‘No," he said. 'To be honest, | am not sure wheithex a comedy or a
tragedy.'

'Honest?' Kate echoed scornfully. "You don't knbe/rmeaning of the word."

'However," he went on as if she hadn't spokerm’'qaite certain | am not
leaving until you have heard what | have to sayeka mou."

'l am not your wife," she said. 'l resigned thabidus honour when 1 left
Kefalonia. And | thought I'd made it clear in mytadhat our so-called
marriage was over.'

'It was a model of clarity," he said courteousdlizave learned every word of
it by heart. And the fact that you left your wedglimg beside it added extra
emphasis.’

‘Then you'll understand there is nothing to discuSke lifted her chin.
'‘Now, go please. | have a heavy duty tomorrow, lahlike to go to bed.’

‘Not," he said softly. 'With wet hair. That is sdimeg that | remember from
our brief marriage, Katharina.' He stepped intorttaam, kicking the door
shut behind him.

There was no lock on her bedroom door, and one yddudt on the
bathroom. With nowhere to run, Kate decided toctaer ground.



'How dare you.' Her face was burning as she glarédm. 'Get out of here,
before | call the police.’

"To do what?' Mick asked coolly. 'Have | ever skryou—or molested you

in any way,agapi mouthat you did not welcome?' He watched the colour
suddenly deepen in her shocked face, and noddddrseally. 'Besides, all
police are reluctant to intervene in domestic dispuSo, why don't you sit
down and dry your hair while you listen to whaiavie to say?'

He paused, then held out his hand. 'Unless youduMikd me to dry it for
you,' he added softly. 'As | used to.’

Kate swallowed convulsively, and shook her heatlfnusting her voice.

It wasn't fair, she raged inwardly. It wasn't rift him to remind her of all
the small, tender intimacies they'd once shared.

The way she'd sat between his knees as he blow-deehair, combing it
gently with his fingers, letting the soft strand#tdn the current of warm
air.

And how her efforts to perform the same servicehiar had always been
thwarted, as he loosened the sash on her robedramdthe folds slowly
apart, pressing tiny sensuous kisses on her nadeydds she stood, flushed
and breathless, in front of him. Until her attengit hairdressing was
forgotten in the sweet urgency of the moment.

Oh, she did not need to remember that.

Her cotton housecoat was long-sleeved and fulteituttoned chastely to
the throat, but she was still blazingly aware #eg was naked under it—and
that he knew it too, and was enjoying her discomfor

The room seemed suddenly to have shrunk. His presdaminated it,
physically and emotionally. Invaded her space alorst way. Dried her
throat and made her legs shake under her.



Even as she turned away and walked across to thegdable, every detail
of him was etched on her mind, as if she'd toudhedwith her fingers.

Yet she did not have to do that—to remember.

She knew that the black curling hair was brushezk hieom his face with
careless elegance. That his dark eyes were btjllmant watchful beneath
their heavy lids, or that the cool, firm mouth halt@iint of sensuality in the
slight fullness of the lower lip.

It was a proud face, strong and uncompromising,when he smiled, its
charm had twisted the heart in her body.

He was formally dressed, the charcoal businessasgintuating the tall,
lean body which moved with such arrogant grace ofive skin looked very
dark against the immaculate white shirt. His tiesvgdk, and there were
discreet gold links in his cuffs matching the narroracelet on his watch
and, she noticed with a sudden painful thud ofHeart, the plain band on
the third finger of his right hand.

The ring which matched hers, inscribed inside whthir names and the date,
which she had slipped on to his finger on their ded day...

How could he still be wearing it? How could he lels a hypocrite? she
asked herself numbly.

He said, 'Aren't you going to ask me to sit downfeioie some coffee?'

'"You're not a guest,’ Kate said, keeping her viagel with an effort. 'And
this is not a social call." She frowned. 'How dadiyget in, anyway?'

‘A charming lady on the ground floor.' He paus8tie' seemed pleased you
were having a visitor.'

Mrs Thursgood, Kate thought, grinding her teeth.oMiormally guarded
the front door like Cerberus at the gates of Hell.

She said, 'She allows her imagination to run awidly her sometimes.’



She loosened the towel that was swathed rounddaet, land her damp hair
tumbled on to her shoulders. Then she switchedhemtier, and picked up
the brush.

Mick stood by the old-fashioned fireplace watchagery movement, his
whole body very still, except for a muscle flickegiat the side of his mouth.

He said at last, 'You've received Ismene's inwatatiHis tone was abrupt,
and it was a statement rather than a question.

‘It came today.'

'So you haven't had time to reply.'

'It won't take much time,' Kate said shortly. 'Natly, | shan't be going.’
'‘Ah," Mick said gently. '‘But that is what | camediscuss with you. It would
mean a great deal to my sister to have you present,hope you will

reconsider.’

Kate switched off the drier and stared at him, jugher hair back from her
face. 'That's impossible.’

'l hope not. Ismene has missed you very badlylaisds a special time for
her.' He paused. 'l would regard your attendan@efagour.'

Kate gasped. 'And that's supposed to make allitfegehce?’' she demanded
furiously.

'l thought it might.' He leaned an arm on the miahtdf, looking hatefully
assured and relaxed. 'In fact, | believed we mégichange favours.'

There was an uncertain silence, then Kate saidat\t# you mean?'

"You want a simple, consensual divorce.' He snafelder. 'Which you can
have—at a price.'

There was another tingling silence.



She said, 'And if the price is too high?"'

He shrugged. 'Then | refuse to consent, and windekegal process run its
course.' He added casually, 'l understand it dem $averal years.'

"That's—blackmail.' Her voice shook.

'Is it?" he said. 'But perhaps | do not agree that marriage has
“irretrievably broken down" as you allege in thatdment.’

'‘But you must. It has.' Kate drew a deep breathd You're bluffing. | know
you are. You don't wish to stay married any moeanthdo.’

His mouth twisted. 'You're mistakesgapi moul am in no particular hurry
to be free.'

No, she thought, with a stab of anguish. Not wider father is still alive,
and Victorine is nominally his...

She said slowly, 'So | have to attend Ismene's mgdd | want a quick
divorce.'

'Is it really such a hardship? Kefalonia is verginéul in September.’

'Kefalonia is beautiful all the year round." Heng¢owas curt. 'lt's only some
of the people there who make it ugly.’

‘A word of advicepedhi mou.His smile was mirthless. 'lt is better to win an
opponent over than to antagonise him.’

Kate lifted her chin. 'l think it's a little lateo tworry about that.'" She
hesitated. '‘But everyone must know by now thatoanriage is over. Won't
they find it strange if I'm at the wedding?'

'l am not interested in what people think." Hisceoivas suddenly harsh.
'‘Besides, they only know that we have been sepmghfatea short time. You
might simply have come back to this country to rattéo some family
business.’



'Is that what you've been telling people?' She kiheo head. 'My God, you
can't even be honest about our marriage breaking .o

‘They will know soon enough, when the wedding isrdv
'Well, 1 hope you don't expect me to take partome spurious reunion,’
Kate said acidly. 'I'm not that good an actresisé Saused. 'Why do you

want me there?"

'Did | say wanted?' Mick drawled. 'Don't flatteryself, my sweet one. | am
here on Ismene's behalf, not my own."'

She did not look at him, staring instead at heglgam- covered knee. 'Then
I'd be there—just as an ordinary guest? Nothingeffior

He said mockingly, 'Why, Katharina, did you thinduyhad left me all these
weeks to sleep alone? That I've been burning far yeturn. What an
innocent you are.'

‘Not," she said, 'any more.' She was silent fooeamt. 'l need time to think
about this.'

"You have twenty-four hours. | am staying at thegg&&mpress Hotel. You
remember it?"

'Yes.' It was a painful whisper.

He nodded. 'You can contact me there with your answ

He walked to the door, and paused for a final s\edk round the room.
He said, 'So this is what you left me for. | hopis worth it.’

'l don't have to live in the lap of luxury to bepipg," Kate said defiantly.

'Evidently," he said. 'If happy is what you aree' ldoked her over, slowly
and thoroughly, a smile curling his mouth.



He said softly, 'Eyes like smoke and hair like flarVhat a wastagapi
mou.What a tragic waste.'

And was gone.



CHAPTER TWO

FOR several long moments Kate stood like a statueingtat the closed
door, pain and disbelief warring within her for seimacy.

Then she gave a little choked cry and ran to hdrdmen, flinging herself
face down across the bed, her hands gripping thersas if they were her
last hold on sanity.

She said aloud. 'Fool." And again, more savagelyybice breakingFool.'

Had she really thought she could escape so eddilg?Michael Theodakis
would simply allow her—the girl he'd taken from rfeeve—to walk away
from him?

Not that he cared about her, or their marriagesteshad bitter cause to
know, but the fact that she'd chosen to exposehtipocrisy of their
relationship by leaving, had clearly damaged hidegorAnd that, of course,
was an unforgivable sin.

Her own pride, naturally, didn't count.

He hadn't even asked her why she had left, but tieedidn't have to. He
already knew. He would have been told...

Nor had he offered one word of apology or explamator the actions which
had driven her away.

No, she was clearly the one who was at fault becabe'd failed to turn a
blind eye to his cynical infidelity.

After all, she'd had the Theodakis millions to enjand she could not deny
Mick had been generous. There'd been the housa@ewishens, and the
sumptuous apartments in Paris and New York as agethe clothes and
jewellery he'd given her, all of which she'd lefthind when she fled.



But that had been her choice, and Mick, no dowdit,He had bought her
silence—her discretion, and, in his eyes, she bBadged on their unwritten
bargain.

A bargain she had not realised existed until thatltle afternoon...

She shuddered, pressing her face deep into theiftddcoloured sparks
danced behind her closed eyelids.

But nothing could drive the image from her braincksprawled naked and
asleep across the bed—their bed. And Victorinengitit the dressing table
combing her hair, clad in nothing but a towel.

And now, in spite of that, he required her to starekkly at his side during
Ismene's wedding celebrations, playing the duiififg. As if she owed him
something.

But she'd only have to role-play by day, she reméhderself. At least she
would not be asked to pretend at night.

And neither would he. Not any longer.

How could a man do that? she wondered wildly. Hould he make love to
one woman, with his heart and mind committed talzer®

And all those precious passionate moments whemldhe strength of his
body had lifted her to the edge of paradise anahey-how could they
have meant so little to him?

But perhaps sexual fulfilment had also been pahi®fide of the bargain
along with the designer wardrobe and the moneygredded. One of the
assets of being Mrs Michael Theodakis.

But it wasn't enough. Because she'd wanted love. that was something
he'd never offered. At least he'd been honest abatit

Probably, he'd found her inexperience—her naivetasing, she thought,
lashing herself into fresh anger against him.



Because anger was good. Safe. It kept the frapéicstof loneliness and
betrayal at bay. And she couldn't afford any magard. Any more
heartbreak.

She'd wept enough. Now, somehow, she had to mave on

But she couldn't begin to build a new life whiler Heiefmarriage still
existed, trapping her in the old one. She needéal lie over, and left far
behind her. But for that, of course, she had tehdick's co-operation. Oh,
it would be so good to tell him to go to hell. Tishde would die sooner than
return to Kefalonia and play at being his wife agkir however short a
time.

Because that meant she would become once morenthleescreen against

his father's jealous and totally justified suspicioAnd how could she bear
it?

Or stand seeing, yet again, the triumph and contemyictorine's beautiful
face? The look she'd turned on Kate, standing afdwad in the doorway
that afternoon only a few agonised weeks ago.

'How tactless of youchere.'Her honeyed drawl was barbed. 'Perhaps in
future you should knock before entering your husksabhedroom.'

Kate had taken two shaky steps backwards, theforuhe bathroom down
the passage, her hand over her mouth as nausesedhuoside her.

She was violently, cripplingly sick, kneeling orethiled floor while walls
and ceiling revolved unsteadily around her. Sherfailea how long she'd
stayed there. But eventually some firm purposelveas out of the sickness
and misery, making her realise that she had toogeét That her brief
marriage was over, and that she could not begrdndseven another hour
under any roof that belonged to the Theodakis famil

She had to force herself to go back into that baardoracing herself for
another humiliating confrontation, but Victorinedhgone.



Mick was still fast asleep. Exhausted by his laBpano doubt, she thought,
rubbing salt into her own bitter wounds. And howethhe sleep while her
heart was breaking?

She needed to confront him, she realised. To addosand see the guilt in
his face.

She put her hand on his shoulder, and shook him.
'Mick." Her voice cracked on his name. 'Wake up.’

He stirred drowsily, without opening his ey&'agapo,he muttered, his
voice slurred. 'l love you.'

Kate gasped, and took a step backwards, a striekea flying to her mouth.
At last he'd said them—the words she'd yearnece&w bver since they'd
been together.

Only they were not meant for her, but his secreete- the woman he'd
been enjoying so passionately in her absence. Tistess he'd never
actually discarded. It was the final—the unforgikaburt, she thought as
she turned painfully and walked away.

She packed the minimum in a small weekend case sitrébbled him a note
which she left on the night table with her weddiimg).

'l should never have married you,' she wrote. dsa terrible mistake, and |
cannot bear to go on living with you for anothermemt. Don't try to find
me.'

No one saw her go. She drove to the airport, anthged to get a seat on a
plane to Athens, and from there to London.

She had sworn that she would never go back.
And | can't, Kate thought, a shudder crawling #rggth of her body. | can't

do it. It's too degrading to have to face her. @e them together, knowing
what | know.



But what real alternative did she have?
She couldn't wait for years in limbo until Mick &hy decided to let her go.
And, while his father lived, he had no real reakoand the marriage.

She had humiliated him by her precipitate depastarel she was being
punished as a consequence. That was what it wabalit. She had to be
returned to the scene of her anguish—her betrayatt+@zade to endure all
the memories and misery that it would evoke.

She burrowed into the quilt like a small woundetiraah seeking sanctuary,
her mind rejecting the images forcing themselvéentkessly on her inner
vision.

Oh, how could he do this? How dared he simply—appeher life again
and start making demands?

Because he's without shame, she told herselfrlgitend without decency.
He's rich enough to do without them.

But I'm not. And somehow | have to find my way tingh this, and keep my
own integrity in the process. And lying here witly syes shut isn't going to
change a thing.

She sat up slowly, pushing her still-damp hair bokn her face with a
slight shiver.

Meanwhile she had a job to do tomorrow, and prejmarsito make for that.
Normal life was there to be got on with, even #& gafe wall she'd thought
she'd built around herself had suddenly come angstown.

She trailed back into the living room, and switcloadher hair-drier, staring
unseeingly into space as she dealt with the tanrgédvaves, restoring them
to some kind of order.

As, in the fullness of time, she would restore Iifer Find a new calm—a
new security.



There had never been any safety with Mick, of ceure'd appeared on her
horizon like some great dark planet, and she'd kheenmoon drawn
helplessly into his orbit. And by the time she'dliged the danger she was
in, it was already too late.

But from the first time she'd seen him, she'd beetoo deep, out of her
depth and sinking.

As the drier hummed, Kate let her tired mind dodick over the months to
where it had all begun...

'‘Oh, come on, Katie, don't let me down. It'll béaagh.' Lisa's tone was
cajoling. 'After all, when do we get a chance tbo igside a hotel like the
Zycos Regina? Don't you want to see how the othd#rlive? Besides, |

really need you to make up the foursome.'

Kate bit her lip. It had been a long season or3texk island of Zycos, and,
although on the whole she'd enjoyed being a toprfoe Halcyon Club
Travel, she felt bone-weary now that it was over.

All she wanted to do that evening was complete pecking for the
following day's flight, have a hot shower, and anenight. But Lisa, the
fellow rep with whom she'd shared a small apartrairstummer, wanted a
night on the town.

She said cautiously, 'Who did you say was going?"

'His name's Stavros,' Lisa said. 'And he's the jhiskey at the Nite Spot
down on the waterfront.’

'Oh,' Kate said. 'That place.’
Lisa tossed her head. '"You're such a snob,' shisedc

Kate sighed. 'Not at all. It just hasn't got a vgopd reputation, and you
know it. It's always being raided.’



'Well, we're not taking clients there,’ Lisa safkhd Stavros just plays the
music. He's gorgeous.' She rolled her eyes las@iyo The other guy's his
cousin Dimitris from Athens.’

Kate began, 'l don't think..." but Lisa cut acrbes

'Oh, come on, Katie. Let your hair down for ond®s. &n evening out, not a
lifetime commitment, for God's sake. And we'll he of here tomorrow.'

Well that was true, Kate acknowledged. It was st evening, and she
could always invent a diplomatic headache if thiggsheavy.

Besides, if she was honest, she'd always had &isgezuriosity about the
Zycos Regina, the largest but also most exclusitel lon the island, and set
in its own private grounds well away from the liyebastal resorts favoured
by the majority of tourists.

She knew that it was part of a chain of equallyspigéous hotels dotted
round the Mediterranean, their standards of lweaumy service putting them
out of the reach of the package tour market.

It might be fun, she thought, not just to see hlegvdther half lived, but join
them too for a brief while.

She smiled at Lisa. 'All right," she said. 'Yokk& me into it.'

She chose carefully from her limited wardrobe tatning, opting for a

black linen shift, knee-length, sleeveless andrdetty square necked. Lisa,
blonde and bubbly, favoured the outrageous loolobuhiform, and would

be wearing something skimpy and cut-off, but Kati¢ that restraint was
her best bet.

For that reason, she twisted her hair into its usids pleat instead of
leaving it loose on her shoulders, as she'd ofliginatended. And she
applied just a modicum of makeup, darkening heg lashes, and applying
a light coral glow to her mouth.



She slipped on a pair of strappy sandals, therddtack to view herself in
the mirror.

The evening was warm and still, but she suddenigdderself shivering as
if a small chill wind had penetrated the shuttdreey room.

And heard a warning voice in her head say quitky,careful.’

Oh, for God's sake, she thought impatiently aststreed towards the door.
What can possibly happen in such a public—and emtiyne
high-class—place?

Stavros, she disliked on sight. His coarse gookdanight attract Lisa, but
held no appeal for her. He looked her up and dawitirggly, and she felt as
if she'd been touched by a finger dipped in slime.

And Dimitris, with his flashy clothes and abundanéayold jewellery, set
her teeth on edge too. As did the way he lookéagtas if he was mentally
stripping her.

Oh, well, she thought with a mental shrug. The exggwon't last forever. It
will just seem like it.

The club at the Zycos Regina impressed her immagiatvith its
understated elegance, and subdued lighting. Tlkatele, mostly couples
expensively dressed, were seated at tables setl mumval dance floor,
and, on a corner dais, a quartet was playing softel music interspersed
with interesting jazz.

'It's not very lively," Lisa complained loudly, tsting round in her chair to
survey the other patrons. 'If they're all so riwhy aren't they happier?'

Kate, uncomfortably aware of raised eyebrows amsapproving glances
from adjoining tables, winced as she took a sipnftbe lurid cocktail that
had been served to them all by an impassive waitet thought how much
she'd have preferred a glass of wine.



It embarrassed her to see Dimitris flourishing dlevdull of notes, and
clearly believing an extravagant tip allowed hintreat the staff like dirt.

It crucified her too to see Stavros stroking Lisavgposed skin with a
proprietorial hand and leering into her cleavadent finding Dimitris
leaning towards her, murmuring throat- ily with aggestive smile, and
reaching for her hand.

Deliberately, Kate edged her own chair away, fegés if she'd woken to
find herself in the middle of her worst nightmare.

We don't belong here she thought, with a sighhasegan to plan her own
strategic withdrawal. And we'd better leave betbey ask us to go.

She wasn't sure of the moment when she knew shéewag watched, but
she felt the impact of the glance like a hand arnsheulder.

She drank some more of the unpleasant cocktaih, tisked a swift look
round, wondering resignedly if the management hé&eady been
summoned.

It was a corner table, set slightly apart from titleers, and occupied by
three men.

And the man watching her sat in the middle. Indasly thirties, he was
clearly younger than the other two, and, equalljalsly, he was the one in
control.

Even that first lightning assessment told her thatwas good-looking,
although not classically handsome. The dark face stiong, the lines of
nose and jaw arrogantly marked. But more than lieaéxuded power, a
charismatic force that could reach across a crowdedh and touch its
object like the caress of a hand.

She knew she should look away, but it was alreanty late. For an
electrifying moment their eyes met, and locked, Katk felt her breathing
quicken and her throat tighten in an odd excitement



But there was no warmth in his gaze. His expressias cool and watchful,
his brows drawn together in a slight frown, asoingthing had displeased
him.

And no prizes for guessing what that was, Kate ghtuas she turned back
to her companions, her face hot with embarrasskadico

'Who's that?' Lisa had noticed the direction of gaze, and was staring
herself with open interest. 'Do you know him?' §lggled. 'Have you been
holding out on me, Katie?'

‘Not in the least,’ Kate said crisply. 'Nor do Inv#o know him. | think he
feels we're lowering the tone of the establishment.

The fact that she thought exactly the same hesselned paradoxically to
increase her resentment.

'‘But | know him." Stavros leaned forward, eyes giea. "That is Michalis
Theodakis. His father owns the whole Regina chéihotels, and a great
deal more, but the son now runs the company.’

Kate's brows lifted. 'Really?' she asked scepticAlVhat's he doing here?
'He visits all the hotels,’ Stavros explained. €Ky them at random.’

'So who are the guys with him?' Lisa questioned.

'Who knows?' His minders probably.' His tone wasars. 'He is already a
multi-millionaire in his own right, but he will beven richer when he gets

control of all the Theodakis .holdings. If he edees,' he added, grinning.

‘They say he and his father have quarrelled anst@te Theodakis would
do anything to prevent him stepping into his sHoes.

He sent Kate a sly glance. 'Do you want hamygla mouMany women do,
and not just for his money. He is quite a stud. Mauld have to stand in a
long line, I think.'



'Don't be absurd,' Kate said coldly, aware thatflush had deepened. 'And
do keep your voice down. | think he's planning &vdaus thrown out.’'

That icy considering look had thrown her badly. Had seen her
companions and judged her accordingly, so natusaéywas honour bound
to prove to him that his low opinion of her wasiely justified.

Teeth gritted, she reached for her drink, only ital fthe whole nasty
concoction cascading down the front of her dresseasrm was jogged by a
passing waiter.

She gasped and jumped up, shaking her skirt. tand Dimitris were on
their feet too, shouting angrily and gesticulataigthe waiter, who was
apologising abjectly and proffering a clean napkin.

'I'd better go to the powder room," Kate interrdptembarrassed at the
attention the accident was attracting.

She turned, and cannoned into a tall figure stanllehind her. As his hands
grasped her arms to steady her, she realised iMicmel Theodakis.

‘Allow me to make amends for the clumsiness of tayf,sthespinis.'He
spoke excellent English, she thought, with justaad of an accent which,
allied to his low-pitched drawl, some women woultdiaubtedly find sexy.
'If you will come with me, my housekeeper will atteto your dress.'

‘There's really no need.' She freed herself, aokl acsmall step backwards,
her face warming. Because, close to, he was folvhjddtractive—over six
feet in height, broad shouldered and lean-hippedl prudence suggested
she should keep her distance.

'‘But | think there is." Somehow, he had reposse$sedhand, and was
leading her between the tables towards the exit.

'Will you let go of me, please?’ Kate tried to heg fingers from his grasp. 'l
can look after myself.’



You are deluding yourselthespinis,especially when you keep company
like that," he added with a touch of grimness.

She lifted her chin. 'It's not for yolayrie, to criticise my friends.'

‘They are old and dear acquaintances perhaps?sardenic note in his
voice was not lost on her.

She bit her lip. 'Not—exactly.'

'l thought not." He walked her across the hoteéfdp the row of lifts and
pressed a button.

'Where are we going?' she asked in alarm, asftlaobrs opened.

"'To my suite.' He steered her inexorably insidg. Hdusekeeper will join us
there.'

‘Take me back to the ground floor, please.' Kate slaking suddenly. 'l
want to go home—now.’

'It will be safer for you to remain at the hotehight.' He paused. 'l have a
confession to make to youhespinis.l sent Takis to spill your drink
deliberately.'

"You must be crazy.' Kate felt dizzy suddenly. "Yaaun't hope to get away
with this—even if you do own the place.’

'‘Ah," he said softly. 'So you know who | am.’

"Your fame goes before you. But I'm not interestetieing added to your
list of conquests.’

He laughed. "You flatter yourself, my red-headexemi My motives, for
once, are purely altruistic.'

The lift doors opened, and Kate found herself benagched along a wide
corridor towards a pair of double doors at the end.



'No." There was real panic in her voice. 'l wangdchome.'

'So you shall,' he said. 'In the morning when Isamre you have suffered no
lasting ill effects.’ .'lll effects?' Kate echoex another wave of dizziness
assailed her. 'What are you talking about.'

He said flatly, "Your drink was spikethespinis. saw your companion do
it."

'Spiked,' Kate repeated. 'You mean—drugged? But-y?wvh

He shrugged. 'To make you more amenable, perttdpspened the door,
and guided her into the room beyond. 'There is soimg called the
date-rape drug. You may have heard of it.'

She said numbly, 'Heard of it—yes. But you mustrbstaken. It can't be
true...'

His mouth twisted. 'If the man you were with ha#lemsyou to sleep with
him tonight, would you have agreed?’

She gasped. 'God—no. He's repulsive.’

'‘But might not take rejection well, all the sane 'said drily. "Which is why
you must not return to your apartment tonight.’

'‘But | have to.' Kate was shaking. She put a hartet forehead, trying to
steady herself. Collect her thoughts. 'My—my thilage there. I'm going
back to England tomorrow. Besides, they may hauggkd Lisa too.'

His mouth curled. 'l doubt they would need to.'

She said hotly, "You have no right to say that. dou't know her."

He smiled faintly, 'l admire your loyaltyhespinis,f not your judgement.

Now, | think you should lie down before you fallwio,” he added with a
slight frown.



'I'm—fine," Kate said thickly.

'l don't think so," he said, and picked her upigamms.

She knew she should protest—that she should kidKight, but it was so
much easier to rest her head against his shoutdieclase her eyes, and let

him carry her.

She could feel the warmth of his body through haghing. Could smell the
faint muskiness of some cologne he wore.

She sensed a blur of shaded light, and felt thessd of a mattress beneath
her. Dimly she was aware of her zip being unfasteaed her dress
removed, and tried to struggle—to utter some patatkegation.

A woman's voice spoke soothingly. 'Rest easililelibne. All will be well.’

Kate felt the caress of clean, crisp linen agawestbare skin, and then the
last vestiges of reality slid away, and she slept.

She dreamed fitfully, in brief wild snatches, hedp twisting away from
the image of Dimitris bending towards her with bges and greedy hands,
her voice crying out in soundless horror.

Once, there seemed to be a man's voice speakimgatigve her in Greek.
'She could solve your immediate problem.’

And heard a cool drawl that she seemed to recogmide wry response,
'‘And create a hundred more...'

She wondered who they were—what they were talkimnyi? But it was all
too much effort when she was tired— so tired.

And, as she drifted away again, she felt a handgeyuch her hair, and
stroke her cheek.

And smiled in her sleep.



CHAPTER THREE

SHE was on fire, burning endlessly in feverish, implolgs excitement.
Because a man's hands were touching her, arousngtohfeverish,
rapturous delight. His mouth was exploring her, blagly moving against
her as she lay beneath him, making her moan anthenin helpless
pleasure. In a need she had not known existed—thetil.

And she forced open her heavy lids and lookedeattrk face, fierce and
intense above her, and saw that it was Michael d&las.

Kate awoke, gasping. For a moment she lay stithlliodisorientated, then
she propped herself up on an unsteady elbow, akedbaround her.

Her first shocked realisation was that she was chakéhis wide, luxurious
bed, her sole covering a sheet tangled round heatsslicked body.

In fact, the entire bed looked as if it had bedrbjiian earthquake, the blue
and ivory embroidered coverlet kicked to an untiiap at its foot, and
pillows on the floor.

It was a very large room, she thought, staring dolwer, with a cream tiled
floor, and walls washed in a blue that reflectesldhure of the sea and sky.
The tall shutters had been opened, and the glass deyond stood slightly
ajar, allowing a faint breeze from the sea to irdtke the room and stir the
pale voile drapes in the brilliant sunlight.

She shook the sheet loose, restoring it to a mewerdus level, as she began
slowly to remember the events of the previous night

She didn't know which was the most extraordinarye-danger she'd been
in, or the fact that Michael Theodakis had combédbrescue.

He must, she thought, have been watching very lgldsénave noticed her
drink being spiked. But his attention would haverbattracted by Stavros
whom he'd clearly identified as trouble.



And he'd naturally be anxious to avoid any whiffscindal being attached
to his hotel, however marginal that might be. Bliatever his motivation,
she couldn't deny she'd had a lucky escape.

Shuddering, Kate sat up, shaking the tangle oheedback from her face in
an effort to dispel the faint muzziness which gtiigued her—and paused,
her attention suddenly, alarmingly arrested.

Because this room bore signs of occupation whichri@hing to do with
her, she realised, her heart thumping. Like a baughcomb and toiletries
on the mirrored dressing table, a leather travgldianding on a trestle in
one corner, and a man's jacket tossed on to ote dflue armchairs by the
window. And she could have no doubt about the itleaf their owner.

She whispered, 'Oh God,' and sank back againgiltbess, her mouth dry,
and her mind working overtime.

Just exactly what had happened during the night® atked herself
desperately. And to be precise, what had happdted\ichael Theodakis
had carried her up here in his arms? Carried heistooom. His bed.

Because that she did most certainly recall, evéreifest was just a jumble
of confused impressions.

But that was the effect of the date-rape drug, @minded herself. It
rendered you insensible. And it was only some tifterwards, if at all, that
you remembered what had been done to you. And wdhigd been
unconscious, any kind of advantage could have heken of her, she
thought, swallowing painfully against her tightdat muscles.

Was it possible that during the hours of darknbss,rescuer could have
turned predator?

Slowly,. reluctantly, she made herself remembemdneam—that shivering,
frenzied erotic ravishment that had tormented Ineonscious mind.

But had it really been a dream, she wondered,ngtahiorrified, at the
disordered bed—or stark reality?



Surely she would know—there would be some physical—if her body
had been subjected to that level of sensual passess

Or would she? Was this deep, unfamiliar ache in$ide induced by
physical frustration—or a passionate satisfactlwat tvas entirely new to
her?

Kate realised with shock that she could not be.stingl that maybe she
never would be, which was, somehow, infinitely veors

Oh, dear God, she thought, in panic. I've got tooge of here.

But where were her clothes? she wondered, staruitiesly round the
room. Apart from her shoes, left by the bed, thesnsed to have vanished
completely.

And, as she absorbed this, a door opened and Mithaedakis walked in.

Kate grabbed frantically at the slipping sheet mgdt against her breasts,
as her shocked brain registered that he himselfweasing nothing more
than a towel draped round his hips. The rest ofwwam smooth olive skin,
and rippling muscles, and in spite of herself,fslwad the breath catching in
her throat.

He halted, looking her over slowly, brows lifteddaayes brilliant with
amusement. He saidadlimera.So you're awake at last.’'

She stared at him, her pulse rate growing crazsicl certainty welling up
inside her.

She said hoarsely, '‘What—what are you doing here?"
'Shaving,' he said. 'A habit | acquired in adolesee He nodded towards
the room he'd just left. 'l am sorry that we havstiare a bathroom, but now

you have it to yourself.'

'Share?' she said. 'A bathroom?'



‘This suite only has one.' He seemed totally a¢ @ath the situation, and
with his lack of clothing too. But undoubtedly hasvused to displaying
himself in front of women in a towel, or even with@ne.

Whereas she—she was strangling in this bloody sheet

'Which does not matter when | am here alone, asidlly am," he went on.
'‘But last night," Kate said, her voice shaking. Wdferent.’

'Of course,’ he said softly. '‘Because you were.hefte paused. 'l have
ordered breakfast to be served to us on the teivdoald you like me to run

a bath for you?'

'No," she said. 'l think I've had enough persoealises for one lifetime.
Like being undressed and put to bed last night.’

"You could not do it for yourself." He made it atlund so reasonable, she
thought in helpless outrage. 'You were barely canusgpedhi mou.'

'I'm aware of that,' Kate said between her teéthd 'l am not your little
one.'

He frowned slightly. "You have had a shock,' hd.s8&ut it is over now, and
you have come to no harm.’

'Perhaps | don't see it like that." The sheet \Wagisg, and she hitched it up,
anchoring it with her arms. A gesture that waslost on him.

There was still laughter in his eyes, but that badn joined by another
element. Something darker—more disturbing. Somgtkire had glimpsed
in those dark, heated hours in the night, but didwvant to recognise again.

Yet, at the same time, she realised that she hadrifront him—had to
know. Had to...



‘Then how do you see it?" The dark eyes moved d&wrin frank
assessment. He was enjoying this, she thoughgrtgear mounting. 'Maybe
we can reach a compromise.'

Kate drew a shaky breath. 'I'd prefer the truthd {lou come to this room
during the night." 'Yes. | came to check that yarewvall right. So did the
housekeeper, and also the hotel doctor. It wa® gurocession,' he added
drily.

She swallowed. '‘But you were also here alone.’

He frowned. 'l have said so.'

She touched her dry lips with her tongue.

'Did you—touch me?'

There was a silence. Then, 'Yes,' he said quigthid not mean you to
know, but | could not resist. Your hair looked sabtiful spread across my

pillow. | had this irresistible desire to feel nder my hand.’

She stared at him. 'And was that all—your onlysisgble desire, Kyrios
Theodakis?'

He sighed. 'There was a tear on your cheek. | edighaway.'

'‘And then you left,’ she said. 'Is that what I'mp@osed to believe?'
The dark eyes narrowed. He said softly, 'What atetyying to say?'
Kate bit her lip. 'Where exactly did you spend minght, Mr Theodakis?'

This is a suite, Kyria Dennison. There are two bedrs. | slept in the
second. And | slept well. | hope you did too,' kded courteously.

'No," she said. 'l didn't. | had the strangest miiea

The dark eyes narrowed. The effect of the drud)ages.’



'Perhaps,' she said. 'But this was such a vividrdréso realistic.’
"You are fortunate," he drawled. 'l rarely remenmbere.’
'I'd give a hell of a lot," Kate said stormily, trio remember this one.'

"You interest me.' He was frowning again, his dye=d watchfully on her
flushed face. 'You can describe it to me over gk

'l don't want any breakfast,’ she hurled at himdAcertainly don't want to
eat with you. Because | don't believe it was amiraball—you unspeakable
bastard. Any more than | believe you spent thetrnighnother room.'

His brows lifted. "You're saying this dream invalv@e in some way?'

He sounded politely interested, no more. But thnae a new tension in the
tall figure. A sudden electricity in the room.

'Yes, | am. I'm saying you—used me last night.’

"Used"," Michael Theodakis said musingly. 'An netging choice of word.
Do you mean that we made love?"

Kate's voice shook. 'l said exactly what | meamdAyou took a filthy
advantage of me. Oh, you're so damned sure of gibrshe went on
recklessly. 'So convinced that you're the answempwoman's prayer. |
expect you thought I'd be honoured—if | ever remerat.’

'So let us test this memory of yours," he saidiysoffell me, agapi mou,
exactly what | did to you.'

She said defensively, 'l can't recall the actutdite'

'‘But was it good for you?' He sounded almost casvall must remember
that. For instance, did you come?"'

Kate gasped, colour flooding her face. 'How dane.'yo



'‘But | need to know. | would hate to think | hadajppointed you in any
way."' He walked slowly towards her. 'Perhaps | $livetjog your memory a
little."

'Keep away from me.' Kate shrank back.

'‘But why?' There was danger in his voice. He bigmelly, retrieving one of
the pillows from the floor. Tossing it on to theddeeside her. His smile did
not reach his eyes as he looked at her. 'When we &bBeady been so
close—so intimate? And this time, my beautiful onhejll make sure that
you do not forget—anything."'

His hand snaked out, hooking into the folds of intecked above her
breasts, and tugging them free, uncovering her &steip.

Kate gave a small wounded cry, and turned instiattion to her side,
curling into a ball, and sheltering her body witer thands from the
arrogance of his gaze, as humiliated tears buméer throat.

'Why so modest?' His tone lashed her. 'Accordingoin, there is nothing
that | have not already seen and enjoyed.’

'Please,’ she managed, chokingly. 'Please—don't...'

'‘But | am an unspeakable bastadapi mou,he said softly. 'So why should
| listen?'

She couldn't think of a single reason, huddledetlwer his bed, her breath
catching on a sob.

For a moment there was silence and a heart-stopgiitigess, then he
sighed harshly, and turned away. He picked up altowg robe from a chair
and tossed it down to her.

'Put this on," he directed curtly. "You will findsafer than a sheet.'

As she obeyed hurriedly, clumsily, he went on, Ysu have just
discovered, | have a tempéhngespinis,so do not provoke me again. | have



never taken a woman in anger in my life," he adgkadly. 'l do not wish
you to be the first.'

She wrapped herself in the robe, tying the sash stiaking fingers.

He came to the side of the bed and took her chivisimhands, forcing her to
look up at him.

He said quietly, The mind can play strange triglesjhi mouBut | swear |
did not share your bed last night. Because if | thaige so, you would have
remembered, believe me.’

For a fleeting moment, his hands cupped her bréfagiagh the thickness
of the robe, his touch burning against her skirkingaher nipples harden in
sudden, painful need.

She heard herself gasp, then she was free, arablstdpped back from her.
He said, 'l am going to dress. Then you will joia far breakfast.'

She found the remains of her voice. 'My—clothes...?

'My housekeeper took them to be laundered—afteruskleessed you last
night.' He allowed her to absorb that.

‘They will be returned to you after you have eatdre.paused. 'Shall we say
half an hour?'

And left her, staring after him, her bottom lip gat painfully in her teeth.

As she slid down into the scented bubbles of thé,dgate was almost
tempted to go one stage further, and drown herself.

Since the moment she'd opened her eyes that mostielyl behaved like a
crazy woman. But now she was sane again, and rstieembarrassed to go
with it.



Oh, God, what had possessed her to hurl those attmus at Michael
Theodakis? she asked herself despairingly.

Well, she supposed it had been triggered by hiollisty in, next door to
naked, and behaving as if it was an ordinary oetwoe. As it probably was
to him, but not to her...

She stopped right there, her brows snapping togethe

What on earth was she talking about? Working asoleddy rep she
encountered men far more skimpily clad every dag, lzad never found it
any kind of problem.

So, why had she over-reacted so ludicrously? Itemaxisense. She bit her
lip, as the realisation dawned that it was nothimgio with the way he'd
been dressed—or undressed, and never had been.

It was Michael Theodakis himself who'd rattled hesert her spinning out
of control.

From the moment she'd seen him, she'd been on@adges of him in a way
that was totally outside her limited experiencee'8lbeen on the defensive
even before he'd addressed one word to her.

And the dream, she guessed miserably, had simm@g bespin-off from
being carried upstairs in his arms. Maybe some hatng form of
wish-fulfilment.

So, she'd behaved like an hysterical fool anduin,tbeen treated pretty
much with the contempt she deserved, she thoughejvg.

She should have stuck to Plan A and just left fuiétfter all, she could
always have rung the apartment and got Lisa togbhier a change of
clothes.

Lisa...



Kate groaned aloud. Until that moment, she hagrdtesd her flatmate a
thought. And anything could have happened to her.

This, she thought forcefully, is not like me.

Overnight she seemed to have turned into a stranrged a stranger she
didn't like very much.

In spite of her red hair, she'd always been ceoglheaded Kate, and she
wanted her old self back. Michael Theodakis migata devastatingly

attractive man with a powerful sexual charisma,that did not mean she
had to go to pieces when she was around him.

Polite, grateful and unreachable. That was the twwdyandle the next half
hour. The only way.

And then she would be gone, not just from this hdtet from Greece too,
and she would never have to set eyes on him again.

She dried herself and reluctantly donned the tomgelobe again, knotting
the sash for extra insurance. It masked her fromattto ankle, but it didn't
inspire the confidence her own clothes would hawgegdand she needed all
the assurance she could get, she thought wretchedly

She combed her hair with her fingers, and emergédttantly into the
bedroom, steeling herself to walk to the windows.

Outside, a table had been laid, overlooking the sea here Michael
Theodakis was waiting, leaning against the baldstra the sunlight.

Kate drew a deep breath, stuck her hands in thkep®of the robe to hide
the fact that they were trembling, and went oybto him.

He was wearing shorts, which showed off those asdkgs, she observed
waspishly, and a short-sleeved polo shirt, opehethroat and affording a
glimpse of the shadowing of body hair she'd alreddyl plenty of
opportunity to observe.



He said quietly,Kalimera—for the second time. Or shall we erase the
events of the past hour, which do credit to neiters, and pretend it is the
first?'

'Yes.' Kate looked down at the tiled floor, awahattshe was blushing.
'Maybe we should—do that.’

‘At last,’ he said. 'We agree on something.'

She hastily transferred her attention to the tadx¢,with a jug of chilled
fruit juice, a basket of crisp rolls, dishes of bgrand dark cherry jam, a
bowl of thick, creamy yoghurt, a platter of grapagricots and peaches, and
a tall pot of coffee.

She forced a smile. 'It all looks—delicious.'

'Yes,' he said softly, a quiver of amusement irvbise. 'It does.'

She found she was trembling suddenly, hotly awsathe was still looking
at her, and not the food.

'Please sit down,' he went on, and Kate moved réoledable, choosing a
chair that would be as far away from him as it wassible to get, without
actually jumping off the terrace. And she might ey that if all else
failed.

'l hope you found your bath soothing," he saidlgillas he poured the juice
into glasses, and handed her one.

'Yes,' Kate said. 'Thank you.'

'‘But perhaps a body massage might be even morangjahe went on. 'If
you would like one, you have only to ask.’

Kate thumped an inoffensive bread roll on to hateol

'How kind of you,' she said grittily. '‘But I'll pas



He smiled at her. 'lt was not a personal offiagspinis.We have an
excellent masseuse at the health spa, who comiely hegommended. But
it's your decision.’

Wrong-footed again, thought Kate, taking a gulgroit juice and wishing
dispassionately that it was hemlock.

'Honey?' Michael Theodakis proffered the dish.might sweeten your
disposition," he added casually.

'My disposition is fine.' Kate spooned some ondpplate. 'Perhaps you just
bring out the worst in me, Kyrios Theodakis.'

'My name is Michael," he said. 'Or Mick, if you fae Just as you are Kate,
rather than Katharina.'

She put down her knife. 'How do you know my nansf® demanded
huskily.

He shrugged. "Your papers were in the purse ysoungie club last night. |
did not think your identity was a secret. Besidles,police needed to know.’

"The police.' She stared at him, lips parted irckheyes widening.

'Of course.' He sounded matter of fact. "Your fli&tavros also had ecstasy
tablets in his possession when he was searcheld hBand his cousin spent
the night in jail. The first of many, | suspect.’

'‘And Lisa?' Kate asked, with distress. '‘Oh, Godytlidn't lock her up too,
surely.'

'‘No,"' he said. 'l arranged for her to have herdoee. But it is as well she is
leaving Zycos today, and | doubt she will ever benitted to return. She
keeps bad company.'

'You—arranged?' Kate said with disbelief. She shbek head. 'How
gratifying to have such power.'



'‘No," he said, and gave her a cool smile. 'Merebful sometimes."'
Kate ate some bread and honey, forcing it pastihethroat.

At last she said stiltedly, 'l must sound very @ogpus kyrie.' She took a
breath. 'l—I have to be grateful, to you, naturaMou saved me from
potential disaster, but, for the rest of it, I'tafty out of my depth here.' She
shook her head. 'Drug dealers—jail—I've never erpeed these things
before. | don't know how to handle them.’

He said quite gently, 'You don't have thespinis.They have been dealt
with for you. Please do not allow them to cloud ymemories of Zycos.' He
picked up the silver pot. 'Coffee?’

But, as she took the cup from him with a subduedmou of thanks, Kate
knew that it would not be her brush with the howbDimitris that would
return to haunt her in the days to come, but tbaght of this man, and the
smile in his dark eyes. The warmth of his body, gtredremembered scent of
his skin as she'd been carried in his arms.

And, even more disturbingly, that there wasn'tiagtshe could do about it.

It was not the easiest meal Kate had ever eaten.

The necessity to appear untroubled—to make lightjat conversation
without revealing her inner turmoil—was an unloofedstruggle.

‘The weather's still wonderful,’ she said overhtlyg after a pause. 'But |
suppose it can't last forever.'

'Very little does.' He was preparing a peach, diglfingers deft, but he
looked across at her and smiled. 'Did you know tihatsun turns your hair
to fire?'

'I'm aware it's red,' Kate said, with somethin@anap. 'You don't need to
labour the point.’



'‘And you should learn to accept a compliment withrengracematia motf
he said drily. 'Make the most of the sun,’ he add®ecause it will rain
soon.'

She looked up at the cloudless sky. 'How do youwkho

He shrugged. These are my islands. It is my bssine know. And our
autumns tend to be damp."’

'‘Are you from Zycos originally?'

'No.' There was a sudden curtness in his voie&asiborn on Kefalonia, and
my real home was always there.'

'‘But no longer?' She remembered Stavros mentianfiagnily dispute.

He was silent for a moment. Then, 'l travel a goksatl.

| have no permanent base just now.' He paused.dgauhyou?'

'l share a flat in London.’

He frowned. 'With this Lisa?' There was a suddesiaity in his voice.

'Oh, no,' Kate said hastily. 'We were colleaguee Ilier the season, and it
just seemed—convenient. My flatmate in London IkedaSandy, and she's
very different. She works as a researcher on amatinewspaper." She
hesitated. 'l shall—miss her when | move.'

"You are planning to do so?' He sounded politeigrasted.

'Yes,' she said. She took a deep breath. 'Actudlig-going to be married.
Quite soon. So—you see—I have every reason to dtefgt for what you
did for me. And | do— thank you. Very much indeed.’

There was silence—a slow tingling silence thatdtered to stretch into

eternity. Expressionlessly, Michael Theodakis l@bkewn at her ringless
hands. Studied them. Returned to her face.



He said, "You are very much in love?'
‘Naturally." Kate stiffened defensively.

'‘And is it also natural to enjoy erotic fantasidsoat another man—a
stranger?'

Her mouth was suddenly very dry. 'My fiance is ¢m& who matters. I'm
not interested in anyone else.’

Truly?' he asked softly. 'l wonder." He pushedkblis chair and came
round the table to her, pulling her up out of hesitsHis arms went round
her, pulling her close to his body. Then he besthgad and kissed her,
slowly and very thoroughly, his enjoyment of her utio unashamedly
sensuous.

Time stilled. His tongue was slow fire against heéhe practised mouth
teaching her things she'd never known she needkmo. Suddenly, she
couldn't breathe—or think.

When he released her at last, he was smiling.Hg $ahink, pedhi mou,
that you are fooling yourself.'

Kate took a step backwards. She brushed a shalkd/dw@anss her burning
lips, her eyes sparking anger at him. Anger shédcshelter behind. 'You're
despicable,' she flung at him. "You had no righddadhat—no right at all.’

He shrugged an unperturbed shoulder. 'Why not?d amgle man. You are
a single woman.'

'‘But | told you. I'm going to be married.’
'Yes," he said. 'You did. Be sure to send me aitaition to the wedding. If it
ever happens. Because if | was going to marry Katharinamou,| would

make sure you only dreamed of me."

He lifted her hand, and dropped a brief kiss oitst@alm, then turned and
walked away into the suite, and out of her life.



Leaving her standing there in the sunlight, lookaftgr him, white-faced
and totally defenceless.



CHAPTER FOUR
SHE had a lot to think about on the flight back tot&in.

But her priority was the deliberate, systematic islament of Mick
Theodakis from her mind. Because there was nottonge gained from
remembering the glinting amusement in his dark eyethe incredible feel
of his mouth on hers. Nothing at all.

So, she made herself contemplate her immediateefutstead, which, to
her dismay, proved just as tricky.

Because she knew with total and shattering ceyt#natt she couldn't marry
Grant. Not any more.

Clearly, he would want to know why she'd changednhi&d, she thought
wretchedly, and she didn't have a single reas@ivi® that made any real
sense, even to herself.

And whatever she said would be bound to hurt hime, thought wincing,
and she didn't want to do that. Perhaps she caylthat her time in Greece
had changed her in some basic way. That she whsndame person any
longer.

After all, it was no more than the truth.

But she had to recognise that she hadn't harb@usetgle doubt about her

future with Grant until Michael Theodakis had cesg$er path. Which was

crazy, because you didn't overturn your entirebdéeause of a casual kiss
from a seasoned womaniser.

She needed to remember that, for Mick Theodakeskits had been little
more than a reflex action, she thought, plus amete of punishment for
misjudging him.

All this she knew. So, why didn't it make any rddéference?



She was still wondering when she walked into Alev&r
and saw Grant waiting for her, smiling, with a boetjof flowers.

Kate's heart sank. She'd been counting on a dbigigthing space before
they met.

'Darling.’ His arms hugged her close. 'God, I'vesed you. From now on, |
don't let you out of my sight. We have a weddinglam, and | can't wait.'

She walked beside him in silence to the car, wanddrow to begin.

'So, where's the crazy Lisa?' Grant asked chegrfasl he stowed her bags
in the boot. 'l thought she'd be with you.'

Kate bit her lip, remembering how she'd returnetheapartment to find it
bare and empty, with Lisa's keys discarded onitiragl room table.

She said quietly, 'She decided to take anothéntfli§he took a deep breath,
knowing she couldn't pretend—or hedge any moreanG+l have
something to tell you.'

His reaction was every bit as bad as she'd featedstarted with frank
disbelief, moved to bewilderment, then to resentraed real anger.

On the whole, she thought, standing outside her ifatching him drive
away, the anger had been the easiest to cope with.

And now she had to deal with Sandy.

'Where's Grant?' was her flatmate's first inevéalgluestion, after a
welcoming hug. 'l was going to open a bottle ofayithen tactfully vanish.’'

'‘No need.' Kate squared her shoulders. 'Grant anglho longer an item.’
Sandy stared at her. 'When did this happen?’

‘At the airport. He was making plans. | realiseddldn't let him.'



'Fair enough,’ Sandy said equably. 'So—who's theman?'

‘Grant asked that too," Kate said, aware that seeflushing. 'Why should
my breaking up with him imply there's someone élse?

'‘Because that's the way it generally works.' Sguiyed the wine. 'So don't
tell me he doesn't exist.’

Kate paused. ‘It was nothing.'
‘Then you did meet someone,' Sandy said triumphdhknew it.'

'‘No," Kate shook her head. éncounteredsomeone. Very briefly. Big
difference.’

'Details please?

'His name was Theodakis," Kate said reluctantlys tdmily owns the
Regina hotel chain, plus the Odyssey cruise flmad, the Helicon airline.
Does that tell you enough?'

'‘Absolutely." Sandy gave her a narrow-eyed lookd'ghat's a hell of a lot
of info for just a brief encounter.’

'He didn't tell me all of it." Kate's flush deepdnéd— looked him up on the
office computer before | went to the airport.’

'‘Good move.' Sandy approved. 'When's the weddimd),pdease may | be
bridesmaid? I'd like to meet his friends.’

'l doubt he has any,’ Kate said with a snap. 'lde'sgant and totally
impossible.’

"Yet he's made you think twice about Grant, whbtags been the soul of
sweet reason.' Sandy clicked her tongue. 'l spydheddthinking here,
babe.'



‘Not at all,” Kate retorted with dignity. 'l simplyound out that
absence—hadn't made my heart grow fonder.’

'‘Ah," said Sandy. 'In that case, you should havproblem getting over Mr
Theodakis either.' She raised her glass. 'Good'lehk added cheerfully.
"You're going to need it.’

When Kate reported for duty at Halcyon's head effia couple of days
later, she was aware of an atmosphere, and sideloalgs from other
members of staff.

It didn't take her long to discover that Lisa hab fired, and had openly
blamed Kate for getting her into trouble with thee€k police.

When the other girl came in to collect some papekwKate confronted
her, but Lisa remained obdurate.

"You dropped us all in it," she accused. 'Now #uslare in jail, and I've got
a police record. I'll probably never work in Greeggin.'

'Lisa," Kate said quietly. 'Stavros and Dimitriskegl my drink. They were
seen doing it.’

'Rubbish,’ Lisa said defiantly. 'lIt was just a degg-something to relax you,
and take the starch out of your knickers. You—aeaeted.'

‘They were also carrying ecstasy tablets.' Kateapher hands. "They were
drug dealers, Lisa. They could have caused us trmrble than we've ever
dreamed of.'

Lisa shrugged, her face hard. She said, 'A worddvice. Whatever you
may think of Stavros and Dimitris, they aren't ewernthe same league as
Mick Theodakis. When it comes to ruthless, he ineérthe word. | don't
know why he chose to meddle, but he probably hadown devious
reasons. Because Sir Galahad he ain't.'



Kate bit her lip. 'Thanks—but | never thought heswa

The next two weeks were difficult ones, especialhen Grant decided to
launch a charm offensive to win her back, turniq@gat the flat in the
evening with flowers, bottles of wine, theatre &tk and invitations to
dinner, all of which she steadfastly refused.

Work helped. Halcyon's winter City Breaks prograntowk her away a lot
and, when she was at home, she let the answerichimeafield Grant's
increasingly plaintive calls.

And eventually, her life steadied and found a neythm. A new purpose.
One which did not include any lingering memoriesathael Theodakis,
she told herself determinedly. And certainly noretg)

After a weekend trip to Rome which had thrown upentban its fair share
of problems, she was spending a Wetvember afternoon at the office,
working on a detailed report, when reception buzeeshy she had a visitor.
Kate groaned inwardly. Surely not Grant, again, thloeight glumly as she
rode down in the lift. He was beginning to be asance, and she'd have to
instruct Debbie to say she wasn't there in future.

She was already rehearsing the words, 'This hatogibp,” when the lift
doors opened, and she stepped out into the faybg brought up short, the
blood draining from her face as she saw exactly auaited her.
'Katharina," Michael Theodakis said softly. 'lgsod to see you again.’
Goodness, Kate thought breathlessly, has nothinlg twith it.

He was lounging against the desk, immaculate ioredl suit and dark
overcoat. Dressed for the City, for meetings arghimowered business
deals. Smooth, she thought. Civilised. But she Ww&soled for a moment.
She felt as if she'd strayed into a pet shop, andd a tiger on the loose.

Her mouth was suddenly dry. 'Mr Theodakis—whatyane doing here?'



'l came to find youmatia mouWhat else?' He smiled at her, totally at his
ease, the dark eyes making an unhurried assessirteat

Making her feel, in spite of her neat grey flanskirt and matching wool
shirt, curiously undressed.

She said, her voice barely a whisper. 'l don't vstded...’
‘Then | will explain.' He straightened. The tigene thought, about to leap.
'Get your coat,' he directed. 'l have a car waiting

'‘But I'm working," Kate said, desperately searchimga lifeline. 'l can't
just—leave.'

'Mr Harris says you can, Miss Dennison.' Debbiep'@tbeen devouring
him shamelessly with her gaze, broke in ea-gavly.Theodakis spoke to
him just now. | put him through,' she added proudly

'Oh,' Kate said in a hollow voice. 'l see.’

One mention of the Theodakis hame, she knew, waelkehough to get the
Halcyon boss jumping through hoops. He would dedolye to get
exclusive rights at the Regina hotels for his haj&l And, quite suddenly,
Kate had become the possible means to that ensb && would think.

In the cloakroom, Kate thrust her arms clumsilyoitihe sleeves of her
raincoat, but did not attempt to fasten it becdiesehands were shaking too
much. When she tried to renew her lipstick, sheedngb dropping the tube
into the washbasin. Better not try again, she thbag she retrieved it, or
she'd end up looking like a clown.

And she felt quite stupid enough already.

She found herself avoiding Debbie's envious glas®lichael Theodakis
took her arm and walked her through the glass dwattse street.



The car was at the kerb, with a chauffeur waitieéecentially to open the
door.

What else? Kate thought, as she sank into the yuxiuthe leather seating.
And either I've gone crazy, or this is a dream, presently I'll be awake
again.

But there was nothing remotely dream-like aboutntiaa sitting beside her
in the back of this limousine. He was living, bireag flesh and blood, and
her every nerve-ending was tingling in acknowledgemof this. In
terrifying awareness.

As the car drew away, he said, 'You are trembNkgy?'

No point in denial, she realised. He saw too much.

She said, 'l think I'm in shock." She made hergslk at him, meet the
lurking laughter in his dark eyes. "You're the lastson in the world | ever

expected to see again.’

He grinned at her, the lean body relaxed and guacd&iruly? Or did you
just hope that | was out of your life?"

Kate lifted her chin. "That too.'

‘Then | am sorry to disappoint you,' he said withany sign of contrition.
'‘But it was inevitable. The world is such a smdéice, Katharinanou. |
always knew we would meet again. And | decidetiaigd be sooner rather
than later.’

Kate sat bolt upright. 'l can't think why.’

‘Naturally, 1 wished to make sure you had recovdreth your traumatic
experience on Zycos,' he said silkily. 'Have you?"'

'l never give it a thought," Kate said shortly,sgsg the urge to ask which
particular trauma he was referring to.



'"You are blessed with a convenient memangtia mou.'His tone was dry.
He looked her over, his glance lingering on theishof her breasts under
the thin wool. "You have lost weight a little. Why?

'l lead a busy life." His scrutiny brought a fdilnish to her cheeks.

‘Then you should make time to relax," he said.t& &g wine. Feel the sun
on your face.'

Kate sent a dry look towards the drenched strédts.much chance of that
today.'

‘There is always sun somewheagapi mou He spoke softly. "You must
learn to follow it.'

‘Then why aren't you doing so?"
'‘Because | am here—with you.' He paused. It isg@ady for dinner, so |
thought we would go somewhere for tea. | told mivelrthe Ritz, but

perhaps you'd prefer somewhere else.’

‘That would be fine, although | can't imagine yolirld afternoon tea very
exciting.' Kate tried to speak lightly.

He said gently, 'But you have yet to learn whaitesane, Katharina.'
Kate's throat tightened. She felt herself blustaggin, and bent her head
slightly. A strand of hair fell across her cheekl ahe lifted a hand to brush
it back.

He said, 'Leave it. You should not wear your hamaped back from your
face.’

'It's neat,’ she said. 'And tidy. For work." ‘Bouyare not working now. And
| like to see your hair loose on your shouldersa@moss a pillow," he added
softly.

Her face burned. '‘But | don't style it to pleasa,yyrios Theodakis.'



He smiled at her. 'Not yet, anyway.'
Kate tucked the errant tress behind her ear witkrtain stony emphasis.

Immediately, she felt the focus of his attentioiftskle moved sharply, his
fingers closing round her wrists, capturing herdsawhile he studied them.

Kate tried to pull away. 'What are you doing?'

'Still no ring, agapi mou?There was an odd note in his voice. "Your lover
cannot be very ardent. He should tell the wholeldvtrat you belong to
him.'

Kate looked down at her lap. 'l—we decided to wadlittle longer. That's
all.’

His tone hardened. 'Katharina—Ilook at me."
Reluctantly, she obeyed, almost flinching at théd&um intensity of his gaze.

'‘Now," he said. 'Tell me the truth. Are you engatgethis man? Do you plan
to be married?'

She knew what she should do. She should tell hmastnone of his damned
business, and request him to stop the car anceiteddt.

The silence seemed to close round them. The air suddenly heavy.
Charged.

Kate swallowed helplessly. She heard herself $ay;rh not seeing him.
It's over.'

'‘Ah," he said softly. 'Then that changes everythihges it notagapi mou?'
Still watching the bewildered play of colour in Hace, he lifted one hand,
and then the other to his lips.

At the brush of his mouth, she found herself pidriog such an agony of
need that she had to bite down on her lip to stpdif crying out.



Her voice shook. 'NKyrie—please...'

He made no attempt to release her. The dark eyteeyeyll at her. 'Say my
name.'

'Mr Theodakis...'

'No." His voice was urgent. 'Say my name as | wodhear it. As you, in your
heart, want to speak it. Say it now.'

Her mouth trembled. 'Michalisfou.’

‘At last you admit it." There was a note of shaleemghter under the words.
'‘And now | will tell you why | am here. Because rhes still unfinished
business between us. | know it, and so do youpéised. 'Is it not s0?"

'Yes.' Her voice was barely audible.

He made a slight, unsmiling inclination of his heteén leaned across and
tapped imperatively on the driver's glass partition

He said. 'The Royal Empress Hotel. And hurry.'

They stood together in the lift as it sped upwaitey were silent, but Kate
could hear the sound of her own breathing, hargm erratic.

They did not touch, but every inch of her was quingpas if it already knew
the caress of his hand.

Her heart was thudding painfully, as he unlockexdbor, and ushered her
into the large sitting room beyond.

Mutely, Kate allowed herself to be divested of h&ncoat, then stood,
trying to compose herself as she took stock osheroundings.



It was a beautiful room, she saw, with eleganthlyigolished furniture and
large pastel sofas, complementing an exquisite @h€tinese carpet.

One wall seemed to be all glass, giving a panoramie of the Thames.

And a door standing ajar allowed a glimpse of tlElrbom with its
king-size bed draped in oyster satin. Bringingshetdenly, jokingly back to
a reality.

Dry-mouthed, she thought, 'What am | doing here?'

She knew she was being ridiculous. She was a gveevnan, and she was
here of her own free will, but she was still asvoeis as a teenager on her
first date.

Because the truth was that she didn't really kndwatvio expect. Not this
time.

She'd been alone with Grant often, she remindedelfewith a kind of
desperation, either at her place or his, but shexer felt like this. Never
been so much at a loss, or in this kind of emotituranoill.

But then her relationship with Grant had been gditierent. They'd been
finding out slowly and cautiously whether they ntigmave a future
together.

But, if she was honest, she'd never burned for iraved the touch of his
mouth—the caress of his hands on her body. Near be conscious of his
sheer physical presence. She'd assumed that gobegltwith Grant would
be the final confirmation of their commitment tcckadther. Settled, even
comfortable.

But with Michael Theodakis she could make nonénose assumptions.

He would demand total surrender, and the thoughasafig control of her
body—and her emotions—so completely frankly tezdfher.

But that wasn't all.



The brutal reality of the situation was that stue@the here to go to bed with
a man she hardly knew. Someone infinitely more egpeed than she was,
who might well make demands she could not fulfil.

Biting her lip, she took a quick look over her sluzu.

He'd discarded his overcoat and jacket and washerphone, waistcoat
unbuttoned, tugging at his tie with impatient firggas he talked.

She wandered across to the rainwashed window, tarédsout, her
thoughts going crazy.

If she told him she'd changed her mind, how wowdadact? she wondered
apprehensively. He'd warned her that he had a ten@muld she risk
provoking him again?

He replaced the receiver and came over to heinglicis arms round her
waist and drawing her back to lean against himbétd his head, putting his
lips against the side of her neck where the tirnggthundered.

He said softly, 'l hope you like champagne. I'vkedsthem to send some
up.'

'Yes,' she said breathlessly. 'That would be—Ilav&fe glanced back at
the window. 'On a fine day, this view should bectpeular.'

Oh, God, she thought. She was actually making agatien about the
weather.

‘Then it's fortunate it is raining.' He sounded aet 'So we do not have to
waste time admiring it.’

He turned her to face him, his hand sliding unbderedge of her shirt to find
the delicate ridge of her spine. Making her shimarervous anticipation as
his fingers splayed across the sensitive skin.

He pulled her intimately, dangerously close to hiorcing her to the
awareness that he was already strongly, powerfntiysed.



She stood awkwardly in the circle of his arms, heart thudding. She
thought, 'l don't know what to do..."

He cupped her face in his hands, making her looatumpm.
He said. "You are shaking. What is there to frighteu?'
She tried to smile. 'There's—you."’

His mouth twisted wryly. 'l am only a man, Kathamou,not a monster.
And | ask nothing that you have not given before.'

She said huskily, 'That's just the problem.’

He frowned slightly. 'l don't understand.’

She swallowed. 'Michael—I just don't—do things ltkes.'

His face was solemn, but his eyes were dancinthadtsa matter of principle,
agapi moupr do you simply not want to do them with me?'Saiel baldly,

'I mean | never have.'

There was a pause. 'But you were seeing a masgitiguietly. 'A man you
planned to marry.'

'Yes,' she said. 'But we weren't—living togethee Wécided to—wait until
| came back from Greece.'

He was very still. '"And before that?"

‘There was no one | cared about sufficiently.' &haeed rigidly at the pattern
on his loosened tie. 'l—I always swore to mysetitthd avoid casual sex.
That I'd only ever go to bed with a man if | codtdmelp myself. If the
alternative was altogether more than | could beail. suppose | felt it
should actually mean something...’

Her voice tailed off into silence.



'And now?' he asked.

She shook her head. 'l just don't—know any motee'I8oked at him. 'I'm
sorry. | should never have come here. | don't kmtat | was thinking of.'
Her voice rose a little. 'l mean, we're strangins(God's sake.'

'Hardly strangers,' he reminded her, a note ofiiargn his voice. 'After all,
you have spent one night in my bed already."

'Yes,' she said huskily. 'But that time | was alomdow it would
be—different.’

‘Yes,' he said. "It would.’

There was another silence, as he looked down athieeyes meditative.
His thumb stroked her cheek, and moved rhythmicdtiyng the line of her
jaw, and the curve of her throat above her coBae caught her breath, her
heart juddering frantically.

"You don't want me to touch you?' he asked gently.

'l—didn't say that.’

‘Then you think | will be unkind—uncaring in bedRat | will not give you
pleasure?’

He sounded completely matter of fact—as if he wslsng whether she
preferred classical music to jazz, she thoughtlwild

She said shakily, 'It's—not that. I'm scared | w&nbw how to please you.
That you'll be disappointed." She paused. 'You'sd Bo many other
women.'

'‘But never youmatia mouy he said. 'Never until this moment. And while |
have been seen with a great many women, | havalbctlept with very
few of them. Perhaps I think it should mean sonmgthoo,’ he added drily.

‘Then—why me?"



He swung her round, so that she could see heeftdtted in the window.
He pulled the clip from her hair, letting it tumblea shining mass on her
shoulders.

'Look at yourself.' His voice was oddly harsh. s the picture of you that
| have carried in my mind—in my heart all these ksed hat has tormented
me by day and kept me from sleep at night. And hevant the reality of
you, naked in my arms. But, if necessary, | am greg to wait. Until you
are ready.’

She said unevenly, 'And if you have to wait a lange?'

He shrugged. 'l can be patient. But, ultimatelgxjpect my patience to be
rewarded.’

He turned her round to face him, his hands frarhimigface.

'Do you accept that, Katharina?' His eyes seemptetoe her soul. ‘Do you
agree that one day—one night—when you cannot halpsglf—you will
come to me?'

'Yes." Her voice was a thread of sound.

He smiled, and released her, stepping back.

He said quietly, 'Then it begins.'



CHAPTER FIVE
AND that was where it should also have ended, Katehetself bitterly.

She should have taken advantage of the brief eedmtd offered, and
vanished. After all, Halcyon owed her leave, and sbuld have gone
anywhere. Stayed away until he'd tired of waiteug gone back to Greece.
And found someone else to act as his smokescreen.

Her hair was dry, so, wearily, she began to makeamations for the night,
turning off the fire, extinguishing lights, rinsirtger beaker in the kitchen.

She was tired, but her mind would not let her rdlan this emotional
treadmill.

Oh, she'd been so easy to deceive, she thougtimgsitato the darkness. So
eager to believe anything that he told her—to acakphat he seemed to be
offering.

And he'd been clever too, making her think thatvgag in control—that she
was making the choice. When really he'd been ptpkier like some little
fish on his line.

Starting with that first afternoon...

The champagne had arrived with a bowl of strawbsyand a plate of small
almond biscuits.

Michael had beckoned to her. 'Come and drink sonme with me," he
invited. 'And let us talk.'

Kate walked reluctantly across the room and sdatesklf on one corner of
the sofa he indicated while he occupied the other.

'Is this a safe distance?' he asked mockingly,eakamded her a flute of
champagne. 'l am not sure of the rules in thisasia.'



'l expect you usually write your own.' The champagras exquisitely cool
and refreshing in her dry mouth.

'In business, certainly.' His tone was silky. 'Bat usually in pleasure.' He
let her digest that, then picked a strawberry fribv@ dish, dipped it in
champagne, and held it out to her. 'Try this.'

Kate bit delicately at the fruit, feeling self-camsus. "That's—delicious.’

'Yes.' He was watching her mouth, as he took thé miee himself. "It is.’

Kate crossed her feet at the ankles, nervously #rmgpher skirt over her
knees. 'So what do you want to talk about?’

'It occurred to me that we might get to know eattteoa little better.' He
drank some champagne. ‘What do you think?'

She shrugged nervously. 'If you wish. What do yamtto know?"

'Everything.' He offered her another champagne-aatrawberry. 'Are
your parents living?'

'‘No," she said. 'They died five years ago. Theireskidded on black ice,
and hit a wall.’

His brows snapped together. He said quietly, 'samy,pedhi mouDoes it
still hurt you?”

'Not like it once did.' She shook her head. 'Butdéant | had to grow up fast,
and make my own life, which I've done. And now Vé&a job | like which
allows me to travel.' She paused. '‘Are you an ohilgd too?'

'l was for twelve years, and then my sister Ism&as born. She was only
six when our mother died.’

'Oh,’ Kate put down her glass. 'That must have bereible.’



'It wasn't easy, especially for Ismene, althoughannyt Linda did her best to
take my mother's place." He paused. 'The Reginglshaiere named after
her.'

Kate was silent for a moment. Then, 'What's yostesilike?'He considered.
'Pretty—a little crazy—and talks too much.'" He gjged, his mouth
slanting wickedly. 'A typical woman.'

'Oh." Kate's hands clenched into fists of mockamer and he captured them
deftly, laughing as he raised them to his lipsnthened them so that he
could brush her soft palms with his mouth, swifthd sensuously.

'‘And she falls in love all the time with the wronten,’ he added softly.
'‘Something you would never do, I'm sumggtia mou.'

No, Kate thought, her heart pounding. But | codthe dangerously close...

She removed her hands from his grasp, and pickeoeuglass again. A
fragile defence, but all that was available.

'What—kind of men.'

'While she was at school in Switzerland last yaarhad to buy off her art
master, and a ski instructor.'

Kate choked back a giggle. 'She sounds quite a girl

"You could say that," Michael agreed drily. 'In #rel, my father decided it
would be safer to keep her at home on Kefalonia.'

She waited for him to say something more aboufairser, but instead he
took the champagne from the ice bucket and refliedglass.

'l wasn't going to have any more,' she protestea going to be drunk.’

'l don't think so." He smiled as he replaced thiddadA little less uptight,
perhaps,’ he added, proffering another strawberry.



She had plenty to be uptight about, Kate thougking a distracted bite and
watching him transfer the rest to his own mouth.

Somehow, imperceptibly, as they talked, he'd beeximg closer to her.
Now, his knee was almost brushing hers, and hisveamalong the back of
the sofa behind her. She could even catch the, fpensive fragrance of
the cologne he used, reminding her, all too pogemt the brief giddy
moments she'd spent in his arms.

She felt his hand on her shoulder, gently strokisgcurve, and jumped,
splashing champagne on to her skirt.

Michael clicked his tongue reprovingly, and leafedvard, brushing the
drops from the fabric, his fingers lingering on Besckinged knee.

He said softly, 'l do not think the mark will berpgnent.’

But he was so wrong, Kate thought, her pulses tepfpantically. Because
she could be scarred for life.

He kissed her cheek, his lips exploring the hollmemeath the high bone,
then dropped a fugitive caress at the very corhkeomouth. He traced the
line of her jaw with tiny kisses, before allowingslongue to tease the
delicate whorls inside her ear.

As her head sank, helpless, on to his shouldetipgsi®rushed her temples,
her forehead, her half-closed eyes.

Everywhere he touched her, her skin bloomed, iatadiwith a delight—an
urgency she had never known before. Her whole bealy melting, liquid
with desire.

But he didn't kiss her mouth, as she needed hiho &0 badly, and his hand
only caressed her shoulder and arm through thestbat, and not her eager
breasts.

And she was longing to feel his hands—his moutthenbody. To know
him naked against her.



How was it possible, she wondered dazedly, for tartouch her so little,
yet make her want him so much?

'‘Michael.' Her voice was husky suddenly, pleadihgis—isn't fair.'

She felt him smile against her hair. '‘Are you sjpeglof love—or war,
matia mou?'

'‘But you said you wouldn't...'

'l came a long way to see yagapi mouDo you grudge me this small taste
of you?' He tugged at her earlobe gently with leisth. ‘After all, | am
torturing no one but myself.'

"You know,' she whispered. "You know that isn'etfu

She turned, pressing her mouth almost franticallyhis, begging him
wordlessly for the response she craved.

But he moved back a little, framing her face betwiis hands.

He said, 'l think, Katharina, it would be wise ifdok you somewhere for
dinner now. We need other people round us.'

'Why?' She stared at him.
'‘Because if we stay here, you may have too mucimphgne and I—I may
succumb to temptation." He got to his feet in owdtdithe movement,

pulling her up with him.

His voice sank to a whisper, 'So let us behave, wetlhi mou—for tonight
at least.’

As they rode down in the lift, she said, 'I'm nedlty dressed for going out
to dinner. Can it be somewhere not too smart?'

'Of course. No problem.'



'Oh,' Kate said. 'You've just reminded me of somneth
'What is it.’

She frowned, trying to remember. 'That night on &ycyou were in my
room talking to another man. Something about prable-solving them or
causing them. | can't quite recall...'

There was an odd silence, then he shrugged. Y@t nawe been dreaming
again,pedhi mou."

'‘But it seemed so real,’ she protested.

'So did the other dreams you had that night," ended her drily, sending
warm colour into her face. He paused, his moutlldr@ang and his eyes
suddenly remote. 'But always reality is waiting."'

She felt as if a cold hand had touched her. Shietsginame questioningly,
and he looked back at her, his face relaxing.

'‘Come, my beautiful one.' He took her hand. 'Le¢nisy our own dream a
little longer.’

He was warning me, Kate thought, tears running déwn face in the
darkness. Because that's all it ever was—alletr could be—a dream, and |
was a fool to believe in it. To believe in him.

But | did, and now | have to live with the consegees. And the memories.
And | don't know if | can bear it...

Lack of sleep left her feeling jaded, and awareadflight headache the
following morning. Although that was probably tleast of her troubles, she
reminded herself wearily.

And her day proved just as tricky as she'd expedtkd French youngsters
hadn't the slightest interest in the Tower of Lamdad, clearly, would have
preferred playing computer games in some arcadg.ilBa way, Kate was
glad of the challenge. Because it stopped her tfonking.



But when she'd bidden a finalu revoit to her reluctant charges and their
harassed supervisors, she was once again alorteawdécision to make,
and nowhere to hide.

She would have to agree, she thought wearily, @aseslinerself into the flat.
Let him see that no sacrifice was too great indetermination to end their
marriage.

But first a hot shower, to remove the kinks of tfag, she thought, peeling
off her clothes and reaching for her gingham rébel also to give her time
to think how to phrase her acceptance of his oatrag terms in a way that
would leave her a modicum of dignity.

Not easy, she told herself wryly, as she adjustedeémperature control of
the water.

She was just unfastening her robe when her fromt blozzer sounded. For a
moment she stood still, staring into space, hertimdtying as she realised
the probable identity of her visitor.

Michael couldn't wait for her answer, of course, @b, he had to apply the
pressure, she thought bitterly.

She could always pretend to be out, she told Hetkeh remembered that
her living room light was on and clearly visiblern the street. On the other
hand, she didn't have to let him in.

She tightened the sash round her waist, then watkdge: intercom panel by
the door.

‘Yes?' Her tone was curt.
'Darling," Grant said. 'l need to see you. Pleasek in.'
It was almost, but not quite, a relief to hear him.

She said, 'lt's not really convenient...'



'Katie," he interrupted firmly. 'This is importaite have to talk.'

Sighing, Kate released the front entrance buttod, \alked to her own
door.

''ve been worried about you,' he said, as he dani¥ou haven't returned
any of my calls.’

She sighed again, under her breath. 'Grant, witamke back from Greece
you were very kind, and I'll always appreciatebiif we can't live in each
other's pockets. But as I've tried to tell you,beth need to move on.'

'Darling, you need time. | understand that. Butf@smoving on..." He
handed her the newspaper he was carrying. 'Haves@u this?'

It was a picture of Michael, leaving the airportikng, and a caption.

Millionaire tycoon Michael Theodakis flew in yedtew to finalise
the acquisition of the ailing Royal Empress groap tiis Regina
Hotel chain. He is also planning a romantic reunigth his English
bride of eight months, Katharine, who has been dipgna few
weeks in London.

'Oh, God.' Kate's throat tightened uncontrollabky she threw the paper to
the floor. 'l don't believe this.'

‘Talk to your lawyer," Grant advised authoritativéGet an injunction.’

She wrapped her arms round her shaking bodya'lif8e late for that. I've
already seen him.'

Grant stared at her. 'But when you came back, gmlitswas over. That you
were never going to see him again.’

'Mick has other ideas.' Kate drew a steadying brekt fact, he's asked me
to go back to Kefalonia with him for a family weddi But it's no romantic
reunion,’ she added wearily, as Grant's mouth apanprotest. 'lt's guid
pro quoarrangement. | do him this favour. He gives meialqdivorce.'



'Kate, for God's sake." Grant's voice rose. 'Dmiltme you're actually
considering this preposterous deal.'

'Oh, but she is," Mick said softly from the doorwdjit is any concern of
yours.'

He was leaning against the doorframe, apparenthysatase, but his eyes
were like obsidian, and there was a small, coldlesipiiaying about his
mouth.

Kate swallowed. 'How—how did you get in?"

"Your obliging neighbour again.' His icy gaze saaththe gingham robe,
then turned inimically on Grant. 'She did not realiyou were
already—entertaining.’

'I'm not," Kate said angrily aware that her facd iarmed. But what the
hell did she have to feel guilty about? Mick was ¢time who'd betrayed her.
Who'd destroyed their marriage.

She bent and retrieved the newspaper. 'Grant gustecto bring me a
message. He's—just leaving.’

'Kate,' Grant gasped.
She didn't look at him. 'Just go—please.’

'Very well." He gave Mick a fulminating look as &klked past him. '‘But |
shall be back.

'‘No," Mick said, his eyes flicking him with coolstiain. "You will not.'

For a moment they faced each other, then Granfabes working, turned
away, and Kate heard him going down the stairs.

Mick walked forward into the room, and kicked theodshut behind him.
He said, "Your guard dog lacks tegbedhi mou.’



‘Grant is a friend, nothing more.' Kate faced higfiahtly.

"You once thought you were in love with him," hedssAnd now | find you
here with him, half-naked.’

'I'm perfectly decent,’ she flung at him. 'l wasaito have a shower when
he arrived.’

Mick took off his jacket and flung it across a ahaDid you plan to share it
with him, as you used to do with me?' His voice Veagand dangerous.

'‘And what if | did?' Her voice shook, not just wahger but pain. "You have
no right to question me—not with your track recogmu—appalling
hypocrite.'

"You think not? Maybe it is time | reminded yagapi moy that you are
still my wife.'

He reached her in one stride. His hands graspedaimes, pulling her

forward, and his mouth descended crushingly on. bréirst she fought

him in sheer outrage, but he was too strong, andiéermined, his fingers
tangling in her hair, as his lips forced hers apart

She couldn't breathe—she couldn't think. She coulg—endure, as his
hand swept her from breast to thigh in one stark aicpossession.

Reminding her with terrifying emphasis that herysdeeds had only been
suppressed. Not extinguished.

When at last he let her go, she took a shaky stefvimards, stumbling over
the hem of her robe in her haste, and pressingateeher reddened mouth.

"You bastard," she choked. "You bloody barbarian.'

'l am what | always was," Mick retorted curtly. Bhih have warned you
before not to make me angry.’

"You have no right to be angry. Or to accuse menwloel—you...'



The words stuck in her throat. She couldn't speaknt Couldn't face him
with his betrayal. Not then. Not now. It hurt taouch, and always had.
Besides, she might cry in front of him—the greatraged sobs which had
torn her apart night after night when she'd filesti from Kefalonia. And she
couldn't let him see what he had done to her—hosaeche'd brought her to
the edge of despair and heartbreak.

By remaining silent, she could perhaps hang onotoeselement of her
pride.

He shrugged. 'I'm a man, Katharina, not some plastiat on an altar. |
made no secret of it, yet you still married mes tdine was dry.

'‘And very soon lived to regret it,' she flashed.

'Even with all that money to sweeten my barbarigsyahe mocked her.
'"You are hard to please, my Kate.'

She said in a low voice, 'l am not—your Kate.'

‘The law says otherwise.’

'Until | get my decree.’

'For which you need my goodwill,' he said softly.

'l think the price may be too high.' She steadiexsélf, and looked back at
him. 'l want it understood that my return to Kefabbdoes not give you the
right to—maul me whenever the whim takes you.'

‘Not a touchagapi mou?His drawl mocked her. 'Not a kiss?"

'‘Nothing,' she said. 'Otherwise the deal's off—haavdong it takes me to
be rid of you.’

'I'll settle for a pretence of affection, and saznenmon civility,matia mou
There was a harsh note in his voice. 'I'm told whem worked on Zycos,



you were a model of diplomacy. Bring some of yorofessional skills to
bear.'

Kate bit her lip. 'When exactly am | expected tgihe¢his—charade?’

‘At once.' He pointed to the crumpled newspapemsaeestill clutching. 'As

you see, your tabloids have discovered that wdatte in London, but not
together. That must be remedied at once. | dolmwise to have my private
life examined by the gutter press.’

Kate stiffened. 'In what way—remedied?"By packivigat you need, and
coming with me to the hotel tonight. Making theuneption of our marriage
public.’

'‘But we're getting a divorce,’ she objected. 'Yam tardly keep that a
secret.'

'Let us deal with one problem at a time. Tonighgduire you to accompany
me to the Royal Empress.’

‘The Royal Empress.' The breath caught in her thitde—I won't do it. |
agreed to attend Ismene's wedding, but nothingsamisabout—cohabiting
with you here in London.'

He said coldly, "That is not for you to choose. Moit what | intended, or

wished,' he added with cutting emphasis. 'Howewes—necessary, and
that must be enough.' He paused. 'But | am usieagémthouse suite—one
that holds no memories for either of us.'

She looked down at the floor, swift colour risimgher face, angry that he
should have read her thoughts so accurately. Angoy,that she'd let him
see she was still vulnerable to the past.

'It is larger too," he went on. 'With luckpatia mou,we may never be
obliged to meet. And certainly not—cohabit.’

Kate bit her lip. 'Very well," she agreed, her voice constricted. Besitated.
'I—I'll get my stuff together. Perhaps you'd semel ¢ar for me—in an hour.’



Mick sat down in her armchair, stretching long legBont of him. He said,
'l can wait.'

'‘But I've got things to do,' she protested. 'l tpddi—I was going to have a
shower.'

"Then do so.'

‘There's no need to stay on guard,’ she said.s¥aely don't think I'm going
to do a runner?'

His mouth curled slightly. ‘It would not be thestitime, my dear wife. | am
not prepared to take the risk again. Now, go akd yaur shower.'

Kate gave him a mutinous look, then went into rexirbom, and closed the
door. She looked over the small stock of clothmber wardrobe, most of it
cheap casual stuff bearing no resemblance to tlecttion of expensive
designer wear that she'd abandoned on Kefalonia.

But, then, she was no longer the same girl, shended herself.

She put underwear, a couple of cotton nightdreasdssome simple pants
and tops in to her travel bag. After her bath, I@nsecoat and toiletries
would join them.

She collected fresh briefs and bra, and pickedcegklength denim skirt and
a plain white shirt from her remaining selectiorgafments. Practical, she
thought, but the opposite end of the spectrum fgtamorous.

Carrying them over her arm, she trailed self-canssly from the bedroom
to the bathroom.

Mick was reading her discarded newspaper.

'l hope you've forgotten nothing,' he said coursiguwithout raising his
eyes.

'l hope so too." Damn him, she thought. He nevesed a trick.



And she didn't need him to point out, however aidig, the contrast
between the warm joyous intimacy of their early meak life where no
doors were ever closed, and the embarrassed awtiewardness of their
present relationship. She was already well awared-anting.

'Would you like me to wash your back?' His voickdiwed her. It held faint
amusement, and another intonation that sent aergfidwareness shivering
down her spine.

'‘No," she said curtly and slammed the door on limd, the memories the
guestion had evoked. She shot the bolt for goodsareaalthough it was
too flimsy to debar anyone who really wanted to eom

She swallowed, firmly closing her mind against thassibility.

The warm water was comforting but she was not disgoto linger.
Besides, commonsense told her that it would nowise to keep Mick
waiting too long, she thought wryly, as she driedsklf swiftly and put on
her clothes.

Armouring herself, she realised, as she brushekl traichair, and confined
it at the nape of her neck with a silver clip. Aihd/lick didn't like it, he
could lump it, because she was going to need esa@gp of defence she
could conjure up.

Drawing a deep breath, she slid back the bolt amerged.

She said, 'I'm ready.’

He was shrugging on his jacket, but he paused,ingoker over with
narrowed eyes in a lengthening silence.

'‘Are you making some kind of statement, Katharikfi®'voice was gentle,
but cold.

'l dress to please myself now.' Kate straighteregdshoulders. 'I'm sorry if |
don't meet your exacting standards.’



Mick sighed. 'Tomorrowpedhi mou] think you must pay a visit to Bond
Street.'

She lifted her chin. 'No. And you can't make me.’

He gave her a thoughtful glance. 'Is this what ywear at your work?'

'Of course not. The company supplies a uniform.’

'‘But now you are working for me,’' he said softly. & different capacity.
Which also requires a uniform. So, tomorrow youl g shopping. You
understand?’

Looking down at the floor, she gave a reluctant.nod

'‘And you will also wear this." He walked acrossh&r, reaching into an
inside pocket, and produced her wedding ring.

'Oh, no.' Instinctively, she put both hands bethed back. His nhame was
engraved inside it, she thought wildly, and thedgdFor ever.' She couldn't
wear it. It was too cruel. Too potent a remindealbher pitiful hopes and
dreams.

She said, 'l—I can't. Please...’

'‘But you must." He paused, his gaze absorbing lnehdd cheeks and
strained eyes, then moving down to the sudden hafrher breasts under
the thin shirt, his dark eyes narrowed, and odaligrit.

He lifted his hand and ran his thumb gently aldregswell of her lower lip.
He said in a low voice, 'l could always— persuade,agapi mouls that
what you want?"'

A shiver tingled its way through her body. 'No.’

‘Then give me your hand.'



Reluctantly, she yielded it. Watched, as he toudhedgold circlet to his
lips, then placed it on her finger. Just as hedwtke on their wedding day,
she thought, as pain slashed at her. And if heesimdlown into her
eyes—reached for her to kiss her, she might welbse

But he stepped back, and there was the reassuséspace between them.
And, building inside her, anger at his hypocrisys-betrayal.

She whispered, 'l hate you.'

There was a sudden stillness, then he gave alshgit.

'Hate as much as you want, Katharmau,'he said harshly. 'But you are
still my wife, and will remain so until | choose ket you go. Perhaps you

should remember that.'

As if, Kate thought, turning blindly away, as i€duld ever forget.



CHAPTER SIX

THE journey to the hotel was a silent one. Kate sdtlled in her corner of
the limousine, staring rigidly through the winddeigning an interest in the
shop-lined streets, the busy bars and restaufa@ysiere passing.

Anything, she thought shakily, that would reduce dwgareness of the man
beside her. And the unbridgeable gulf between them.

As the driver pulled up in front of the Royal Emgseshe heard Mick swear
softly under his breath.

He said quietly, 'Not a woranatia mou-€o you hear me?"

Then, suddenly, shockingly, she was being jerkeitds him. She felt the
silver clip snapped from her hair, found herselfstred against him, breast
to breast, held helplessly in his arms while hisuthotook hers, hard,
experienced and terrifyingly thorough.

Then the car door was open, and she was free, amgatgzedly on to the
pavement, standing for a moment as cameras flasined walking pinned
to Mick's side, his hand on her hip, to the hotetance.

'‘Quietly, my red-haired angel.' She heard the thaddaughter in the voice
that whispered against her ear. 'Scream at me wh&a alone.'

People were greeting her. She saw welcoming, ddfatsmiles, and heard
herself respond, her voice husky and breathless.

The manager rode up in the lift with them, cleadgxious that his
arrangements should be approved by his new employer

It was a beautiful suite. Even anger and outrag#ded blind Kate to that.
There was the usual big, luxuriously furnishedirgittroom, flanked on
either side by two bedrooms, each with its own twatin.



There were flowers everywhere, she saw, plus bakiBuit, dishes of
handmade chocolates, and the inevitable champagioe 0By the window
was a table, covered in an immaculate white clatil, set with silverware
and candles for a dinnardeux.

All the trappings, Kate thought, her heart missadeat, of a second
honeymoon...

Someone was carrying her single bag into one di¢ldeooms with as much
care as if it was a matching set of Louis Vuittand she followed, hands
clenched in the pockets of her navy linen jacket.

One of the walls was almost all mirror and she baagglimpse of herself,
her hair loose and tousled on her shoulders, herthmgink and swollen
from kissing, even a couple of buttons open orshét.

She looked like a woman, she thought dazedly, whasecouldn't keep his
hands off her.

'We are alone." Mick was standing in the doorwayitt her, his dark face
challenging. 'So, you may shout as much as you,\pistthi mou.

She took a deep, breath. 'What lie#l was all that about?' Her voice shook.
He shrugged. 'l saw the cameras waiting for usy Twvented proof that our
marriage was solid. It seemed wise to give it emihl have my reasons,’ he
added coolly.

'Reasons?’ she echoed incredulously. "What possiéd®n could there be?"
She tried to thrust her buttons back into theiebakith trembling fingers.
"You made it look as if we'd been having sex inlithek of the car.’

'‘No," he said. 'The prelude to sex perhaps.’

‘There's such a big difference.' Her voice radiatzan.



He had the nerve to grin at her. 'Why, y@sitia moulf you remember, |
prefer comfort—and privacy. | find the presence af third

person—inhibiting.’

But there was always someone else there, she thaugludden agony,
although 1 didn't realise it then. Every time weudbed—made love,
Victorine was there—Victorine...

She lifted her chin. 'l hope you haven't arrangey anore—photo
opportunities. Because | won't guarantee to coopera

'Is that what you were doing in the car—co-opeg®inMick asked
sardonically. 'l would never have guessed.'

She glared at him. 'l never pretended | could act.’

He said courteously, 'You do yourself less thanigaspedhi mou.'He
glanced at his watch. 'At what time do you wishthe serve dinner?'

'I'm not hungry.'

Mick sighed. 'Would your appetite improve if | sdftht you were dining
alone?' he asked wearily.

'Oh.' She was taken aback. "You're going out?'

He shrugged. 'Why not?’

She bit her lip. 'I'll order something later—a ckdndwich maybe.’
"The chef will be disappointed—but the choice isingo

She unfastened her travel bag. 'l think we bothktiat isn't true,’ she said
tautly. 'Or | wouldn't be here.’

She extracted her uniform dress and jacket, andethtowards the fitted
wardrobes.



'What are those?' His tone sharpened.
'My work clothes.' Kate paused, hanger in hand.
'Why have you brought them?'

'‘Because | have a job to go to in the morning,'ssid. 'But perhaps it's a
trick question.'

"You had a job," Mick corrected, the dark browsadng together haughtily.
'If you write out your resignation, | will see g delivered.'

Kate gasped. 'l can't do that. And | won't,’ sheeadstormily. "When
this—farce is over, I'm going to need a career.’

'‘But the farce has still a long time to run,” Mis&id with steely softness.
'‘And in the meantime, Katharimaou,my wife does not work.'

'‘And how long does this embargo last?' Her voiagokh'Until after the
divorce?'

'Forever,' he said curtly. 'Married or divorcedshiall continue to support
you financially. As | am sure your lawyer has matgar," he added with a
certain grimness.

'Yes," Kate said raggedly. 'And | want nothing frgou—except my
freedom. You don't have to buy me dfyrie, or pay for my silence, either.’
She took a deep breath. 'Our marriage—should rreasex happened, but |
won't dish the dirt on it—sell the unhappy dettolshe newspapers. And I'll
sign any confidentiality clause that your legalnteean dream up.'

He was very still. He said slowly, "Unhappy detaimatia rnou? Is
that—truly—all you remember?’

For a moment, her mind was a kaleidoscope throwmignage after image.
Mick walking hand in hand with her through the snaw Central
Park—teaching her to skate, both of them helpla#s laughter—fetching
paracetamol and rubbing her back when she had pams.



And holding her as she slept each night.

That above all, she thought with agony. The closemé it. The feeling of
total safety. Of what | thought was love...

She looked stonily back at him. She said, 'Wha elas there?'
He said with immense weariness, 'Then there isimgtinore to be said.’

As he turned away, she said swiftly, '‘Before you—goay | have my
hairclip, please.'

'I'm sorry.' Face expressionless, he gave a Hrreigs '| must have dropped
it in the car—or in the street, perhaps. Is it im@ot?'

'‘No," she said slowly. 'It doesn't really matter.'
And watched him walk out, closing the door behind.h

'‘Nothing matters,' she whispered, when she wasalNior ever will again.'
And felt tears, hot and thick in her throat.

She walked over to the wide bed, and sat downsoedige, burying her face
in her hands.

Who was the first person, she wondered, to statelalie was blind?
Because she'd realised that she'd fallen in lowd Wichael Theodakis
before they'd even sat down to their first dinregether, loved him, and

longed for him during the weeks that followed.

Every night that he'd been in London, and he sedmbd there a great deal,
his car was waiting for her when she left work.

He took her to wonderful restaurants, to cinenfasatres and to concerts.
He took her for drives in the country, and walkshia park.

He did not, however, take her to bed.



His lovemaking was gentle, almost decorous. Thesgewkisses and
caresses, but the cool, clever hands that exploeedody aroused, but
never satisfied. He always drew back before thekbmvas reached,
courteously, even ruefully, but with finality.

Leaving her stranded in some limbo of need andtrfitisn, her senses
screaming for fulfilment.

She was on wires, her eyes as big as a cat'sateafl cheekbones.
Only Sandy knew her well enough to be concerned—amptobe.

'Do you know what you're doing?' she asked abruptly day, when Kate
was trying on the little black dress she was plagro borrow from her.

'What do you mean?' Kate's tone was defensive.

Sandy sighed. "You're swimming with a shark, lo&hé sat down on the
edge of the bed.

'l thought you liked Mick.' Kate stared at her ckssed.

'l do like him. He's seriously good-looking, tocaciming for his own good,
and filthy rich. What's not to like?'

Kate forced a smile. 'And I'm none of those thirggswhy is he bothering
with me? Is that it?'

Sandy spread her hands. 'Kate, I'm in love withiGaand going to be
married, but when Mick Theodakis does that smiliviti+-his-eyes thing, |
become a melted blob on the carpet. | can undefsidnry you're seeing
him.'

She paused. 'But honey, he's seen a lot of womels. Ibken on some
"eligible bachelors of the world" list since he wadhis teens."

She shook her head. "You know who he used to ddtef’supermodel who
became an actress—Victorine. One of the girls enstbtial page told me



that they were a real item. He was supposed todmsy @about her—talking
marriage— the whole bit. Now, he's back on the miarknd she's gone to
ground somewhere, and no one's heard of her faraoyear.'

She got to her feet. 'The thing is, he may notebeliin long-term
commitment, Katie, and | don't want you to brealryloeart.'

| think, Kate told herself wryly, that it may bditle late for that.

The following day Mick flew to New York and was tlegfor about a week.
He called several times, but, just the same, shgsedi him almost
desperately.

On the day of his return, she flew out of the @fionly to find a complete
stranger waiting for her.

'Kyria Dennison?' He was a stocky man, with darewskl eyes, and a heavy
black moustache, and she recognised him as oneeaiéen sitting with
Mick in the nightclub the night they met. 'l am dos Vasso. Kyrios
Michalis sends his apologies, and asks me to egoarto the hotel.'

'Is he ilI?" Kate questioned anxiously.

The dark eyes twinkled. 'He is jet laggégria. Sometimes it affects him
more badly than others.’

'Oh,’ Kate said slowly. 'Well—maybe | should ledne to rest.’

‘Jet lag is bad," lorgos Vasso said solemnly. tBssppointment would be
far worse. Let me take you to him.'

"Your voice sounds familiar," Kate said, frowningjtde, as the car inched
its way through the traffic. She paused. 'Didriear you talking with Mr
Theodakis in my room that night on Zycos—about isgh\a problem?’

He shrugged, his smile polite and regretful. 'Peshkyria. | really don't
remember.’



She sighed. 'lt doesn't matter.'

Mick was waiting for her impatiently in the suitde looked rough, but his
smile made her heart sing. He pulled her into mssaand held her for a
long time.

‘This week has been hell," he told her quietlyxiNiene, | take you with me.’
They dined quietly in the sitting room, but he otdyed with his food.

'I'm, exhaustedpedhi mou,he told her frankly, when the meal had been
cleared away. 'Would you mind if | took a nap faiffan hour? 1 will try to

be better company afterwards.’

"You're sure you don't want me to go—give you s@e@ce?’

'‘No." He kissed her. 'Wait for me—please."

He went into the bedroom, and shut the door. Whenstil hadn't
reappeared nearly two hours later, Kate went a@odgapped on the door.

There was no reply, so, she turned the handleygantd peeped in. One
shaded lamp burned in the room and Mick was lyingap of the bed,
sound asleep, his shoes and jacket discarded.

Kate walked to the bed, and stood looking downirat h

She had never seen him sleeping before and, vatlohg eyelashes curling
on his cheek, he looked much younger. Aimost valble.

He's not going to wake up, she thought. | couldp$yrkiss him goodnight,
and leave.

Instead, she found herself kicking off her own shaad lying down beside
him on the satin coverlet.

She wasn't planning on sleeping herself. She jasted to lie quietly for a
while, and watch him, and listen to his soft, regudreathing.



But the room was warm, and the bed soft and coattet its crisp linen
faintly scented with lavender and, in spite of kérdate found her eyelids
drooping.

She thought, 'l ought to go home..." And then stopped thinking
altogether.

She awoke suddenly with a start, and looked aroundmentarily

disorientated, wondering where she was. Then she\iak, propped on
one elbow, studying her, his face grave, his dgdsdnooded.

She said, a little breathlessly, 'l must have—fa#sleep. What time is it?"'
‘The middle of the night.' His brows lifted. "Yohald be more careful,
matia mouHas no one told you it is dangerous to tempt ayhuman with

crumbs?’

She said, with a catch in her voice, 'Perhapstémvisg too.'

He smiled into her eyes, as he smoothed the diadveir back from her
face, and ran his finger gently across her parpsd |

He said softly, 'l hope it is true, yet you mayl sthange your mind—if you
wish.' He paused. 'But if you allow me to touch yibwill be too late.’

'I'm here because | want to be,' she whisperedalg® | can't help myself.’
She sat up, and pulled off her black sweater, igssito the floor.

Mick drew a sharp breath, then took her into himsarkissing her slowly
and very deeply.

His hands were unhurried, too, as they removeddsieof her clothes, his
lips paying sensuous homage to every curve andwdhat he uncovered.

When she was naked, he looked at her for a longenarile said huskily.
'How beautiful you are.’



Shy colour burned in her face, but she met his.gs#pe've seen me before.’

'‘But then you were angry.' His hand cupped herdbréas fingers teasing
her nipple, making it stand proudly erect. 'You everot like this. So
sweet—so willing.'

But when she tried to unbutton his shirt, to unslt@isn in turn, he stopped
her, his hands closing over hers.

'‘Not yet.' He kissed her again, his mouth warm laegliling, then bent his
head to her breast, his tongue flickering againsttaut rosy peak. 'First,
agapi mou,he murmured, 'l need to pleasure you.'

It was a long, languorous journey into arousal.ekfaund herself drifting
almost mindlessly, aware only of the message okshases in response to
the whisper of his hands and mouth on her body.s€ouos of the slow,
irresistible heat building within her that demandem be assuaged.
Somehow.

When his hand parted her thighs, she heard hers#é a small sound in
her throat, pleading, almost animal.

'Yes." His low voice seemed to reach her from sorast distance.
'Soon—my dove, my angel, | promise.’

His fingers explored her gently, making her gasgd amithe against his
touch. Almost immediately it changed, his fingetdl sstroking her
delicately, but creating a new, insistent rhythntheesy did so. Gliding on
her. Circling. Focusing on one small, exquisitenpoif pleasure.

Her body moved restlessly, searching, seeking,essatvakened senses
whispered of a goal to be attained.

As his fingers strummed the tiny moist pinnaclédneéted flesh, his mouth
enclosed her breast, caressing the sensitisedwitrakis tongue.

Delight lanced through her as she arched towardsrhiwordless demand.



It was difficult to breathe. Impossible to thinkhéScould only—feel.

Then, deep inside her, she experienced the firseshurning tremors that
signalled her release. Felt them ripple outwardgenisify. Heard herself
sob aloud as the last vestiges of control fell gveayg her entire being was
consumed— ravished by pulsations so strong sheltti@ne would be torn
apart.

The storm of feeling lifted her, held her in a sload limbo, then let her drift
in a dizzying spiral back to earth.

She lay, dazed, trying to regulate her ragged biegt

She was vaguely aware that Mick had moved sligistiyfting away from
her, and she tried to murmur a protest from hetrtloinyat.

He said softly, 'Rest a littlggedhi mou And she felt him draw the sheet
over her damp body.

She floated, rocked by some deep and tidelessheedyody still tingling
from the force of its enrapturement.

She realised that Mick had returned to lie beside Bhe reached out a
drowsy hand and encountered bare skin.

Her eyes opened. 'Oh.’
'Oh?' There was a smile in his voice, but his faes serious and very
intent. He took the welcoming hand and guided iwiddnis body. 'Touch

me,' he whispered. 'Hold me.’

At first her compliance was tentative, but she gedy became more
confident, encouraged by his small groans of pleaas she caressed him.

He kissed her hotly, his tongue gliding againssheiis fingers stroked her
breasts, moulding them, coaxing them to renewedluel



His hands strayed the length of her body, delingathe long supple back,
the slender curves of her hips, and thighs. Whesg lingered.

Kate was trembling suddenly, aware that the sar@ales excitement was
overtaking her again. Beginning, incredibly, toldunside her.

She was lying facing him, and Mick's hands slidemider flanks, raising
her slightly towards him. He kissed her mouth gentl

He said, 'Take me—please, my dove. My beautiful’ gir
She brought him into her slowly, the breath catghm her throat as she
realised how simple it really was—how right. Angtinow much she had

wanted to feel all that silken strength and poteinsyde her. To possess,
and be possessed.

'Do | hurt you?' His whisper was urgent.

'No." Her answer was a sigh. 'Ah, no.’

His movements were gentle at first, and smootliythmically controlled.
And all the time he was watching her, she realitedking into her eyes.
Observing the play of colour in her face. Listenfng any change in her
breathing.

And she smiled at him, her eyes luminous.

He hesitated, then moved away from her.

'What's the matter?' She stared at him in shockedderment. 'Did—did |
do something wrong?'

'‘No, matia mou."He stroked her cheek reassuringly. 'l need toeptotou,
that is all.’

When he turned back, he lifted himself over heteeng her in one strong,
fluid movement. She wound her arms round his neokl, instinctively,
lifted her legs to clasp him closer.



The rhythm he was imposing was more powerful navd she joined it,
moving with him in breathless unison.

She could feel the first, elusive blossoming ofaplere, and clung to him,
striving for it. Demanding it.

The next moment, her whole being was convulsedfieree and scalding
rapture. She cried out in ecstatic surprise, argddch®lichael answer her as
his own body shuddered into climax.

When she could speak, she said, 'Is it alwaysth&e?"

‘Always with you,agapi mou.He smoothed the hair back from her damp
forehead, then wrapped her in his arms. She cagdathst him, sated and
languid, and felt his cheek rest against her hair.

There was a silence, then he spoke, his voiceybarehisper. '‘Marry me."'

She turned her head, and stared at him, her eyks amd her lips parted.
"You don't mean that.'

'l am perfectly serious,’ he told her. 'l am askywy to be my wife,
Katharinamou.'

'‘But you can't,’ she said, almost wildly. 'It'sicidous. I—I don't belong to
your world.'

'We have just made our own workjapi moul want no other.’
'‘But your family,' she protested. 'They'll expectiyo marry some heiress.'

'My father lives his life." His voice was oddly kar 'And | live mine. | wish
to spend it with you.' He paused. 'But perhapsdanit want me?"

She said, 'l think I've wanted you since that fimgiht on Zycos. And, yes,
I'll marry you, Kyrios Michalis.'

He framed her face in his hands, and kissed hgryglemost reverently.



He said, 'We should celebrate. I'll call room sggvand tell them to bring
champagne.’

She smiled up at him. 'And strawberries?’

"You remember that, hmm?' He threw the coveringisagide and got out of
bed, stretching unselfconsciously.

Watching him, Kate felt her mouth go dry, and heoat tighten.

She said, 'Of course. But | couldn't understand ydydidn't just—seduce
me, there and then.'

Mick picked up a red silk robe from a chair angséd it on. He said softly,
'‘But | have been seducing yoagapi mou.every moment we have spent
together since | first saw you. Don't you know that

He blew her a teasing kiss and walked away intcifi@groom.

Two weeks later they were married in a quiet regisffice ceremony with
Sandy and lorgos Vasso as witnesses.

They spent a brief honeymoon on Bali, then flewkitacdNew York where
Mick was supervising the completion of the latesgiRa hotel.

'Does he usually take so personal an interest® &slted lorgos, who had
soon become a friend.

‘This is particularly important to him,' lorgos aitied. 'There are elements
on the board who have always been opposed to grgnsion outside the
Mediterranean, or indeed to any kind of changeadhded drily. 'lt is no
longer a foregone conclusion that he will succasddther as chairman of
the board when Ari eventually retires. So, Michakeds a proven success
to overcome the doubters.’

'l see.' Kate paused. 'Is his father one of théotbya?"



‘That is something you should ask your husbagda.’

'l have.' Kate sighed. 'l asked him, too, when Wwe'doing to Greece so that
| could meet his family, and he just changed tHgexi.’

She shook her head. 'He never talks about faminhgsh Why, | didn't even
know his mother had been a native New Yorker umiscovered we were
living in her old home.'

'Does it make a difference?’

'No, but I'd like to have been told. And | wishdhdiscuss this estrangement
with his father, because | know it exists.'

He said gently, 'You are a very new wikgria. Maybe Mick feels you have
enough adjustments to make for now. Enjoy the hmggsi you find in each
other, and leave any problems for another day.'

And with that, she had to be content.

The apartment, in an exclusive district, was a guoys, gracious place, all
high ceilings, and rich wood panelling, and Katd feved it on sight.

Mick gave hercarte blanchéo change anything she wanted but, in the end,
she altered very little, replacing some carpetsamthins, and introducing
a lighter colour scheme for their bedroom.

'I'm saving my energies for the nursery,' she botd happily.

'Well, there is no hurry for that." He kissed Henless | am not enough for
you," he added softly.

The hotel was completed by Easter, and Kate, sgnitionfidently to
conceal her inner trepidation, cut the ribbon whiellared the New York
Regina open for business.



It was barely a week later when she returned frahapoping trip to find a
full-scale row in progress, with Mick pacing theaadting room, his face set
and thunderous, while lorgos tried unavailinglycgm him.

'What's happened?' Kate put down her packages)edar

'We have been sent for," Mick flung at her.

'Mr Theodakis has requested Michael to bring yoee falonia,’ lorgos
explained more temperately.

'Is that such a bad thing?' Kate felt her way caudly, keeping a wary eye
on her husband's angry face. 'After all, we weranbloto pay a visit
eventually—weren't we?'

Mick snorted in exasperation, and stalked oveh&window.

"It would not be wise to refuse,’ lorgos said dyieConsider that, Michalis.'

'l have," Mick said curtly, without looking roun@dnd | know it must be
done.’

For the first time in their marriage, he did notmeoto bed that night. Kate,
disturbed, found him in the drawing room, slumped & sofa with a
decanter of whisky for company.

She had never seen him like this, she thoughthaskeelt beside him.
'Darling, what's wrong? Talk to me, please.’

He looked at her, his eyes weary, and frightenirdibtant. The reality |
once spoke ofedhi moult has found us. Now leave me. | need to be on my
own—to think.'

And she had turned and gone back to their roommgadmd suddenly scared.



CHAPTER SEVEN
KATE's first glimpse of Kefalonia had been from the comparivate jet.

In spite of the uneasiness of the previous weekcshldn't repress a tingle
of anticipation as she looked down on the rockyl$mape beneath her.

Maybe, she thought, things will change now we'n@h&o back to the way
they were.

Because, ever since his father's summons, thee®d b strange new
tension between Mick and herself which she seenoedepess to dispel,
however much she tried.

Now, when he made love to her, he seemed remat@salclinical in the
ways in which he gave her pleasure. The warmthtdasing, the laughter
that had made their intimacy so precious was sugaeissing.

For the first time it was almost a relief that Miskill insisted on using
protection during lovemaking, because she didniitwheir baby to be
conceived in an atmosphere like this.

She'd been surprised too when Mick told her to maskmer clothes and
swimwear.

'‘But it's only April." She stared at him. 'How lomgll we be staying on
Kefalonia?'

' am Greek, Katharina." His voice was cold. 'ThéavDionysius is my
home.’

She said quietly, 'I'm sorry. | thought your homaswvith me. But I'll pack
for an indefinite stay if that's what you want."'

His smile was brief and wintry. 'Thank you.'Sh&dd as much as she could
about the island and its history, prior to setiug, and knew that, because



of the devastation caused by the earthquake wladrstruck in 1953, most
of its buildings were comparatively modern.

But the Theodakis family home, the Villa Dionysiusad somehow
survived. And soon she would be there.

Again she was aware of an odd prickle of nervousras told herself she
was being ridiculous. Mick and his father might @deen at odds in the
past, but now a reconciliation was clearly indidatand maybe her
marriage was going to be the means of bringingahatit. Which had to be
a good thing—didn't it?

When they reached the villa, her spirits rose. #isva large rambling
single-storied house, white-walled, with a fadeuateotta roof. Flowering
vines and climbing shrubs hung in festoons ovedtw and windows, and
the garden was already bright with colour.

The whole place, she thought, had an air of tinsgless about it, as if it had
grown out of the headland on which it stood anscencircling pine trees.

As she got out of the car, Kate could smell théenteend hear the rasp of
cicadas in the sunlit, windy air. Through the tresBe could see the
turquoise sea far below, dancing with foam-cappades.

She thought, 'l was crazy to worry. This is paradis

As she turned to look at the villa, the big doousg open, and a woman
stood, dramatically framed in the doorway. She wedsand slim, with
black hair that hung like a shining curtain down back. Her skin was
magnolia pale, and her almond-shaped eyes weesl tdtightly at the
comers. Her smiling mouth was painted a deep, séryson, and in her
figure-hugging white dress, she looked like somatiextropical flower.

Kate's throat tightened in instant, shocked redagni She was aware of
Mick standing rigidly beside her, his face likersto

For a moment the newcomer stayed where she wé#salémsving them to
fully appreciate the picture she made.



'Welcome home,cher." Her voice was low-pitched and throaty. 'You
shouldn't have stayed away so long.'

She walked to where Mick was standing, twining &@ns round his neck,
and kissing him on the lips.

'Mmm," she murmured as she stood back. 'You tasg@sd—but then you
always did.'

She looked at Kate. 'And this is your new wife.I idges flickered over the
suit in dark-green silk with a matching camisolattiate had worn for the
journey, and her smile widened. 'Won't you intraslooe?'

'l already know who you are," Kate said steadipu're—Victorine."'

Not gone to ground, as Sandy had said, she thotghtheart pounding
sickly, but here on Kefalonia, living in Mick's hem.

But how? Why?

'I'm flattered." Victorine laughed. 'On the othantd, youchere,came as a
complete surprise to—all of us." She looked at Mio&uting in reproof.
"Your father wasn't very pleased with you.'

Mick said harshly, 'When was he ever?' He pau¥édere is he?
Victorine shrugged. 'Waiting in thealoni.lt's quite a family gathering. But
you must promise me not to quarrel with him agaimugh I'm sure you'll

be on your best behaviour—now that you are matried.

Kate said, coolly and clearly, 'It was a long flighthink I'd like to take a
shower and change before any more introductions.'

'‘But of course.' Victorine turned to Mick. '"You heyour usual suite in the
West wing,cher.'She paused. 'Is there any particular room you avidke
Katherine to have?’

Mick said coldly, 'My wife sleeps with me.’



The slanting brows lifted. 'How sweet—and domest8he smiled at

Katherine. 'You have managed to tame hehere.l congratulate you.' She
lowered her voice confidentially. 'Michael usedchttte to share his bed for
the whole night with anyone."'

Kate smiled back at her. 'Well,' she said lightlihat proves I'm not
just—anyone.'

She walked sedately beside Mick through the widsages, but under her
calm exterior she was seething with a mixture obtoms. Anger was
paramount, with bewilderment a close second.

At the end of one corridor were wide double dobesvily carved. Mick
opened them silently, and ushered her through. foated herself in an airy
spacious sitting room, furnished in dramatic eadlours, with low sofas
clustering round a table in heavy glass cut insthepe of a hexagon.

Beyond it was the bedroom, its vast bed drapeddavarlet the colour of
green olives, which matched the long curtains ettimdows.

Mick strode across the room, and opened another. dd® said, 'The
bathroom is here. You will find everything you néed

'Including honesty?' Her voice shook. 'And somaight talking?"

Mick took off his jacket and tossed it across aircha

He said shortly, 'Katharina—we are both jetlagged aut of temper, and |
am shortly to have a difficult interview with mytfeer. Oblige me by

postponing this discussion.'

She said, 'No, | think | deserve an explanation.h&e began to wriggle
out of her suit.

His mouth tightened. 'What do you wish to know?'

She stared at him. '"You and Victorine—you were tev& ou—you don't
deny that.’



'‘No," he said coldly. 'l do not. And isn't it alitlate to start making my past
an issue?"

"Yet now | find her—here—in your home.' She spreadhands. 'Why?'

'She is my father's mistress.' His tone was hdBbes that satisfy, your
curiosity?"

Kate shook her head. 'You mean you passed her oien wou had
finished with her?'

'No,' he said. 'l do not mean that. Victorine makesown choices. And so
does my father.’

'Did you—Ilove her?’

His brows lifted mockingly. "You have seen hagapi mou,he drawled. 'It
must be clear what | felt for her.’

'‘And—now?"
'‘Now, | am with youpedhi mou.’

She stared at him. Her voice was almost a whispény did you marry
me?'

He said, 'For a whole number of reasons.' He lodiedover, standing in
front of him, wearing only a few scraps of silk alade, and his mouth
twisted. 'And this is only one of them.'

Two strides brought him to her. Before she cousiistehe picked her up in
his arms and carried her to the bed.

She was beating at his chest with her fists. 'Patdown," she ordered
breathlessly. 'Do you hear.'

'Willingly." Mick tossed her on to the mattresslldaing her down with
total purpose, deftly unfastening his clothing.



'‘No." Kate struggled, trying ineffectively to pusim away. 'Don't you dare.
| won't...'

'‘No, my Kate?' The dark eyes challenged her, larglgncing outrageously
in their depths. 'And how are you going to stop ‘'me?

He bent to her, pushing the lacy cup away frombneast with his lips, and
allowing his tongue to tease her uncovered nipplhéle his hand slid under
the silken rim of her briefs.

She said his name on a little sob, and her arms wemd her neck, her
body opening in heated, moist surrender as heexhtear.

When the storm was over, Kate lay beneath himndchand boneless.

'‘What happened?' Her voice was a shadow.'My new faurjet lag,agapi
mou' He kissed the tip of her nose. 'l may patent it.

"You'll make another fortune,' she said weaklgoh't think I'll ever move
again.'

'‘Unfortunately, you must. We have a shower to take, my father to meet.’
He sat up, raking the sweat-dampened hair back frisrforehead. 'He will
not appreciate waiting much longer," he added witbuch of grimness.

'Yes,' she said. 'Of course.' She watched him pespinto the bathroom
and gave a happy sigh, stretching languidly.

Then paused. Because, in reality, she thought firayyrshe was no wiser
about Victorine—or Mick's relationship with her,gp@r present.

Her concerns had been smothered by the most passi@vemaking she'd
experienced for days, but they hadn't been answered

And | need answers, she thought, and shivered.



Aristotle Theodakis was standing by the window lo¢ $a- lonias they
came in, a dark figure against the sunlit vistthefsea outside. He turned to
regard them frowningly, his whole stance radiatpoyver and a certain
aggression.

He was not as tall as his son, Kate saw, but maygeadly built. His thick
hair was silver, and his eyes were brilliant aret@ng beneath their heavy
brows.

He was undoubtedly a handsome, charismatic marg atught, as she
walked across the room towards him, her hand ctbBpely in Mick's. But
she was still amazed that Victorine could have dbaad the son for the
father.

She glanced around her, trying to assimilate somgtif her surroundings.
The saloniwas a vast room, but furnished with comfort rattinem overt

luxury. The colours were cool, and clear, and thallsvand surfaces
uncluttered. One of the few embellishments was rgelgortrait of a

dark-haired woman with a serene face positioned/alloe huge, empty
fireplace, which Kate assumed was the late Reghendakis.

She was aware of other people in the room too—tdatial haired woman
standing quietly beside the fireplace, and, atsiei®, a much younger girl,
with dark hair and eyes, her vibrantly pretty fesmoiled by a sullen
expression.

Mick halted a couple of yards from his father andined his head, coolly
and unsmilingly. 'Papa.’

Aristotle Theodakis did not even glance at Kate. $4&d in his own
language, 'l have spent months trying to preventiaughter from making a
fool of herself over some penniless nobody. Now, sog does the same
thing. | had other plans for you, Michalis.’

Before Mick could reply, Kate said in her clearrefal Greek, 'Perhaps
your children are old enough to decide their ovtedkyrie.'



His head turned abruptly towards her, and she dadebe blasted out of
existence. Instead, he said slowBg, po poSo, you speak our tongue?'

‘Not very well. But Michael has been teaching me.’

'Hmm.' He looked her over, slowly, as if somethgzled him, taking in
the simple cream dress she'd changed into. 'PehH®jssnot as stupid as |
thought.’

He stepped forward, opening his arms imperatively, aafter a brief
hesitation, Mick returned his embrace.

'Sit down."' He waved Kate towards one of the witbeply cushioned sofas
which flanked a low table. 'Ismene will pour yoursoiced tea. And for the
sake of your wife and Linda, we will speak Englishchalis.’

He indicated the fair woman. 'Katharina—this is tate wife's cousin,
Linda Howell. She used to be my daughter's companio

'‘And she still could be," Ismene said petulantiyuning the tea into tall
glasses. 'Why can't | go and live in her houseaatiS'

'‘Because she would be too soft with you,' her fagihewled. "You would be
running off to meet Petros Alessou all the time) alne would do nothing to
stop you.'

'It's hard to object to Ismene meeting with a yooran she's known since
childhood.' Linda's voice was quiet, with a sligNmerican drawl. She gave
Kate a rueful look as she came to sit beside hrafraid you've walked
into an ongoing problem.’

‘There is no problem," Ari Theodakis scowled. 'leme@oes not see the
Alessou boy, and that is final." He snorted. ‘A lyegualified doctor, with
only his ideals in the bank. A fine match for myidhter. And the problems
it has caused with his father.' He threw up hisdisati haven't had a decent
game of backgammon in weeks.'

He looked at Kate. 'Do you play?’



'‘No," lied Kate who had seen the speed and fertwilythe Greeks brought
to the game, and didn't fancy her chances.

‘Then Michalis can teach you that too—in the evgsimhile you are
waiting for my grandson to be born.’

There was a sudden devastating silence. Kate gadfretheodakis—there
isn't—I'm not..." She paused, aware her cheeks lwgreng, and turned to
Mick whose expression was like stone.

'Of course not,’ Linda said soothingly. 'Ari—youingpossible," she added
sternly. 'Why, the children are still on honeymoon.

His shrug was unrepentant. 'Then why the hastyiaga?'

'‘Because there was no reason to wait." Mick's vaee silky, but there was
danger in it too. 'And | thought, Papa, that yousheid me to be
married—settled in life. You—and your supporters ive Theodakis
board.’

'l did. | do." Ari Theodakis frowned. 'But a maneds children to give him
real stability.'

'Yes," Mick said quietly. 'But in our own good tim@ot yours.' 'Well, it's
just not fair," Ismene burst out. 'I'm not allowtedsee Petros, yet Michalis
has married someone without money, and Papa dinhteotere.’

Mick's face relaxed slightly. 'Only because | didt rgive him the
opportunity, little sister.'

'So you can marry a penniless nobody, and | amateg@do take Spiros
Georgiou just because his family is rich. A man whears glasses and has
damp hands, besides being shorter than | am.’

There was real unhappiness mingled with the outira¢ggmene'’s voice and
Kate bit back her involuntary smile.



'‘And you will mind your tongue, my girl," her fatheautioned sternly. 'Or
go to your room.'

Ismene set down the jug with a crash. 'It will j@emsure,’ she retorted, and
flounced from the room.

Kate heard Linda Howell sigh softly.

She said, 'Katherine, shall we take our tea ouherterrace and leave the
men to talk?'

Kate forced a smile. 'That would be good.'

The terrace was wide and bordered by an elabosahtistbade. Kate leaned
on the sun-warmed stone and took a deep breateheasooked down
through the clustering pines to the ripple of tea.slt's beautiful.’

Linda smiled. 'lt's also a minefield," she said lryAs you must have
noticed.’

'Yes.' Kate bit her lip. 'Has there—always beeatitvh between Mick and
his father.'

'‘Not when Regina was alive, although | know sheladdoresee problems
when Mick became fully adult and challenged Arugharity.

'Is that her portrait over the fireplace?’

'Yes." Linda's mouth tightened. 'I'm surprised sti#l there. Each time |
visit, which isn't often these days, | expect tadfit's been consigned to
some cellar.’

"You and Regina were close?’

'We were raised together. My father was a cargqaouhat,and always on
the move, so | stayed in New York with my aunt andle. Regina and |
were more like sisters than cousins. When she awhAti, the villa became
a second home for me. After she died so sudddrdgeimed natural to stay



on and care for Ismene.' Her blue eyes were sadl &vart from that Ari
and | could help each other grieve.'

'How did she die?"

'She had this heart weakness. It was incredibleaussc she was the
strongest person | knew—she was a marvellous ratet,she sailed and
played tennis like a champion. But she had a réeligd time when Michael
was born, and the doctors warned her against amg pregnancies. But
she and Ari had always wanted a daughter, so stidedktto take the risk.’
She shook her head. 'She was never really wellhwatds and one
day—she just went.’

She pursed her lips ruefully. 'l wish, for her sdlaedone a better job with
Ismene, but each time I tried to impose rules,wauld undermine them.
He wanted Ismene to be a free spirit like her motéhat he didn't grasp
was that Regina's freedom came from self-discipldew he's trying to
close the dam, and it could be too late.’

'‘Because of this Petros?' Kate drank some of hefeu think they should
be allowed to marry?’

'He's a great guy, and she's known him for evalwvays guessed that one
day she'd stop looking on him as just another baghter, and she could
have made so many worse choices.' She sighedstguapproached it the
wrong way. She should have let Ari think it washadl idea. Just before you
arrived, she demanded that Petros come to tonifgimigy dinner as her
future husband.' Linda pulled a wry face. 'l trtectalk her out of it. The
Theodakis men do not respond well to ultimatums.’

'I'd noticed.' Kate set her glass down on the balde. 'Mick's been in an
odd mood ever since his father sent for us.' Shesgqzh 'Of course there
could be another reason for that,' she added drefu

'‘Ah,' Linda said. 'So you've met Ari's other hogsest?'

'Yes.' Kate stared hard at the view.



Linda sighed. 'If you want me to give an explanatiocan't. She was with
Mick, now she's with Ari. End of story.’

Kate caught a sudden glimpse of pain on the catm, fand realised she'd
stumbled on a different story altogether.

'‘But whatever happened,' Linda went on after a @attick married you,
and not the dynastic heiress his father would ltévesen.' She gave Kate a
swift smile. '"Maybe we'd better check on them—séeed's no blood on the
floor.’

'Is there really that much friction?' Kate askedubled.

'It's natural.' Linda shrugged. 'Mick's the heipagent, and he has a lot of
support in the company, but Ari's still king, an@'sh not ready to

abdicate—not by a mile. They'll work it out." Sreuped. 'And if things get

too heavy, you can always retreat to the beachehous

She pointed downwards through the trees to a splfatgtracotta. ‘Ari had
it built for when there was an extra influx of gtegdut Regina really made
it her own place. He was away a lot, and she fabadvilla big and lonely
without him. It has its own pool, and this wondégtatform overlooking
the sea where she used to sit and paint.’

She glanced at her watch, and uttered a faint matlan. 'Hey, | must be
off.!

'‘Aren't you staying for dinner?' Dismayed, Katekidbhe hand she was
offered.

'No, | was asked to meet you, which I've done, mowd I'm going home.'

She smiled at Kate. 'l hope you'll come and visiBami. Get Ismene to
bring you over. You didn't see her best side tobayshe has a lot going for
her. And she could do with a friend.'

'Perhaps,' Kate thought as she watched her geenismsn't the only one.’



She turned back to look down at the beach houseuihded as if it could
become a sanctuary. Tomorrow, she decided, shediadl her way down
there. Ask Ismene to show her the way perhaps.

She heard the sound of voices, and Mick and hieefagmerged from the
saloniand came to join her.

'Has Linda gone?' Mick put his arm round her, ngshis hand casually on
her hip.

'Yes, you've just missed her.’

'l asked her to stay for dinner.' There was a taiate- fensiveness in Ari's
tone. 'But she said she had plans.

'‘Well, perhaps she did." Mick shrugged. 'l hopeStme's a very beautiful
woman.'

There was a silence, then Ari turned to Kate. "Waidhi mou.Do you
think you will be happy here?’

'I'm happy to be wherever Michael is,’ she returgeietly.

'‘Good—qgood." He smiled. 'l am glad my son is prgven attentive
husband.’

The colour deepened in Kate's cheeks, but shenextunis gaze without
wavering. 'l have no major complainkgyie.'

Mick looked at her, his mouth relaxing into a fagmdile. He said softly,
"You will suffer for that tonight, my girl.’

'Well restrain your ardour until after dinner," Aaid with sudden joviality.
'‘Androula is preparing her special lemon chicketh stme will not forgive if
you are late.’

He clapped Mick on the shoulder. 'It will be likiel dimes,ne?’



Mick looked at the sea, his face expressionlessyt say.'

They're like a pair of dogs, Kate thought uneastiycling each other,
getting in the odd nip. But the main event is $tilcome.

'l thought tomorrow | would ask your sister to show around,' she said
later, when she was alone with Mick in their beanpchanging for dinner.
'Get to know her.'

‘A word of advice,' Mick said, adjusting his blaok
'Don't get drawn into Ismene's intrigues. They gbvend in tears.’

'I'm not," Kate protested. She was sitting at thessing table in bra and
briefs putting the finishing touches to her makeBpt your father's choice
of a husband for her doesn't sound very appealing.’

'Don't worry about it. There will be no enforcedmmege.’ He paused. "Your
hair looks beautiful.’

'Someone called Soula did it." Kate touched thiulfrtcareless topknot
with a self-conscious hand. 'Apparently your fateent her to look after
me. She did all our unpacking, too, and would Haalped me dress if I'd let
her.'

‘Then I'm glad you sent her away," Mick said sofflyvish to retain some
privileges." He went into the adjoining dressingmy and emerged a
moment later with a length of black silk draped rokiss arm. "Wear this
tonight,agapi mou.’

'‘Really?' Kate's brows lifted doubtfully. It waselegant bias-cut dress with
a low neck and shoestring straps that he'd bowgghhiNew York. 'Isn't that
a little much for a family dinner. I—I can't weabega with it.'

'l know."' He undid the tiny clip, and slipped dittscrap of lace. 'So—have
this in its place.’



It was a diamond, cut in a classic tear-drop shape glowing like captured
fire against her skin. Kate gasped in disbelieiViask fastened the fine gold
chain round her neck. Her voice shook. 'lt's—bdaliti

His eyes met hers in the mirror. '‘But the settihg,told her gently, 'is even
more exquisite." And for a tingling moment, his tdsauigrazed the tips of her
bare breasts. 'A jewel," he whispered. 'For my jewe

He dropped a kiss on her shoulder and straighté8&hd upmatia mou.'

She obeyed, and he dropped the black dress detlyrer head, without
disturbing a strand of hair, and zipped it up.

She said unsteadily, "You are—almost too goodatdt'th
Laughing, he took her hand. 'You inspire me, myeKat

Then why don't you tell me you love me? she wordiéercely. Because
you never have. Not once in all these months.

When she entered thealoni on Mick's arm, she found it deserted apart
from Ismene who was glancing through a fashion miagabeside the log
fire which had been kindled to fight the eveningllicifhe younger girl
looked up. 'Michalis, Papa wishes you to go to lirhis study. There has
been a fax you should see.’

'Very well,” Mick said. '‘But look after Katharinarf me. Get her a
drink—and call her no names,' he added grimly.

Ismene came over to her with an ouzo, looking saidu

'l wish to apologise, sister. | was rude when llezhjou a penniless nobody.
Although Papa said it first,' she added, her bravkening.

Kate laughed. 'Let's forget it and begin againll ste?’



'l would like that. But | cannot help being jealpligcause Michalis has
married whom he wishes, and | may not.' She gave &apeculative look.
"You are not like his other women," she offered.

Kate's smile held constraint. 'lI've noticed.'

Ismene giggled. 'So you have met her. | wish | beein there. How she
must hate you.'

Kate said slowly, '‘But—that's all in the past novsurely?"
'Is it?' The pretty face was suddenly cynical. 'Baywho knows?'

Kate struggled with herself and lost. 'How did diehe come to be with
your father?'

Ismene shrugged. 'lt is a mystery. We thoughtrst fhat she had come to
wait for Michalis—to be with him when he return&tle could not believe
that Papa had invited her— and that she wasroseniinstead.’

She shook her head. 'And when Michalis did comeydseso angry—like a
crazy man. We could hear him with Papa, shoutingaah other." She
shuddered. 'Terrible things were said.’

'Did he care about her so much?' Kate concentfegextly on her drink.

Ismene shrugged. 'Naturally. She was the ultinrafghy woman, and Papa
took her from him.

She brightened. 'But now you and Mick are marreneed not stay away
any more. Because he cannot still be in love witttdrine, and Papa need
not be jealous.’

'‘No." Kate said quietly, her throat tightening's'lall— worked out very
well.



'l wish life could be as good for me. Do you kndwattPapa will not even
allow my Petros to come to the house any more.t&sed her head. 'But it
makes no difference, because we are still engagedadh other.'

Kate picked her words carefully. 'Perhaps your datfeels you're still
young to be making such an important decision.'

Ismene snorted disrespectfully. 'l am the sameasgblama when Papa
married her. And | would not be too young if | aggldo marry that horrid
Spiro. Although | would rather die.'

Kate's face relaxed into a grin. 'I'd say you hawiat,' she conceded.

Ismene looked at her hopefully. '‘Perhaps Mick waddak to Papa for me.
Talk him round?’

Kate gave a constrained smile, but did not answealise at that moment
Victorine entered thesaloni. She was wearing another clinging dress in
fuchsia pink, its low-cut bodice glittering withystals.

She helped herself to a drink, then came acrokate, her eyes fixed on
the diamond pendant.

‘A new necklacechere?'She ignored Ismene. Her mouth smiled, but her
eyes were venomous. 'Men usually buy their wivgseasgive gifts because
they feel guilty about something. | wonder what Kibas on his
conscience?'

'Bitch," Ismene whispered succinctly as Victorineved off towards the
fire, using the distinctive swaying walk which haplaced so many
catwalks. '‘Don't let her wind you up.'

Easier said than done, Kate thought wryly.
Ari gave her the place of honour beside him at elinand talked to her

kindly, but she had the feeling she was being s@@geso it wasn't the most
comfortable meal she'd ever had.



It was undoubtedly one of the most delicious thougid she said so as she
finished the famous chicken, fragrant with lemon.

'I'm glad you liked it." He gave her an approvingls. 'From tomorrow, it
will be for you to order the mealgedhi mouand run the household. | have
instructed Androula, and Yannis my majordomo, tsmedo you for your
orders each day.’

Kate stared at him. 'But I've never..."

‘Then you must begin.' His tone demolished furfitetest, and alerted the
attention of everyone round the table to Kate'samalssment. 'You are the
wife of my son, and you take your rightful placenis home.'

He gave Mick a fierce look, and received an unsmihod in reply.

'‘And don't keep me waiting too long for my grandsd® added, more
jovially, turning back to Kate, who looked down far plate, blushing
furiously, aware that Victorine was watching her.

It was a long meal and, afterwards, there was eoifiethe saloni, and
another hissed diatribe from Ismene about her fathejustice, and the

general misery of her life.

In fact, meeting Linda had probably been the hgjtiliof a rather fraught
day, Kate thought, as she prepared for bed that.nig

When she emerged from the bathroom, Mick was staraly the window in
his dressing gown, staring into the darkness.

She slid her arms round his waist. ‘Coming to bed?’
'Presently.’

She rested her cheek against his chest. She $tyd asmile in her voice,
'Well, we have our instructions. Your father waatgrandchild.’



He detached himself from her embrace. He said goldihderstand this,
Katharina. | give orders. | do not take them. Aavrl intend to sleep.'

He took off his robe and tossed it over a chaentiwalked, naked, to the
bed, and got in, turning on his side so that htklveas towards her for the
first time in the marriage.

Leaving her standing there, shocked, bewildered sumidenly totally
isolated. With Mick's diamond burning like ice been her breasts.



CHAPTER EIGHT

| BELIEVED, Kate thought flatly, that it wasn't possible te Imore
unhappy—more alone than | was that night. But vdii know?

She looked round the impersonal luxury of the hatein she now occupied
alone, and shivered.

She should have realised, she thought. Made theection there and then.
Seen that her brief marriage had begun to collagseHaced the reason.

Yet, on that following morning, when she'd wokenfital herself in his
arms, and heard him whisper, 'I'm soragapi mou.Forgive me..." she'd
been able to tell herself it was just a temporditcly That he'd had a
difficult day too.

And she'd drawn him down to her, her lips partinijmgly under his kiss.

Of course, Kate thought flatly, as the memoriesigtat her mind, | didn't
realise just how much there was to forgive.

Because | was never a real wife—just a red heriimtignded to draw his
father away from the truth about his relationshighwVictorine. The

solution to a problem, just as | heard him disaugsvith lorgos that night
on Zycos.

And Mick didn't want us to have a child becausekhew the marriage
wasn't going to last. At least he didn't pretenoulthat.

And that, too, is why he never said he loved meds as near as he could
get to honesty.

She heard herself moan, softly and painfully. Stieug from the bed and
began to pace restlessly round the room, then paasel took a deep
breath.

She shouldn't be doing this to herself, and shevkhelt was all still too
new. Too raw.



After all, less than two months ago, she'd stikréiving in her fool's
paradise.

And soon now she would be back on Kefalonia, ahdhal old wounds
would be open and bleeding again.

She would have to stand in the village church,\matth Ismene make her
marriage vows to the man she loved, and see Peath€r serious face
alight with tenderness as he looked at her.

And she would have to see Mick and Victorine togetlexchanging their
secret lovers' glances. Become part of the betshy@had run from. Until
Mick chose to let her go.

| can't do it, she thought, nausea acrid in heoahrNo one should be
expected to play a part like that. Pretend...

But no matter how battered she felt—how emotiondityised—she
couldn't deny the magic of those first weeks shp&ht on Kefalonia.

Beginning at breakfast that first morning when Ismeeyes dancing, told
her that Victorine was no longer at the villa.

'She's on her way to Paris to do some shopping,cehfided. 'To buy a
bigger diamond than yours, Katharimeu,'she added naughtily.

Kate tried to look reproving. 'Has your father gevith her?'

'No, no." Ismene looked shocked. 'Because thetd®iineetings soon with
some of the other directors of our companies. Lias Victorine wasso
bored." She rolled her eyes. 'She likes the mopmyunderstand, but she is
not interested in how it is made. Maybe this is \WWapa encouraged her to
go,' she went on. 'Or perhaps he is still not gsiiee..." She stopped,
guiltily, her eyes flying to Kate's suddenly froz&ace. '‘But no—that is
silly.’

'Yes,' Kate agreed quietly. 'Very silly."And, aduwse, you will be Papa's
hostess—to prove to everyone that he and Mickragrds again.' Ismene



went on eagerly. 'There has been much anxietyupderstand, and people
have taken sides, which is not good. But everythiligbe better now.'

'l hope so." Kate forced a smile. 'Perhaps Vicwonmn't come back.’

'‘But she will." Ismene pulled a face. 'Unless shdd a richer man than
Papa.’

Whatever the reasons for it, Kate couldn't be s@bput Victorine's
absence, especially when days lengthened into wegksno sign of her
return.

Not that she had time to brood about anything.dsv responsibilities had
not been exaggerated, she discovered from the ntoMannis and
Androula took her on the promised tour of the house

The Villa Dionysius was much larger than even hest impression had
suggested—a positive labyrinth of passages, caudyand rooms, and
Kate saw all of it, down to the cellars, the foadres and the linen
cupboards.

'Each generation has added to the house," Yarldikéo proudly. 'And you
and Kyrios Michalis will do the same— when the dhain come.’

Kate bit back a smile. It was ridiculous, she thauthe way everyone was
trying to prompt them into parenthood. And whatitg phe couldn't share
the joke with Mick.

She couldn't help being nervous as the first ofpiteenised guests began to
arrive, but was able to draw on her training aswier to give each of them
a composed and smiling welcome, and make suredbeifort was catered
for in every way.

It was not an easy time. Not all the meetings veembothly, and she was
aware of tensions and undercurrents as people aacthgent. Both Mick
and his father were grim and thoughtful at times.



But at last, all the visitors departed, and Kdtejrtcompliments still ringing
in her ears, was able to draw breath.

'You have done welpedhi mou,Ari told her. He gave a satisfied smile. 'In
fact, it has all been most successful.' He dartgldace at Mick. 'And | am
not quite ready for Yeronitsiage-

'Yeronitsia?' Kate repeated puzzled.

‘A high rock near Ayios Thomas," Mick supplied urlgmgly. ‘From which,
legend says, the old and useless used to be thidwrather," he added,
'likes to joke.’

But Kate couldn't feel it had been a joke. Andwa tlays later, when Linda
took her on a tour of the island, she mentionedlie they were sitting
drinking coffee on the waterfront at Fiscardo.

Linda sighed. "You're right, it's not funny, bujuess it was inevitable. Ari
was so pleased and proud when Mick joined the cogpaut less so as he
began to find his own voice—formulate his own ideas

She shrugged. "You can understand it. Ari was padwehat he'd achieved,
and was wary of change—especially the kind of egjmam Mick was
advocating. Also,' her smile was wry, 'he was beigig to feel his age, and
he resented this. He began to say that Mick wagdaaog—too wild to step
into his shoes. That the Theodakis corporation lshoat go to someone
with such a high-profile social life. And for a temthere, Mick supplied him
with all the ammunition he needed,' she added Hyefu

'‘And, Ari likes to play games—to hint at his retivent in private, then deny
it in public. But there've been signs that the daargetting restive—that
support for Michael is growing. I—I hope Ari goeghvdignity before he's
forced out. It would have broken Regina's heakinimw how far things had
deteriorated between them,' she added huskily.

She didn't speak Victorine's name, but then she'tdidve to, Kate thought
with a sudden chill.



And one day soon the beautiful Creole would return.

But, in the meantime, Kate could relax and enjagéié. Already the Villa

Dionysius was beginning to feel like home. Thefstadre so well-trained
that the house almost ran itself, and this gaveheeopportunity to explore
the rest of the island, sometimes with Linda, bswally and joyfully in

Mick's company, making the most of its many beaubiefore the influx of
tourists arrived.

She loved hearing him talk about Kefalonia's somesi stormy history, and
share his knowledge of the archaeological discegdahat had taken place
over the years.

She was thrilled by the various underground cav#stiveir dark and secret
lakes that he showed her, but shivered away frewittage of Markopoulo
after Mick told her that the Church of Our Lady rénevas visited each
August by crowds of small snakes.

‘They crawl up to her icon," Mick said, amused et morrified expression.
'We look on them as good luck, especially as thayesl away during the
last war, and in the earthquake year.'

'l prefer miracles that don't wriggle,’ Kate saidhwdignity. 'l think | shall
arrange to be somewhere else in August.’

Remembering those lightly spoken words now, Katehbr lip until she
tasted blood. Perhaps she shouldn't have beeipparit about the island's
luck. Because hers had begun to run out not loregvedrds.

Ismene's feud with her father over her wish to snBe- tros had shown no
signs of abating. Although she had been forbiddeseé him, she continued
to meet him in secret and, on several occasions, kad been her unwilling
accomplice, driving her into Argostoli, the islamdtapital, on vague
shopping expeditions.

Ismene had insisted on introducing them, and Katkth admit that, apart
from his lack of worldly goods, she couldn't failn. He was more serious



in his manner than Ismene, but blessed with a geigte of humour. He was
also good looking, and intelligent.

'Papa says he is not good for me,' Ismene saidlga@sethey drove home.
'‘But, in truth, Katharina, he is much too good, &kdow it. All the same, |
will be a good and loving wife to him.’

Kate found herself unexpectedly touched to thethmathis little speech.
But when she mentioned it to Mick, he was angry.

'l told you not to get involved,' he reminded heldty. ‘Now you are joining
her in her deceit.’

They almost had a row about it, and matters didmptove when Ismene
mounted another tearful and highly vocal campamrget her father to
approve her engagement.

Kate had not been altogether sorry when Mick haisiad on the move
down to the peace of the beach house. It had alreadome one of her
favourite places, and she had taken to swimminigarpool there every day
anyway, now that the real summer heat had begunhésea was still cold.

It was much smaller than the villa, with just twedbooms, a large living
room, as well as a kitchen and bathroom, but itfiwaished with exquisite
comfort, and it had the great advantage of seaiugiad the big platform at
the front that Linda had mentioned was perfecstorbathing.

‘A second honeymoon,' Kate said dreamily on thieit €vening alone there.

Mick raised his eyebrows. 'And less chance for tgolbecome embroiled in
Ismene's mischiefpatia mou he told her, pulling her into his arms.

She was disappointed when she discovered that feb@ut to depart on
visits to the Regina hotels on Corfu, Crete andd®spand that she would
not be going with him.



'It's pure routine. You'd be bored.' He'd kisseddwaftly as he left for the
airport. 'Try not to let Ismene and Papa kill eather, and I'll be back
before you know it.'

But she felt restless, edgy without him. The dagseAtong, but the nights
were longer, and his daily phone calls were only pansolation.

She had to put up with sulks from Ismene too, when younger girl
discovered that Kate was not going to drive heratty more secret
rendezvous.

She began to spend more time at the beach housie Gien she was
joined there by Linda, and Ismene too when sheimedaher good humouir,
and Kate enjoyed preparing poolside lunches fanthe

Regina Theodakis had clearly been keen on readimgel as painting, and
a large, crammed bookcase was one of the feattitks iving room. Kate
found herself making new discoveries every daywel as renewing her
acquaintance with some old favourites.

Mick had been gone almost two weeks, when Victorterned. As soon as
Kate walked into the villa she was aware of a sustiift in the atmosphere.
She didn't really need Ismene's whispered, 'Slaek,to know what had
happened.

'‘And she's in a really good mood—all smiles,’ Isenewent on
disparagingly. "You should see the luggage sh&@aght back. She must
have bought the world. And she's given me a présent

She extracted a silky top with shoestring strajgsexmjuisite beading from a
bag emblazoned with the name of a boutique fromefodusive Kolonaki
Square in Athens, and held it up. 'See?'

Kate's brows rose. 'Very nice,' she commented.dArhaps she's going on
a charm offensive.’

But her optimism was short-lived.



‘The sun has given you some colarere' Victorine was stretched out on a
lounger on the terrace, wearing a miniscule sthikgni, the expression in
her eyes concealed behind designer sunglassesshdde of hair can make
a woman look so washed out," she added disparaging|

'‘And good morning to you, too," Kate said coollgugng herself some fruit
juice.

'So you are not pregnant yet." Victorine beganpigyaa fresh layer of sun
lotion to her arms. 'Ari is very disappointed. ligimt be wise not to keep
him waiting too long, or he might begin to wondéoat this marriage of
yours.

Especially as Michalis has apparently become—restgain, and left you
all alone here."

'Mick's on a business trip," Kate said, resistimg tirge to throw the fruit
juice over her antagonist. 'We don't have to bagdiat the hip every
moment of the day.’

'Or the night either." Smilingly, Victorine recamptihe bottle. "You are very
understanding to allow him these little diversiatisgre.l hope your trust is
rewarded. Michalis can be so wicked when he gatsdo

'Well, you should know," Kate said blandly, retmgniher glass to the tray,
and walking off.

But even the pleasure of having the last word adulsiveeten the little
exchange for her.

'Ill keep out of the way," she thought, thankingr stars that she had a
sanctuary, but, to her dismay, Ari made it cleat the expected her to be
present at dinner that evening, and perform hemluduties, so she
reluctantly obeyed.

Victorine was in her element at dinner, her behavio Ari seductively
possessive, as she regaled them with the latesinfdrld gossip, hinting at
the lucrative contracts that were still being céfither.



'‘But how could | be away for months at a tirokeer,when even a few weeks
is too much.' Lips pouting, she put a caressinglfmanAri's arm.

Kate was just wondering what excuse she could na&egoid coffee in the
saloniwhen the door of the dining room opened, and Miekked in.

Amid the exclamations of astonishment and welcdfate got shakily to
her feet.

'Why didn't you tell me?' she whispered, as helredter.

'l wanted to surprise yoagapi mou.His arms went round her, drawing her
to him. His mouth was warm on hers. 'Have | suceded

'Shall | tell Androula to bring you some food, box? barked.

'l had an early dinner in Athens with lorgos. Nojudt want to wash off the
city grime, and relax a little." He smiled at Kateome and run a bath for
me, matia mou,he invited softly.

As Kate went with him, blushing, to the door, shasveuddenly aware of
Victorine watching her, her eyes cold with derisiand something oddly
like pity...

'Was it a successful trip?' Kate lay in the cirofeMick's arms, as the
scented water lapped round them.

‘The homecoming is better.' He wound a long stdriger damp hair round
his fingers and kissed it. 'Maybe, | should go aweye often.’

'l disagree.' She touched his face gently withhiaerd, then paused. 'l didn't
know you were going to Athens.’

‘Nor did I, but it was unavoidable. A last-minukenig.’ He picked up the
sponge and squeezed warm water over her shoul8etswhat has been
happening here? Has Ismene been behaving herself?'



'l try not to ask.' She bit her lip. 'Victorine carback this morning.'
'Leaving a trail of devastation in every desigroeah Europe, no doubt.'
Had she imagined the fractional hesitation befasedlsmissive reply.
'She was shopping in Athens too," she ventured.

'It's a big city,agapi mou."He kissed the side of her neck. 'Now, let's dry
ourselves. Our bed is waiting, and you can shovalir@/er again how glad
you are to see me.'

And Kate forgot everything—even that strange, niggldoubt—in the
passionate bliss of their reunion.

But, with hindsight, she could have no doubt thatkvhad been with
Victorine in Athens. He'd brushed aside her tematjuery, but he hadn't
denied it.

And, however much she'd longed for his return,hddn't pretend it was
all honey and roses in the days that followed.

Within twenty-four hours, it was evident that redas between Ari and
himself were strained, and Mick seemed to retir® ia tight-lipped,
preoccupied world of his own.

More visiting executives came and went, and theas another endless
stream of meetings. Kate struggled to fulfil hderas hostess, but found her
smile beginning to crack after a while. She felifaghe was living on the
edge of a volcano, but, when she tried to quesdak about what was
going on, she found herself blocked.

'‘But | want to help,' she protested.

"You are helping.' He kissed the top of her hdael content.’



But that was easier said than done.

Even when they made love, Kate had the feeling tiedtl retreated
emotionally behind some barrier, and she had ta@wkdar him, reach out to
him, in the joining of their bodies.

But at least in the early afternoons she had hino &lerself. They had gone
down to the cove to swim at first, but then hadnbwictorine there,
sunbathing in nothing but a thong. Mick ignored skmily, but, when he
found Ismene emulating her, he gave his sistelliageff in cold, fierce
Greek which reduced her to tears.

After that, they had stayed up at the beach harskMick had given strict
orders that their privacy there was not to be dm&d by anyone. Even
Ismene did not dare to intrude on them.

One hot and windless day, lying in the shelter pbalside umbrella, Kate
put down her book, and said, 'When are we goiritat@ a baby?'

He was glancing frowningly through some paperss'iHgy father been
asking again?'

'‘No,' she said. 'This time it's all my own ideachhel- can we at least talk
about it—please?’

His mouth tightened. 'This is not a good time fa, pedhi mou His voice
was gentle but inflexible.

She swallowed. Then when can we have a discusshmutaour
marriage—our future?"

He was silent for a moment. ;When | get back fromefica. We'll talk
then.’

She sat up, staring at him. "You're going to Newk?dNhen?'

'‘Next week. | shall be gone about ten days—perlesgss



She said breathlessly, 'Take me with you.'

'It's a business trip, Katharina,' he said. 'lldb@in meetings twelve hours a
day. We would never see each other.’

'Mick—please. This is important to me.’

'‘And you are important here,' he said drily. 'lhgatthe household can't
function without you.'

‘That's nonsense, and you know it." Her voice r&dee house runs like
clockwork.'

'‘But you,agapi mouwind the clock. My father is pleased with you.'

She said huskily, ‘'Is that why you're abandoning hreee—to keep him
sweet? He already has someone to fill that role.’

His tone was curt. 'Be careful what you say.’

'Michael.' Her voice appealed. 'I'm your wife. Intd@o be with you. Can't
you understand that?'

'‘But you would not be with me," he said. 'Becauskduld always be with
other people.' He picked up his papers again. 1Amid soon be back.’

She said raggedly, This is why your mother usestag here, isn't it? Not
because it had wonderful views she could paintblectuse the villa was
too big and too lonely, and your father was alway&y on business as
well. Maybe she even persuaded herself she didndl.nBut | do mind,
Michael. I mind like hell.’

'Is it really such a penance to stay here?' Heagbis feet angrily. 'You live
in comfort. The servants adore you. Ismene lovesaga sister in blood.'

'‘And your ex-mistress thinks I'm a bad joke."



'‘Ah, Victorine," he said softly. 'Somehow | knewe tbonversation would
come round to her.'

"You can't pretend it's a normal situation.’
'‘But one we have to accept—for now, at least.' @nas finality in his tone.

'‘Can you accept it?' She was frightened now, batmished herself on.
Letting her darkest thoughts out into the harsHighn 'Is that why we live
down here, Michael— because you can't bear to see-to think of her
with your father? Tell me—tell me the truth.'

In spite of the intense heat, his glance chilled Bdenced her. Made her
heart flutter in panic.

"You are being absurd, Katharina. Unless you wishake me angry, do not
speak of this again.' He picked up his watch, astehed it on to his wrist. 'l
am going to shower, and drive into Argostoli. A¢ tiisk of being accused of
abandonment," he added cuttingly, 'l am not garigwtite you to come with
me.'

When he'd gone, she retrieved her book, and taeedd, but the words
blurred and danced in front of her eyes. Her thtightened painfully, and
she thought, 'Oh, God, what have | said? What hdoee.’

He returned while she was dressing for dinner—sévetared, aching
hours later. She'd put on the black dress he liaad,hung his diamond at
her throat.

'Mick." Her voice shook. 'I'm sorry. | didn't knomhat | was saying.'

He put his hands on her shoulders. In the mirtog,raet his gaze, hooded,
enigmatic.

He said, 'Perhaps we both have some thinking t&dtharina. And my trip
will give us the necessary spaoe;



No, she thought. We don't need that. There's toohnspace between us
already. | can't reach you any more.

But she smiled steadily, and said, 'l expect yaugat." And knew she was
weeping inside.

Kate put her hands up to her face, wiping awayehes she did not have to
hide any more.

Why did she have this total recall, she asked Hedssperately, when
amnesia would have been so much more merciful?

She thought | can't go on—torturing myself likestHican't...

She went into the bathroom and washed her fagagtty conceal the signs
of distress.

Then she went out into the sitting room. She wodde to confront
Michael once and for all. Tell him she'd changed rend. That even if
their divorce took for ever, she would not go baxKefalonia and be made
to relive any more of her humiliation and betrayal.

She was halfway across the room when his bedroan @oened and he
came out. He was wearing dark, close-fitting paantsl, a white shirt, with a
silk tie knotted loosely round his throat. He wasrging a light cashmere
jacket in a fine check over one arm, and fastehiaguff-links with his free

hand as he walked.

He halted, his brows lifting. "You should have st@yn your sanctuary a
little longer,matia mou His tone was sardonic. 'Then you would have been
spared the sight of me.’

"You're going out?’

'Evidently.’



'Where are you going?"

'‘Be careful. Katharinanou,'he said softly. "You are beginning to sound like
a wife. Although | am sure you do not wish to eated as one.’

She flushed, biting her lip. 'It's just that—I ndedalk to you.'

'‘But | am not in the mood for conversation. | amngoout to find some
congenial company.' His eyes raked her dismissiv@lyd knows it will not
be difficult.’

She flinched inwardly. 'Please listen to me.'

'‘No, Katharina. We have already said everything ihaecessary to each
other.'

She lifted her chin. 'I've changed my mind.’
He was very still. 'In what way?'
'l can't go back with you," she said rapidly. 'Inko

"Your rebellion is too latematia mou.l shall not permit you to back out
now.'

"You can't make me.' The words were uttered besheshad time to think.
And they were a mistake. She knew that even bafoeesaw him smile.

"You don't think so? | say you are wrong, my wike' tossed his jacket on
to a sofa. Took a step towards her.

'Perhaps | shall stay here after all, and showtlyatil can—persuade you to
do anything | want. That | can take from you anythi desire, and you will
let me. Because— still—you cannot help yourselfdAou know it.'

He paused, letting the words sink in. 'Or would ywefer to stick to the
bargain we have made after all—and spend your siigjohe?’



'Yes,' she said. She kept her voice level, evenghshe was shaking
inside. 'Yes, | would—prefer that.'

"You are wise." His voice was mocking, as he re#de his coat and
shrugged it on. The dark eyes were hard. 'lt has laelong time since |
touched youagapi mouand almost certainly | would not have been gentle

He watched the colour drain from her face and ndddeée added
courteously, 'l wish you a pleasant evening,' ardtw



CHAPTER NINE

As THE plane began its descent to Kefalonia airport, Katke the silence
she'd maintained throughout the flight.

‘The divorce.' Her voice was constricted. 'Have yeally told—no one?
Not even lorgos Vasso?"

He would not have to tell Victorine, she thoughecBuse she already
knew...

'‘No one.' Mick's tone was uncompromising, his ey@s as he turned to
look at her. 'And | intend it to remain a privatatter between us, for the
present, anyway. | do not wish to spoil a happyetior my sister.’

She bit her lip. 'You're all heart.’

He sighed. 'However if that is your attitude, wél weceive no one. And
you will have reneged on our bargain.'

'‘God forbid,” Kate said bitterly. 'Don't worrkyrie, I'll play the dutiful
wife—in public at least.’

He said, 'It will also be necessary for us to exgjgaa few remarks from
time to time—in public at least," he added drily.

She lifted her chin. 'I'll do that too—if | must."

‘A small price to pay for freedom, surely?'

Oh, no, she thought, pain closing her throatgtiisg to cost me everything.
The days they'd spent together in London had beeasa more than she
could bear. Not that they'd been together in amay sense, she reminded

herself. Mick had been scrupulous about keepinglisi®nce. During the
daytime, he'd been in meetings, and she triedonibiink where he could be



spending his evenings and the greater part of eggtit. Clearly fidelity,
even to Victorine, had never been on his agenda.

They deserve each other, she thought wrenchingly.

Yet, at the same time, all she knew was that shallzne in the darkness,
unable to sleep, straining her ears for the soditasaeturn.

And that, of course, was madness.

She had little to fill her days either. lorgos Madsad dealt with her
employers, agreeing an extended and unpaid leagbsance, rather than
the notice that Mick had advocated. He'd also gedrwith an astonished
Mrs Thursgood to have Kate's flat kept an eye od,leer mail forwarded.

The life she'd begun laboriously to assemble wasgsmoothly erased, she
realised helplessly, and when she came back frofaldtea, finally alone,
she would have to rebuild it all over again.

Although that, at least, would give her somethimghink about, which she
suspected she might need.

In accordance with Mick's instructions, she'd texvireluctantly round

Bond Street and Knightsbridge and bought some Hethas, more in

keeping with her role as Mrs Theodakis, but shefat ker expenditure to an
absolute minimum.

And she would bring none of them back with her wkba left. Her Kate
Dennison gear was safely stowed in the bottom efairher cases, waiting
for this nightmare to be over.

The drive to the villa seemed to take no time ktStle had wanted time to
compose herself for the ordeal ahead— to resisi¢he of familiarity in the
landmarks they were passing. To fight to the ddettsense of homecoming
that had assailed her as soon as the plane todceu

The staff were clearly delighted to have her béike was greeted with
beaming smiles on all sides, and conducted cereyuslyiindoors.



| feel a traitor, she thought angrily.Her fathesamv was in thesaloni
glancing through some papers, but he rose as Kalteed/in and welcomed
her with a swift, formal embrace.

"It is good to see you.' He stepped back, and lbakéer critically. 'But you
are thinner. This will not do." He glanced at Mickou will have to take
better care of her, my son.’

'l intend to," Mick returned, unsmilingly.

'l was worried when you went without saying goodbxei indicated that
Kate should sit beside him. 'But Michalis told meas an emergency. That
you had been called away urgently." He pausedngyeer shrewdly. 'l
hope it is all resolved now.’

She mustered a taut smile. 'Well—nearly, | think.'
'Perhaps we could have helped,” Ari suggested. WAl teams of
lawyers—accountants—business advisers—all with little to do. Did

Michalis not explain this?"

Kate bit her lip. 'It was a—jprivate matter. | didwant to trouble anyone
else.’

"You are a Theodakis now, Katharina.' Ari pattedhsnd. "Your problems
are ours. But, you will be tired after the fligMichalis, take her down to
the beach house, and see that she rests.

Kate's heart was thumping as she walked beside Makn the track
through the pine woods. How many times had shentdke same path with
him, she wondered, knowing their bed and his anvestad her?

And now she was on her way to pain, betrayal arméptieon. Just as she
had been only a few short weeks before.

She stumbled on a loose stone, and he caughtrmestaadying her.

She wrenched herself free, glaring at him. 'Danith me. Don't dare.’



There was a shocked pause, then he said blealdy, Would rather fall
than have me catch you. | understand.’

For a moment there was an odd expression on hes—fabewildered.
Almost—Iost.

He still can't believe he isn't irresistible, Kaét®ught, lashing herself into
fresh anger.

The house was just as she remembered it, withdled terracotta tiles, and
white walls festooned with flowering plants.

There were flowers inside, too, she discovered digzén the master
bedroom, every surface was covered by bowls fulllofsoms. Like some
bridal bower, she thought, checking in the doorwfajnt nausea rising
within her, as she looked across at the bed andmdrared...

Saw her luggage standing in the corner.

She turned on Mick, standing silently behind hest fioice was harsh,
strained. 'No—not this room. | won't stay hereaB&have my things put in
the other bedroom."

His brows snapped together. 'l have been usingtiyaelf.’

‘Then you'll have to change,’ she flung at him.

You sleep in here. You live with the memories. Besgal won't. | can't.

'If not, I'm leaving,' she went on recklessly. 'G@pback to England, and to
hell with our deal. To hell with everything. And iif blows your whole
scheme out of the water—tough. But there's no Waygbing to sleep in

that bed ever again.'

His face looked grey. He said hoarsely, 'Katharihaw- in the name of
God did we come to this?"



'‘Ask yourself that,kyrie." Her voice was like stone. 'I'm just passing
through.’

She went past him and walked the few yards dowpaissage to the second
bedroom. The queen-size bed had clearly been yraeshtle up with clean
sheets, and she sank down on its edge aware thigigisevere shaking.

Mick followed. He said quietly, 'l have left a fethings in the closet. Il
take them.'

'Yes,' she said. 'Then | can do my own unpacking.'

'Soula will do that, as usual.' He paused. '‘Andrysothes will stay in the
other room—with me.’

'‘No." Kate got to her feet. "You can't do that.'

"You came here-to preserve the illusion that wie Istive a marriage.' His
voice bit. 'Most couples share a room—a bed. |yask only to share a
wardrobe. You may sleep where you plegsglhi mouThe night brings its
own privacy.'

She bit her lip. 'Very well. Then I'll try and cremeverything | need for the
day each morning. At other times, I— I'll keep otiyour way.'

There was silence, then he said very softly, habknow if | can bear this.'
And went.

Kate stood in the middle of the room, her arms weapround her body,
until she stopped shaking. She felt bone- wearysbe knew that if she lay
down, she would not be able to relax.

But it was still very warm for late September, sshaps she would sit by
the pool—or even go for a swim.

Her bathing suits were all in the master bedroone mealised without
pleasure. She went quietly along the passage, rmmeckkd on the half-open
door, but Mick was nowhere to be seen, so she iment



The scent of the flowers was almost overwhelminghessearched for her
black bikini.

As she retrieved it, and the pretty black and whiteershirt that
accompanied it, she heard swift footsteps approgciand, a moment later,
Ismene flung herself at her.

'Kate moy at last. Oh, | am so happy you have come. | waafiaid you
would not.' She pulled a face. 'Michalis made nmels@u the invitation. He
said only when you saw it in black and white wowytdi believe Papa had
agreed.'

'What made him change his mind?' Kate shook hed.Heke seemed so
adamant.'

Ismene shrugged, her expression puzzled. 'l dkmov. He talked very
strangely to me. Said how few people found thepmrson in the world who
could make them happy, and what right had he ty desm when Michalis
had you, and he himself had loved Mama so much.'

She lowered her voice confidentially. 'Do you thimk is growing tired of
Victorine, perhaps? Wouldn't it be wonderful if $ent her away?’

Kate forced a smile. 'l—wouldn't count on it.'

'‘Anyway, what of you, sister?' Ismene went on,radtpause. 'Why did you
leave like that—without even saying goodbpge, po, po?

'It was an emergency,’ Kate said steadily, falbagk on the agreed story. ‘A
family thing. I—I can't really discuss it.'

'‘But all is well now, and you will be staying here?

Kate forced a smile. 'Nothing is certain in thicerain world," she said.
'‘But I'll definitely be here to see you married.'

'My dress is wonderful,’ Ismene confided. 'Silk amga, and the veil my
mother wore. Petros and | will marry in the mornatgur village church,



and then there will be a celebration in the squanel at night there will be
a party here with dancing.' She sighed. 'But lIshas most of that because
| shall be on my honeymoon.'

Kate laughed in spite of herself. 'A honeymooraistfetter than any party,
believe me.’

Ismene eyed her speculatively. "You and Michalisd—gbu do itevery
night?'

Kate gasped, feeling a wave of heat swamp her facshe searched vainly
for a reply.

Mick said from the doorway, 'That is none of yousiness, Ismenmou’
He strolled into the room, his face expressionéesske surveyed his wife's
embarrassment. 'And if you make my Kate blush adahall tell Petros to
beat you.'

She sent him a mischievous look. 'Perhaps | shenjloly that. But | can tell
when | am no longer wanted," she added with a giggWwill see you later,
Katharina.'

And she flew off again, leaving husband and wifgrfg each other.

Kate's face was still burning. She said, 'l—I thiouigg sit by the pool.'

He glanced at the bikini, dangling from her hamal &is mouth curled.
‘Then | will use the beach.'

She looked at the floor. 'Isn't that rather goio@xtremes?' she asked in a
low voice. 'Surely we don't have to avoid each othehat extent.’

'‘Ah, but we do," he said. 'l promise yagapi mouYou see, | still find the
sight of you wearing next to nothing too disturbittg risk." He began
casually to unbutton his shirt. 'l am sure you ustnd.'

Kate sank her teeth into her lower lip. 'Yes,' shil. 'Yes, of course.' She
remembered suddenly that the beach was Victoriaetsurite haunt. 'But



I'm sure you'll find an even more appealing vieshe added hastily,
regretting it at once.

Mick tossed his shirt on the bed, and gave her@wa eyed look. 'What is
that supposed to mean?"

She shrugged. 'Nothing. After all, you were the whe told me Kefalonia
was a beautiful island.’

'‘But clearly not beautiful enough to tempt you t@ysn our marriage.'

She stared at him in disbelief. "You dare say thahe?' Her voice shook.
'When it was you—you...'

"You knew what | was when you met me." Mick unbedkhis belt and
unzipped his trousers. 'l never pretended thatilidcgive you my undivided
attention.’

'Am | supposed to admire your honesty?' Kate abliserly.

'l would have settled for acceptance.' He slippsdliscarded trousers on to
a hanger, put them in the closet, then walked dweher. 'Have you
forgotten all the happy hours we spent in this rporatia mou His voice
sank huskily. 'Is my sin really so impossible togive?"

It occurred to her suddenly that he was wearindpingtbut a pair of his
favourite silk shorts. Her throat tightened, andyrfed, she took a step
backwards.

'Don't run away, Katharinmou.'He spoke softly, seductively. 'And don't
you fight me any more. Stay with me now. Let me enaknends to you.
Show you how much | need you.'

His hands were gentle on her shoulders, drawinglose.

For a crazy moment, she found herself remembeidmglong it was since
she'd really touched him. Since she'd let her fisgtray over his naked



skin, tracing the steel of bone and muscle. Sirerelips had adored the
planes and angles of his lean, responsive body.

She wanted to run her fingers along the line ofdhisulder, and kiss the
heated pulse in his throat. She was hungry- fraotieel the maleness of
him lifting gloriously to her caress.

And then as if a light clicked on in her head, stimembered, and pulled
herself free.

'Don't touch me,' she said between her teeth. '‘@h Gshould have known
| couldn't trust you.'

Something flickered momentarily in his eyes, therdughed curtly. "You
have a short memory, dear wife. This is my room—yeue quite insistent
about it. And 1 did not invite you here. You canigaur own free will. You
watched me undress.' He shrugged, his mouth tgistircould be thought
you were sending me a signal.’

‘Then think again,” Kate flashed stormily. 'Do yseriously think that

an—afternoon romp with you could repair the damagggveen us? And in
this of all places.' She drew a harsh shudderiegthr 'Oh, God, | despise
you. | hate you.'

He said quietly, 'l am beginning to understand.thabnfess that | thought
a—romp could be a start for us. A new beginning. IB&e now that there is
no hope.'

He paused. 'l will tell Soula to take all your timtg and belongings to your
own room after all. Then you need never set fodtare again.' He turned
away. '‘Now go.'

All Kate really wanted to do was crawl into hermpaand hide in some dark
corner while she licked her wounds.



But that was impossible. Even though she was dinsgle, she had to
salvage her pride—to pretend she didn't care. Whelhael no longer had
the power to hurt her.

She'd said she was going to spend some time Ipothleand that she would
do, she resolved, straightening shoulders thatdaelith tension. Even if it
killed her.

She stripped, and put on her bikini. The goldenwaich she'd acquired
earlier in the summer still lingered, she thoughtbjecting herself to a
critical scrutiny in the long wall mirror.

But, she was still losing weight. When she'd marhgchael, her figure had
been nicely rounded in all the right places. Now sbuld count the bones
in her ribcage.

But, even at her best, she'd never come near Yheter sinuously
voluptuous quality, she thought, biting into heré lip.

And her performance in bed would never match tliteysGreole's either.
That was a painful truth she could not avoid.

She was married to a passionate, experienced nfamhad taken her for
his own reasons. And, for him, the gift of her lmyheart would never have
been enough.

He wanted more, she thought. The kind of sophitttplaymate he'd been
accustomed to in the past. Something she could heve

Of course, he'd been endlessly patient with hehase first months, but,
however willing the pupil, it was probably inevitabthat he'd become
bored with being the teacher. And the novelty hadnwoff for him long
ago.

But that didn't mean she would ever accede to yngcal suggestion that
she go along with this smokescreen marriage skee'd tsicked into. Turn a
blind eye to his amours for the prestige of being Michael Theodakis.



She felt tears prick at her eyelids, and foughtnthoack.

This might be the norm for marriage in the circighael Theodakis
moved in, but it would never do for her. She cai@a much, which no
doubt rendered her doubly unfashionable. And nowrmof money or
luxury was going to change a thing.

Sighing, she trailed out into the sunshine.

It might be the day from hell, she thought, unhbpgs she adjusted the
umbrella over her lounger and stretched out orctishions, but there was
still the evening, with the inevitable family dinme endure somehow.

And Victorine...

There hadn't been a glimpse of her so far, or aiorerbut Kate knew the
other woman would simply be biding her time, wagtifor the most
destructive moment. She shivered. The sun was\gtitin, but the memory
of that other hot, golden day hung over her likehadow, impossible to
dispel.

She'd run down through the pines that day with wimig her feet, on fire to
see Mick—to throw herself into his arms and resdhe differences that
had caused them to part in anger.

She'd been stupid to make the matter of her tiagelvith him into an
issue. She should have been persuasive ratherctirdrontational. But
when she realised that he meant what he said,@d/as not going with
him to New York, she'd simply lost her temper.

'I'm not some submissive wife," she'd hurled at hfau can't just dump me
in any convenient backwater while you go off roagniine world.'

'My work involves travel," Mick snapped back. 'Yikmow this. You have
always known it, so why the fuss?'

'‘Because we're married, and | want to be with yoot-spending my life
alone in some different part of the universe.



I'm your partner, Mick, not your housekeeper. Ourymother,' she added
recklessly.

And because we were happy in New York, she tholggtause we were
by ourselves with no family around—or memoriesh# past...

His face closed. 'We will leave my mother out o tiiscussion, if you
please. She was content with her life.'

'Was she?' Kate asked bitterly. 'I'd like to haes tuling on that. Just
because she knew her place, it doesn't follow sieehappy with it.'

The dark brows drew together. "You go too far, nmy gnd you would be
alone anyway on this trip. | have already told yawuld have no time to
give you, or your reproaches, when you tell me yloatre bored," he added
bit- ingly.

'l presume you'd be coming home to sleep at sormm@?pdate glared at
him. 'I'd be with you then. Or is that the problesite went on recklessly.
‘Are you not planning to spend all your nightshie same bedkyriel Is that
why you don't want me with you—because | might quaraur style?’

His face was like stone. 'Now you are being richagl,' he said harshly.
'‘And insulting. | have given you my reasons. Leitthe the end of it.'

She said shakily, 'Don't tempt me...’

Her words dropped like stones into the taut silence

Mick sighed. 'Katharinanoy | swear | will be back before you know it.'
'Oh, please.' Her voice radiated scorn. 'Don'tyhback on my account.’

That night, when he tried to take her in his araf®'d turned away from
him. 'l have a headache.’

There was a silence, then he said coldly, 'Thatis, and we both know it.
But let it be as you wish. | will not plead.’



And when she'd woken the next morning, he'd gone.
'Kyrios Michalis told us that you were unwellyria,’

Soula said, her forehead wrinkled with concernd &rat we were to let you
sleep.’

She said quietly, 'That was—considerate of him.'

But she couldn't fool herself. Not for a minuter Bee first time, she and
Mick had parted in anger and silence, and it hurt.

Nor was it any consolation to remind herself thatasn't just a tiff, but a
matter of principle.

| didn't handle it well, she told herself ruefulAnd the headache thing was
just stupid. All I've done is deprive myself of seipeautiful memories to
help me through his absence.

She sighed.

She'd have to make sure his welcome home was pr$éqgy, which
shouldn't be too difficult—especially if he was sirgy her as much as she
was already longing for him.

As soon as he calls, she thought, I'll tell himRat things right between us.
But the first time he telephoned, she was visitingla.

'He was sorry to have missed ypedhi mou,Ari told her, and Kate made a
secret resolve to stay round the villa and awaitlext call, however long it

took.

But this plan misfired too, for, a few eveningselather father-in-law
informed her that Mick had telephoned during thterabon.

'Why did no one ring me at the beach house?' sttegied. 'I've been there
all day.'



'It was only a brief call," Ari said soothingly.nd | thought also you had
gone to Argostoli.’

She caught a glimpse of Victorine's catlike smaleg knew exactly who
had sown that little piece of misinformation.

She managed a casual, smiling shrug. 'Ah welleb&ttk next time.'

But she wouldn't trust to luck, she decided grinyat with a joker like
Victorine in the pack. She would phone their Newkvapartment herself.
But her calls were fruitless, because, as he'dqiest] he was never there.

And in spite of herself, she could not help wonagnvhere he was—and
who he might be with...

"You're looking a little ragged round the edgesnhdyy' Linda told her
critically one day.

'Is that all?' Kate forced a smile. 'According tiztdrine, I've lost what few
looks | ever possessed. Not a day goes by wittmuessnide remark," she
added smoulderingly.

Linda sighed. 'The woman is poison. Men can be ammeéd blind
sometimes..." She paused. 'Anyway, Mick wouldnhtwau to mope.'

Kate sighed. 'I'm not sure | know what Mick wamg anore.'

‘Theodakis men are never predictable.' Linda's teag wry. 'lt's part of
their charm.’

She was silent for a moment. 'I'm going acrosshtach tomorrow to collect
some pots a friend of mine has made for me. Contle me.' Her eyes
twinkled suddenly. 'After all, Ithaca's the islantiere Penelope waited all
those years for Odysseus to come back. Maybputlthings in perspective
for you.'

Kate smiled reluctantly. 'Not if | remember corfgctome of the things
Odysseus got up to on his travels. But I'd lovedme.'



It would be good to get right away from the villar fa few hours, she
thought. Ismene had relapsed into a slough of simmgeliscontent which
made the atmosphere disagreeable enough withoutatubtion of

Victorine's softly-spoken jibes.

Much as she liked her father-in-law, he was no guadg women, she
thought. Then paused, her heart thudding, as shembered that Mick had
been equally culpable in that particular respect.

After all; he chose her first, she thought, bitireg lip.

'‘Come to the beach with me?' Ismene pleaded imdartone at breakfast
the next day. 'l need to talk to you, sister. Toyasur advice.'

'l can't, Ismene. I'm going to Ithaca with Lind&ate said. She was faintly
ashamed of her relief that she had a get-out. Besghe reminded herself,
she had already given Ismene the best possibleadvany times—to be
patient, and to try not to antagonise her fathgrraare.

She turned to Ari. 'l hope that's all right. I'# back for dinner.’

He waved an expansive hand. 'Enjoy your gadhi moul shall not be
here either. An old friend of mine is staying n&&ala, and we are going
fishing together." He looked at Victorine who wasrabling a bread roll
and looking exquisitely bored. 'Are you sure youl wot come with us,
chrisaphi mou.’

Victorine shuddered elaborately. 'I'm sorcher,but 1 can think of nothing
worse. Except, perhaps, a trip to Ithaca,’ she didffieking a derisive
glance at Kate.

‘Then it's fortunate we didn't invite you," Katédssweetly, as she rose to her
feet.

But, in the hallway, she was waylaid by Yannis.eTklephone for you,
kyria.'



Could it be Mick? Kate wondered, her heart lurchmgudden excitement.
She glanced at her watch, trying to work out theetdifference as she lifted
the receiver, but it was Linda's voice that readmned

'Kate, honey, we're going to have to take a ragtklon the Ithaca thing. I'm
starting a migraine, so I'll be out of things fotesast two days.'

'Oh, Linda, I'm so sorry. Is there anything | carrd

‘Not a thing.' Linda gave a weak chuckle. 'l justéd to lie down in the usual
darkened room, and take my medication. I'll beourch when I'm better.’

Kate replaced the receiver and stood irresoluteafonoment. She could
always stay at home, she supposed, but then shebaasd to be
buttonholed by Ismene with another list of compiabout her father's
tyranny, and she wasn't sure she could cope.

| have my own problems, she thought sighing.

And it might also be difficult to avoid Victorinend the constant pinpricks
she liked to inflict on Kate's already sensitiskith.s

So she would use her day of freedom to go for @eedishe decided. To
revisit some of the places Mick had shown her jppher times. And, to try
and get her head together.

The holiday season was in full swing now, so sheded the usual tourist
spots, and drove up into the Mount Enos nationdd. (&he left her car near
the tourist pavilion, and walked up through thekdfws to the summit.
There was no mist today, and she could see théleuging island of
Zakynthos rising majestically out of the turquoiged azure sea, and,
further to the east, the mountains of the Pelepsane

The air was like spring water from a crystal gldssvas very still. No
voices—ijust the faint sigh of the breeze in thesidting trees, and the
distant drone of an aircraft making its descent.



She looked, up, shading her eyes, to track itsrpesg and suddenly Mick
was there with her, his image so strong that slkddmave put out a hand
and touched him.

The clustering islands blurred, and the iridesgétter of the sea broke into
tiny fragments as the tears came.

She whispered brokenly, 'Michalisou.'

She knew in that moment that whatever their difiees, however great the
apparent difficulties, she would do anything to en&ler marriage work.

Mick would never fit some Identikit New Man patteshthe ideal husband.
In spite of his cosmopolitan background, he waditraely Greek for that.
But, if he beckoned, she would walk through fire fian, and that was all
that really mattered.

There would have to be adjustments, and these waéd to be mutual,
because she was no doormat, but she felt moreaae pand more hopeful
than she had done for weeks.

She drove down with care to the main road, andethmorth. She had a
leisurely stroll along the beautiful Myrtos beattten drove on to Assos for
a seafood lunch.

When she got back to the villa, she decided asdslnak her coffee, she
would get on the phone to New York, and stay amtil she'd spoken to
Mick, and told him she loved him. She'd call thearyment, the

office—even his favourite restaurant if she hadtd,she'd find him.

Or, she would take the first flight she could gefAmerica and tell him in
person.

I'll get Yannis to call the airline, she thoughtsindden excitement. He can
make me a reservation. And I'll do it now.

There was a telephone in the taverna, but, bef@easuld tell Yannis what
she was planning, he had burst into excited spelégha Katharina, it is



so good that you have rung. Because Kyrios Michaligere. He returned
two hours ago. He asked for you, and | told him lgad gone to Ithaca.’

‘That didn't happen, Yannis. I'm at Assos instead, I'm coming straight
back. But please don't tell him. | want to surptiga.’

'You are coming back from Assos, and you wish tdemia a surprise,
kyria," he repeated, and she knew he was smiling. 'l statet. | will say
nothing.'

As she drove back, she remembered the aircraftd dard on the
mountain—the certainty that Mick was with her.

| must have sensed that was his plane, she thewghtderingly.

She'd been in such a hurry to see Mick, she'dtiheftkeys in the car,
hurtling recklessly down the track to the beachssou

She was breathless, laughing as she'd opened dneobe door. And seen,
in one frozen, devastating moment, the endof heriage, and the ruin of
her happiness. The death of faith and trust. Thed tiestruction of every
cherished hope and dream she'd ever had.

Or ever would have.

Because until she could stop loving Mick, cut hint of her heart and mind
forever, she would be unable to move on.

And she knew now, with a terrible certainty, thatspite of what he'd done,
it wasn't over yet.

Because nothing had changed, she thought despuwiriigs was the truth
she had to face.



That, God help her, she was doomed to love hinalfa@ternity.



CHAPTER TEN

KATE wrapped her arms round her body, stifling the inmtary moan of
pain forcing its way to her lips as she rememberadorine's mocking
smile, and the way she'd allowed the encirclingeiaw slip down from her
bare breasts.

How she'd glanced at the bed, where Mick lay famerg his naked body
totally relaxed in sexual exhaustion, as if torgileemphasise the totality of
the betrayal.

Of course, | was supposed to be on Ithaca, Kategtihto And Ari was out on
his friend's boat. They must have thought they veaffe—that it was the
perfect opportunity.

But how many times before that? How many snatcloegishad there been?

There was Athens, of course. Victorine had praltyi¢iaunted that red flag
in front of her.

So many signs. So many signals that she'd been nwwe—too
trusting—too damned stupid to pick up.

She bit into her lip. The earthquake of realisatmight be over, but the
aftershock still lingered. The agony of acceptingtther marriage had only
ever been a cynical charade to conceal Mick's spassion for his father's
woman—the flamboyant, sensual beauty he had neased to want.

There was no one she thought bitterly, whom he evaowlt betray in his
pursuit of Victorine.

But he would not consider that he'd short-changedbnvenient wife in
any way. After all, she'd had his name, his moaeyg, sex on demand—she
would no longer call it love-making—so what moreultb she possibly
want?



| wanted love, she thought achingly. The one ttagever offered.Had it
never occurred to either of them that she mightydaer pain and shock to
Aristotle Theodakis? That this reckless, forbiddsassion might have
robbed Mick of his other major ambition—to rule fhleeodakis empire?

Or had he counted on Kate's innate sense of deterkgep him safe? The
knowledge that she would not willingly involve amgo else in her
suffering—especially the father- in-law who hadatexl her with such
unfailing kindness?

But then Mick liked to take chances—in his busiressvell as his personal
life. For him, that would have been just one maostified risk.

Like bringing her back here...

Her throat was dry and aching. She got up fromldeger, and trailed
wearily into the house. She needed a cool drink.

In the kitchen refrigerator she found a tall jugfi@fsh lemonade, and she
filled a tumbler, and added ice cubes.

She'd just taken a long, grateful swallow, when $leard footsteps
approaching quickly along the tiled hallway andtdime appeared in the
doorway. She was wearing a brief white skirt, anovacut silk top in her

favourite deep pink.

'So." Her voice had a metallic ring. "You came bdcHkid not think it
possible.’

'Well, don't worry." Kate replaced her glass widrecon the counter top,
aware that her hand was shaking. But she kept ¢iee \steady, and her
glance level. 'It's only a short visit. I'll be gpesoon—permanently.'

Victorine hunched a shoulder, her gaze inimicahat\have | to worry me?
| am merely astonished you have so little pridé yloa return here.'

'I| came for Ismene's sake, and at her invitatiamother reason.' Kate lifted
her chin. 'But there is one thing. While | am hewaj will not set foot in this



house again. You and Michael must find some otbaner to pursue your
sordid little affair. Do | make myself clear?'

Victorine shrugged gracefully. 'As crystathere. But it makes little
difference.’ She gave Kate a cat-like smile. "Me wait. Anticipation can
be—most exciting, don't you find?"

'Why yes,' Kate said calmly. 'For instance, | candly wait to get out of
here, and leave this whole squalid situation behued

Victorine laughed, her eyes hard. "You are beiny gensible. No scenes.
No whining. Be sure that Michalis will pay generlyu®r your discretion.’

No, thought Kate. I'm the one whao'll pay. For tastrof my life.

Her voice was cool and clipped. 'Kindly go now, ¥iine, and stay away
from me. Or | might change my mind, and blow theolelthing out of the

water.'

She retrieved her glass, and moved towards the owindieliberately

turning her back on her adversary and, after a monshe heard the
receding click of her heels as the other womareadid.

She leaned against the wall, her shoulders saggeayily, sudden tears
thick in her throat. She'd won the encounter, bwas a hollow victory.

But, if self-interest prompted the Creole girl teelp her distance, it might
make Kate's enforced stay on Kefalonia marginalbyarbearable.

Certainly, it was the best she could hope for.

She glimpsed her reflection in the window, the whstrained face, the
over-bright eyes, and trembling mouth.

And thought, "You fool. Oh, God, you pathetic fool.



She took a long, warm bath, then lay on her beth thie shutters closed,
and tried to sleep. To stop her brain treadingstme unhappy paths all
over again.

Selective amnesia, she thought, staring into tad®hs. That was what she
needed. The events of the past year painlesslyweanfsom the memory
banks.

And if she'd only obeyed her instincts and not gortheZycos Regina with
Lisa that night, she would never have met Mick, ande' of this would
have happened.

When she eventually dozed, she was assailed b/ thoigblous dreams,
which left her tense and unrefreshed.

But she had no real reason to feel relaxed, shendea herself ironically.
She had the evening's family dinner to get through.

She pulled a straight skirt in sapphire-blue sdksey from the wardrobe,
and found the matching top, long-sleeved, and ssdogeck.

She was brushing her hair, and trying to decidetlndrdo sweep it up into a
loose knot, or leave it unconfined on her shouldetsen there was a swift
tap on the door and Mick walked in.

She swung round defensively. 'l didn't say "Com& in

His smile did not reach his eyes. 'But I'm surewloeds were hovering on
your lips,agapi moyl he drawled.

He placed a velvet covered case on the dressirg, tabd put a small
Tiffany's box beside it.

"Your pendant,' he said. 'l would like you to widonight.’

'‘And your orders naturally must be obeyed.'



He said quietly, 'I'd hoped you would look on it @s request,
Katharina—but, so be it.'

She touched the other box. 'And this?'

'Some earrings to match it." He paused. 'l brodighin back from New
York some weeks ago, but you were not here tovedeem.'

Kate stiffened. 'Another attempt to salve your tyusbnscience?' Her voice
bit.

He was silent for a moment. 'What do you wish tarfieThat | am not
particularly proud of myself? | admit it.'

'Big of you to say so,' she said huskily. 'Onlydeesn't matter any more.'

'It matters to me.' He pushed the little box towganér. 'Please open your
gift." 'l prefer to regard it as an unwanted lo&té had to stifle a gasp when
the blue fire of the exquisite drops flared up ext fnom their velvet bed.

'Put them on," Mick directed softly. Standing behimer, he buried both
hands in the silky mass of her hair, and liftecawtay from her ears,
watching as Kate, summoning every scrap of seltrobshe possessed,
fastened the tiny gold clips into her lobes.

'‘Beautiful." He bent his head, letting his lipszgahe smooth curve between
throat and shoulder, his hand gently stroking tygenof her neck.

She felt a shiver run through her nerve-endindgsatiouch. Experienced the
shock of need deep within her.

She looked down at her hands, clenched togettreritap, refusing to meet
the compulsion of his dark gaze in the mirror.

She said in a stifled voice. 'Don't—touch me."

There was a silence, then he straightened, mowihgraedly, away from
her.



He said mockingly, 'You have a sayingatia mou—that old habits die
hard. | suspect it may be true for us both.’

A moment later, she heard the door close.
But when she emerged from her room, he was waitinger.

'l regret the necessity.' He spoke curtly. 'Bwtilt look better if we arrive
together.’

'‘And we must never forget appearances.’ She fiddi¢d the thin wool
wrap she was wearing round her shoulders.

'‘But, of course not. Isn't that why you're here?"

And there was no answer to that, she reflecte@rhjitas she walked up
through the tall sighing pines, at his side.

The evening was not, however, as bad as she'd texhétetros was there,
with his parents whom she had never met beforé&l€ssou was a squarely
built, grizzled man, and his wife was tall with layssmile, and Kate liked

them both immediately. It was a pleasure to startbtalk to them, as well

as a lifeline.

Linda was also present.

'Hi, stranger.’ She gave Kate a swift hug. 'ltsdyto have you back.'

‘Thank you.' Kate's smile was constrained, and &';drows drew together
as she studied her.

'‘Come to lunch tomorrow," she said. 'If Mick camb®® let you out of his
sight.'

Kate straightened her shoulders determinedly. 'hanot a problem.’

'‘Really?' Linda queried drily. 'I'll expect youtatelve.'



The only awkward moment came halfway through thalpwehen Ismene,
who was on bubbling form, spotted Kate's earrings.

‘Are they to welcome you back?' she demanded besati. 'How much he
must have missed yopp, po, po.She sent a laughing look at her silent
brother. 'If | were Katharina, | would go away agand again. What will
you bribe her home with next time, Michalis—a ripgrhaps, with a stone
like a quail's egg?"

He was leaning back in his chair, out of the cdiglie so Kate could not
see his expression. But his voice was cool evem aitnote of faint
amusement. 'l am saving thpedhi mouuntil our first child is born.'

'What is this?' Ari barked jovially from the heafltbe table. 'Have you
some news for us, my girl?’

'‘No." Kate was burning from head to foot. Suddestig was the focus of
everyone's attention—genial, interested, excitedd-aim one case,
poisonous. She just wanted to get up from the tabterun. 'No, of course
not.'

'They are both young.' Dr Alessou looked at hedkinThere is plenty of
time. Ari, my friend.'

'‘But times are changing." Ari Theodakis looked wbuthe table
commandingly. 'l have reached a decision. At thd hdl meeting of the
board, | shall officially announce my retirement elsairman of the
International Corporation. It is time | made way few blood.'

He inclined his head towards Mick. 'l leave my camies in your safe
hands, my son.’

There was an astonished silence.
'‘But what are you going to do, Papa?' Ismene wds-vayed.

He smiled benignly. 'l have my plans. My friend Badonides has just
completed the purchase of his property, which askymw includes the old



Gianoli vineyard. We are going to restore its fogs—make wine together.
And | shall tend my olives, go fishing, and sitlie sunlight. And play with
my grandchildren.’ He grinned at Dr Alessou. 'l naggo find time for the
occasional game aévli, eh, my friend?"

Kate still struggling to regain her composure sawtdfine's face turn to
stone, indicating that Ari's announcement was rtever. She saw, too, the
lightning glance that the other woman darted atkMic

He's got what he wanted, she thought. And now heheae her too. Once
he's officially chairman, there'll be nothing tostim.

And Victorine likes the high life. She wants a moiflaire not a Kefalonian
farmer. Vines and olive groves will never be enotighher. Surely Ari
must realise that.

But there won't be a thing he can do about it, dree given up the reins.
So, there'll be a ghastly scandal, the press valeha field day, and the
family feud will break out all over again.

She looked down at the golden gleam of her weddimg And she would
be bound to be dragged into it too—splashed adhessewspapers as the
wronged wife. Made to relive every bitter momentoaler again. A far cry
from the quiet divorce she'd planned.

But no one could hope to escape unscathed fronkitiisof situation, she
reminded herself wretchedly. It was only astonightimat no enterprising
journalist had managed to dig out the facts abbist sordid little love
triangle a long time ago.

Or was it just proof of the influence the Theodalamily were able to
wield, and the privacy their money had always seded in buying for
them?

But it wasn't her problem. Not any longer. And ii@& months she'd be free
of it all, she told herself, sinking her teeth iriter bottom lip. And her
transient encounter with the rich and mighty wdugdeventually forgotten.



Although, not by her. That was too much to hope for

She was sitting in her own little cocoon of silerammid the welter of
laughter and surprised comment around the resteofable when a slight
prickle of awareness made her look up.

Mick was watching her across the table. He was tiftog faintly, his face
taut, the dark eyes concerned, and questioning.

Oh, please don't worry, she assured him silentig, latterly. 1 won't rock
the boat. Not at this juncture.

I'll run away again, as soon as Ismene's weddirayes, and you can tell
your father | couldn't cope with the prospect ohgethe chairman's lady.
That | simply wasn't up to it. The truth can wait 2 more convenient
moment—alfter the official announcement that yotiieenew chairman.

She drank some wine from her glass, then turnedrmatedly to Dr
Alessou, an authority on island history, to ask@ad and butter question
about St Gerassimos, who was Kefalonia's patrasht@mhom the village
church was dedicated.

He launched himself into his subject with enthusiaand when Kate next

dared steal a glance under her lashes at MicKosimel he was talking with
smiling courtesy to the doctor's wife.

* % %

The evening seemed endless, and wore the airafcasion, thwarting any
hopes Kate might have had of making an unobtruskite

Especially when Yannis entered ceremoniously whiianepagne.

'A double celebration,’ Ari explained. 'My retirembgand your return to us,
pedhi mou.’

Kate smiled, and felt like Judas.



But at last the Alessous took their leave, and Keltdree to escape too.

She said a general 'Goodnight," but she had onlg gdew yards down the
moonlit track to the beach house, when Mick cawghivith her.

'What do you want?' She faced him defensively.

'It's our first night here together,' he saidwdtuld be thought odd if | did not
accompany you.'

'It must be a relief to know that you won't havekéep up appearances for
much longer.’

'So it seems.’ His tone was wry. 'It came as qultembshell.'

‘The first of many, I'm sure," Kate said crisplpdaset off down the track,
shoulders rigid.

'‘And for that very reason, we need to talk, my Kate

She said unevenly, 'Don't call me that. And tharething more to discuss.
We established the terms for my return in Londoothifg has changed.’

'You were very angry in London. | have been waiindioping that,
perhaps, your temper had begun to cool.'

'I'm not angry,kyrie. I'd just like to get on with the rest of my lif&he
paused, wrapping her arms defensively round hey,boat looking at him.
‘After all, you've just achieved your heart's desir

He said slowly, 'If you think thaggapi mouthen our marriage has taught
you nothing.’

‘Then it's as well it's over,' Kate returned cyrdgd walked on.
He caught her arm, and spun her round, making aee him in the

moonlight. He said quietly, 'l do not—cannot bedierou mean that, Kate.
Not in your heart.'



'Fortunately I've started using my brain inste&grie. Something our
marriagehastaught me." She tried to tug herself free. 'Naovgteof me."'

'How easy you make that sound.' Mick's voice wéehi'But perhaps | am
not ready to give up on us so easihatia mou.'

She took a step backwards. "You can say that.vbiee shook. "Youwlare
to say that.'

'Katharina.' He sounded almost pleading. 'l knovawwldid was wrong, but
is my fault really so unforgivable? Could we not-goBate some new
terms?"

What do you want from me? she cried silently. To go with this
charade—pretend we have a marriage? Enjoy the mameyhe prestige
and turn a blind eye to your other pleasures? Berhoan't. | can't...

She said tautly, 'That's impossible, and you kriow i

'l know nothing any more." Mick's voice was har&xcept that, for one
stupid act, my life with you has been destroyed.’

'l was the stupid one,' Kate said bleakly. 'Thigkircould ever be content
with the kind of half-life you had to offer.’

'‘Agapi mou.There was real anguish in his tone. '‘Believe meyer meant
to hurt you like this.'

No, she thought. Because | was never meant tooiindl was expected to
stay the naive innocent until you decided otherwise

'Oh, my Kate.' His voice sank to a whisper. 'Evewncouldn't you find it
in your heart to forgive me? Offer me another cle&nd/e could be happy
again...'

'‘No." She began to walk down the track again.rfiinthe same person. Not
the blind idiot you married.'



She knew that note in his voice. It had always b#en prelude to
lovemaking. And she had always responded to it.

He was still holding her arm, as he walked besgle énd she felt his touch
through the silky sleeve, scorching her flesh, mgrner to the bone. She
was falling to pieces, suddenly, blind and shakitey. reason fragmenting.

And soon—all too soon—they would reach the houseratihe lamps
would have been lit in their absence, and the wetkin the main bedroom
turned down in readiness, just as always.

That room, where the pale drapes shimmered in thezb through the
shutters, and the moonlight dappled the floor.

Where she heard her name whispered in the darlamelsspened her arms
to him in joy and welcome.

That was how it had been only a few short weekesrkef
And how it could never be again.

That was the truth—the rock she had to cling terastion and stark need
threatened to overwhelm her.

''ve changed tooagapi mou.'His voice reached her softly, pleadingly.
'Surely—surely that could be a start—a way forausrtd each other again.'

"You said you wouldn't do this," Kate accused rdfjgeOh, why the hell
did | come back here? Why did | ever trust you?"

'Did you really believe | would just let you wallway?' Mick followed her
into the dimly lit hallway. 'And | said | would @Nv you to sleep alone—not
that | wouldn't fight to get you back.’

'Well the battle's ovekyrie.' She wrenched herself free from his detaining
hand. 'And you lost.'



'‘Are you so sure?' he asked quietly. His eyes weeat her, registering the
widening eyes, the tremulous parted lips, and tieontrollable hurry of
her breathing.

He moved towards her, and she took a swift stepvizaacs only to find
further retreat blocked by the wall behind her.

Slowly and deliberately, he rested his hands agéneswall on either side
of her, holding himself at arm's length, not tomchher in any way, but
keeping her trapped there just the same.

Over his shoulder, she could see the half open dlolois bedroom. All the
flowers had been removed, but their scent stilhekto hang in the air,
sweet and evocative.

'Shall | show you that there are no certaintiesvbet a man and a woman,
matia mou—just an infinite range of possibilities?' Theresna note of
shaken laughter in his voice. 'Won't you let me enakends for the past?’

Kate lifted her chin, making herself meet the pewtre unconcealed
hunger of his dark gaze with white-faced defiance.

'What are you suggestinkyrie—that we should solve everything by having
sex?'

His brows lifted 'It might at least provide a begimg—a way back. And |
had hoped that we would make love to each otheradded with cool
emphasis.

Kate shrugged. 'Dress it up however you want.te®to the same thing in
the end.’

'No," he said with sudden bitterness. 'lt does not,innocent wife." He
looked down at her, his mouth tightening harsiDo you wish me to
demonstrate.’

'No.' Her voice was a thread.



He sighed. 'Don't fight me any more, Kateu.'His voice gentled. 'Because
| could—make you want me, and you know that."'

'‘Not any more." She crossed her arms defensively ber breasts—a
gesture that was not lost on him. 'Understand Mishael. Whatever you
did to me, whatever you called it, it would be nothmore than rape. And
I'm sure you don't want that on what passes for goascience.'

His head went back as if she had struck him adlestace.

He said hoarsely, 'Kate—you do not—you cannot ntle&n In the name of
God, you are my wife.’

'Only in the eyes of the law," Kate said. 'And etreat will change soon.' She
swallowed. 'Now let me go.’'

There was a long, tingling silence. She saw theeohdity in his eyes fade
and become replaced by something infinitely morstudbing—even
calculating. A look that sent a shiver curling tingb her body.

Then Mick straightened slowly, almost insolentlis &rms dropping to his
sides.

So that technically she was free. And all she loadat was turn and walk
away. Only she couldn't seem to move— leave thpaupf the wall, or the
ice-cold compulsion of his gaze.

He said too softly, 'So—what are you waiting foa e wished a restful
night, or, perhaps—this?'

There was not even time for a heartbeat. Sudd&aie was in his arms,
crushed without gentleness against his lean baelypérted trembling lips
being plundered by his.

There was no tenderness in the kiss he subjectetbhdust a ruthless,
almost cold-blooded sensuality that bordered ongbument.



Her first faint moan of protest was smothered lgylituising pressure of his
mouth. After that, she was incapable of speechven ¢hought. Even to

breathe was a difficulty. But there was no mercthmarms that held her, or
the hard lips that moved on hers with almost brusiktence.

Behind her closed eyelids, fireflies swirled inraritic, mocking dance.

In spite of herself, her starved body was awaketongfinging, passionate
life under the searing shock of his kiss. The sdéettaste of him filled her

nose and mouth with a frightening familiarity. TA@areness that he was
strongly starkly aroused sent swift heat coursimgpugh her veins, and

awoke memories as potent as they were unwelcome.

Her head was reeling. Her legs were shaking underShe was going to
faint. She might even die. But nothingmattered pktiee urgent, agonised
necessity of feeling the burning strength of higide her, filling her.

She pressed herself against him, letting the wildent of feeling carry her
away to recklessness.

Later, she would be ashamed. Would hate herself.

But tonight, for a few brief hours, he would belotg her alone. An
encounter to treasure in the loneliness ahead.

And in that instant she found herself free, hezask as sudden and startling
as a blow. Mick stepped backwards, away from hedysng her through
narrowed eyes, as he fought his own ragged breathin

Kate sagged back against the wall, staring backirai her wide eyes
clouded with desire, a hand pressed to her swalleath as she waited.

Waited for him to lift her into his arms, and cahmgr to bed. Waited to feel
his mouth on hers again, demanding the responsiestped to give.

He was close enough to touch, yet the distancedsgtwthem had suddenly
become a vast and echoing space, impossible tgebrid



And his smile, she saw, was cold, and faintly mogki
Swift dread invaded her, like a sliver of ice peatnhg her heart.

‘Kalinichta, matia mou,he drawled. 'Goodnight—and | wish you sweet
dreams. As sweet as that night on Zycos, perhaps.’

She watched him walk away from her across the gassand heard the
finality of his door closing.

Shutting her out. Leaving her in a limbo of her omaking, composed of
shame and regret.



CHAPTER ELEVEN

IT wAS a long time before Kate could move. Before shelccdimd the
strength to walk, stumbling a little, the few yatdsher own room.

She closed the door with infinite care, then trocbas the room to the bed.
She sat on its edge, hands clenched in her lapamaattempt to stop them
shaking.

She'd made him angry. That was the only logicalamgtion for the last
shattering minutes. She'd refused to be manipuldweallow herself to be
used.

Because that was all it was, she told herself. dlddn't risk a rendezvous
with his mistress, and he needed a woman. So, whgmuse himself by
seducing his gullible wife all over again?

Kate winced as her teeth grazed the tender fulloklsr lower lip.
Perhaps he'd thought again about the public resampft his liaison with
Victorine, recognising it as the kind of condua fhheodakis board would

condemn.

Or maybe he'd decided he needed the surface rabpeygtof his current
marriage after all, no matter what might happeprivate.

The cynicism of it nauseated her.
But, that being the case, why hadn't she walkedydwan him, while she
had the chance? What had induced her to stay, @veke him into that

storm of devastation that he'd unleashed on her.

It was madness—and, bitter as the acknowledgmaegtitrbe, she only had
herself to blame.

And why hadn't she fought him? she asked hersédfiys6he could have
struggled—kicked—nbitten. But she'd done none o$éhihings.



She slipped off her shoes, and lay back on theibedsmall, defensive
curve.

Because she hadn't wanted to, she thought. Thath&asext unpalatable
truth she had to deal with.

However much her reason might condemn Mick, andhafthat she could
not go on living with him after such a betrayalr physical responses were
operating on a different planet.

At his lightest touch, her body seemed to oper, éiKlower, creating that
deep, molten ache which only he could heal. Evertibught of him could
make her whole body clench in hunger and need.

None of the hurt, the anger and bitterness had gemh#& cure her of
wanting him, and she was going to have to live thtit.

But, which was far worse, Mick was totally awaretb& war going on
between her mind, and her too-eager senses, bebausgew her better
than she knew herself.

He'd pinpointed her weakness with mind-numbing dityt leaving her
without a hiding place, or even an excuse. And hidde it quite
deliberately.

He was also the one who had, in the end, walkeg.awa

And, somehow, she had to survive the despair amdiliation of that
knowledge, and go on.

When all she really wanted to was run ignominiowasiay.

Except that would be pointless, Kate thought, lgyier face in the pillow.

There could be no escape, because Mick had heherend of some

invisible chain, and all he had to do was tug, simel would be drawn back
inexorably. And no amount of time or distance woechdnge a thing.

And how was she going to live with that?



She cried for a while, then, silently, achingly. &ihthere were no more
tears left, she sat up wearily, pushing back herftam her face.

She took the diamonds from her ears and arounthheat, and put them
back in their cases, then undressed, and donnedithpte white cotton
nightshirt.

She had known from the beginning, she thoughthadas in the darkness
listening to the whisper of the sea, that she andkMame from two
different worlds. Yet in truth they were light ysapart.

How could he regard such a transgression, suchmplete betrayal, so
lightly? she asked herself wretchedly. Unless He He was powerful
enough to ignore the normal rules of morality.

He'd clearly expected her to shrug and smile, akd him back when he
asked for forgiveness. Presumably that was howrotliges of his
acquaintance reacted to their husbands' passirgads.

But this was no trivial, transient affair, she raded herself unhappily. No
moment of weakness to be instantly regretted.

Because Victorine had clearly got into his bloochabit he was unable to
break. Maybe even a necessity...

Her mind closed at the thought.

Perhaps he even hoped that I'd be docile—besatimagé to accept some
kind of menage a troisshe thought bitterly.

She shivered, and turned over, trying to composselfefor sleep, but it
would not come. Her mind was wide awake, endlessiging on the
treadmill of their last encounter.

Or perhaps she was just scared to sleep. Frighiaeresse the dreams that
Mick had ironically wished for her might indeedwaiting to enclose her in
their dark thrall, and draw her down to her owrvaie hell.



It was nearly dawn when she at last closed her, @yekonly a few hours
later when the sun woke her again, pouring thrdbgtslats in the shutters.

For a moment, she was tempted to stay where shel'wasill the sheet over
her head, and lie still, like a hunted animal gtmground. Or even to feign
illness.

But Ismene wanted her to talk about the weddingrgements, she
remembered, and she was also having lunch withalLihde was waiting
for her, and could not be avoided.

It won't be for much longer, she told herself, hs bathed and dressed in
her denim skirt and a simple white vest top. Sheghemall gold hoops in

her ears, and used concealer to cover the shadoder thher eyes, and
blusher to soften her pallor.

She could hear the clash of crockery in the kit¢laerd a woman's voice
singing softly in Greek as she went through theajwoom, and out on to
the terrace by the pool.

A table had been laid there, now littered with tmnains of breakfast, and
Mick was seated beside it, engrossed in some papers

He was wearing shorts and a thin cotton shirt, apehe waist, and his hair
was damp, indicating that he'd been swimming.

Kate paused, slipping her hands into the pocketseofskirt, and feeling
them ball nervously into fists.

He glanced up at her hesitant approach, his gadealmost dispassionate,
with none of the mockery she'd feared.

He said,Kalimera' and pushed a small silver bell across the taviards
her, as she took her seat. 'If you ring, Maria lanihg you some fresh coffee
and hot rolls.'

'Is that who was in the kitchen?' Kate frowned. Withshe here?'



'| decided it would be better if one of the sergamts here to look after us.'
His tone was expressionless.

'‘But I've always done that." The words were oubteefshe could stop
herself.

'‘Ah, yes," he said. 'But that was then. This is héis brief smile did not
reach his eyes. 'And | have resolvexdtia moufo spare yoall your wifely
duties.'

She was aware that warm colour was staining hey, faut kept her voice
steady. 'l see.’

'‘But, of course, there are also the nights,' hetwan'When Maria will not
be here." He paused. 'So, a man is coming fromsiogjdhis afternoon to
put a lock on your bedroom door—in case my animatimcts should
suddenly overwhelm me, you understand.’

'Please—don't..." Her voice was husky.

'Why not?' Mick shrugged. 'l am merely trying tmplify matters. To make
your final days here as trouble free—and as safel€as. | thought you
would be grateful.’

'Yes,' she said. 'You're—very considerate.'

‘Thank you.' His mouth twisted. 'Perhaps we canntaa the normal
courtesies, if nothing else.' He rose, stretchiagually, causing Kate to
avert her gaze rapidly from the long, tanned lags the silken ripple of
muscles across his bare chest and diaphragm.

'‘Now ring for your breakfast,” he added, putting papers together. He
offered her a quick, taut smile. 'l will not stagr to spoil your appetite.’

She wasn't hungry, but she made herself eat sortteeablls, honey and
fresh fruit that Maria brought.



She might be sick at heart, she thought, but thex® no point in making
herself physically ill as well.

After all, the last thing she wanted was to lookfaghe was fading away
under Victorine's gloating gaze.

"You do not look as if Michalis allowed you mucleep last night, sister,'
was Ismene's exuberant greeting, when Kate joieedih at the villa. She
gave her a wide smile. 'Life is goauk’

'Very good,' Kate returned, mentally crossing legdrs for the lie. And so
much for cosmetic cover-ups, she added silently.

It was a relief to escape from her own problems Iatmene's joyful plans
for her marriage.

Rather to Kate's surprise, the wedding was not éosbme glittering
international event packed with the rich and famous

The Theodakis clan was a vast one, and Petrosaiee from a large and
widespread family. After that the guest list seemesdricted to old friends.

Most of the arrangements were already in placgglgrthanks to Linda,
Kate gathered. Her own task was largely one of rathotation at the villa,
and booking accommodation in local hotels for thiertiow.

As she'd suspected, Victorine's sole contributiat been a series of snide
remarks about Ismene's marrying beneath her.

'‘But | told her that would never be her problensinéne said with
undisguised satisfaction. 'As there is no way dénem the gutter.’

Kate choked back a laugh. 'Ismene—you could getredl trouble.’

'l thought so too,' Ismene admitted. 'But althoalyha told Papa and he was
stern with me, | do not believe he was really ari@lye gave Kate a hopeful
look. ‘Do you think he is becoming tired of her tKaina? | could not bear

it if she became my step-mother. And nor could Mih



'‘No.' Kate's throat tightened. 'l—I'm sure he caltildShe hesitated. 'l think
maybe we need to leave them to— work things outhifemselves.’

But, perhaps, in the end, everyone would get whay twvanted without
scandal or an explosive rupture between Mick asdidther, she thought
later, as she drove down to Sami.

If Ari no longer wanted Victorine, he might not eailoo much if she was
ultimately reunited with Mick. Father and son sedn@ share a cynical
view of women as commodities to be traded.

If only she herself could have been excluded frohis tsexual
merry-go-round.

Yet, she knew in her heart that, in spite of bettagnd heartbreak, she
would not have missed the heady delights of thoserhonths with Mick
for anything in the world.

Although that was small consolation when she coptated the empty
desolation that awaited her.

'l thought we'd have lunch in the garden,’ Lindal $aiskly, leading the
way to her sheltered courtyard. 'While we still céhe weather's going to
change,’ she added, directing a critical look atstky.

'How do you know?' Kate asked baffled.

'Live here for long enough, and you get the feeforgt.' Linda smiled at
her. 'l bet Mick would tell you the same.’

'Yes." Kate returned the smile with determinatid@an you forecast
whether we'll have a fine day for the wedding?'

'l can guarantee it." Linda poured wine. 'The slwags shines on the
Theodakis family. Haven't you noticed?' She pawseter maid brought
bread and salad, and a plattecasate—pork simmered in wine. So Kate
was not forced to reply.



'Well,' Linda said when they were alone, and eatWpat's the problem?’
Kate dabbed at her lips with the linen napkinoth'ttknow what you mean.'

Linda sighed. 'Honey—who are you kidding? You dbohave the look of a
girl in the throes of a blissful reunion with heam And Mick looks as if
he's strung up on wires, too. So, what's happéning.

Kate stabbed at her pork. 'l can't tell you. Ndt'ye

Linda whistled, her face concerned. 'That bad, h8h@ was silent for a
moment. 'l admit | wondered when you just disappeéike that. | planned
to talk to Mick about it, if he'd let me, but hesuwaever around long enough.
Always working like a demon, rarely touching bagéhich should have
told me something, too," she added thoughtfully.

'‘But when | heard he was bringing you back, | hoffeat meant you'd
managed to resolve your differences. God knowsethwere bound to be
plenty. You're both strong characters. But so werand Regina, and they
rode out their storms. In fact, they thrived onnthé thought you'd be the
same.'

Kate smiled over-brightly. 'l think that would rathdepend on the storm.’
She took some more salad. 'This food is delicidumsl what herb has Hara
used in the potatoes?’

Linda picked up the cue, and the conversation tutoefood, and, from
there, to the wedding.

'Have you decided what you're going to wear?' Liasked.

Kate wrinkled her nose. 'Not really. | have thidepgreen dress that
Mi...that | bought back in New York. That's a ptd#ly. But Ismene is

talking of going to Athens shopping for a couplalafs with Mrs Alessou,’
she added. 'l could always go with them and findething there.’



They were just drinking their coffee, when they rdefootsteps and Ari
came round the corner of the house. He halted, $iifivmg when he saw
Kate.

'‘Me sinhorite.l beg your pardon, Linda. | did not realise yod laavisitor. |
should have knocked at your door and not takesr igfanted that you could
receive me.'

'Old friends never intrude,' Linda assured him, faee faintly flushed. 'Sit
down, Ari, and have some coffee with us.’

'‘No, no, | was just passing, and | thought..." ldansled awkward. "The
vineyard | mentioned last night. I am going theosvnand | wondered if
you would care to come with me. But | see it is passible. Another time,
perhaps.’'

'It's perfectly possible,” Kate said firmly, conlie@ her surprise. She
pushed back her chair, and stood up. 'l was aloogdtanyway. | have an
ocean of things to do this afternoon.’

"You could always come with ugedhi mou,Ari suggested, with what Kate
felt was real nobility.

She Smiled and shook her head. 'Not today. Thaes®wvd, and always will
be." As | know only too well, she added under hreath, wincing.

'So,' she said mischievously, as Linda accompamedut to her car. 'How
long has this been going on?"

Linda's flush deepened. 'There's nothing "going’'@tie responded with
dignity. '‘Just as | said, we are old friends. Amddnopped by a couple of
times while you were away to ask my advice abauelse. That's all.'

Kate kissed her lightly. 'And now he wants to cdngour expertise on
winemaking. Fine.'

She was smiling to herself as she drove away. Mayleegood thing was
going to emerge out of this unholy mess afterséilg thought wistfully.



Although it would also mean that Mick was totalfgé to reclaim Victorine
for himself. His trophy woman, she thought, as emirag sigh escaped her.

Within a few days, the countdown to the wedding badun in earnest,
leaving Kate little time for unhappy introspectiddut, though her days
might be full, her nights were another matter. Behner locked door, she
tossed and turned, searching vainly for peace ramdjtillity.

Sharing the beach house with Mick was not eadypagih she couldn't fault
his behaviour. He was working hard, constantly awayshort trips. But,
when he was at home, he kept out of her way as msiplossible, and, when
they did meet, treated her with cool civility. Whjcshe supposed, was as
much as she could hope for.

The weather had changed as prophesied, and raifrded grey skies
accompanied by a swirling wind. Without her ususdage routes through
the pine woods, and to the beach, Kate began tali@est claustrophobic,
especially as nervous pressure began to build dpeavilla with Ismene
complaining that the village party would be ruined.

Even when money was no object, weddings werdrstily to arrange, Kate
realised, as she dealt with temperamental cateredsiound a replacement
for the folk-dance troupe whose leading male dahedrbroken his leg.

The shopping trip to Athens was a welcome breakh) W@mene making
heroic and endearing efforts to keep her spendititgmbounds, so as not to
shock her future mother- in-law.

Kate had no need to set herself any such limite. I&id been stunned to
discover how much money was waiting in her persagabunt. It seemed
that Mick had continued to pay her allowance dutimgr separation. She
couldn't fault his generosity in that regard, di@ught, biting her lip.

And yet, in the end, she spent hardly anything. t%eled the boutiques
and designer salons around Kolonaki Square witlostifeverish energy,
and tried on an astonishing array of garmentsytand find an outfit for the
wedding, but there was nothing that aroused mane ghlukewarm interest
in her.



In the past, when she'd gone clothes shopping, Miekl usually
accompanied her. It had been fun to emerge fronchla@ging room and
parade breathlessly in front of him, waiting fomhio signal approval or
negation as he lounged in one of those spindlychsirs.

A nod was generally enough but, sometimes, shengaattention sharpen,
brows lifting, and mouth slanting in a smile aséyes met hers, making her
dizzyingly aware that he was anticipating the pleasof taking off
whatever expensive piece of nonsense she was \gearin

Now, it no longer mattered what she wore, she thoug

And she had the pale-green dress in reserve, smaded herself. It was
simple and elegant, and not overtly sexy, so it statable for a wedding,
and, hopefully, would enable her to fade into tlaekground during the
day-long celebration.

But her restraint had not passed unnoticed.

'She tried on every dress in Athens,' Ismene regaas- ingly on the
evening of their return, when the family had asdechin thesalonibefore
dinner. 'And bought none of them. What do you ttohkhat, Michalis?'
'Only that, for once, my prayers have been answehnedreturned wryly.
Above the laughter, he added, 'And, anyway, | hayeown ideas about
what Kate should wear to your weddimpgdhi mou.'

'Po, po, po.1smene turned to Kate. 'What is he planning, do suppose?’

'Who knows.' Kate made herself speak lightly. "Ybuoother is good at
surprises—and secrets.'

Her glance met his in unspoken challenge.

He said softly, '‘And for thatmatia mou | shall make you wait until the day
itself.'

As they went into the dining room, Kate found Vet beside her.



"Your thrift is admirablechere,and also wise." The crimson mouth was
smiling, as she whispered in Kate's ear. 'After, alhe's financial
circumstances can change so quickiest ce pa® It is good to be
prepared.’

Kate drew a sharp breath. 'l am more than readigveeme,’ she said icily,
and turned away.

In spite of Ismene's gloomy forebodings, the clotmked away the day
before the wedding, and a mellow sun appearedgibgrthe island to life
in shades of green and gold.

In twenty-four hours it will all be over, Kate thghit bleakly. Ismene will be
a wife—and | shall cease to be one.

A top hair stylist had come from Athens to attendtlte bride, on the

morning of the wedding, but Kate had declined leissises. She already
planned to wear her hair loose, with a small spfagream roses instead of
a hat.

But she still hadn't the least idea what dress Mighed her to wear. The
subject had not been referred to during any of flesting encounters, and
she was damned if she was going to ask.

Let him be mysterious, she told herself, lifting bhin.

What difference does it make? It's just one monegtiho endure on one
more day from the rest of my life.

She had a leisurely bath, applied her favouriteydotion, and put on bra
and briefs in ivory silk and lace, smoothing gossatights over her slim
legs.

Holding her robe round her, she walked back into bedroom, and
checked, her lips parting in a little cry of shodkeegation.

Lying across her bed was a slender slip of a dreseeam silk, cut on the
bias so it would swirl around her as she moved,k@eside it, its matching



collarless jacket, the front panels embroidered wsitdelicate tracery of
gold and silver flowers.

Her own wedding dress—worn only once before on Dretember day in
London when all the happiness she'd ever dreamedeshed to be within
her grasp.

The last time she'd seen the dress, it had beegirftaim her closet in the
New York apartment.

He'd brought it back with him specially, she reatisiumbly. But why?

How could he hurt her like this? Why provide suchadent reminder of
how things had once been between them, when thdy lkoew their
marriage was over? And that he was about to didvardorever?

She snatched up the folds of silk from the bed, stodmed down the
passage to his room, rapping sharply at the cldeed

He called,Peraste’ and Kate opened the door and marched in.

He was standing at the dressing table fasteningidyidut turned, brows
raised, his gaze flicking her robed figure, and dness hanging over her
arm.

He said coolly, 'Is there a problem? Do you nedg kgth your zipper
perhaps?’

'No problem. | simply came to return this." Kat@ftonted him, chin lifted,
allowing anger to mask her hurt and bewildermédnton't wear it. You
can't expect me to.'

He turned back to the mirror, making minute adjusita to the elegant knot
at his throat.

'‘But | do expect it, Katharinmou'he told her quietly. ‘None of my family
were at our wedding, so they have never seen yohiaindress, or known
how beautiful you looked. An omission | intend &xtify today.'



He paused. 'Besides, | told them last night wha@$ planning, so you
cannot disappoint them. Such a romantic gestuoenwince them all that
we are the picture of marital harmony," he addelg.itRemember our
bargain, and that you still have your part to ptayt." His smile was hard.
'Look on it as your costume for the last act, ifiywefer. That might make it
easier to bear."

She said unevenly, 'l never thought you could bersel. Don't my feelings
matter in all this?'

'Did you consider mine when you ran back to Engbahé shot back at her.
'Without giving me a chance to explain—to apologiercing me to invent
stories to explain your absence.'

She said shakily, 'What you did was beyond apoldéigywould have been
more honourable to have accepted responsibilitytaladthe truth. But of
course that might have jeopardised your ultimatbiaom.'

'‘We are preparing for my sister's wedding,” Mickds#atly. 'Shall we

discuss my ambitions at a more convenient momed#¢?'turned and
confronted her, hands on lean hips, long legs bBbdanh elegant charcoal
pants, his crisp white shirt dazzling against Hixsecskin.

'‘Now go, and change," he directed. 'Unless you wisho dress you with
my own hands,' he added significantly.

She took a step backwards. "You wouldn't dare.'

'Don't tempt meagapi mou His voice slowed to a drawl, blatantly sexy,
almost amused. 'Or we might miss the wedding altmgeNow go.’

She gave him a fulminating glance, then turnedaedt out of his room
back to her own, trying not to run.

She closed her door and leaned against it. Heeatesh in the mirror
opposite showed spots of colour burning in her fade, and an almost feral
glitter in her eyes.



Further protest was futile, and she knew it. E¥ahe locked herself in, and
refused to go to the wedding, she couldn't win.aBee no lock would be
strong enough to keep him out, if he decided toosephis will on her, and
she knew it.

'‘Damn him," she said raggedly. 'Oh—damn him...’



CHAPTER TWELVE

KATE learned to smile that day. To smile at the awntg)es and cousins
who embraced her and welcomed her so warmly téatindy.

To smile at Ari when he said slowly, 'But what aign,pedhi mouA bride
again yourself. Your husband is indeed a fortunzde.'

To smile as she stood beside Mick in the small neee filled church,
brilliant with candlelight and glittering with icenand he took her hand in
his. And the female members of both families sigbeatimentally, because
they thought it was a gesture of love and he wasenebering his own
wedding day. Because they didn't know the truth-+thaas all a pretence.

And to smile, at last, with genuine mistiness andae, as she appeared,
amid gasps and sighs from the onlookers, in hensigring gown, her veil
floating around her, to join her bridegroom.

It was a beautiful ceremony full of symbolism aitdal, and Ismene's voice
was tremulous as she took her vows in front otdlidearded priest. Petros
was looking at her as if she was some goddess toeerth, and Kate felt
tears prick her eyelids as she scattered handfulc® over the newly
married pair at the conclusion of the marriage.

Afterwards musicians conducted Ismene and Petrtigetequare outside. It
was festive in the sunlight, draped with buntingd avreaths of flowers.

Long tables had been set up, with platters ofdisth chicken, bowls of salad
and hum- mous, and still-warm loaves of bread. @ meas lamb roasting on
spits, and tall jugs of local wine. The whole ieseemed to be in

attendance, and there was a carnival atmosphé¢heyagstled for seats.

Kate realised that Mick was taking her to the taipl¢, where the bride and
groom were already ensconced. Victorine had nandéd the church
ceremony, but she was there now in a vivid yelloesd and a matching
picture hat, fussing over where to sit.

Kate hung back. 'Please, I—I'd rather sit somewhkse'



He said quietly, 'Kate, you are my wife, and youl wake your proper
place.’

'‘Well, my son,” Ari came up to them. 'Are you askiKatharina's
forgiveness for having cheated her?’

There was a sudden roaring in her ears. She saitlyfdWhat—did you
say?'

But he'd turned back to Mick. "Your wedding shobkd/e been like this.
Not in some cold London office," he chided jovialBut | was thinking, as
| watched the children just now, that we should #sk good father to
perform a blessing on your marriage, in the chwith all of us to see. Kate
would like that,ne-

Kate murmured something faintly, and let Mick |det away. She stole a
glance at him, and saw that his face was grimirfagth hard and set.

She said, with a catch in her voice, 'We can'trgbke this. You must—say
something.'

He said brusquely, 'l intend to.’

She saw an empty chair and took it, finding hersaedtiged between Dr
Alessou and an elderly aunt, with a fierce stagkadiamond brooch like a
sunburst.

She applauded as Petros and Ismene walked roursdjtiaee, handing out
sugared almonds from decorated baskets, and pesteindeat when the
food was served. And she did not once look at Mibk was sitting further
down the table, with Victorine beside him.

Was it intended as some kind of public declaratisin® wondered. Had it
begun?

It was good when the dancing started, and she batthing she could
focus on. The dancers wore traditional costumepnthe in waistcoats and
baggy breeches, with broad sashes and stripedisgiscland the girls, their



heads covered by scarves, in long skirts undereited aprons, but there
was no doubting the sheer athleticism of theirgrenince.

And when they'd finished their exhibition, it wageeyone else's turn. The
dancers began to weave their way round the sgbatejeen the tables,
pulling people up to join them in a long chain.

Kate saw Linda seized, laughing a protest as sim. we

Then they reached her, and a plump woman in ares$ @yrabbed her hand,
tugging her up in turn.

At first Kate felt clumsy—a fish out of water—aseskried to copy the
intricate pattern of steps they were repeating @&l over again, but the
women holding her hands on either side were loutieir encouragement,
and gradually the rhythm took over, and she was @bfollow them with
mounting confidence.

| used to do this kind of thing all the time whends a rep, she thought. I'm
just out of practice.

As the chain twisted and wove past the top takdénaghe saw Ari clapping
enthusiastically, and Ismene and Petros beamihgratAnd she saw Mick,
his expression unreadable. And his companion, éautiful face a mask of
contempt.

To hell with her, Kate thought with sudden passiba.hell with both of
them.

The sun was on her face, and the throb of the nmagldound an echo in her
veins. In spite of herself, she was caught up énsttieer exuberance of the
moment. The unexpected pleasure of belonging.

The rhythm changed, and she found herself dancittyavman from the
village, linked to him by the coloured handkerchief ceremoniously
offered her.



She was breathless when the music eventually paasddexcused herself
smilingly, amid protests.

She sank into her seat, grateful for the waterBmaklessou poured for her.

'Why did he do that?' she asked, as she put dosvartipty glass. 'With the
handkerchief, | mean? The other men are holdingvtiheen's hands.'

The doctor smiled at her. '‘Because you are stibw wife,kyria, and it is
believed that your hand should touch no other maut'your husband's.’

'Oh," Kate said, and hastily poured herself sommewi

At sunset, the cars arrived to take the guests twettie villa, and the private
evening party, but the celebrations in the villageruld clearly go on well
into the night.

Thesalonihad been cleared for dancing, and there was motkl&id out in
the dining room.

Petros and Ismene opened the dancing, moving skoattye music in each
other's arms. Champagne was drunk, then Ari madpeach formally
welcoming Petros to his family, and then the badd groom were free to
get changed and leave on their honeymoon.

Kate was at the back of the laughing throng thatked them depart, and
she turned back with a sigh, wondering if it woblel noticed if she too
slipped away.

The music had resumed in te@loni,the small band playing something soft
and dreamy, and people were heading back there Want along with
them, ostensibly part of the group, but separaskimg her private plans.

She'd go out on the terrace as if she neededhair tbke the steps at the end
to get to the beach house. Where she would paekaShldn't be able to get
off the island tonight, but she would leave fidsing in the morning, and
Mick would be free to do whatever he wanted. And slould not have to
watch.



She began to move round the edge of the room,igakown to avoid eye
contact. Trying to be as unobtrusive as possible.

Only someone was barring the way. She raised ung#lyes and saw Mick
regarding her gravely.

He said quietly, 'Dance with mmatia mou.'

'In order to keep up appearances?' Kate liftechier. 'l think I'll sit this one
out.'

'No," he said. '"You will not. You have danced vatleryone else today. Now
it is my turn.' He took her hand and drew her oth&floor.

His arms enfolded her, holding her intimately agalim, as they began to
move to the music.

For a moment, Kate was rigid in his embrace. Haisoa, the sudden
clamour of her outraged senses were all tellingtthatrthis was a pretence
too far. That she should not permit him to take Huvantage.

Then, almost imperceptibly, she began to relaxmbee with the flow, and
go where the music and her husband's arms took her.

She felt the touch of his cheek against her h&ie Jwift brush of his mouth
on her temple.

Even with that briefest of contacts, she felt hearitbeat hurry into madness.
She felt the warm blood mantling her face. Was awaat her nipples had
hardened in sweet, excruciating need against bhéhsit covered them.

And as if in response to some secret signal, Miak'ss tightened around
her, his hand feathering across her spine, antipsigrazing the curve of
her cheek, the corner of her trembling mouth.

With a little sigh of capitulation, Kate slid hemas up around his neck and
buried her face in his shoulder.



She was no longer a separate entity, she realisedof him. Indivisibly.
Unequivocally. Bound to himiiome mysterious region of the senses where
logic, commonsense €veN decency—counted for nothing.

Where the only truth was that he was her man aadwsts his woman, and
she would burn for him until the end of eternity.

She could count every day, every moment, everyrgbtitat they had been
apart. Recall every night when her imagination biadight him hauntingly
back to her.

She could think of nothing—remember nothing—anatgnothing but the
glide of his hands on her naked skin delightingreymilse, every nerve.
The lingering arousal of his mouth. The moment when starved body
would open to receive him.

She was dimly aware that the music had stopped-bkad replaced by
another sound.

As she raised her head uncertainly she realisddshkiick that she and Mick
now had the floor to themselves, and the sound stk hear was applause
from the other guests, clustering round to watcanthin laughing,
vociferous approval.

Bringing her back with a bump to sudden, starkitgal

Kate's face flamed in horrified embarrassment, simel tried to tug free,
bent on flight, but Mick was holding her too firmly

'Smile, agapi moy he murmured, acknowledging the plaudits with
mocking self-deprecation.

She said between her teeth, as she obeyed, "stoylat nothing, will you?'

‘At very little, certainly." He spun her round, anfeom him, then pulled her
close, his lips taking hers in a brief hard kissid before tonight is over,
you will be glad of it, my wife," he added softlyhis nonsense between us
is over, and you are coming back to my bed whetebgiong."'



He released her, and she walked away from hirmdrgot to run. At the
edge of the floor, she nearly collided with some@tee glanced up, her lips
shaping an apology, and saw it was Victorine, haseglittering with
malice and derision.

She held Kate's arms above the elbow, and leame@ifd as if to embrace
her.

‘That was good;here,'she breathed in her ear. 'What a pity Michalistbas
run the Theodakis corporation. He would have mads sa wonderful
actor.'

Kate shook her off, uncaring who might see, anchpdgast. She had to
fight her way out of the room. Everyone wantedpgeak to her, it seemed,
and shake hands. But, at last, she won free, amdifa quiet corner where
she could recover her equilibrium a little.

She asked a passing waiter to bring her somejiriagt, and stood, sipping
it, relishing its coolness against her parchedatiras Mick's parting words
ran mad circles in her brain.

It was some new game he was playing. It had tddeewasn't serious. He
couldn't be. Because they had a deal. A bargain.

But all the same, she wouldn't waste any time gg#iway. Not the airport
this time, but one of the ferries. It didn't matéemich. Nothing mattered
very much. Not any more.

And because of that, she could go back ints#ienithis one last time, and
act as the hostess. She could talk to people, andedwith anyone who
asked her. And she would notretlet herself think of Mick's arms, and the
familiar strength and urgency of his body.

No, she thought. She would never think of that mgaAnd one day, her
mind would have ground the image of him into sunl particles that she
would actually be able to forget him, and stativte again.



It was dawn before the party ended, and the labvatts made their way to
their rooms, or were driven to the nearby hotels.

She saw Mick go into the study with his fatherglang, their arms round
each other's shoulders, and drew a deep breathw&he never have a
better opportunity.

She slid out of the house, and went down throughailiet pines to the
beach house.

There was a chill in the air, heralding an autumwould never see. And a
chill in her heart that no sun could ever warm.

Once in her room, she drew a steadying breathadttine to go.

She took Mick's diamonds from her ears and thrarad, replaced them in
their cases, then removed her wedding dress, amglihback in the closet.

She would take with her only what she had brougjm, decided, slipping
on her robe, and fastening its sash.

She found her smallest travel bag, and beganlti Wilith underwear and
shoes. She still had money left over from the Athieip, and her car keys.

But not her passport, she realised with suddenalisiMick had that. She
could remember him slipping it into the inside petckf the jacket he'd
been wearing.

Oh, let it still be there, she thought with pardon't let him have locked it
in the desk up at the villa.

She trod barefoot down the passage, and went iigtordom, trying
unsuccessfully to remember which coat it had b@égil, she would simply
have to look in all of them, she thought sighingarhg with the one
hanging on the back of the chair.



‘Tidying up for me,agapi mou His voice from the doorway behind her

made her jump, and she whirled, holding his jaekgiinst her like a shield.
'‘Maria will complain.’

He came further into the room, and kicked the ddart behind him. He
was in his shirt sleeves, his tie hanging looss, duat slung over one
shoulder. And he was smiling.

He said softly, 'So you are here at last.'

'No," she said. "You—you're mistaken. | came td lfmo something.’

'‘And so did I." He tossed his jacket and tie othtoempty chair, and began
to unbutton his shirt, his eyes never leaving hers.

'What are you doing?' Her voice sounded high, wraht

"Taking off my clothes. | usually do before | gdied. And thenmatia mou
| shall undress you.'

Kate backed away. '‘Don't come near me," she saicély.

'‘But that wouldn't work." He dropped his shirtie floor, and unzipped his
pants. 'For what | intend, my Kate, we need to loeiausly, intimately
close. As we used to be, such a short time aga@rBéinmade you angry and
you decided you hated me.'

She said passionately, 'But | do hate you. And hatr—notgoing to allow
you to do this.'

He sighed. 'Kate, | was your lover for six exq@smonths. | know your
body as well as | know my own. | can feel your msge when | touch you,
and while we were dancing tonight, you wanted me.'

'No.' She wanted the denial to be fierce, but asiesounded as if she was
pleading. 'You can't do this.’



' must," he said almost gently. 'Because withauwt, ggapi mou) am dying
inside. | need you to heal me. To make me wholéndga

He took her in his arms, the naked heat of his lpeatgneating her thin robe.

He said softly, 'Don't fight me, Kate. | am so véingd of fighting." And
then he kissed her.

His lips were a seduction in themselves, movingmsarand persuasively
on hers, coaxing them apart, while his hands uttedash, and pushed the
concealing robe from her shoulders. Her eyes claseldshe surrendered,
allowing him the access he desired to the sweestomai of her mouth.

Then he lifted her, and carried her to the beagyieside her as his long
supple fingers began to rediscover her. And thepscof silk and lace she
was wearing were no barrier at all.

When he kissed her again, she responded swifthgndlly, making her own
feverish demands.

The tips of her bared breasts grazed his chest.hideds sought him.
Enclosed him.

And she felt, in her turn, the shiver of his towmh her thighs, and heard
herself moan softly in need.

He whispered, 'Naagapi mouYou take me."
And he turned on to his back, lifting her above hdwer him.

Her possession of him was slow and sweet, her bladyng round him like
the petals of a flower as she filled herself witim ldeeply, gloriously.

And he lay watching her, the breath catching irtmisat as he caressed her,
his fingertips brushing subtly across her fleshkimg the pink nipples
pucker and lift.



His hands stroked the length of her body from heutders to her flanks,
and back again, tracing the vulnerable curve ofdpane so that her body
arched in sudden delight.

She began to move on him slowly, savouring evestirdit, separate
sensation, then increased the rhythm, hearing reathing change as she
did so.

She controlled him like a moon with a tidal seangsher body like an
instrument to bring him pleasure.

And then, before she was even prepared for itcaitrol was gone, and
their locked bodies were straining frantically tthger seeking a
consummation.

She heard him gasp her name, and answered himasslyllas they took
each other over the edge, and down into the abyss.

Afterwards, he slept in her arms, and she held bhsrthe slow tears edged
out from under her lashes, and scalded her face.

Then quietly, inch by inch, she eased herself afn@y him, towards the
edge of the bed. She found her robe, and put ittleem retrieved her
underwear.

Moving gingerly, she opened the closet door, arghbdo search through
his clothes for her passport.

It was nearly ten minutes before she found it. pegcious moments of
early morning turning into broad daylight, and e@&sing the risk of
discovery.

She took one last look at Mick's sleeping figure.

She thought, 'Goodbye, my love' and knew that learthwas weeping.
Then she slipped quietly out of the door, and ladker room.



She collected fresh undies, and a straight cream skth a black
short-sleeved top, then went into the bathroomhtmagr and dress, and
collect her toiletries.

The house was still quiet, and there was no siglafa. Maybe everyone
was sleeping late today. So far, so good, thougilé: lKind went quickly and
cautiously across the passage and into her room.

Mick was standing by the window. He'd dressed mimdepants and a polo
shirt, and his arms were folded across his chest.

She halted, her throat closing in panic. She sastily, 'l thought you were
asleep.’

' missed you beside me," he said. 'And it woké me.
He looked from her to the hastily packed travel,bagy mouth curling.

He said quietly, 'Were you planning to leave metlagmonote, Katharina?
What would this one have said, | wonder?'

‘The same as the last one.' She flung back her Adwd our marriage was a
mistake, and | can't stay with you.'

‘Nor can you leave,' he said. 'Not now. Becaustla Wwhile ago, we may
have given our child life.'

She stared at him. 'No."' Her voice shook. 'That'stpossible.’

He sighed. 'You cannot be that naive. But the peitttis. | want to make a
baby with you, if not now, then in the future. Ahieitend our child to grow
up with both parents.’

She said slowly, "You want a child? But why now—atiftimes? You've
always refused to consider it before." She pau%ed, | understand. |
suppose my replacement doesn't want to be pregnaatn't want to spoil
her wonderful figure. So, you'll just use me ingté&he gave a small,
hysterical laugh. 'My God, | should have seen tioating.'



He said impatiently, 'You're talking like a crazgmvan. What replacement
in the name of God?' He didn't wait for an ansviart if you want to know
why | hesitated over a baby, it was because 1 ca@a®d.'

"You—scared?' Kate stared up at him in patent ugib&Dh what, pray?'

He said roughly, 'Of losing yopedhi mouas 1 lost my mother. If she had
not given birth to Ismene and myself, she couldehasen alive today. But
the strain of it weakened her heart.’'

'‘And you thought that might happen to me? Thatsuab' She lifted her
chin. 'l prefer my own version. That you want ala¢hiand you know
Victorine won't give you one.'

'Victorine?' he repeated. 'What does she have taitthoall this.'

'She's your mistress.' At last she'd made hersglftise word. 'And she's
going to be your wife, once you've got rid of medaaken over the
company. So there's no room for me. And if | amitga baby, I'm damned
if I'll surrender it to you to bring up—with herh& stepmother from hell.’

Mick said slowly, 'Why, in the name of God, shouidarry Victorine? Yes,
we were involved—once. You knew that. But it isgayver. And will never
be resumed.’

She said, 'That isn't true. Because you were héhehg&r—on the day you
came back from the States. When you thought | wakhaca. lfoundyou
together, both of you naked. In—that other roonthet bed—where we...'
She couldn't finish the sentence.

He stared at her. "You—found us having sex?'

'No," Kate said. 'lIt was just the aftermath, binat the same kind of punch.
You were asleep on the bed, and she'd been hagingveer. Neither of you
were wearing any clothes." Her voice shook. 'Sheggssted |
should—knock in future.’'



He was very still. 'So, possessing this indisp@ahblidence, maybe you
would prefer it if I left, and took Victorine witme."'

'l don't think she'd go.’
'No?' His smile chilled her. 'Well, let us see.'

He took Kate by the wrist, and marched her to therdShe struggled a
little.

‘Let me go. Where are you taking me?"'

'We're going up to the villa," he said. 'To ask'her



CHAPTER THIRTEEN

'MIcK, you can't do this." Kate stumbled in his wakbestrode up the track
towards the villa. "You'll ruin everything for yaelf. Lose everything
you've worked for.'

'You speak as if that matters,' he threw over haikler at her. 'There are
worse losses.’

'‘But think what it will do to your father," she gad. 'Even if he did take her
away from you, he doesn't deserve that kind of hatian.'

'‘Now there we differ. A man who does that deseexesything he gets.' He
walked into the villa's hallway, pulling Kate betimim, and paused. 'l
presume they will still be in their suite at thimé.’

'Yes,' she said. 'But please stop and think begfouego in there.’

'What is there to think about?' Mick swung rounds Byes blazing.
'‘According to you, my passion for Victorine hasropted my mind—my
sense of honour. Therefore, | no longer have t®iden the consequences
of my actions.'

Kate said shakily, 'In that case, I'd rather staneh
'‘But you cannot,' he said. 'Because this is the emtriwhen all your reasons
for leaving me will be totally confirmed. When yocondemnation of me

for a liar and an adulterer will be completely jfistl.

'So, you should be theragapi moult is not something you can afford to
miss. Come.'

Kate went with him because she had no choice. Sisetrembling as he
knocked imperatively at his father's door, and tidem call, 'Enter.’

They found Ari lying on the sofa, in dressing goamd pyjamas, reading a
newspaper, with a pot of coffee beside him.



He put down his book and studied them frowningrlig 'ls this not a little
early for social calls? All our guests are stileap.'

'l am aware of that," Mick said brusquely. 'Butavb a matter to deal with
which will not wait. | need to speak to Victorinegently.'

Ari's frown deepened. 'She is also sleeping. PerHapan give her a
message for you—at some more reasonable time?'

'‘No," Mick said. 'l need to talk to her. We haveibdaving a passionate
affair behind your back, you understand, and | lda@ded to ask her to go
away with me.’

Kate folded her arms across her body, feeling suigidsck. She waited for
the explosion, but it didn't come.

Instead, Ari said composedly, 'l see now why tlasrot wait. | will fetch
her.’

He rose and went into the bedroom and, a few msénlater, Victorine
emerged. She was wearing a black lace nightgowmaumatching peignoir
clutched round her.

Her hair was a mess and Kate noticed with pleathat her eyes were
puffy.

'What is this,cher?'She seated herself on the sofa, disposing heedeap
with conscious elegance. She was smiling, but y&s were wary. 'Ari says
you want me.'

'More than life itself, it seems,' Mick said. 'Saich so, that | have wrecked
my marriage for you. And now | am here to put ad &mall this hidden
passion and deceit, and admit our love openly.’

Victorine stiffened. She said. 'What are you tajkabout? Have you gone
mad?'



'l have simply decided that nothing matters mom@ntlour love." Mick

shrugged. 'Naturally, | shall have to resign fréva Theodakis Corporation,
when the press learn the truth. But that will synglve me more time to
devote to you, my dear Victorine, and your carées fortunate that you
have an alternative source of income. | have becasexl to certain
standards.’

He smiled blandly at her. 'So, if you will pack yathings, we can be
leaving.'

She said hoarselyTu es fouYou are crazy—or drunk. What nonsense is
this?'

'No nonsense, my sweet. Have you forgotten that Katnd us enjoying an
illicit afternoon of love together? | think—I reglthink you should have
mentioned to me that she saw us. It explains sdirhuc

Victorine looked at Kate, her face ugly. 'She iady’' she said. 'She is trying
to make trouble for me.' She turned to Ari, who wt@nding beside her, his
face expressionles€her,you do not believe this ridiculous story?'

"You were in our bedroom,' Kate said steadily. Wicas asleep, and you
were combing your hair. You had a towel on, andhimgtelse. And you told
me to knock in future.’'

'No." Victorine's voice rose. 'None of this is triY®u are making it up—to
blacken me in Ari's eyes. But it will not work.'

'‘Are you telling me you have forgotten it all?' Miasked reproachfully.
‘'The passion we shared? The promises we made hicodaer?'

Victorine transferred her glare to him. 'l am sgyinhdid not happen,' she
returned shrilly.

'It was the day Mick came back from New York," Kaientinued. An
immense calm seemed to have settled on her. 'Iswpgosed to go to
Ithaca, and Mick's father had gone fishing withriarfd. But my trip was
cancelled, and when | rang home, Yannis told meNhek was here. So, |



came rushing back to the beach house to see hily. IGound you as well.'
For the first time there was a break in her voice.

‘A terrible betrayal." Ari's tone was meditativ§Ve have both been
deceived, Katharina.' He paused. 'Is this why yeatwack to England so
suddenlypedhi mou

'Yes.' Kate bit her lip.

'Without speaking of what you had seen—or demandimgexplanation
from my son?’

'l couldn't say anything. It was too painful. Arftete was no reason for
anyone else to be hurt,' she added with diffictBgsides, the evidence was
there. | know what | saw.’

'So, you decided to spare my feelings at the expefsyour own." Ari
nodded thoughtfully. 'That was kind, my child, bmhecessary. | have long
known the truth.'

He looked at Mick. 'What happened that afternoopson?'

'l wish | knew." Mick shrugged. 'l returned from Werork earlier than
planned, but when | arrived Yannis told me Kate gade out for the day.

He frowned. 'l went down to the house to change jehlag had hit me
hard, so | tried taking a shower. In the end, lidieet to have a brief nap. |
remember nothing more.’

He looked at Kate. 'Except that at some point yauched me, and said my
name. | suppose you were trying to wake me. Araid 4 love you.™

Kate's eyes widened, and her hand went to hertthroa

'‘But when | eventually awoke,' he went on almostversationally. ‘It was
to find you had left me—with a note simply statmgr marriage was over.'



His mouth twisted. 'l assumed that you were stijrg about my refusal to
take you to New York—and that other disagreemerd \wad.

'‘But | couldn't believe you'd gone without givingera chance to put things
right between us, and so | got angry too.

'‘But, of course, | didn't realise you'd discoveney flagrant infidelity," he
added reflectively. 'Little wonder that you did mash to remain with me.'

‘Ari," Victorine spoke desperately. 'Don't listerthem. This is all nonsense.
You heard—their marriage is in deep trouble, anchbee of that they are
trying to destroy our relationship too.’

'What | see,’ Ari said, 'Is that something happethed afternoon that was
sufficient to put Katharina to flight. To make heish to end her marriage to
my son. And that is serious.

'Or perhaps not," he added meditatively. 'Maybevas intended as a
joke—only it misfired a little." He looked at Vidtae. 'Is that how it was,
kougla mou

His voice was gentle, but there was a note irait $ent a shiver down Kate's
spine.

There was a long taut silence, then Victorine saitenly, ‘A joke, yes. But
she was too stupid to realise she was being téasieel,added with a
venomous look at Kate.

'l see." Ari nodded. 'But why did you not expldnmstgood joke as soon as
you saw that it had gone wrong? That it had cauvsaldchurt? Because you
must have realised this very quickly.'

There was another silence, then Victorine shrugdef@nsively. 'They
were—neither of them here. Michalis was workingd ahe girl was in
London.’

‘The girl?' Mick's voice bit. "You will speak of nwife with respect.’



'What is there to respect?' Victorine spat badkrat her face twisted, ugly
with dislike. 'She has nothing—is nothing—that pfaleed English bitch.
What has she to offer any man? And you—you coule: iiead me.’

There was another telling silence, then Mick sadtly, "There was never
any question of marriage between us, Victorine,landde that clear to you
from the first. If you believed that might changem sorry.’

'Sorry." She threw back her head and laughed lyardit creamy skin
tinged with an unhealthy flush. 'Yes, you have besmry, Kyrios
Theodakis, as you deserve. Because no man evandmiwith me. | am the
one who leaves—always. Always—do you hear me?'

'Is that what this was all about?' Mick closed éygs for a second. 'Dear
God, it is unbelievable.’

'‘And then your wife left you," Victorine went onogitingly. 'So you found
out what it was like. Oh, that made me happy.' 8hd laughed again.

'Please.' Kate's voice was barely audible. 'l dbimik | can bear any more of
this.'

"You do not have tqeedhi mouNone of us do.' There was a cold harshness
in Ari's voice. He looked at Mick, 'Go with your f@ my son. Make things
right between you.'

He paused. 'But first be good enough to ask lohgasso to come here.
There are arrangements to be made. And send Ardedsib,’ he added.
'Victorine will need help with her packing.’

"You are telling me to go?' Victorine's voice cregdk

We," he said. 'As | should have done long agog#&iee a bitter sigh. 'l was
wrong to bring you here, and | knew it. It was an af stupidity and
vindictiveness by a man who had quarrelled with dus.' He looked at
Mick. 'You made me feel old, Michalis, and | didtmash that. | wanted my
youth back again—my strength. But | have learnedesgon.’



"You can send me away—after all we have been tb etier?' Victorine's
tone was pleading.

"You are a beautiful woman, Victorine. And | amchrfool. It is not a very
admirable combination. But, let us not waste timeracrimination,’ he
added more briskly. 'lorgos will arrange to have ylown anywhere you
wish to go.'

She stumbled to her feet. 'Yes,' she said thicklgu are a fool—to think
that | could ever want you. It was Michalis— alwa@an't you see that? |
thought if | came here, | could make him want maiag

'Yes," Ari said quietly. 'He saw that, but | woutdt, and we quarrelled
again. But now it is all over. And yokougla mouwill have to find another
rich fool.'

'‘But then he broughter,’ Victorine went on as if he had not spoken. ‘And
saw the way he looked at her, and spoke. | knewhbdoved her, and |

wished to destroy that. | was there when Yannisk toer call, so | went

down to the beach house and found Michalis asl&®' gave a throaty
giggle. 'lIt was perfect. All | had to do was undresso—and wait.'

Kate pressed her knuckles against her mouth. 'Od,'G

Mick's arm was round her, holding her as she swa@ame,agapi mou.
You don't need to hear any more. Let us go batkddouse.’

‘Look after her,' Ari called after them. 'But da harget that we have guests.
| need Katharina to preside at the breakfast table.

‘Then you will be disappointed, Papa,’ Michael ¢dslsack at him. 'Do not
expect either of us until dinner.’

In the hallway, he said, 'l must find lorgos, anadfoula. Will you wait for
me?'

'Yes,' she said. 'I'll wait.'



He framed her face with his hands, looking into éges. 'And you won't
run away from me again?'

Her lips trembled into a smile. 'Not this timel. be on the terrace.’

Outside, the wind was fresh and clean. Kate leasredhe balustrade,
looking down at the foam-capped waves throughriest

He came to stand beside her. 'What are you thiffking
She said, with a shiver, "That was—horrible.'

'Perhaps.' He shrugged. 'But also effective.’

'l almost feel sorry for her.'

'Save your compassion, my Kate. She showed ndqityou.’

Kate hesitated. 'Whatever she's donejshery beautiful. Were you ever in
love with her?'

'‘No," he said quietly. 'l found her amusing attfibait | soon realised that her
loveliness was only skin deep. | ended the relatignwithout regret.’

'How on earth did your father get involved with Pier

"To spite me," he said wryly. 'You heard what hd,saatia mou.They met
at a party, not by chance, | am sure, and someheveanvinced him that
she had ditched me, not the other way around, lzatdshe found younger
men boring.'

He grimaced. 'At the time, it was what he wantedé¢ar. He was very
lonely when my mother died, and Linda h@etome, perhaps, too much
part of the household. A companion for Ismene ratten himself.'

He sighed. 'l knew what she was, and tried to wamm But that was a
disaster. He said that | was jealous because &haid him the better man. |



could have dealt with that, but then Victorine &drto make him jealous by
coming on to me."' He shook his head. 'It was atmgkhe.'

She said neutrally, 'So—you needed a wife. An anssvgour problem.’

'If you remember," he said softly. 'l said you wbuateate more problems
than you would solve. And how right | was.' Heedtteprovingly. 'Fighting
with me. Refusing to be demure and obedient lige@d Greek wife.’

'Is that what you wanted?"

'l wanted youagapi mou.He put his arm round her, as they walked down
the steps to the track. 'From that first momend BPou think it was a
coincidence | turned up in London?' He shook hadhdt was not. | came to
find you.'

He gave her a swift, sidelong glance. 'If | am hsnleam not sure | intended
marriage, not at first. But long before we madeeldwknew that | could not
live without you.'

'‘And yet you went to New York on your own.'

'Yes,' he said. 'And missed you like hell at evagment. Is that what you
wanted to hear? That's why | came back early—loytl that | was all

kinds of a fool, and ask you to forgive me. Andmrse that | would never
go anywhere without you again.'

He was silent for a moment. 'l also knew that | tatell you why I'd been
reluctant for us to have a baby. That it wasnftttahide my fears from you.
Only, I wasn't used to having to explain myself+tapbeing married.’'

"You will have to make allowances for nagapi mou,he added ruefully.

'When | awoke and found you gone, | felt as if soneehad ripped out my
heart. | wanted to come after you right away, otd myself | should give
you a chance to cool down—to miss me a little."Amstead, | asked for a
divorce.'



‘That," he said quietly, 'was the worst day of mfg. Il kept asking myself
how this could have happened? How | could haveyost And began to
come up with answers | did not want.’

'What sort of answers?"

He sighed. 'A friend of mine on Corfu met a girl boliday," he said
reluctantly. 'The marriage lasted a year, thervatrg back to England, and
took their child. She told him she had never loked, and never wished to
live in Greece. It was only his money she wantdte divorce settlement.’

Kate gasped. 'And you thought that I—I was the &arBae tried to pull
away from him. 'Oh, how could you?'

But he held her firmly. 'When you are hurt and gngmything seems
possible,” he told her levelly. 'And after all, idgte, you had never once
told me you loved me.’

She said breathlessly, '‘But you knew how | feltuYwoust have done.'

'l knew you liked being in bed with me." His tonaswvry. '‘But | needed
more. | wanted you to speak the words."

'Well, you didn't say them either,"” Kate pointedt.c®r not until that
dreadful afternoon—and even then | thought you'dstakien me for
Victorine.'

'However deeply asleep | was, | would always hear yoice,agapi mou.
Know your touch, and no other. Every soul in thagh could see that | was
crazy for you—even Victorine,' he added soberly.

She shivered. 'And she nearly destroyed us. Ohk,Migppiness is such a
fragile thing.'

"Together, we will make it strong.' He lifted hgy mto his arms and carried
her over the threshold of the beach house.



'‘Our marriage begins again here," he told hensoftflove you so much, my
Kate.'

'Yes.' She smiled up at him, her eyes luminousd 'Alove you, Michalis
mou.Now and for ever.'

'For ever,' he whispered. And kissed her.



