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One night was all she'd wanted...

Few of Beth's students would have recognized héheaseductive
charmer who crashed a posh London party, commaritded
iImmediate attention of Alex Thiarchos, brazenlywssi him...and
disappeared.

But her mission was accomplished. She was pregAait.she was
happily and quite determinedly alone. Surely thentiag image of
her first and only lover--the father of her childeuld fade in time?

Wrong. A campus tragedy brought Alex back into lifer stirring
needs, desires and complications Beth didn't wdonv Alex knew
heartache firsthand, and this time he wouldntéstgo!



PROLOGUE
ALEX noticed her as soon as she came into the room.

He had been standing in the broad bay of the winaaylass of some
obnoxious liquid in his hand, wondering how soorcbeld decently

make his excuses and leave. Gatherings like thie wat his scene,
and he had only agreed to come because it wagpigew's birthday,

and someone had to represent the family. Or at thas was his

father's excuse. In any other circumstances, hddamave refused,

but the old man was unwell, and for once Alex heelbpersuaded to
do his bidding.

Consequently, it was not surprising that his restfgaze should alight
on the one woman at the party who wasn't underede$r the past
hour—was it only an hour?—he had been discouratljie@dvances
of a parade of females, in most cases young endoighbe his
daughter, all of whom seemed to consider it necgs$savear as little
as possible. That was why the newcomer's appearanee plain
black dress, was so startling. Among this crowdstbed out like the
raven at the feast.

Not that the dress itself was unattractive, he alednwith a critical
frown. The neckline was modest, but appealing, laardskirt ended
several inches above her knee. Of course, thdlatishe was also
wearing opaque black tights added to the illusibpropriety. And
only the fact that the light was behind her reveédlee length and
beauty of her legs.

It hadn't occurred to him that he had ignored laeef In truth, he
wasn't much interested in anything except the usluswde of her
appearance. He'd registered that she was fail)yatad slim, and that
she evidently dressed with some regard for the veeaOutside the
apartment, the temperature was dipping to somewiesae freezing
point.



Alex propped his shoulder more comfortably agathst wall, and

looked down into his glass. The drink it containeds a curious
greenish colour. His nephew's girlfriend—what wasr mame?
Christina?—had informed him it was punch, but drdi taste like it
to him. He must be getting old. He would have mycéferred

Scotch, or even the spirit he had been weaned loesel designer
drinks were all very well, but he had no intentadnrisking a driving

violation.

IHi.l

The casual overture arrested the downward spiraisahoughts, but
he had physically to steel himself to face the cammthtion civilly. To
hell with it, he thought; as soon as he could finck, he was getting
out of here. He'd shown his face; he'd done hig.dtibis nephew
didn't like it, then that was his hard luck.

He lifted his head slowly, preparing himself to daget another
unsubtle come-on, and then felt his focus shiftifige young woman
who had issued the friendly greeting was the womabiack, as he
had mentally dubbed her, the newcomer, whose appearad so
compulsively drawn his attention.

‘Urn—hi," he offered politely, realising he had ddmer an injustice
by ignoring her pale features. She was quite stgiyl good-looking,
and although she might not fit his normal assesswfanhat made a
woman beautiful her face was none the less wortlapproval.

‘You don't mind if | join you, do you?' she addadd although Alex

had been determined not to get involved in anytfesa exchange he
found himself shaking his head, as if in acknowkdgnt of her

proposition. 'l thought you looked lonely," she edidher lips parting

to display white, white teeth. And, although he acrd that line

half a dozen times already that evening, from tactually sounded
sincere.



'‘Bored,' he amended drily, and then, rememberiagranners, 'I'm
sorry. | didn't mean to sound rude.’

She smiled, and Alex was struck again by the flasvtelicacy of her
beauty. She was very fair, of course. Much diffefeam the women

of his family. And with pale skin, and deep bluegyshe could not
have displayed a greater contrast to his own syappearance.

But, as he acknowledged the narrow cheekbones, stiaaght,
unblemished nose, the wide, sensual mouth, and | snal
determined chin, Alex couldn't help wondering wklaé was doing
with him. With long lashes, several shades datkan her silvery cap
of hair, and a slim, yet not unshapely figure, stwld have
approached any man in the room, and not been exhulis fact, he
found her comparatively modest style of clothingxpectedly sexy,
among so much exposed flesh. And, judging by thaads she was
getting, he wasn't the only man to think so.

Which brought him back to his original query asmay she should
have made a bee-line for him. It wasn't as if he éracouraged her.
Dammit, he hadn't even looked at her, until sh&kspgo him. And it

couldn't be his appearance. In worn jeans and tadegacket, he
looked little different from a dozen other malestiv® room, and
decidedly older.

Unless...

' must admit | don't like parties much either,eséaid ruefully,

interrupting his train of thought. She indicate@ thlass she was
holding and which contained an identical concoctmhis own, and

grimaced. 'What do you think this is? Moonshine?’

Alex found his lips twitching. 'l wish it were,' hreplied, pulling a
similar face. 'Cat's you-know-what is my guessstidgest you treat
it cautiously.'



'Oh, | will.'

Her laughter was infectious, and several pairsyegdurned in their
direction. Including his nephew's, Alex noticed. lttgoed Nick didn't
think he had orchestrated this encounter.

'‘What's your name?'Her question was not unexpeced, Alex
dragged his eyes away from her smiling mouth, antttavoured to
give it serious consideration. But he was unwiljngware of a
certain disappointment. If she knew who he wash#allquestions
would be answered.

'I—Alex," he said, after a moment's hesitatione&-Th—Thorpe.'

‘Nice name.' Her response was guileless, as fae asuld tell, and
there had been no glimmer of suspicion in thosesvimdligo eyes.
'I'm Elizabeth Ryan.' She held out her hand. 'Howalu do?'

Alex took her hand in his much larger one, noticthg contrast
between her flesh and his. And he was irritably ranaf his own

reaction to the contact. Her skin was as smootlsafias silk, and he
wanted to hold on.

Amazingly enough, she seemed to feel the same. theeigh he held
her hand far longer than was necessary she maaeome to pull
away. On the contrary, she looked up at him withreously satisfied
look in her disturbing eyes, and Alex had the didtimpression that
she was well aware of his response.

In the event, he broke the contact, thrusting laisdhinto the back
pocket of his jeans, as if to remove it as far @ssjble from danger.
Dangef? He took a less than cautious swig of the pundhsmlass,
and swallowed the oath that sprang unguarded tbpsisGod, this
stuff must be stronger than he thought, he chideddif harshly. It
was years since he had felt so—aroused.



'So who do you know?' she asked, sipping her owrk2hand then
pulling a face, and Alex frowned.

'l beg your--?'

‘Nick or Christina,' she prompted, moving out df thilay of a couple,
who were performing a rather heavy- footed versibthe lambada.
'l work with Chris, and | don't believe she's men&d you before.’

'No." Alex endeavoured to soften his stiff featurédo, —know
Nick. Um—from way back.’

'l see.' She nodded, glancing round at the thickearowd that was
filling the living-room of the apartment. 'l mudnmit, | didn't realise
Chris had asked so many people. | wonder if théyhatl an

invitation?' Her lips parted, giving him anothentiising glimpse of
her tongue. 'Probably not. But who's going to atkthey're

gatecrashers?"

‘Well, not me,' remarked Alex drily, and she laugjhe

"Me, neither," she agreed, and as she moved baaik der hip
brushed the taut muscles of his thigh.

He could smell her now. The faintly musky fragrarsiee was
wearing filled his senses, and combined with thdefmable
femininity of her body. Her hair smelt deliriousbf lemon, and
where it turned into her nape it was inclined td.dtwas short hair,
straight, but expertly cut. It framed her face guielightfully, and
she nad a habit of pushing her fingers througlAlgx thought he
would like to push his fingers through it too, breftie could stifle the
impulse. For even though it clung silkily to henders it always
returned to its original shape.



He was crazy, he told himself severely. It was I@agt the time
when he had intended to get out of here, and hétamgmake a
move. Before her—Elizabeth's— arrival, he had begng to make
his excuses and leave. Yet now he was reluctah .

He could imagine what his father would say if hewrwhy Alex was
delaying his departure. The old man had asked diooie here to
keep an eye on Nick, for God's sake. His nephewlwas/n to be

reckless, and too impressionable for his own géod, although the
family were prepared to tolerate his relationshigghwChristina

Lennox, no one was in any doubt that he would exadlytmarry the

girl his grandfather had chosen for him.

It didn't matter that Alex thought his father hather too much to say
where his grandsons were concerned. It was thetiags were
done in his family, but—please God!—he'd neverliet that. Yet
with his brother too ineffectual to stand agaihst 6ld man's wishes,
it was usually left to Alex to play devil's advoeatt was not a role
that lay comfortably on his shoulders, and as farTany was
concerned he played it far too well. But that wds/vae was here
tonight: to provide a stabilising influence. Natdi himself attracted
to a woman who was not only unsuitable, but whondida't even
know.

‘Have you eaten?'

The words were out before he could prevent therd, tha young
woman looked up at him with warm enquiring eye®,"she said.
‘No, actually, | haven't. But | expect there's sdowd around here
somewhere. | think Chris said something about &huf

It was his let-out, but he didn't take it. 'l meambuld you like to get
out of here, and find some place where we coulc lspper?' he
explained. He indicated the smoke-laden atmospHeden't know

about you, but I could stand some fresh air.’



'Oh." Elizabeth appeared to give his invitation somhought.
‘Well—I'm not sure--'

'I'm quite respectable,’ he offered, realising la&l lmever done
anything so impulsive in his life. 'And | do meaupper. It's not an
unsubtle excuse to get you into bed.'

She smiled. 'Isn't it?" And he felt the incrediblwareness of heat
invading his neck. 'Oh, well, I'll have to make wih supper, then,
won't I? Give me a minute, and I'll go and tell Slwhat's going on.’

His nephew was not unnaturally shocked to hearhawas leaving.
‘You're taking a strange woman to supper! he @xeld, staring at
Alex as if he'd suddenly grown two heads. 'So—vehshe? Tell me.
Do | know her? Good God, | can't believe you'renddhis!

'Her name is Elizabeth Ryan, and she's a friencClofistina’s,’
declared Alex flatly. ‘And I'm only taking her feomething to eat.
Nothing else.’

'l should hope not.' Nick's dark eyes were frarstlyazed. 'Does she
know who you are? Have you told her?'

‘She knows | am a man who has offered to buy meeal.' Alex was
dismissive. 'That's enough.'

'‘But if she knows--'
'‘She doesn't.'
‘How can you be sure?'

'l am not offering her marriage, Nico."' Alex sighddo not concern
yourself with my morals. You are too young to giadvice to
someone old enough to be your father!'



‘Hardly that." Nick was indignant.

'Oh, 1 think so,' responded Alex lazily. 'l wasexywmature teenager.’
He cuffed his nephew on the shoulder. 'Enjoy ydjrdico. With
God's grace | should see you in the morning.'

Elizabeth was waiting for him in the foyer. She had on a dark
green raincoat that almost reached her ankleska@eHlength boots
that disappeared beneath the hem. She was cenpagpgred for the
weather, he reflected. Only her silvery head wauered.

She ran her fingers through her hair as he camartsvher. It
occurred to him that it was a faintly nervous gestdnd why not? he
asked himself, zipping up his jacket. She knew dess about him
than he did about her.

'Did you find Christina?' he asked, leaning pasttb@pen the door,
and for a moment her expression was blank.

Then, 'Chris? Oh—yes.' He stood back and she lauimte the hall
outside. 'Mmm, it's chilly. Are you sure you'll bearm enough
without an overcoat?'

Alex closed the door behind them, and pulled afacg. As he went
everywhere by car, he seldom considered the weah#rit was

possible she didn't have a car. That she used tise db the

Underground. And his appearance had evidently adt Her to

believe he was particularly affluent.He frowned,tls realisation
that she would soon know quite a lot more aboutsunfaced. It had
been easy enough maintaining his anonymity in Nigklfriend's

apartment. At least half the men present had besmimg jeans and
casual jackets. But how many of them had come imeaeyear-old

Ferrari?



As they went down the stairs and out into the cbilla March
evening, Alex examined his alternatives. He couédgnd he had had
too much to drink and suggest they hail a cabhdétu&in't be too
difficult to find a cruising taxi on the Embankmeand Christina's
apartment was only a stone's throw from there.dddalex had been
relieved to find her address was in a reasonablya&able part of the
city. There were areas of London where he'd hawe $@me
hesitation at leaving his car unattended.

Or, he could suggest they walk along the Strancerevithey were
bound to find a suitable restaurant. In fact, hevkrof an Italian
establishment just off William Street, where theyved the juiciest
pizzas he had ever tasted.

Or, and it was probably the most sensible, whatbigemisgivings,
he could collect his car, and drive to a decerglitbat provided valet
parking. He could always pretend he was lookingratte car for a
friend—if indeed she knew anything about Italiaoré cars.

'‘My car's over here.'

For a moment, he thought he had said the words, abubst
iImmediately he realised he hadn't. Elizabeth wascating a dark
blue Peugeot, parked precisely in front of a dadeg Ferrari, and
Alex allowed his breath to escape an a rueful diyidently, she had
chosen to take charge of their transportation, ade it solved his
problem, he felt a fleeting sense of regret atighe decision taken
out of his hands.

She unlocked the car as he walked round to theepgss side. He
chose to walk round the back of the car, running tmgers
regretfully over the Ferrari's grille. Whatever paped to male
domination? he wondered drily. Still, at least ukd save him the
trouble of taking her home afterwards.



The passenger seat was too far forward, and hiesknadged the
dashboard. 'Make yourself comfortable. That seattdom used,' she
advised him easily. Then, looking through her ngaw mirror,
‘Goodness, why do people park so close to the Haathardly got
enough room to get out of here.'

Alex deliberately refrained from glancing over Biwulder. He knew

exactly how close the Ferrari was. 'Shortage otephguess,' he

volunteered lightly, and she muttered something utbc
power-steering as she manoeuvred out into thedraff

It was cold in the car, and the windows were mistéH their breath,
but she seemed to know where she was going. Alexlared if she
was going to ask him where they ought to park them decided she
probably knew the city better than he did. He whasght in the well-
lit streets and main thoroughfares, but when itetmmegotiating its
one-way system he was soon in trouble.

The heater began working as they drove along thigalBkment, and
the windows started to clear. It meant he had rlighe to see the
delicate curve of her profile, and the determiney/\8he held her
tongue between her teeth when she was concentratiagstill
couldn't get over the fact that he had actuallyiteds her to have
dinner with him. Nick was right. It wasn't like hifdear God, what
kind of a woman was she, to leave the party withea she had only
just met?

He was so busy thinking about his reasons, and Hexs he was
paying little attention to their surroundings. Hadhassumed she
knew a short cut to the West End. He knew, bechadead done it,
that it was possible to run up one of these striesgtsWhitehall, or
Piccadilly. He had expected her to do that. Busimgdenly realised
they were crossing the river, and that was notmag to reach their
destination.



Alarm flickered along his veins, but it was onlyr@mentary thing.
He knew he was perfectly capable of overpowering &y time he
chose, and that if this was some crazy attempidatkping she had
chosen the wrong man. But what if she had accoegfticVhat if
when she stopped there were a couple of hoodluntggvéor him?
He ought to do something now, before he lost thimtive.

But, before he could marshal any defence, Elizalbettked, and
turned the car into a narrow street of tall Vicaorihouses. 'Nearly
there,' she said, turning and giving him a winsemée, and he had
the uneasy suspicion that she knew exactly whatdsethinking.

‘Nearly where?' he responded, his tone much lessatahan hers,
and she tucked her lower lip between her teeth.

‘My apartment,’ she replied, braking again, assshng the Peugeot
over to the kerb. There was just room for her toegge the little
saloon between a dust- smeared Renault and amaoorevertible. 'l
thought I'd cook you supper. Do you mind?'

Alex stared at her. '"You!"

'Hmm, me," she agreed, putting the car into neudwad turning off
the engine. 'Believe it or not, but | can cook. INiegj fancy, you
understand, but good wholesome food.’

Alex didn't know whether to laugh or give her age®f his mind. It
was his own fault, of course. If he hadn't beerasbivalent about
revealing that he owned a Ferrari, he'd have beaomtrol. As it
was, she had taken events into her own hands,eaodutd either like
it or do the other thing.

He shook his head. He could always call a cabuppased. But that
would definitely seem ungracious. And, after all,didn't really



matter where they ate. If she was prepared toaravdétranger into her
home, why should he grumble?

‘Are you serious?' he asked, putting his hand erddor-handle, and
she nodded.

'Of course." She licked lips that suddenly lookelittie uncertain.
‘You're not a rapist or anything, are you?"

Alex grimaced. 'Would | tell you, if | were?"
Elizabeth bit her lip. 'l suppose not.'

‘Well, I'm not,' said Alex shortly, thrusting opkis door. '‘Come on.
It's too cold to sit here discussing my sexual tsalie grinned. 'We
can do that much more comfortably inside, hmm?'

Elizabeth got out, but she still looked uncertdihave neighbours,'
she informed him. 'If | screamed--'

'Oh, please.' Alex spread his hands. 'I'm not et.ador do | prey on
lonely women. Now, can we go inside?’

Her apartment was on the third floor, and Alex gexh as they
reached the landing. 'Someone ought to teach tigéshrto install
elevators in their apartment buildings!" he exckaimeaning against
the wall, as she searched for her keys. 'Thisass#venth flight of
stairs I've climbed tonight!'

She frowned. 'You saigdtheEnglish; aren't you English?’

Alex could have bitten out his tongue. 'Half,' rads hoping she
wouldn't ask what the other half was. The door egerand he
followed her inside. '"Hmm, this is—nice."



'It's awful,’ she assured him fervently, closing ttoor and securing
the lock. 'But—it's rented. The furniture, too.s Itpractically

impossible to rent a decent apartment in Londomaut its being

furnished.’

'Hmm." Alex pushed his hands into the back poc&gttss jeans and
looked about him, as he followed her into a lam|wiing-room.
Happily, she seemed to have been diverted frornmgsibout his
nationality, and he was more than willing to keep talking about
the apartment if that would do the trick. ‘Do yoelhere alone?'

She looked at him quickly and then away. 'l—yekg¢ seplied,
shedding her raincoat on to a chintz-covered sofd,stepping into
the tiny kitchen, which opened off the living-roo8he switched on a
track of spotlights. 'So—what would you like to 2dive got steak,
chicken, frozen pizza? Or | could scramble us segus.'

Alex propped his hip against the fixture. 'Frozeza sounds good to
me," he declared, choosing the one that requieetetst preparation.
He had noticed the microwave oven standing at ok @& the
Formica-topped counter, and he had prepared hiraseligh frozen
meals to know it was a simple matter to defrost @mak the pizza.
'‘How about you?'

‘Mmm. That sounds good to me, too,' she agreedlibgmo take the
box from the freezer. 'Er—it's cheese and tomatthdt all right?'

‘Whatever.' Alex turned away from the sight of heatly rounded
buttocks, and the way her skirt rode halfway upthighs as she bent
over. It exposed the fact that she wasn't weamgigd at all, but black
stockings, and the unexpected glimpse of her itimgh, soft, and
smooth, and creamy white, was more disturbing treawanted it to
be. 'So--' he endeavoured to school his racingeptisvhat do you do
for a living?'



She put the pizza into the microwave before reglyand then came
to the end of the counter, and propped her elbaws What do you
think | do?"

'l don't know." Alex turned, raking back his damrhwith a slightly
impatient hand. He shrugged. 'Something glamordusjppose.
Modelling, perhaps.'

She laughed. 'As in artist's?"

‘As in fashion,’ amended Alex shortly, not apprexegaher humour. 'l
assumed you had a job where looks played a part.'

'Is that a compliment?'
Alex's mouth compressed. 'If you want it to be.’

She hesitated. 'All right. So I'm—involved in fasihi But not as a
model. |I—buy clothes.'

‘A fashion buyer?'

‘Mmm." She seemed content with that descriptioowNan | offer
you a drink?'

Alex thought about saying no, because he was dyivamd then
thought better of it. He had only had one glagtaif appalling punch
at the party, and right now he could use sometlstrgnger.

Preferably whisky, he thought grimly. At this morhdre was feeling
at a decided disadvantage.

'‘What have you got?' he asked, and she turned ‘awdgke a bottle
of Scotch out of one of the cupboards.

"Only this, I'm afraid,' she said, not realisinghhelieved Alex was
feeling. It was much later when he conceived tloaigt that Chivas



Regal was hardly the expected thing to find in rgle woman's
apartment.

He took it straight, with ice, and after she hattles@ him on the sofa
she returned to the kitchen. She hardly touchedoher drink, he
noticed. But that was hardly surprising, considgrishe had
practically drowned the Scotch with water.

‘Do you work in London?'

Her question caught him unawares, and Alex toakgein his drink
before replying. 'Partly,' he admitted, at lasalisgng he didn't have
to lie about his whereabouts. London was pretty diger all.

‘Partly?' She left the salad she had been miximgj,came to the end
of the counter again. 'What does that mean?"'

'Oh..." Alex floundered, realising that insteadcohcentrating on an
answer he was looking at her breasts. She had alhyfull breasts,
and they had been thrown into prominence by thetipnsof the
spotlights. They were probably the reason she wasmodel, he
reflected. Although she was slim, her breasts @psl\were much too
generously rounded. 'l mean—I travel, too. Quiketahe appended,
deciding the whisky was responsible for the thidenef his tongue.
‘You know what travelling salesmen are like—hematoand there
tomorrow.'

Much to his dismay, she picked up the bottle oft8toand came to
refill his glass. 'Really," she said, bending oten, and he was
intensely aware that she wasn't wearing a bra.tht she really
needed one, he conceded, imagining how she woakiMithout the

confining fabric of her dress. Which begged theutfiu of whether
she was wearing any underwear at all, and he ddlile glass
between his hands in case he was tempted to find ou



The trouble was, he had the distinct suspicionghatwouldn't object
if he did so. God, what kind of woman was she? Bloked so
innocent, but she was acting like a—a--

The actual word he wanted to use escaped him. 8gsitdhe was
completely honest with himself he would admit tlagtart from
bringing him here she'd done nothing to incitedaguality. Except
inflame his senses, he thought impatiently. Good,&very move
she made set his nerves on edge.

'So what do you sell?' she asked, and he breatlittld aasier, as she
moved back into the kitchen.

But the question still needed answering, and, taiimother mouthful
of Scotch, he conceived the perfect answer. '@l teplied, feeling
pleased with himself. 'Um—olive oil." That was leettWe import it
from Greece.' He grinned suddenly, enjoying his goke. 'Barrels
and barrels of it.'

'‘Gosh.'

She sounded really interested, and just for a moimerielt a heel.
But, dammit, he didn't know her from Adam—or Eve;drimaced.
And after this evening there was every chancehbat never see her
again.

The apartment was getting warm now, and lookingnddue decided
it wasn't as ugly as he had at first thought. Ereds cast a mellow
shadow over the worn patches in the carpet, and #wepicture of
the oriental lady over the fireplace had taken bazay luminescence.

Taking off his jacket, he laid it over the backlo¢ sofa, and lounged
a little lower on the cushions. It was really ratpkeasant, he thought,
sitting here, talking to a beautiful woman, smejlihe scent of the



pizza sizzling in the oven. He relaxed, savourimg flavour of the
whisky. He didn't know why he had been apprehensive

And, almost inevitably, it seemed, his eyes werawdr back to
Elizabeth. He liked watching her. He liked the vedéne moved. And
he liked the way the light reflected off her heshe looked both
innocent and knowing, and he was growing less assl immune to
her undoubted sensuality.

He swallowed more of the Chivas, and lifted higt toarest his ankle
across his knee. Think of something else, he odddnenself,
resisting the urge to look at her again, but therawess of her
nearness was causing his blood to thicken. It thedkn his head,
with an urgency that brought an actual physicakablit the core of
that ache was centred somewhere else entirely.

‘Have some more whisky,' she murmured, and hesezhfihe had left
the kitchen and was standing beside the couch. Héed was
outstretched, on the point of pouring more of tbeept spirit into his
glass, and only his swift withdrawal preventedfn@m achieving her
objective.

‘Are you trying to get me drunk?' he demanded Hgrsis his brain
struggled to come to terms with what was happeniviigat did she
want of him? Whyhad she brought him here?

She smiled then, setting the whisky aside, anthgidlown on the
couch beside him. As she did so, she allowed hay twslide against
him, and Alex felt the jolt of that contact firingvery nerve he
possessed.

'‘Would you mind if | were?' she asked, and it tddéx a moment to
comprehend what she was talking about.



‘That depends why you're doing it,' he said, hissegrawn to the
moistness of her lower lip. 'l can't believe itschuse you want my
body. A woman like you—you wouldn't have to getanarunk to--'
He broke off, his lips twisting. 'But you know wHah talking about,
don't you?'

‘Do 1?' Her tongue appeared again. 'Tell me. | iikehen you talk
dirty.'

Alex grimaced. 'Lady, I'm not talking dirty, beliewne.'

‘Thinking dirty, then,’ she amended, pressing ong finger against
her lips. 'Tell me what you're thinking. | wantkoow. You do like
me, don't you?'

Alex swallowed. "You're crazy!

'‘Why?' She removed her finger from her lips andwditedown his
dark-skinned cheek. 'Because | want to know what ngally think
about me?' Her eyes were wide and innocent. 'Doweant to kiss
me?'

Alex's head felt as if it was about to explode. Avd just his head, he
admitted grimly. The zip of his jeans felt as ifwas in danger of
disintegrating, as the smouldering heat in his bgmhgad down into
the cradle of his sex.

‘That's beside the point,' he said stiffly, struggto combat his rising
passion. God, if she didn't move away soon, ha'y keely lose the
battle, and, aroused as he was, could he be mhdd do the right
thing?

'Is it?' she persisted, leaning towards him, sd thase glorious
breasts were pressed against his arm. 'l thinkntieains you do. So
why don't you?'



Alex caught his breath. 'l think | heard the micem& switch off,' he
muttered. 'Don't you think you ought to take a labkhe pizza?'

'I'd rather look at you,' she responded, slidingsaodt hand along his
cheek. 'Mmm, that's rough. | bet you need to slaeast twice a
day.'

'Elizabeth--'
"Liz.'

'Liz, then--' Her other hand was on his thigh nowpped over the
muscles that stretched above his knee. 'Let's usft things, shall
we?'

Her eyes darkened. 'You don't like me?'
He stifled an oath. 'Of course I like you--'

‘Well, then..." She looked at him with those dewjigo eyes. 'So long
as we understand one another." One finger perforaneircular
movement against his leg. 'l think we should hawatlzer drink.’

'‘No." Alex managed to get the word out with an effele had drunk
far too much whisky as it was. Looking down at twnd, for
instance, he knew he should remove it. The trowas his brain
couldn't formulate the message.

'l saw you looking at me, you know,' she murmuradd for a
moment his mind was a blank. ‘At the party,' shaeddoffering him
illumination. 'l saw you the minute | arrived. Yo
quite—noticeable. Big—and dark—and sexy.’

Alex tried for a laugh. "Who? Me? With this ugly giul think you've
got the wrong guy.'



'‘No, | haven't.' She gazed at him intently. "Youiog ugly and you
know it. | bet you've known a lot of women, havewu?'

Alex drew an uneven breath. 'Not as many as yakthi
She frowned. 'Are you married?'
Not any more:No.'

‘That's good." She seemed to breathe a little reastly, and he
wondered why it mattered to her. If she was whahbaght she was,
whether he was married or not shouldn't be an is€a@ | kiss you?'

Alex felt like a youth on his first date. For Godake, he was too old
for this, he thought, so what was he doing here?atélter she
wanted, he would be very unwise to linger. He wake'kind of man
who carried protection around as a matter of course

Her perfume assaulted his senses as her tonguleehrinss parted
lips. It was a potent mix of some expensive frageaicombined with
the warm, womanly smell of her body. It was a ltinge since he had
been aroused by the mere scent of a woman, bulhki$ senses
swimming as she rubbed herself against him.

‘Nice,' she breathed, against his mouth, and Alewkhis actions
were slipping out of control. Her hand against thiggh was a
constant torment, and, thrusting the whisky glasshe floor, he
grasped her shoulders.

Afterwards he couldn't remember what he had intértdedo. He
thought perhaps he had tried to push her away,abube had
succeeded in doing was dragging her closer. Walséinses running
riot, he ground his lips against hers, deliveriagdy hungry kisses to
her moist, willing mouth.



And her mouth was so amazingly desirable. Hot, argent, and
deliciously receptive, her lips parting easily tocammodate his
possession. He had never kissed anyone who resporde
completely, and he thought he might burn in the &f her touch.

He heard the tremulous little moan she gave asohigue plunged
into her mouth, but it was hardly a protest. Witledand clinging to
the back of his neck, and the other trapped betweelegs, she was
totally aware of what she was doing. It was Aleovitad the distinct
impression he was being manipulated, but the thuatibis blood
made him deaf to any warning.

His hands moved over her back, confirming his béhat she wasn't
wearing a bra. They also found the tab of the gt tan from the
high neck at the back of the dress to her hipsh\&it effort, he
controlled the urge to tear the dress off her,alwdved his fingers to
gently part the teeth.

She shivered when his hands invaded the openeddiable dress
and, just for a moment, he sensed a certain ungiiegss to continue.
But, dammit, it was too late for her to be haviegand thoughts now,
he decided grimly. She had asked for this, anatshkin't blame him
for' taking her at her word.

Her spine was straight and slender, the skin smaathsoft as silk.
When he allowed his fingers to follow its line, slached
automatically against him. And when his exploratioand the lacy
edge of her panties she sucked in her breath vwgtia

So, she was wearing underwear, he acknowledgezhme distant
corner of his mind, far removed from the immediatyvhat he was
doing. Not totally shameless, then, and perhaji8eaihexperienced.
But she didn't try to stop him, when he inserteifimger and found
the tender cleft that quivered beneath.



However, these thoughts only registered at a sidooous level. The
actual recklessness of what he was doing, ancetidesation that he
might be risking life and limb just to get laid, wWdn't seem to
penetrate the swirling fog of his passion. Her roitner skin, the
tantalising delights of her body still to be uncma seemed far more
Important than some possible threat of infectiometier it was the
whisky or not, he was at the mercy of his own neadd when she
took his hand, and got up from the couch, he foddwher
Instinctively.

She didn't turn a lamp on in the bedroom, but tgkt Ifrom the
living-room provided a shadowy illumination. Andhen she peeled
the black dress down her body, taking her pantids My exposing
herself in only black stockings and suspenders|uimenous quality
of her skin was all the light he needed.

He wanted to worship her body. She was so beausituexquisite,
that anything less seemed a crime. But when she ¢arhim, and
began unbuckling his belt, he knew he had to haare With or
without her participation, he desperately needetduxy himself in
her body.

He tore off his shirt and jeans with hands he kmeawve trembling.
God, he chided himself, hgaslike a callow youth, frantic for his
first initiation. What was wrong with him, for pig/sake? It wasn't as
if he'd never wanted a woman before. But not asmasche wanted
this one, a small voice warned him, as she backeohuto the bed,
coiling one long leg under her and drawing up hbeoknee. Every
move she made excited him, and his eyes were diatre glimpse
of blonde curls, just visible behind her updrawiglh God, he
thought unsteadily, she was good. She knew exhotlyto tantalise
his senses.

But it was her breasts he caressed first, as he damvn on the bed
beside her. They were just as glorious as he hadimad, and she let



him weigh them in his hands, before carrying thellem nipples to
his lips. He suckled greedily, feeling the acheh arousal hard
against her thigh. Soon, very soon, he promiseddlinwith feeling,

aware that he was fast approaching the point aétwon.

But he noticed, almost in passing, that she kepéyes fixed on him,
and what he was doing to her body. She never @uieet! down at
his manhood, rearing beside her hip. And he wahéedo. He knew
a sudden urgent need for her to do so. He wantew heuch him, as
he was touching her.

It was almost his undoing. When he took her hand, larought it
down to his throbbing heated flesh, he shudderdpldssly. The
headlong rush of excitement he felt when her sbi éingers curled
about him was beyond belief. He knew, if he wereateful, he'd
spill himself into her hands.

'It's so big,' he heard her whisper, and even thdug mind was
spinning out of his grasp he couldn't prevent tbharbe laugh that
escaped his throat. But not for long, he thouglitty @rim humour,

aware of his own limitations. He couldn't wait &ef the heat when
her tight sheath closed about him.

He tipped her back against the pillows, and bunisdface between
her breasts. Then, trailing kisses from her thtoaher navel, he

found the lace-trimmed edge of her suspenders.rblgppd himself

on one elbow, and thought how deliciously sinfid &oked wearing

only her stockings. To hell with it, he thoughtegsing his face to the
hollow planes of her stomach. He'd dispose of thatér, after he'd

eased his aching flesh.

He stroked his hand along the outside of her thagid, then probed
the parting of her legs. Only they weren't apagtdiscovered; they
were clamped tightly together; and when he easetidnd between
the muscles jerked uncontrollably.



So, not so experienced at all, he realised, fe¢hagangible flexing
of the flesh. But more appealing than any blatawitation. And it
didn't take long for him to persuade her to let hiawe his way.

She was ready for him. However nervous she migtivandly
appear, her body was prepared for his invasion.nMeeprobed the
moist curls and found the tender nub of her feniinirshe jerked
helplessly against his fingers, and when he remdwedand, and
rubbed himself against her, her breath came quidKast against his
chest.

Alex couldn't wait any longer. He was not a man wiaymally
satisfied himself at the expense of his partnet righht now he was
too aroused to hold back. Nudging her legs apdnt @ne hairy thigh,
he positioned himself between them, bringing hedrdown to guide
him into her moist responsive core.

Her breathing was practically non-existent whenrslaghed for him,
and her judgement was little better as she strdggledo what he
wanted. In the end, Alex brushed her hand aside@nt his own
destiny, thrusting himself into her with a genttet forceful motion.

She was tight, so tight it hurt, but it was to@I&d recognise what he
should have recognised sooner. Besides, as sobe ft her taut

muscles close about him, his body convulsed. Stesedeautiful,

so desirable, and he groaned as his long-awaitedse= burst from

him.

‘You should have told me," he muttered, when he aids to talk
again, but although he had expected to find tearses cheeks she
looked remarkably composed when he drew back tk tmwn at
her.

'‘Does it matter?' she asked, looking up at him,dyess shadowy in
the subdued light, and in the aftermath of sucloa-shattering



experience Alex was inclined to be philosophicale@ his quite
amazing desire for her, he doubted he could hawasvrdrback
anyway, and even lying here, supposedly relaxedjasestill heavily
aware of her perfection.

‘That depends,' he said now, as he had said enrlible evening,
smoothing her cheeks with his thumbs, ‘what yoleekpf me.’

She smiled then. 'Just your body," she assured witin,staggering
confidence. 'Now, may | get up? | ought to sedéoptizza.'

‘Not yet.'

Alex's lips twisted, as he felt himself growing tha@gain. Even after
the discovery that she had been a virgin—or, pexhbpcause of
it—he found he had a definite proprietorial intén@sher body, and
even though her eyes were vaguely anxious now Isdaegh to let
her go.

'You—can't,’ she protested, but the awareness sluzlesly
exhibited, proved that she knew he could.

'Let's see, shall we?' he breathed, his thumb ingater parted lips.
‘Just for the fun of it..



CHAPTER ONE
So,SHEwas pregnant.

Beth came out of the private clinic, and stoodsewveral minutes on
the pavement, letting the warm breeze of the Magning fan her hot

temples. Then, after taking a deep breath, sheetubkr bag beneath
her arm, and started along the quiet street to evhlee had left her
car.

It was curious. She had thought she would feekckffit somehow.
Not triumphant, exactly, but certainly content thedr plan had
proved fruitful. It was what she had wanted, whreg Bad aimed for.
So why did she suddenly feel so hollow?

She needed something to eat, she decided. Shetedat distinct
increase in her appetite lately, and, althoughdsih@t believe the old
maxim that she was eating for two, she had fouatl smaller and
more frequent intakes of food helped to keep thesea at bay.

The small Renault was airless, and she wound ddviimeawindows
before inserting her key in the ignition. The cadlbeen standing in
the sun for over an hour, and the seat was warradierthe short
skirt of her formal suit.

Before starting the engine, she tipped the reasvierror towards
her, and examined her face rather critically. Shin'dlook any
different, she thought, but that was hardly sunpgs Nothing
momentous had happened that morning. The eventhwhax
changed her life had occurred more than eight wagksin another
time and another place. That was when she mighd¢ bapected to
see some radical alteration in her appearance. mbating, when
she had fled from the London apartment, leaving<Alaorpe still
asleep, and totally unaware of the deception stietractised on him.



There was a certain guilty awareness in her eygs ages that in
sunlight were more violet than indigo. But, for hea's sake, she had
taken nothing from him. It was he who had donetéikeng, and if he
had left something in return then that was only, faasn't it?

She expelled a breath, and turned the mirror anay her flushed
features. The fact that the becoming blush of aqodalded a delicate
definition to her high cheekbones meant nothingeio She was used
to the unique quality of her beauty, and in henagi it was not an
advantage. Her experiences had convinced her thbeaartiful
woman was just a pawn in a man's world, rarelyrtadexiously, and
often abused. Beauty had killed both her mothertardsister, and
she had no intention of falling into the same trap.

But that didn't mean she didn't want to fulfil hef@s a woman. Just
because she despised men, and all they stoochtoryas not above
using one to create her own destiny. She wantednaehand a
family, and after seven years of working to atfagr ends she was
now within sight of achieving them. So, why was g$keling so
uncertain? She didn't regret what she had donesiai@

Turning the key, she fired the ignition, and aftkecking her mirror
pulled out into the desultory traffic of VictoriaoRd. It was too late to
go back to the university before lunch, and inst&fadtiving into the
city she headed west, towards Sullem Banks, andvée

It was one of her favourite places, in the litterth country town.
Here the River Swan was flanked by long slopingtstres of turf,
and it was possible to drive down and park on e bank. When
Beth first came to live in Sullem Cross, she hasbite come here to
escape the confines of her lonely bedsitter, aed eow that she had
a comfortable home of her own she still came hdrenashe wanted
to think.



But today her growling stomach drove her to seakesdorm of
sustenance before she reached the Banks. A bakéitd) served
take-away sandwiches and polystyrene cups fille¢d eoffee or tea,
provided the necessary nourishment, and afterrfqdisuitable spot
Beth opened the pack of cheese and tomato toasties.

Munching on the sandwich, she watched a familywfkd making

their way along the river bank. It was a populanrtgor families,

and the ducks were no doubt hoping to attract dtescay of

breadcrumbs, and, although Beth could have eatdndamdwiches
and more besides, she yielded to the temptatiofféo them a share.
Besides, it was delightful to watch the ducklingsasnbling over one
another in their haste to reach a particular cruani,her lips tilted at
their obvious rivalry.

It also reminded her, if any reminder was necessafy the
confirmation she had received that morning, anchhed probed her
still flat stomach, as if doubting the veracityvaiat she knew to be
true. She was going to have a baby; her baby; peEe's.

But once again she felt that hollow feeling inshae. It wasn'just
her baby, a small voice reminded her. It was jsstraich Alex
Thorpe's as hers, and, even though he didn't krlimwtat, it didn't
alter that one inescapable fact.

But what of it? she defended herself. It wasnif sise was depriving
him of anything he wanted. Good heavens, he dee'h know of its
existence, and even if he did she doubted he'dvbgoyed at the
news. It would be a burden, an unwelcome burdera aman who
evidently didn't welcome responsibility. He hadheve been in his
late thirties, and by his own admission unmarri€dough, with
hindsight, she had to admit, he had told her pteciittle about
himself.



But then, she had been so busy avoiding telling driything about
herself, it hadn't seemed a disadvantage. On thieacy, everything
about him had fitted her image of the man who veagther her
child, and, while he could be a pimp or a drug-pusshe didn't think
he was.

She had known the risk she was taking long befoeegatecrashed
the party. In this time of AIDS, and other sexudtignsmitted
diseases, it wasn't wise to sleep with just any®hat was why she
had chosen Alex. Because he had looked strong ealthly; and
reasonably safe.

Of course, she had also wanted a man whom she seditte. Which
in itself was a daunting prospect, consideringrsitenever seduced a
man before. But he had looked older than the atiear at the party,
and he had behaved like a man who was attractadteen. And,
when he'd offered to buy her supper, she coul@tigve her luck.

Of course, taking him to the apartment had beerarabie. And

plying him with Chivas Regal might have engineetesl own

downfall, or so she had read. Too much, and he tmighhave been
able to do her bidding, however much he might heaeted to. Too
little, and he might have turned her down.

But, in the event, Alex had proved himself morentlegual to her
expectations. Which was one of the reasons whyw&sesuffering

these pangs of—what? Conscience? Remorse? Gudt3i$vered.
In all her calculations, she had never expectejoy it, and the fact
that he had made her do so had left her with andisteeling of

regret.

It hadn't been meant to be that way. Her intentiad simply been to
entice him into bed, and encourage him to violate lody. She
hadn't expected him to be so—so patient. Or thatdwdd realise she
had never been with a man before. She gave a gsghaugh. She



had proved to be sonfemme fataleshe thought ruefully. She hadn"
even known what to expect.

She blamed her inexperience, of course. All her §he had kept men
at arm's length, never letting any of them bre&ehprotective shell

she had built around herself. Friends she had hadell learned to

respect her privacy, and if some of them thougatveas weird it was

not something that troubled her overmuch.

It was only now she was having to come to termé wie fact that
knowledge gleaned from books could only ever besdigual. Her

lack of experience had left her hopelessly ignocétiie workings of
a man's body. Men weren't like animals. They digrst mate, and
walk away. More than that, they apparently had ¢hpacity to
prolong their enjoyment, and, totally without healitton, she had
found herself sharing his need.

God!

She tossed the remainder of the sandwich out ofwimelow,
watching the antics of the ducklings with rathesslenthusiasm now.
How had it happened? How had a man she had methasstwo
hours before been able to cause such a fever ibdwy? Nothing
remotely like it had ever happened to her befoet.fiom the minute
he'd entered the apartment, she'd had the unealaygfshe was in
over her head.

She should have called it a day there and thevadh't as if he hadn't
given her the opportunity. On the contrary, withih liberal dose of
alcohol, she doubted he'd have succumbed to hertlhes erotic
charms. But, having gone so far, she had been lumyvib back off.
She'd known she might never get up the courage tsudh a thing
again.



And, to all intents and purposes, she had beetiytataccessful.
Whatever the rights or wrongs of it might be, shd lachieved her
objective. She had had sex with a man she nevendetl to see
again, a man who couldn't trace her. She was fneecéear and
pregnant, just as she'd wanted. And the soonestspped thinking
about Alex Thorpe the better.

But it was easier said than done. Once again heslidone numerous
times over the last eight weeks, her mind shifeeddndering what
had happened after she ran out on him. It was alatat she should
be curious, she told herself. He was not the kihchan to take it

lightly.

At first, she had gone over her own efforts to erals trace of her
identity, constantly worrying over every small detashe
remembered, afraid that she might not have thoagleterything.
But her plan then, and now, seemed foolproof. Haetanent she had
used in London had been rented in an assumed ffdm@asame name
had been used to rent the small Peugeot, and peasmce at the
party had been brief and anonymous. She had oandd of the
party by chance. She had heard Tony, one of tlteests, bewailing
the fact that he wouldn't be able to attend. Chast.ennox just
happened to be his cousin's girlfriend, but thees wo reason to
connect Tony Thiarchos with the uninvited guest.cbonect him
with Elizabeth Ryan, she amended pedantically, wandg if she had
been a little rash in using her own first name. Bat There must be
several thousand Elizabeths in London alone, aed ®vce she left
home she had always referred to herself as Bethth-Baley.

But, even after she had assured herself no ond taake her, she still
hadn't been able to get Alex Thorpe out of her mee found he had
left an indelible impression, and she hoped, noat tthe had
achieved her ambitions, that what had happened dvtode its
importance.



She ought to be relieved that she had covered taekst so
completely. There seemed no way anyone could linknigersity

lecturer from a small northern town with the kindwoman who'd

pick up a man at a party in London. She doubted éxz students
would have recognised her behaviour—even if heeammce had
been impossible to disguise.

So, all that remained was for her to complete tlesgnt term. She
had already prepared the way for her absence. Asysabbatical,
ostensibly to write the book about eighteenth-agnliterature she
had been planning, and then back to work the foligwear, when
the baby was old enough to be left with a minddre $xpected
his—or her—appearance would cause some specula#dn.
twenty-nine, Miss—she never fudged the issue blincaherself
Ms—Haley was regarded as something of an ecceBtiehad never
had a regular boyfriend, even though certain offebow lecturers
had endeavoured to share her confidence. But, wthehe was
known to be efficient at work, and popular with gtedents, she was
essentially a private person. There would be goestibut she could
handle them. One of the advantages of being redemas that it
discouraged a lot of prying.

Remembering she hadn't yet had a drink, she peél#uk plastic lid
and brought the cup of coffee to her lips. The snadinost
overpowered her, and, wishing she had just bougfruia juice

instead, she poured the lukewarm liquid out of waedow. The
ducks came to see what she was doing, but retirelisgust when
they found the coffee had already seeped into itvengl. 'Well, you
did have most of the sandwich,' she informed thetg, gmiling at

her own foolishness, and, turning the key, sheestahe car.

She was leaving the English building later tha¢raibon, when one
of her fellow professors hailed her. 'Beth!" calldegel Dorner,
hurrying across the quadrangle to intercept hen 4o glad I've
caught you. I'm having a little reception tomorraight, in the



Students' Union, and | wondered if you'd care tone€olt's an
informal gathering, pre-finals and all that. A cbarfor the staff and
students to get together before exams and degakegtecedence.
What do you think?'

Beth folded her arms around the pile of papersassecarrying, and
waited until he had reached her. Nigel was in diigds, and although
he made a big thing about his sporting activitieswas decidedly
overweight. He was panting by the time he cameasgide her, and
she allowed him to get his breath back before sgylilon't think so,

Nigel. I've got these papers to read, and | prodnidavid I'd take his
Thursday evening seminar. I'll have to do some gmepn--"Oh,

Beth!" Nigel expelled his breath on a disappoirgegh, and ran a
hand over his thinning hair. 'l was sure you'd colhes almost the
end of term. Surely you can take one evening dffietee a little fun?'

Beth caught her lower lip between her teeth, wandewhy Nigel
persisted in thinking she needed to have someEwer. since she had
made it known she wasn't interested in havingaticgiship with any
of the younger members of the faculty, Nigel Dorngho was a
divorcee, and Andrew Holroyd, who was slightly aldean Nigel
and a bachelor, had been vying for her companyak as if they
didn't believe she could live without a man's atters, and they had
evidently decided she'd prefer an older man.

'‘Look, Nigel,' she said, not wanting to hurt hilfegs, 'college
get-togethers aren't really my thing. | only atteviten it's absolutely
necessary, and | do have a lot of work | want tash before the
holidays.'

Nigel hunched his shoulders. . They were broad ldleos; she
noticed, unwillingly finding herself comparing thero Alex

Thorpe's. It was because he had been so much onifetoday, she
thought irritably, but she couldn't help concedingt that was where
the likeness ended. As well as having broad shasilddex had also



been tall, whereas Nigel was little more than hen dneight of five
feet eight. And tubby, into the bargain, she addsipulging belly
always reminding her of Mr Pickwick.

She supposed Andrew Holroyd was the better loodéfrige two, and
he was taller, and less weighty. But neither ofrttadtracted her in
the slightest.

‘Well, I worry about you, Beth,' Nigel said now,riing to an

approach that had proved successful in the pasenélter anyone
said they were worried about her, Beth usually gaveNot least

because she disliked the thought that her behawasra cause for
concern. 'You live alone in that old house, withyate ghosts for
company, and if it weren't for your work here | Bbyou'd have any
social life.’

Beth stiffened. 'l really don't think that's anyncern of yours, Nigel,'
she said coldly. 'How | choose to spend my tinmaysaffair--'

'Of course it is." Nigel realised he had gone taothis time and
hurriedly retrenched. 'And | know it's not for wanftan alternative.
Good heavens, you could be out every night if yanted to. | know
that. But you know what they say about—about allknand no play.’

He looked so discomfited now, Beth took pity on hitnwasn't
Nigel's fault that she had such a poor opinioni®skx, and once she
left the faculty, albeit temporarily, she would bet off from her
normal round of acquaintances.

Taking a breath, she allowed a smile to lift hps lior a moment, and
then said, 'All right. What time does this get-tibgpe start?'

Nigel couldn't believe his luck. 'Oh—um-half-pagjre,’ he offered,
almost dropping the books he was carrying in hstéhéo show his
enthusiasm. 'l say, will you come? I'd be awfulttered.’



‘Not too flattered, | hope," murmured Beth driligréing towards the
car park. 'Until tomorrow, then.’

‘Until tomorrow,' echoed Nigel eagerly. 'Would ylike me to—to
pick you up?'

'Oh, | think | can find my own way to the Studeritsiion," Beth
assured him lightly. ‘Goodbye. I'll see you tomarro

She was aware of him watching her as she strodeh&re the
Renault was waiting, and she wondered if she hatkraanistake by
accepting his invitation. She wouldn't like himget the wrong idea,
not with the summer break looming. As far as shewkrNigel was
staying on campus, and it could prove difficulé started to get the
wrong idea.

Still, she consoled herself, unloading her burdieessays on to the
back seat, she could always deal with that contiogé it arose. For
the present, she had quite enough to think abottieast what she
was going to wear tomorrow evening.Her house, thesé she had
bought four years ago, and which had consideralgkeased in value
since that time, stood in a row of similar Victaerighouses,
overlooking Albert Square. The cul-de-sac was dalibert Terrace,
and had evidently been named with the then Prirces@t in mind.
During the past four years, Beth had steadily impd its
appearance, and without losing its character atrelhad had new
wiring, and an adequate heating system installee kBew it was too
big for one person, but she had never intended/éothere alone.
And if the ghosts Nigel had taunted her with wesenstimes more
real than he imagined, they were not ghosts tha¢Terrace knew
anything about.

The phone was ringing as she entered the longwdradl that ran
from front to back of the building, and she frown8tle had hoped to



be free of complications for the rest of the evgnend she nudged
the door closed with her foot, before picking ue thceiver.

‘Beth!’

It was Justine Sawyer, wife of one of the mathsulkers, and the
closest thing she had to a friend on campus. &stas the one
person Beth still had to deal with in her calcaa$. In her early
thirties, and a social worker, Justine had beerriathto Mike for

more than ten years, without having a family. hestlidn't want

children. She didn't like them, and she had beguassume that Beth
felt the same. How she would react to the newshslueto deliver,

Beth didn't know. Right now, she didn't even wanthink about it.

'Hi, Justine.' Beth wedged her pile of papers dhédall table, as she
responded to the call, absently scanning the $etter cleaner, Mrs

Lamb, had left there for her. 'You just caught hve. just come in the

door.'

‘Yes, | gathered that. | was beginning to think ohthe students had
delayed you,' remarked Justine tersely. 'Yon haadcthe news, |
suppose. It's terrible, isn't it? He was such agaeat boy.'

Beth frowned, putting the bills that had been dising her aside.
‘What boy, Justine?' she exclaimed.

‘What are you talking about? Nigel intercepted mé was leaving
the English building. That's why I'm late. He wahte ask me to
some reception he's having tomorrow evening.'

‘Well, there may not be a reception now,' decldredine, sounding a
little impatient. 'Beth, Tony Thiarchos is dead.kklithinks he may
have committed suicide.’

'Oh, no!’



Beth suddenly found she was a little weak at treeknGroping for
the banister, she lowered herself on to the sestand and took a
steadying breath. It wasn't that she had known Tidngrchos very
well. He wasn't even one of her students. But hifignd was, and
that was how she'd got to know him. How she'd habolit the party
in London.

'l thought you'd be upset,' said Justine, soundligitly mollified
now. 'His girlfriend—what was her name?  Lind:
something-or-other—is one of your third years,tishe?’

‘Mmm.'

Beth was finding it very difficult to respond al.dt was always a
tragedy when a young person was killed, and Tonwr€hos had
seemed to have everything to live for. He was yogogd-looking,

popular with his contemporaries. She couldn't beliee was dead.
Much less that he had deliberately taken his ofen li

‘Mike thinks he was worried about his finals," went Justine. 'He
said he thought there was a lot of pressure orffem his family to
do well. They're going to be pretty shattered wifiey hear the news.
| wonder if they'll try to keep it out of the pap@t

Beth blinked, struggling to escape from the suddeund that seemed
to have engulfed her. She was letting herself getinvolved, she

thought. Tony Thiarchos had meant nothing to hest Because she
had used something he said in passing for her awds &vas no

reason to feel any sense of guilt now.

'l—why would they?' she managed, gripping the staimpet beside
her with tense fingers, and Justine gave a shaghla



'‘Well, if they can't, no one can,' she retortedndyi 'He's a Thiarchos,
Beth. Surely even you've heard of Constantine Thig! As in
oil—and shipping, and God knows what else!

Beth pulled herself together. ‘I—didn't think," sheimbled, not
altogether truthfully. But she hadn't put the twames together.
‘How—nhow did it happen?'

'His car hit a tree.'
Beth frowned. 'Well, why would you think--?'

'He was the only person in the car, Beth." Justuas sounding
impatient again. 'And it was broad daylight, foahen's sake! He
was a good driver. From what Mike says, he coultleathat sports
car of his like a professional.’

'Even so--'

'Oh, | know. It will probably be treated as an detit. These things
usually are. But Mike saw what happened, and herdibée

'Mike sawit!"

'Yes.' Justine sighed. 'lIt only happened an hoar Bigar Founder's
Hall. That's why | thought—Beth, are you all right?Pou
sound—well, funny.'

I'm fine.' Beth was relieved to hear that her eosounded almost
normal. She tried to think coherently. 'So—whatgeys now?'

‘Well, there'll have to be an inquest, of coursad Ais family will
have to be informed. | believe his father lived.ondon. | imagine
he'll be coming to arrange everything.'

Beth nodded. 'Poor Linda.'



'Yes. | expect it's pretty awful for her. They shey were really
close. Not that his family would approve. Peogte lhe Thiarchoses
don't marry girls like her.'

Why?"

Beth tried to focus on the least horrifying aspeicthe affair, and
Justine made a scornful sound. 'Darling, we'reotddo believe in all
that romantic stuff. Let's face it, it was justalege infatuation. He'd
have left this summer, and they'd have never seeranother again.'

Beth pushed herself somewhat wearily to her festippose you're
right.’

‘You know | am." Justine sounded irritatingly sminpw, how about
you joining Mike and me for supper? | know it's ghwotice, but |
think we could all use a little company tonight."

Beth hesitated, but the thought of preparing allomeal for one had
lost some of its appeal. She didn't want to beeatonight. She didn't
want to think about Tony Thiarchos. She didn't wiantemember
that without his grumbling about not being ablati@nd his cousin's
birthday party she'd never have conceived the alegatecrashing
the event. He'd been inadvertently responsible Her present
condition; for her meeting Alex Thorpe—and that v&mnething

else she didn't want to think about...



CHAPTER TWO
ALEX's fingers felt numb.

They shouldn't have felt numb, he thought irritalblpndering how
he could feel so cold on such a warm day. It wasiathy warm for
May in England. But the chill he was feeling camani deep within
himself.

He wanted to put his hands in his pockets, butdstgnbeside his
son's grave with his hands in his pockets seemetegpectful
somehow. Not that Tony would have reproached him.dd6n had
always been complaining about his father's conéerrdoing the
right thing.

Well, he wasn't doing the right thing now, Alex tight bitterly,

watching his son's casket being lowered into agiavan English
churchyard. Tony's grandfather had wantdthd- demandedthat

Alex bring Anthony's body back to Greece for buri@bnstantine
had wanted his grandson laid to rest beside his anfd his mother,
but Alex had ignored him. It was a small thingn@adl rebellion, but
Tony would defeat his grandfather in death as liert®gver done in
life.

Besides, there was the girl to deal with. Tonyfewt that incredible
scrap of paper was to be believed. Was she themrrdas son had
crashed his car? Because Tony had been afraid tosdather and
his grandfather he'd married without their consent?

Alex's jaw hardened. He couldn't believe that wadtsvas too easy.
Too simple a solution for something that surely reddeeper
significance. But what? He had racked his braimgyo come up
with an answer. He had hoped the girl could tefi.Hiinda. He tried
out the name on his tongue. Linda Daniels—no, LiAdarchos.His
lips twisted. His daughter-in-law!



The service was ending. Bending to scatter a haofi&oil over the
mahogany casket, Alex felt a crippling sense ofip&@iod, he wished
he had someone he could turn to right at this momEren
Lucia—though she was far away in South America,vioapped up
with her new life, and her new family, to spare tinee to attend her
eldest son's funeral.

Besides, it was a maudlin wish. He and Lucia haegnkad anything
in common—except their son—and their marriage hadkd, as it
had begun, in acrimony. Something else he hadattkthis father for,
he thought wearily. And if he thought Constantiael Inad a hand in
this...

He straightened and, as he did so, his eyes wazted by the sight of
a tall slim woman, standing behind, and to one,sflais son's wife.
He blinked once, twice, and then shook his headf, tag tumult of

his emotions had caused some blurring of his vidsart no. She was
still there. Across the grave. Her hand restingpthgon the girl's

shoulder, as if offering silent support.

He looked down at the ground, incapable of belig\timat she was
actually there. That Elizabeth Ryan was standingebther side of
the grave. And now, conversely, he hoped she hestdgnised him,
It was obvious his name meant nothing to her. Alebea Thiarchos
was a far cry from plain old Alex Thorpe.

But his fear that she might recognise him had mgtto do with who
he was. On the contrary, in the past three mohthdad used all the
means at his disposal to try and find her. And that meant
employing the whole weight of the Thiarchos namegeb a result.
But it had been for nothing. As of this morning sl been no nearer
to discovering where she was or why she'd disappear

No, his fear now was that she might recognise laing disappear
again. And he wanted to know where she had beémnghideeded to



know,with an intensity that had bordered on the insmmetimes. It
wasn't just that such a thing had never happenddniobefore—
though it hadn't. No, he was furious that she hedt¢d him like a
fool.

He chanced another glance in her direction, keepiisy head
lowered, looking at her through the dark veil f ldshes. Yes, that
was Elizabeth Ryan all right, if indeed that waseme. Good God,
after all the money he had spent on private ingasirs, that she
should turn up at his son's funeral. Who the hals whe? What was
she doing here?

The ironic thing was, he'd never once thought dincahis son and
asking him if he knew her. It would have been dift anyway, and it
hadn't occurred to him that Tony might know who slas. Perhaps
he hadn't. Perhaps she was just a friend of Linddter all, both
Nick and Christina had denied they'd ever invitedto the party.

'Mr Thiarchos...'

The priest was at his shoulder, offering him hisdmences, and
Alex was obliged to lift his head to give his thanBut he turned, so
that the priest stood between him and the two wonan he
exchanged a few words with the mourners, beforg alidrooped to
their cars.

His brother, George, was there, of course, withwiiie, Simone, and
their two sons, Nick and George Junior. There weaides and aunts,
a whole army of cousins, and numerous other re&stand friends,
who regarded any ceremony, happy or sad, as arrdasgetting
together.

Only his father was absent. Ostensibly, Constantiag recovering
from a cold, but Alex knew the old man had stayeeyg in the hope
that he would change his mind. But, in this, Aleadhbeen



determined to have his own way. Besides, if Tomyidive a widow,
he defended himself, it would be easier for herisd his grave if,it
was here, in London.

He hunched his shoulders. What ought he to do niow8ther
circumstances, he would have been expected to jom
daughter-in-law, and escort her back to the hdBsethese were not
normal circumstances on two counts, and the onesteation he had
had with the girl had not been a comfortable affair

But what the hell? he thought tersely. How wasupmpssed to react
to the news that his twenty-year-old son had beea@ied man for
almost six months? Tony had been wrong. He shoane kold him.

And now Tony was dead, with no chance of concdmaton either

side.

Squaring his shoulders, preparing himself to faseamly his new
daughter-in-law, but also the woman who had haunigdreams for
the past ten weeks, he turned round—and then dettzging sense of
disorientation. They'd gone. Linda, and Elizabeyai While he had
been observing the proprieties, they had both gesaed. Lord, he
thought, as his stomach hollowed, was he going mad?

‘Something wrong, Uncle Alex?'

It was Nick, and Alex gazed at his nephew with klanseeing eyes.
For a moment, it was beyond his capabilities tcaggtwords past his
lips, but then the world around him steadied, aerdelpelled a
nervous breath.

'l—Linda—she appears to have gone,' he said, hdm@rdjdn't sound
as desperate as he felt, and Nick nodded.

'l noticed.’



'You noticed?' Alex repeated his words harshly, #reh, getting
himself under control again said, 'So, perhaps wyoticed where
they—where she went. | need to speak with her.'

Nick frowned, pushing his hands into the pockethkisfdark suit. 'Is

that wise?' he asked doubtfully. 'Perhaps you shjogt let her come
to you, if she wants to.' He paused. 'Dad thinkswembeen more than
generous letting her come here.'

'‘Does he?' Alex was curt. He didn't much care v@wdrge thought.
The fact was, his brother found it a damn sightesdseing tough
with a woman than he ever did with a man. "WeNai've heard that
she and | exchanged a few words at the collegesk ago, forget it.
We both said a lot of things we probably shouldatte. And, if she is
Tony's wife—widow--'

'‘Dad says the marriage certificate is authentic.’

'—then | guess | have to find out what she inteod$o, don't I?*
Nick nodded again. 'l guess so.'

'‘And—whether she had any idea what Tony--'

Nick shrugged. 'Do you think she'd tell you? Evieshie knew?'

'She has to talk to someone,' said Alex flatlythesimage of a slim,
startlingly beautiful woman, with silvery blondeihdlashed across
his mind. 'Come on, Nico, do you know where sheisegor don't
you?'

‘They might know," answered Nick obliquely, gestgritowards a
group of young people who were just dispersing ftbegraveside.
‘They're students—from the university. They all eadown from
Yorkshire this morning.'



* k% %

Alex brought the Mercedes to a halt at the kerl, dthough he
switched off the engine he didn't immediately get of the car. He
was tired, he thought wearily, gazing at the laggagned windows
of the small semi. Bone-tired, and in no mood toduat any kind of
interview. But it had to be done. From what he doggéther, Linda
was planning on going back to the university iroapie of days. To
take her exams, if the students he had spokenuiol &@ believed.
How she could think of taking exams in the presgrdiumstances
was beyond his comprehension. But if that was whatintended to
do, the sooner he spoke to her the better, before, tand his
resentment, got in the way.

Not that that was the only reason he had come toemght, he
conceded, hunching his shoulders against an ungillide of
emotion. He hadn't left his brother to make hisuses to the rest of
the family just because he needed to speak toaughder-in-law. It
was the woman who had accompanied her he needeg to

Forgive me, Tony, he prayed, but his confrontatiotin Elizabeth
Ryan was long overdue.

He glanced at his watch. It was nearly half-past but he was
surprised to find it was still so early. A wholtetime seemed to have
passed since he'd seen her in the churchyard retldie afternoon.
Since then, he had had only one objective. To seedmd tell her
what he thought of her.

He knew his family and friends, his business aatfaaces, and the
members of his household staff, all thought griabwesponsible for
the unnatural air of optimism he had adopted thhouty the
reception that had followed the burial. And perhapswas.
Conversely, during the past week, he had thouglitt else but
Tony, and the guilt he felt at not being there whiemson might have



needed him most. He had gone around in a dazelyrandre of

what he was doing. All through the police enquiresd the inquest
that followed, he had felt as if he was living soav&ul nightmare.

Only when he'd spoken to Linda had he let his fgslishow.

But now his mind felt active again. Ever since heegn Elizabeth
Ryan in the churchyard, it had had a new focus aHmeriod, at least,
he could use his anger towards her to blot oufptie of his son's
death. Thinking of her could keep him sane; giverind time to
heal.

Pulling the keys out of the ignition, he thrust nges door and got
out of the car. He was still wearing the dark amidl black tie he had
worn to the funeral, and his sombre clothes staadiro the quiet

street, where most men were in their shirt-sleetles.warm day had
given way to an even warmer evening, and the usc@lities of

trimming hedges and mowing lawns were much in exgdéhere.

But not at Number Seventeen, he noticed, lockirng ¢ar, and
approaching the gate. Apart from an upstairs wintdeing open, and
a curtain billowing in the gap, the house lookedetted. They were
probably all in the back, he decided. Linda, herrepts,
and—Elizabeth Ryan.

There was no bell, so he knocked on the panelschvinere

interleaved with strips of fluted glass. An encgaaent for thieves,
he thought, imagining how easy it would be to brdak glass and
unlock the door. Would he go that far, if they s&fd to speak to him?

Deciding his mind was wandering again, he restexll@and against
the wall beside the door and knocked again. Heldhwave let Spiro
come with him, as George had wanted him to dohbeght. His

burly chauffeur could be relied upon to handle nsitstations. It was
only because he hadn't wanted to intimidate thetgat he had
insisted on coming here alone.



At last, when he was seriously considering allraléves, he heard
someone coming along the hall to the door. He ceakla shadow
through the glass panels, and his stomach clenamesudden

anticipation. What if it was Elizabeth Ryan? heutlot, aware that he
was not as in control as he'd imagined. God, whtlie woman do
this to him? He was as apprehensive now as he é&&d dn his first
date.

A key turned, the door opened—and his daughtedam+ was

standing there, looking at him. 'Why—MTr Thiarchatie exclaimed,
briefly too shocked to show any hostility. And théss hospitably,
‘What do you want?'

She had been crying, Alex noticed. Her eyes watgethe lids white
and puffy. In normal circumstances, he supposedwsiga pretty
girl. Attractive, anyway, with her wide, mobile ntby and short
brown curly hair. She wé&sn't tall, and she was imadl to carry a
little weight, but in something other than an owmed T-shirt and
worn jeans he guessed she could look quite prdsenta

'l—we need to talk,' Alex replied at last, lookibgyond her into the
narrow hall of the house. 'May | come in?'

Her breath escaped in a rush. "Why?"'

‘Because I'd prefer not to discuss my private effan the doorstep,’
declared Alex evenly, and she raised a protestmgl h

'‘No, | don't mean that. | mean—why do you wantl& to me? |—I
don't think we have anything to say to one andther.

‘Don't you?' Alex endeavoured to hold on to hisguate. He had to
remember that this had to have been almost asfbiahedr as it had
been for him, and he couldn't rush her. 'Well,ttras, we do.’



Linda sniffed. 'If you've come here to tell me leda't expect any
help from the Thiarchos family, then save your tireddon't want
anything from you--'

'l haven't." Alex straightened. 'Look—I know it hdsbeen easy for
you. And—and | haven't made it any easier; | knlat,ttoo. But you
have to cut me a little slack here. We all sayghiwe don't mean
sometimes. | know | do, and | guess you do, too.'

Linda gave him a suspicious look. 'So, you haveorhe to cause
trouble?'

Alex shook his head. 'No.'

She hesitated a moment longer, and then she movedet side so
that he could step into the hall. It was a silamitation, but Alex took
it, taking the door from her unresisting fingersl atosing it behind
him.

‘You'd better come through,' said Linda, leading Way along the
hall. 'I'll introduce you to Kathie.'

Kathie? Alex frowned. Who the hell was Kathie? Not hertimao,
obviously. Her sister, perhaps? Or the woman hevkae Elizabeth
Ryan? His nerves tightened.

Deciding he'd find out soon enough, he said notlmde followed
her into a small conservatory at the back of theskoThe light in the
glass-walled extension was dazzling, and the haatsuch that Alex
wouldn't have been surprised to see grapes ripamirtge vines that
curled up from a variety of pots and containerd. l8s attention was
caught by the sight of a woman, sitting in a canarcbeneath the
windows, and it wasn't untilshe got up and cametow them that he
saw that her silvery hair was grey and not blonde.



‘This is my foster mother, Kathie Adams,' said lanavith some
reluctance. 'Kathie, this is Tony's father.'

‘Tony's—father?' The woman looked at Alex with evilsurprise.
'I—how do you do, Mr Thiarchos? I'm sorry to meeuyin such
unhappy circumstances.'

'Yes." Alex took the hand she proffered with coltg politeness.
'I'm sorry, too. And | hope you'll forgive me foroming here
unannounced.’

'‘Why, of course.' Mrs Adams was as sociable agldughter-in-law
was reserved. 'Won't you sit down, Mr Thiarchos® rhe get you
something to drink. Tea, perhaps?'

Alex, who had been hoping for something a littlerensubstantial,
managed a slight smile. "Tea sounds fine," he dat;evaiting until
Linda had perched herself on the edge of the widelow-seat
before taking the chair the older woman had offefHuank you.'

'‘Good." Mrs Adams gave her foster daughter an eagg look.
‘Well, I'll leave you two to have a chat, hmm? Inkde long, Linda.'

Linda flashed her a grateful look, though Alex hhd impression
that she would rather have made the tea hersélf.sbe remained
where she was, gripping the sill at either sidaafjeans-clad knees
with nervous hands. For the first time since helbathed his son had
a wife, Alex felt a trace of sympathy for her. Dé&d, what an end
to their married life! And he'd thought his divorrem Lucia had
been ugly.

'So," he said, realising it was up to him to sayeihing, ‘why did you
rush away after the funeral? You should have comek lio the
house.Both of you.



‘Your house?' Linda gave him a sceptical look. ‘s, I'm sure I'd
have been welcome there.’

Alex spread his legs, resting his arms along hght) and looked

down at the tiled floor beneath his feet. 'All riglhe said. 'Perhaps |
deserved that. Perhaps | wasn't as understandihglasuld have

been when I--' 'You were damned rude!" she retpeadateak in her

voice. "You came up to Yorkshire looking for a seggat, and | was
there!" She pulled a tissue out of her pocket analbbed at her nose.
‘How do you think [ felt?'

‘Yes.' Alex lifted his head. 'Yes—well, perhapstha&o. But you
know what they were saying, what they're still agyilf it comes to
that. That Tony drove into that tree deliberatele broke off as the
whole horror of the situation washed over him agdim sorry. I'm

doing this badly. You'll have to forgive me. Whatvant to say
Is—did you have any inkling that he might--?' Heskhis head. 'My
God, he was due to leave in a few weeks. | thohglwas happy!

Linda bent her head. 'When you thought about hinalgt she
muttered, scuffing her feet, and Alex gazed atwtr sudden anger.

‘What's that supposed to mean?'

‘Well..." Linda swallowed, and he guessed she hienboff more
than she could chew. 'How—how often have you s@anrthe past
year? How many times have you been up to Sullerss¥o

Alex tamped down his resentment, but he wasn't tsddving his
actions questioned. By anyone. 'l—saw him a coaptenes--'

'In London.’

'S0? | have a business to run, Linda. Tony undedstioat.'



'Did he?’

'l thought he did." Alex's cheek muscles ached whih effort of
controlling his emaotions. 'l gave him everythingwanted. A decent
place to live; clothes; a car!'

'Presents,’ said Linda contemptuously. 'You gawe resents. You
treated him like a child. He never had any monelyisown.’

'He had access to funds.'

'Credit cards,' she retorted. "You didn't know yson very well, Mr
Thiarchos. Tony couldn't live on what you gave him.

Alex's fists clenched. "You mean he couldn't supaavife on what |
gave him," he countered. 'No, I'll give you that.'

'l didn't want his money!" Her voice was shrillditin't take any of it!"
'‘No?'
‘No.'

They were both on their feet now, facing one amptiied the sound
of the outer door slamming didn't immediately régisn Alex's tired
brain. He was too intent on finding out the trubloat his son. He had
even forgotten the other reason he had come here.

'‘And you expect me to believe that?' he was demarithrshly, when
someone appeared in the doorway to the conservatory

'For heaven's sake, Linda, what's going on hehe?'newcomer
exclaimed. 'Dear Lord, can't this wait? Tony was$yduried this
afternoon!'



Alex's first thought was that her voice was the sasmooth and
husky, soothing his jagged senses with a fine stajkvelvet. Then

his world tilted. God, it was her, he saw unstgadihe same, yet not
the same. The same height and colouring; the saatie deauty, but

softer, somehow, gentler. She had a little morshflen her bones
than he remembered. And her hair was definitelgéorthan before.
It brushed her shoulders now, thick and silkywiesght removing its

tendency to curl.

She hadn't seen him yet, hadn't identified himmgheng more than

Tony's father. Her attention was all on his daugitdaw, and he

was able to look at her un- obsetVed. He suddemhed he had
chosen some other way to do this. But he hadntagd his own

irrational sympathy for her, and what had seemesirsple back at

the house was now intensely complicated. Complitddg the fact

that he suddenly had the urge to bury his fackerptle beauty of her
hair, he thought disgustedly. He was unutterabigved when Linda

broke the spell.

'It's all right, Beth.Beth? So it was Elizabeth, then. 'Mr Thiarcho:
was just leaving, weren't you, Mr Thiarchos?'

Was he? Alex hauled his unruly senses back inte, liand
endeavoured to adopt a neutral expression. Bubtieed that Linda
was making no attempt to introduce them, and thgéeed him, too.

'‘Won't your—Mrs Adams—think it strange if | do?' Baggested
politely, and had the doubtful privilege of watapirktlizabeth's
composure disintegrate. She looked at him progerlthe first time,
and he met her horrified gaze with carefully disp@asate eyes. Then,
deliberately, he held out his hand. 'Hello. I'mAlEhiarchos. And
you must be—Miss--?'

'Haley,' she got out hurriedly, and his eyebrowhed in knowing
acknowledgement.



'Haley,' he agreed, not allowing her to look awdjere you a friend
of my son's, too?'

Beth moistened her lips, triggering memories of thght, memories
Alex would sooner forget, and lifted her shouldersa curiously
defeated gesture. 'Perhaps,’ she said, and hsegkahe was having
some difficulty in actually saying anything.

But once again Linda intervened. 'Miss Haley is@urer, from the
university,' she told him brusquely. 'She very kalgreed to come
with me. Not just—not just as a representative e tniversity,
but—but as— my friend.'



CHAPTER THREE

BETH remembered a comedy show that used to be on s&lByi
where one of the characters was always saying,t[panic! Don't

panic!" She felt like that character now, and, raiter how she fought
the emotion, panic was all she could feel.

Dear God, she fretted, she should have realisedhthece she was
taking by coming here. When Linda had needed adrishe should
have let someone else take the part. She had ktieeva might be
people who had attended the party at Tony's funé&uat she had
foolishly imagined that no one would recognise hast-on such an
occasion.

And she had felt so sorry for Linda, so desperate db
something—anything—to make amends. No matter how she'd trie
she hadn't been able to detach herself from thgedsa and by
supporting Linda she'd hoped to make some reparadrovhat she'd
done.

And she'd succeeded. Or so she'd believed. Attgridenfuneral with
Linda had been no problem at all. It had been & weoving
occasion, and, as Linda had assured her she hatenton of going
back to the Thiarchos residence afterwards, any wandk
confrontations had been avoided. But who could laatieipated that
Alex Thorpe would turn up here, just when she ladight she was
home free?

Only he wasn't Alex Thorpe, she acknowledged sidkly was Alex
Thiarchosl Tony's father. Son of Constantine Thiarchos, wt
everybody knew was one of the richest men in thedv®ear God!
And she had picked him up and taken him home, las Were some
penniless drifter. She'd used him. She'd taken radga of his
semi-inebriated state, and seduced him. Lord, wbatd he do now?



'l guess | have to thank you, Miss Haley.'

She heard his words, but it was from a distance. t€lracotta and
cream tiles that stretched between them were wayémni and out of
focus, and she knew, though she had never donesstinthg before,
that she was going to fainHe had knownshe realised, as the
buzzing in her ears drowned out the rest of whawvae saying. He
had expected to see her. She clutched the doorfratndnands that
were suddenly sticky with sweat. She couldn't famitv, she thought
wildly. She couldn't give him any suspicion thatitight together
had produced anything more than a bad hangoverndlet Maybe
not ever...

And then his arm was around her, supporting hexenting her from

slipping down on to those pretty tiles that sudges¢éemed so
attractive. In fact, the whole concept of losingistiousness was
gaining appeal with every second, and she foughtll to rescue

her with every nerve in her body.

But the trouble was, she was already feeling seorfghe wasn't one
of those frail women who displayed their femininty swooning at
every emotional obstacle. In fact, until today, Bad never even felt
close to passing out, and she could only assumasther condition
that had aggravated her weakness. Her condition...

She lifted her hand, which was still inclined tcaké a little, and
endeavoured to free herself from his unwelcome ao#rBut the
muscles in the arm that still circled her waist evelisturbingly
strong, and although he loosened his hold he deirtier go.

'Oh, Beth!" It was Linda who spoke first. 'Are yall right? We
thought you were going to faint. You look awfullglp. Hadn't you
better sit down?'



‘Not in here," said Alex Thiarchos flatly, and betbmen looked at
him, with differing measures of resentment. 'iWe hot,' he added,
using his hold on Beth's waist to propel her i ¢ooler shadows of
the hall. 'And if your mother's got any brandy, dan | suggest you
get Miss Haley a drink.'

'l don't drink brandy,’ protested Beth, but Lindasvalready brushing
past them to do Alex's bidding.

"'l see what's happening about the tea,' she saiting, apparently
having forgotten that five minutes ago she had kde#img him to
leave. 'l won't be a minute, Beth. Go into the fn@om, and put your
feet up.'

‘I'm all right.’

As Linda disappeared through the door that ledtimokitchen, Beth
managed to detach herself from Alex Thiarchos'dsl,hahd stepped
back from him. In the narrow hallway, he was freghngly big and
aggressive, and, although he hadn't said anythiregq—t0o upset her,
the way he was looking at her promised retribution.

'‘How did you know?' she whispered fiercely, as sasithe kitchen
door closed behind Linda, and she saw his dark $amscend.

'‘Know what?' he asked politely, but she knew irtstuely that he
was playing with her.

Like a cat with a mouse, she thought, dislikingdhalogy.

And not just any cat, but a rather large predapdaying with a
decidedly insignificant mouse.

'How did you know who | was?' she repeated, inghmme sibilant
tone. And then, realising that either Linda or toster mother could



emerge from the kitchen at any moment and find ttleare, she felt
around behind her for the door into the parlour.

‘Ldidn't,’ he responded, moving towards her, are sicked in her
breath in alarm. But all he did was lean past Iner tarn the handle
she had been searching so inadequately to find.

Beth stepped back quickly, and away from the dostigr heat of his
hard, muscled frame. "You must have,' she goteyltly, glancing
behind her to make sure she was in no dangerpgfitig over. The
last thing she wanted was for him to have to psitaihms around her
again. The experience had been too fraught, toetting. And much
too painfully familiar.

'l didn't,' he assured her, allowing the door wseland resting back
against it. 'Linda just introduced us.'

She didn't believe him, but his position succe$sfpievented any
escape. Her only relief came from knowing that kinghd Mrs
Adams would be back soon. And before they did she o get
herself under control.

She shook her head helplessly, running one haneruhd weight of
her hair and feeling the damp tendrils clingingher neck. She
couldn't believe his arrival here was a coincideraad why hadn't
she recognised him this afternoon, when he'd beerdisig only a
few feet away?

The answer was obvious, of course. The possiliiidy the man she
had picked up at the party and Tony's father beimgand the same
person had never even occurred to her. How corlflany had been
twenty, going on twenty-one; he had been marrimdhéaven's sake!
Alex Thiarchos didn't look old enough to have a sbifony's age.

And although she knew he must be forty, at least,hhd the

compelling masculinity of a much younger man.



It was the old adage that you saw what you expeoctede. She had
known that the dark-clad stranger she had glimpseadss the grave
was Tony's father, so she had gifted him with wgiegt thought was
an appropriate age and appearance. His head hadbatmost of

the time anyway, and she had had to rely on hegimadion. It wasn't

her fault if she had pictured him with lined feasiand greying hair.
Just as it wasn't his fault that this had happened.

She lifted her hands, linked her fingers togethed pressed them
against her lips. 'l—don't know what to say.’

And she didn't. She was speechless; bereft chttimral thought. All
she could think was that he was infinitely moreaative than she
remembered, and that was something else she cocdghe with.

‘You could begin by telling me why you gave meladaname, a false
address; and why you ran out on me?' he suggdssesidne low and
carefully controlled. 'But not now. Not here. | dathink you'd like
Linda or her mother to know how you behave in yspare time.'

‘That's not—not how |—normally behave in my spamet' Beth
choked defensively. Good God, what did he thinkwshs? He knew
he had been the first man to...to...

‘And I'm supposed to believe that, am I?'

He straightened away from the door, his broad sleral flexing

beneath the fine cloth of his suit. He was angng sould see that
now, and her nerves tightened at the thought ot Wwhacould do to
her. And not just to her character, she thoughicarsky. To her

career...

'It's the truth!" she exclaimed, gazing at him ianwigly. "You have to
believe me.'



His brows lifted in bitter scepticism, just as th@or was propelled
iInwards behind him. He moved out of the way toNEs Adams,

followed closely by Linda, come into the room, ahdy both stood
in silence as the older woman set down the trayasecarrying on a
low coffee-table.

"You should be sitting down, Beth,' Kathie Adamsldeed, gesturing
towards the sofa, and, although what she most wdatdo was run,
Beth complied. 'Here," went on her hostess, hanklarga glass, 'it's
not brandy, it's whisky, but it's better than nothiDon't you think so
Mr Thiarchos?'

Alex inclined his head. 'So long as—Miss Haley samllow it,' he
conceded, pushing his hands into the pockets oiiisjacket. 'l
think she's feeling a bit better, aren't you, Milsdey? It was very hot
in the conservatory.'

Beth made a positive movement of her head, tryiegpdrately to
swallow the fiery liquid. But her uncertain stomaghs rejecting it
with equal determination, and when the tea was gqmbushe
surreptitiously substituted the cup for the glass.

Linda watched her for a few minutes, and thenf assured that Beth
hadn't suffered any ill effects from her near-fasfite turned to Alex.
‘Thanks,' she said, and Beth knew what it musbisérg her to thank
this man for anything. 'For being there when youeneeeded,' Linda
went on, lifting her shoulders in a reluctantlytgfal gesture. '‘But |
think it might be best if you left now.'

‘Linda!" That was Mrs Adams, ever the peace-maked Beth
expelled her breath a little wearily as Linda'ddéosnother chided her
daughter for behaving so outrageously. ‘Mr Thiascisovelcome to
stay and have tea with us!" she exclaimed. 'Pledgsdown, Mr
Thiarchos. | don't know what's come over Linda.'Shet usually so
impolite.’



Alex withdrew his hands from his pockets. "'Thank ybe said, and
Beth's spirits sank even lower, 'but | hope yolglgive me if |
decline your invitation, after all. It's obviousatithis isn't the proper
time to discuss what we have to discuss, and lestggome back at
a more suitable moment.' He glanced at Beth. 'Fof as.’

Mrs Adams pressed her hands together. ‘Well—ifrgagtire--'

‘You heard him, Kathie," declared Linda terselyndAerhaps you'd
ring first,' she added, looking at Alex with colefnce. 'Just in case
we're busy. The number's in the book.'

Alex inclined his head, and as he did so a lochkisfdark hair slid
forward on to his forehead. His hair was very ddkth noticed
unwillingly, and overlong at the back. But it switeim, thick and
smooth and silky. And she knew from personal exgnee that it felt
as clean as it looked.

She wondered suddenly if her baby would be dark, ke him.
Like its father. It was strange to think that itwld have Greek blood
in its veins, as well as English. Though just artgrashe conceded,
remembering Linda had told her that Tony's fatheswonly
half-Greek.

And then the enormity of what had happened hit batil now, she
had been too busy fending off his questions tokthof it, but
suddenly the significance of her circumstances sweer her. She
wasn't just expectingny baby. She was expecting Alex Thiarchos
baby. And he had just lost his only son. What wdnédlo if he found
out? Could he take her baby away from her?

He lifted his hand now, pushing long tanned fingkrsugh his hair,
restoring it to its former position. The action tearthe two sides of
his jacket, exposing a wedge of grey silk. It aéxposed buttons,
strained by his movements, and between the buttanglesh, and a



glimpse of body hair. That shadow of dark hair temted her eyes,
reminding her of things she wanted to forget. Shevwkwhere that
arrow of hair was leading, where it thickened. Bae to force herself
to look away, and not follow it to its source.

She might have to tell him, she fretted, her thdsigbturning to her
earlier worries. How could she keep such a thirgnfihim, when

obviously, at a time like this, it could mean soam?2 He might resent
her for what she'd done. He might not even belibeechild was his.
But some might say he deserved to be given theceh@ould she
live with such a secret?

She had to, she told herself fiercely, as his sergbaze met hers. She
had worked so hard to make this happen. She couldow it all
away, just because of a—a—vehat? An accident, she finished
doggedly, refusing to feel any remorse. It wasalt fault she had
mistaken him for one of Nick's friends. It wasretr liault that Tony
Thiarchos had died.

Linda was escorting him to the door now, and Betptker eyes
lowered. He was leaving, but she had no doubt hagldvibe back
tomorrow. He was not the kind of man to forget winappened. For
some reason, he resented what she'd done. And $rét\gaing to
forgive her.

'So what happened? Did you meet any of the Thiagrtoily? What
were they like?'

Justine poured herself another cup of coffee aimkgbBeth at the
pine table. They were at the Sawyers' house, gifitin Justine's
kitchen, sharing a mid-morning break, after speg@in hour at the
supermarket.



Beth shrugged, circling the top of her cup with absent thumb.
'l—met—Alex Thiarchos, when he came to the housse®Linda,'
she said at last, deciding there was no point @vamicating about
something that could easily be found out. 'He selersdl right.
—didn't really have much to do with him.'

Justine arched her carefully plucked eyebrows,gawe her friend a
curious look. 'Do | detect a note of caution? Ihgatyou didn't like
him?'

'l didn't say that.' Beth's denial was just a shtadesehement, and she
hurriedly tempered it with a rueful smile, 'Reallydon't have an
opinion about him," she lied. 'But | don't envy day having to deal
with that family.'

'‘Why not?' Justine checked her knot of amber- celduair, and,
apparently finding it satisfactory, idly played wihe gold chain that
circled her neck. 'I'd have thought she's damnyuck have that
marriage certificate. It must entitle her to somampensation,
financial or otherwise.'

Beth bent her head. 'She says she doesn't warigytom them.'
‘When did she say that?"

‘Several times, actually. | think she means it. IBlked Tony. Really
loved him, | mean. But now he's dead- well, | thahle's just trying to
get on with her life.'

'‘How touching!" Justine grimaced. 'Well, I'll regerjudgement, if
you don't mind. With all the gossip there's beertsithe boy died,
she may decide they owe her more than a few kintdsv@eth
frowned. 'What gossip?'



'Haven't you heard?' Justine stared at her imghtieiionestly,
Beth, | sometimes think you go around with your seyad ears
closed. You've heard the rumours, surely? That Tidngrchos was
on drugs when he ran the Porsche into a tree?’

‘No!'

Beth gazed at her, aghast. She couldn't believ&he wouldn't
believe it. Linda had never given her any inklihgttshe and Tony
had been having problems of that sort. And shecbaéided in Beth
quite a lot. Not least, the anger she felt towarday's father for
continuing to treat him like a child. Surely, sheud have said
something, if that had been on her conscience.

'Yes,' Justine contradicted her now, her eyes brgth malicious
intent. '‘Don't be naive, Beth. You know drugs aeelfy available on
campus. How some of the kids can afford them gosslkeows, but
they do. And for someone like Tony Thiarchos thauldn't have
been an obstacle.'

Her meaning was obvious, but Beth didn't want toktlabout it. She
didn't want to think about Alex's grief, if suchheng should come to
light, she admitted unwillingly. It must have beleswrd enough for
him, facing the horror of knowing that it might nlove been an
accident. How much worse would it be if it was ra@ed that Tony
had been high on heroin or cocaine at the time?

‘It can't be true,' she burst out suddenly, rememgpe¢he autopsy.
‘They'd have found out. When— when,.they did thet{moortem.
The coroner returned a verdict of accidental dedtiere was no
mention of any probable cause or complication.'

Justine just looked smug. 'Money closes a lot ofutm®,’ she
remarked, crossing one slim leg over the otherany case, Beth,
what's it to you? You only went to the funeral wilie girl because



she asked you to. It's no skin off your nose if hesband was a
junkie!’

Beth's lips tightened. She didn't like it when thestadopted that
supercilious attitude. 'l just don't think you shbwo around
repeating stories that have no basis in fact,retwted edgily. 'For
heaven's sake, don't you think they've sufferedigin®

'‘Who? His family?' Justine gave her an old-fashidoek. '‘Come on,
Beth. People like that don't suffer. It's probablgir fault he turned to
drugs in the first place.’

‘You don't know he did," protested Beth, wide-eyBuden, realising
she was getting too worked up about something teally had
nothing to do with her, she determinedly changee s$lbject.
‘Um—when did you say you and Mike were going away?'

Justine now looked as if she knew exactly why Bettl asked that
question, but she evidently decided it wasn't waulnsuing. 'The
second Thursday in July,' she supplied, good-huadyr'You must
be getting old, Beth. | distinctly remember telliygu that less than a
week ago. We drive down to Southampton that day g the ferry
the day after.’

'Of course.' Beth looked suitably chastened. '"Yaistnibe looking
forward to it. How long did you say you expected&away?'

'It's still three weeks,' replied Justine, pullmdace. 'l'd like to stay
away longer, but Mike wants to spend some timeareséng that
paper he's preparing on differential calculus." §hmaced. 'Dull,
dull, dull! But | don't suppose you'd agree. Youang the same,
aren't you?"'

'‘Well—not differential calculus,’ said Beth, managito swallow a
mouthful of coffee without gagging. But the smelhsvnearly her



undoing, and, realising it would be hard to explaity she suddenly
had such an aversion to a drink she had alwayyetwjshe pushed
back her chair and got to her feet. 'l'd bettegdiag.'

'‘Oh, must you?' Justine frowned, tilting her headobk up at her.
"You know, you're looking awfully pale, Beth. Arew sure you're
feeling OK? Don't let this business with Linda Dalsiget you down.
She's leaving at the end of this term, isn't sregher worry about the
Thiarchoses. Personally, | think they'll make aficial settlement on
her. It's the simplest way. Unless she's pregmdmurse.’

'‘Pregnant!’ Beth caught her breath. That thougtim'haven occurred
to her. 'Do you think she is?'

'‘Well, it's possible, isn't it? And if she is I'mre they'll want access to
it. After all, as you say, losing your only son s pretty traumatic,
even for someone like—what did you say his name?wakex
Thiarchos?'

Beth nodded, her mouth drying unpleasantly. 'Alé&afichos, yes,'
she agreed, through tight lips, as the implicatwinghat Justine had
suggested ran wildly through her head. If Lingare pregnant, it
would certainly take the pressure off her. Or wottdWasn't the
whole idea of her pregnancy getting more and maarke?

‘Anyway, | think you ought to make some plans tag@y yourself,’
declared Justine firmly. "You need a holiday. Welal I'd ask you to
come with Mike and me, but the trailer only sled¢ws, and the
sanitary arrangements are fairly basic--'

'‘Oh, really—no.’

The last thing Beth wanted was for Justine to &altng responsible
for her. She still hadn't told her that she wagypamt, and her only



consolation came from knowing she was going to laveast three
weeks to think of an explanation.

She had toyed with the idea of going away compjletaf finding
some place—in East Anglia perhaps— where she aeulda house
or an apartment, and put down roots until the bahy born. Then
she could even pretend she had adopted the balbyt wWasn't hers at
all. She could invent some imaginary cousin, whe foaind' herself
in difficulties, and had been only too willing thif& the burden on to
Beth's shoulders.

But that was the coward's way out, she knew. Amd,other
circumstances, she'd never have countenancedtikridwing who
her baby's father was had changed things, and abeafraid that if
Justine questioned her too closely she might sayetung
indiscreet. And if Linda should be pregnant, too...

'‘Well, you think about what I've said,' said Justgeriously, getting
to her feet, and Beth realised that once agairhatlevon a reprieve.
Not only that, Justine was giving her the perfeatunity to leave
Sullem Cross, and she might be a fool not to take i

To her surprise, Linda was waiting for her when gbeback to her
house in Albert Terrace. The girl was sitting oe tbw wall that
surrounded the tiny front garden, watching anxiptéist her return.
Beth parked the Renault at the kerb, feeling algitlttering in her
stomach. She couldn't imagine why Linda might wargee her. Not
here, anyway. And as their only real associatiatside of college,
had been through the Thiarchos family, she couldelp feeling
anxious.

It was three days since she'd seen Linda. Three slage Beth had
made an excuse about work piling up, and returaesitiem Cross



alone. She had left the morning after Alex Thiaschad appeared at
Mrs Adams' house, and if he had returned the foligwlay to see her
he had been disappointed.

But Linda's appearance now was disturbing. What sthid want?
What could she want? Surely even Alex Thiarchos would notha
been insensitive enough to ask for her address?

Linda got up from the wall as Beth got out of ther.cShe was
wearing a sleeveless vest and skin-tight jeansifahe was pregnant
there was no sign of it. But that meant nothinfected Beth tautly,

running a nervous hand over the barely perceptiitst&ening of her

own waistline. She didn't look pregnant either—shg was.

'Oh, Beth!"

Linda's greeting was hardly reassuring, and Betérses tightened
like violin strings. What had Alex done? What hael $aid? For
something told her that the ap-prehension she ceeddon Linda's
face had not been self-induced.

‘Linda!" she exclaimed now, coming round the cam&®et her with
what she hoped was a suitable expression of contgsomething
wrong? When did you get back?"

‘This morning," said Linda, answering her seconestjan first. She
sniffed ominously. 'Can we go inside?'

'‘What? Oh, yes. Yes, | suppose so.'

As a rule, Beth didn't invite students to her hotheshe wanted to
interview them, she used her office at the unitgrsind seminars
were usually held in one of the rooms in the Eingligilding. But this

was an exceptional situation, she acknowledgedhasopened the



gate and led the way into the house. Linda woultivie come here
unless she had something important to say.

The house was hot and humid. Beth had locked alldbors and
windows before she went out, and now she wentgstralown the
hall and into the kitchen to open the back door.

‘Tea?' she asked, after that was done, and a hefgebreeze was
wafting the stuffiness away. She held up the ke#ttel Linda, who
had come to stand in the doorway, nodded indiftéren

'If you like.'

Beth caught her lower lip between her teeth, réfigchow their
relationship had changed in a few short days. Tars égo, Linda
wouldn't have dreamed of speaking so dismissivehet.

She filled the kettle, set the teapot and cups dray and then
gestured towards the front of the house. 'Shall gseinto the
sitting-room? We'll be more comfortable in therd. dome back
when the kettle boils.’

‘All right.'

Linda turned back on herself and, walking a fewdgaalong the hall,
she indicated the second door on her left. 'InHere

‘Yes.' Beth followed her into the pleasantly camm she used most
evenings. She pointed to a chintz-covered sof&e"Baseat.’

Linda did so, perching on the edge of the cushiand,although Beth
would have preferred to stand she seated hersdlignarmchair
opposite. It was important that she at least ty muaintain a casual
manner, and she managed a polite arching of hevsbto indicate



that she was ready to hear whatever it was thabhaaght the girl
here.

'l expect you think I've got a nerve coming hesaitl Linda at last,
scrubbing the heels of her hands across her cheeld,Beth
wondered if that was good news or bad.

'I—not at all,’ she demurred. 'If there's anythimgn do--'

'‘He wants me to go to Greece with him," burst ontla abruptly, and
after all the things she had been anticipating Bé&h an
overwhelming sense of relief.

'He does,' she said, in a thready voice. And ttleaying her throat, 'l
assume you mean—Tony's father.'

'Of course.' Linda sniffed again, and hunched hierghoulders. 'Oh,
Beth, he's insisting that | have to go and be cioed to all Tony's
relatives. He expects me to meet Tony's grandfatienstantine
Thiarchos. Have you heard of him? He wants me targbbe—be
vetted by a man Tony hated!" And she burst intcstea

Beth was speechless. For a moment, she just sa, tsiaring at
Linda's shaking shoulders, and then, gatheringelfetisyether, she
got up from her chair and went to comfort her.

'‘Aren't you exaggerating?' she exclaimed helplespiytting a
reassuring arm around her. 'Linda, Tony can't Haated his own
grandfather!’

‘He did. He hated him.' Linda turned towards hed lauried her face
against Beth's shoulder. 'He drove Tony to do vkeadid. I'll never
forgive him for that.'



Beth blinked. It was difficult to feel any conviati for what Linda

was saying, but the girl was trembling so badlye sas forced to
accept that she believed it anyway. But what delrakan? What was
she accusing Tony's grandfather of?

'‘Look," she said, trying to calm the girl downktiow how you feel.
Tony's accident—the funeral—well, it's all beem&for you to take.
And | think you've done wonderfully well. You'verded yourself
with dignity, and it's bound to have been a strAimd it's only natural
that you should feel resentful--'

‘No!" Linda lifted her head, smearing her handssxher tear-stained
face. 'No, you don't understand. It's not the way think. I'm not just
looking for someone to blame. What happened—hagpdngon't
know if it was an accident or not. | may never kn@®&ut | do know
that Constantine Thiarchos was always on Tony'k.ldde expected
too much of him. And—and Tony couldn't take it.'

Beth frowned. 'But, Linda, he had you.'

‘Not to begin with, he didn't. Tony and me—we'vdéydinown one
another for about fifteen months.' She moanedishwhad known
him before. Before—before those people got thaiwslinto him.'

Beth was confused. 'But, Linda, they're his family!

‘What? Oh, no.' Linda's expression lightened fonaanent. 'l don't
mean the Thiarchoses.' Her momentary trace of hucheappeared
again. 'l mean the people who were hounding hinmfoney!"

Beth stared at her. 'Are you saying Tony owed somesome
money?' she echoed disbelievingly. 'But, surely--'

'Ht shouldn't have been short of cash, right?' aifidished for her,
and Beth inclined her head. 'Well, he was. Oh,dtkednedit cards. He



could buy anything he wanted with credit cards., Bufortunately,
the people he was dealing with didn't deal in ptést

Beth drew away to kneel on the carpet beside hdash she thought
she was beginning to understand. And what was entedidn't bear
thinking about.

And Linda suddenly seemed to realise just who shg @onfiding
this to. Dragging a tissue out of her pocket, dbee/her nose and got
to her feet. 'I've got to go.'

'‘Not yet.' Pressing down on the arm of her chagthBame up beside
her. 'l think you'd better tell me who was houndirany for money.'

‘It doesn't matter.'

'It does matter.' Beth took a steadying breatthifik we're talking
drugs here, aren't we, Linda? You're telling mea fheny was an
addict.'

‘No!" Linda's indignation was convincing, but sloeild tell by Beth's
expression that she wasn't making much headway.trite,’ she
protested, wringing the tissue between her hahdgouldn't have
married an addict, Miss Haley. Honestly. You havedlieve me.’

Beth noticed the switch to the more formal modaddress, but she
didn't comment on it. She was more concerned whhatvshe had
learned, and what she, an unwilling participarthmtragedy, should
do with the information.

'‘Please,’ Linda implored her. 'I'm not lying, Midaley.' And then, as
if reconsidering, 'Tony—Tony was on drugs once. Baikicked the
habit. He did. Only by then it was too late.’

‘Too late for what?' Beth was wary.



'For the money!" exclaimed Linda urgently. 'He'drbaved money
to—to pay for—for what he needed. But he coulde'¢k up the
repayments. Not on what his father sent him anyway.

Beth looked doubtful. 'Linda--'

'It's true!' she insisted. 'l swear it. God, sihfund out the trouble he
was in, I've been giving him most of what | earmextking part-time
at the burger bar as well. But it wasn't enougtuds never enough.’

'So why didn't he contact his father?' Beth suggksfuietly. 'I'm
sure, if he had--'

'He couldn't do that.' Linda was vehement.

‘Why not?"Because—because he couldn't.' She widappe arms
about herself, and shivered. "You don't know thigiss Haley. You
don't know what they're like. If they'd known Tohgd ever—had
ever—well, you know. They'd have made him leaveuhersity,
go back to Greece. He and I—we'd never have seenaoather
again.’'

Beth's brows drew together. 'l thought you saidfatker lived in
London.'

'He does.'
"Then--'

'His father doesn't control the family businesss gtiandfather does.
And, believe me, he'd have made sure Tony suffeme@hat he'd
done.'

‘Tony said that.'

'Yes. But | know it's true.'



Beth hesitated. 'How? You haven't met his grandfath
'‘No, but I've seen the letters he's written to Tony
‘He wrote in English?' Beth was sceptical.

‘No, Greek,' said Linda sulkily. "Tony translatéern for me.' She
sighed. 'They were horrible letters, Miss Haleknbw they were.
Tony was always upset after one of them arrived.'

Beth bit her lip. 'Even so--'

‘Even so nothing. You don't know what Tony was.like wanted to
please his family; he did. He just—couldn't take pinessure.’

Beth shook her head again, incapable at that momiefihding
anything to say. There was obviously some trutivinat Linda was
saying, but so many inconsistencies as well. A daager would
tear her story to shreds, she thought ruefully. pachaps Tony had
known that, and that was why he'd--

She stopped herself there. She didn't want to thindut it. She
refused to think about it. It was nothing to dohnliter. She was just
Linda's tutor. This conversation had nothing to ddh her
involvement with Alex Thiarchos.

'l don't know what I'm going to do,' Linda whispénmow, gazing at
her with tear-filled eyes. 'Why can't they leave al@ne? | just want
to do my exams, and forget all about it.'

Beth sighed. 'Linda." She hesitated. 'Linda, hawee yhought
how—how Tony's father, and grandfather, must bénfge They've
lost Tony, too. And you were his wife. It's natutlaht they would
want to know you.'

'Well, | don't want to know them.'



'‘But that's childish,' said Beth flatly. 'Linda,eth may think—that
iIs—you could be pregnant!’

'I'm not.’
Beth's heart fluttered. ‘Are you sure?’

'Sure, I'm sure.' Linda brushed her eyes withigsé. 'It's probably
just as well. Then they'd really have had a holdhenwouldn't they?'

Beth bent her head, unwilling to consider that tidu '
Nevertheless--'

'You didn't mind my coming here, did you?' Lindanueed
suddenly. 'You didn't mind me talking to you? Yee sl couldn't tell
Kathie. She wouldn't have understood. And I'vergobne else.’

‘No...'

Beth's denial was reluctant, but evidently Lindaswa&assured
enough to go on. 'l hoped | could rely on you— Bethe tendered,
reverting to her previous form of address. '| mgau, were there; at
the funeral. And— and at Kathie's, when Tony'sdattame to see
me. You met him. You saw what he was like. I'mumsed to dealing
with people like him, but—well, he was kind to yowasn't he?
Grabbing you, when you felt faint, and looking afteu like that. He

liked you. | know he did. And | know he'd listenytou. That's why |

want you to talk to him. | know you could tell hinse-much better
than | could—exactly how | feel"



CHAPTER FOUR

ALEX drove the final few miles to the university. It sva deliberate
decision, born out of his desire not to repeat ttfaér fateful journey
of less than two weeks ago. Then, he had flowmeddcal airport,

and had his pilot transport him the rest of the apelicopter. Time

had seemed of the essence, though, as it turnedeohiad had all the
time in the world.

Nevertheless, as he drove through the small towmyded with

summer visitors, and saw the university buildingfeaming in the
afternoon sunlight at the other side of the river still felt the same
pang of apprehension. God, it didn't seem posside Tony was
dead. It hardly seemed any time since he was adtt@nding school
in Athens.

He remembered so well his father's anger, when Tiadyannounced
that he wanted to go to university in England. Aitgh the old man's
second wife, Alex's mother, had been an Englishwpr@anstantine
had not encouraged either of his sons to break tratfition. Both
George and Alex had married women their father tlaosen for
them, and their sons, Constantine's grandsonshé&aal expected to
follow a similar path.

Attending university in England was flying in theacké of the
establishment, and, although Alex had defendedsdss position,
he, too, had had his doubts. But Tony was not like; and even
Constantine had had to accept that Lucia had bestahie.

And, for reasons that had more to do with the resent he felt
towards his father than for Tony's feelings, Alexitstood firm. If his
son favoured his grandmother's country, why nothirdeself lived
and worked in London these days. He would be tiireny needed
him.



His lips twisted. But he hadn't been there. In tlivee years since
Tony left home, he had seen his son only a hamdfiiines. It wasn't
all his fault. Tony had made friends at the uniitgr®r so he'd said,
and holidays had been spent skiing in Coloradbitoh-hiking round
Europe. They hadn't lost touch, exactly, but Toadrtit seemed to
want to spend time at home—atherof his homes, his father's or his
grandfather's. And Alex had had commitments ofdvis. As the
European vice- president of the Thiarchos corpomatne travelled
quite a lot himself. And never at any time had Tortynated that he
was thinking of getting married, that he hgat married. Or that he
might be desperate enough to take his own life...?

He drove over the bridge that separated the toam the university,
and entered the sprawling campus. A lake, dottéd swans, formed
a pretty centrepiece to the various faculties,thrte were numerous
signs and name-plates, indicating the differentadepents. He
avoided the lane that would have led him more tyet the
administration building. He had no wish to pass gpet where his
son had died. It was hard enough, coming back hdes.had
originally intended never to set foot on this casypgain.

For the first time since he left London that momjime allowed
himself to think about Elizabeth Ryan—rdaley.In all of this she
was the one sane thing he had to hang on to. He khe didn't feel
that way. He knew she would rather he stayed theteof her life.

But, dammit, she owed him an explanation, and oag av another
he was determined to get it.

Not that she was the reason he had made this puheeassured
himself. Her departure from London might have cdaubim
unawares, but he would have had to come here anyiaystill
needed to talk to his daughter- in-law. Really talkher, that was.
And convince her that she owed the family somethibgen if she
didn't intend to pursue the association.



He saw a sign indicating the English building aaghinst his will, his
nerves tightened. Was that wheteworked? he wondered, fighting
the urge to go and find her. Miss Elizabeth Halkg, thought
disparagingly. English graduate, English lectugmglish tutor. And
what else? English hustler? English harlot? Englidtore? No!
Whatever else she might be, she was not promiscWdusn he'd had
sex with her, she'd been a virgin. So what had Isten doing,
seducing him, when it was obvious she'd have natafpe of
admirers here?

At first, he'd been suspicious. Even when he'dodier=d that she'd
covered her tracks so completely, he'd been sare tiad to be more
to it. He'd waited for her to contact him. Checles@ry message on
his answer- phone; examined every letter. But tene, his own lack
of success in tracing her, had forced him to actegt she didn't
intend to get in touch with him again. That was vaaging her at
Tony's funeral had been so astounding. Why siree hle hadn't been
able to get her out of his mind.

But first, Linda, he reminded himself, driving pésé turn-off to the
English department, and continuing on to the adstration block.
Her determination not to take anything from theifgimad increased
his respect for her, and, almost against his hdlfelt some sympathy
for her. But she was Tony's widow—nhis widow! — aad,such, she
had some responsibilities. Not least, the neetddavsis grandfather
some respect, by travelling to Greece to meet him..

Beth was in her office, trying to concentrate oa tile of English
papers in front of her, when one of the secretgmigsier head round
the door.

‘You've got a visitor, Beth. Is it convenient?'



Beth's mouth went dry. 'Oh?' she managed casusMiyo is it?'
Though she was sure she already knew.

'‘He says he's Tony Thiarchos's father,’ the younghawn replied,
edging into the room, and pressing the door alwiosed behind her.
Then, in a whisper, 'My God! Have you seen him?ddesn't look
old enough to have had a son Tony's age. Thougbst admit he
looks a bit haggard. Still, that's understandaidae;t it? In the
circumstances.'

'‘Just show him in, Heather.' Beth was relievedinol fher voice
sounded almost normal. 'l—er—I was expecting him.'

'You were?'

Heather looked intrigued now, and, realising she wadanger of
starting rumours she would rather not have to déhl Beth quickly
explained. 'He's come to talk about Linda," she, gaishing back her
chair and getting rather stiffly to her feet. 'Ohrdalo you think you
could bring us some tea?'

Heather looked rather less enthusiastic aboutréusest, but her
curiosity evidently got the better of her. 'Tearasups, or on a tray?'
she enquired, opening the door again. Then, raisieg hand
defensively, 'All right. On a tray.' She glancedibd her. 'You can
go in, Mr Thiarchos. Miss Haley will see you now.'

He was wearing casual clothes: a dark blue polaot,shind
close-fitting dark blue chinos. It was the firshé she had seen himin
casual clothes since the night of the party. Atftimeral, and later, at
Mrs Adams's house, he had been wearing a suitsdime suit, if she
remembered correctly. Dark, and severe, and vefgrent from
what he was wearing now. It brought back a floodr@mories,
unwelcome memories, that she was trying to folgemories of him
tearing off his shirt and jeans, and exposing & muscled body.



Memories of him coming down on the bed beside &ed, of the hot,
hard length of him inside her...

She bent her head for a moment, struggling to obher wayward

senses. This wouldn't do, she told herself. Howdshe help Linda,
or herself, if she allowed his appearance to uipsgt He was only a
man, for heaven's sake. And she had been dealihgmen all her

adult life. Successfully, too, until this moment-€elinding that

traumatic night in London.

Lifting her head, she forced her features into &atganask. '‘Mr
Thiarchos,' she said, gesturing towards the chahieaother side of
the desk. 'Won't you sit down?'

Much to her relief he did, crossing one ankle olkisr knee, and
resting one hand on the junction. His other hantjhaosely over the
arm of the chair, and, were it not for the hosgjliéter of his eyes,
she'd have thought he was perfectly relaxed.

But he said nothing, and, realising he was leaitibg her to choose
the direction their conversation was to take, giygegd the desk and
lowered herself into her seat.

'You've come to talk about Linda, of course," shnd,sstriving for an

informal detachment, and one dark brow lifted. Heswery dark, she
thought unwillingly. Would her baby be as dark aswas, when it
was born?

'Have 17?'

His response was not what she had expected, andvaiowed.
‘Well—haven't you?' she ventured. 'l understood khd left a
message for you at Reception.’



Alex's eyes were disturbingly intent. 'My daughtertaw did leave a
message to the effect that you wanted to see mepiiceded. 'You
say it's to talk about Linda. | say we have othatters to discuss.'

'‘What—other matters?' Beth's throat felt unbearally 'l doubt
anything's more important than how Linda feeliatrhoment. She's
a very mixed-up young woman, Mr Thiarchos, and--'

‘Alex," he interrupted her abruptly, and she halfdeling he hadn't
listened to a word she was saying. 'The name's,'Atexrepeated,
regarding her with cold dis- passion. 'lt's aditthte for you to start
calling me Mr Thiarchos, isn't itkiz?"

‘Beth,' she corrected him hurriedly. 'I'm callediBd'd rather you
used that name, if you insist on the informalityit Bl call you Mr
Thirachos, if you don't mind? It wouldn't be wise @is to be seen to
be—to be—too familiar.’

‘As in lovers?' he suggested scornfully, and hesaped anxiously to
the door. Heather could come back with the teagtiane, and she
dreaded to think of the gossip, if the secretargukh overhear
something like that.

'‘We—we were not lovers,' she declared, in a hedifundertone.
‘And I'd be grateful if you wouldn't make such @ggeous statements
here! I've agreed to talk to you on Linda's beHalt,that's all. Now,
can we stick to the real reason you've come hatktrg to sort things
out for her sake?'

'You condescending bitch!" Alex's expression haddéred
ominously, and Beth knew the first real taste afrféWhat if | tell
you | don't give a damn about how Linda feels? Blysdead! | have
to deal with that. I'm only here becauseaf relationship.'



Beth quivered. 'We—don't have a relationship,'iabisted steadily,
though his harsh words had robbed her of all sthengVr

Thiarchos—please; | don't want this to go any ferthf—if your son
was still alive, we'd never have seen one anot&na

'Yes, you made damn sure of that, didn't you?'nzeled, and any
hope she had had of keeping this conversation wieiit out the
window. She should not have let Linda persuaddedspeak to him,
she thought weakly. She should have rememberedangwy he had
been after the funeral.

‘Tea up,' carolled Heather, sailing into the roortheut knocking,

and watching her, as she put the tray on the dietk, tried to gauge
if she had heard anything she shouldn't. But wioaldc she have
heard? she reflected bitterly, managing a tightesofi thanks. Only
that Alex Thiarchos was angry, and she must thirdt that was
understandable, in the circumstances.

'‘Can | get you anything else?'

Heather seemed disposed to linger now, her eyéisgesn Beth's
visitor with evident admiration. To his credit, Al& hiarchos did
nothing to encourage her interest, other than gieefy to his feet at
her entrance. A courtesy that Heather approvegudging by the
warm smile she cast in his direction. But Beth feltsurge of
resentment towards both of them, and her tone aaeybcivil when
she made a curt disclaimer.

1l go, then,” said Heather, her expression ming her
disappointment as she flounced towards the ddoyotl need any
more hot water, you'll have to get it yourself, lBdim leaving in five
minutes. I've got a dental appointment.’

Her flare of spite was almost a relief to Bethlaeting, as it did, her
curiosity about the visitor. Beth felt sure, if dned heard something



untoward, she would have used it. In some waysthéeavas very
transparent.

The door closed behind her with a decided bang, iandther
circumstances Beth would have shared her amusemtntAlex.
But there was nothing amusing about the presemtgin, and she
didn't think his decision not to resume his seaamh¢hat the worst
was over.

Trying to concentrate on the tray she had drawratdw her, Beth
endeavoured not to feel threatened when Alex wakedss the
room to the window. The fact that the long windowsre partly
behind her desk was only incidental, she told herBet her hand
trembled anyway as she attempted to pour the tea.

'‘M-milk and sugar?' she enquired, annoyed to Heatremor in her
voice, and Alex half turned, his hands thrust imtrouser pockets.

‘Neither," he said shortly, and at her startleck|dlbdon't want any

tea.' Then, less aggressively, 'For God's sakda, Béty did you do
it?'

She didn't insult him by pretending not to underdtavhat he was
talking about, but it was difficult to find a comging answer all the
same. 'lt was a—a spur-of- the-moment thing," siieg svhich wasn't
totally untrue.

'l didn't know how it would turn out, did I? It—itas just one of those
things.'

‘No.'

His denial was flat, and uncompromising, and tedierself time to
think she pretended not to understand. 'Yes, it'whe said quickly.
‘These things—happen. I'm sure it's not the fins¢ a—a woman's--'



'‘Made a pass? Seduced me?' he supplied, wherainieeabvious she
didn't know how to go on. '‘Well, believe it or nibtyas the first time
a woman's come on to me so—expressively. You wete Beth.
Believe me, | remember. What doesn't make any ssndey you did
it. Were you really so desperate to lose your waitg?'

'Stop it!" Beth couldn't bear for him to talk abavitat had happened
so unemotionally, so clinically. 'All right. So iddbehave badly. It
must have been the drinks I'd had. | hardly evechaalcohol--'

'‘No." His denial was just as inflexible as befoamd her heart
hammered painfully against her ribs. 'If anyondeset] the effects of
alcohol it was me, not you. And it wasn't an acotd®eth. It was
planned. Down to the finest detalil.’

Beth had been about to lift her cup to her lipg,rmw she pushed it
violently away. She was trembling so much, she svaie she'd spill

at least half of it over herself, and she musat'him see how upset
she was.

'‘Well?' he prompted at last, removing his handshfnis pockets, and
coming to rest them squarely on her desk. 'Donltthonk | deserve
an explanation? Or do you think you have the rightiolate a man's
body at will?'

‘Vi—violate?' Beth lifted her head to look at hintredulously. That
he should used that worlderword. 'l didn't violate you!

'Didn't you?' His eyes were dark and unfathomatvie pools of
sable opacity. 'Well, what would you call druggaaghan with strong
spirits, and then taking advantage of his weaknkssPdone that to
you, Beth, what would you have called it then?'

Beth dragged her eyes away from his, and lookechdawer hands,
torturously clasped on the desk in front of hehafls different.’



'How is it different?"

*You know it is." Her voice almost broke, and she ko steel herself
to go on. 'Look—all right. I'm sorry. Maybe | shdult have let it
happen. But it did. It's over. There's nothingn da about it.’

'Yes, there is, dammit,” he swore angrily. "You tahme what the
hell you did it for. Did someone bribe you? Did ssone force you to
do it? Is someone else behind this?'

Beth's breath escaped on a sob. 'Hardly.'

'‘What do you mean, hardly? Either they are or tamn't." Alex
grasped her chin with his hard fingers and forcedth look up at
him. 'Answer me, dammit! It's not as crazy as yook.'

'Itis crazy!" she exclaimed, pushing his hand awayd don't do that.
Don't touch me. | don't have to tell you anything.'

'Oh, yes, you do." Alex's mouth was a grim linenl8ds you want me
to make things very difficult for you around hersuggest you think
again.'

Beth held up her head. 'You can't threaten me.’
‘Can't I?'

'‘No." And then, as he still looked sceptical, shietinued, 'I'm leaving
at the end of this term. | shan't be returninguteeétn Cross after the
summer holidays.'

Alex's eyes narrowed. 'Where are you going then?'

Beth" gasped. 'Do you think I'd tell you?' And thaa the realisation
that he couldn't hurt her washed over her, shedadifty plans are
not for publication. Now, shall we begin again?'



‘All right." Alex straightened. "You want to talkaut Linda, we'll talk
about Linda. Go ahead.’

His sudden capitulation should have reassuredhbeéit didn't. It had
been too quick, too easy. And there was somethbogitahis eyes,
about his expression, that left her with the undagjing that the
worst wasn't over yet.

But, 'Won't you sit down again?' she invited, feglifar too
intimidated with him looming over her. 'Perhaps Ytlazhange your
mind about the tea. It's still hot.’

Alex's expression didn't change, but he walked ddhe desk again,
and sat down. 'No tea,' he declared, resumingresqus position.
‘Don't you have any Chivas Regal hidden in youboapd?'

Beth felt the heat invade her throat and was dladbtouse she was
wearing had a high neck. But he wasn't going toatisert her again,
she thought determinedly. Even if his deliberateckeoy left her
feeling raw.

‘About Linda," she said, running her fingers aldhg sides of the
papers she had been reading, and shuffling themaimteater pile,
'she says you want her to meet Tony's grandfather.’

The fleeting glance she cast in his direction cadigh momentary

spasm of pain that crossed his dark face at hetsybut his response
was as cool and unemotional as before. 'My fatyes,’ he said. 'He
lives on the coast, just south of Athens.’

‘Yes.' Beth moistened her lips, desperately wishimg were over.
When she had conceived the—some might say crazyiemab get
pregnant, she had never envisaged a situatiothlikeShe had never
expected to see the man again, much less findlhleesgng to justify
someone else's actions to hifks well as her ownshe conceded



silently, wishing she could be as dispassionateeasas. 'Well, that's
the problem. Linda doesn't feel she can go to @&regbt now.'

'Doesn't she?"

His response was hardly what she had expecteghluwas learning
not to take what he said at face value.

She had the uncomfortable feeling he was just ptawith her at the
moment, and for all her brave defiance she stitl dpprehensive.
And, when he made no attempt to elaborate, sheliityed to try
and explain Linda's feelings. 'l think—I think shgot a lot on her
mind at the moment,' she offered. 'l mean, aswl@ fverything else,
there's her exams.'

'She doesn't have to take them.'

Alex's response was flat and unemotional, but Bidin't miss the
resolution behind it. He wasn't questioning hegpment. He wasn't
even denying Linda's state of mind. But he expedtsdwill to
prevail in the end.

Drawing a breath, she set the papers she had lgetiig with
aside, and as she did so her gaze settled on phef tea, congealing
on the tray. It had obviously gone cold. There a&n a little slick of
grease across its surface, as if the milk Heathdrgiven her hadn't
been entirely fresh. It certainly didn't look draike. In fact, it looked
quite disgusting. And as the perspiration beadedesrforehead she
felt the familiar queasiness in her stomach.

Oh, not now, she thought sickly, pushing the trsige and trying to
get her mind back on track. She couldn't be siak. ot with Alex

Thiarchos watching her so closely. After all, hesveafather—how
many times over, she had no idea. He could, coabsiyvrecognise



the symptoms. What would she do if he guessed wiaatwrong
with her?

‘Are you all right?'

His question caught her unawares, and she grigpe@dge of her
desk with both hands. The carved indentationsewvtbod dug into
her fingers, and she prayed the pain she was datég inflicting on
herself would make the nausea go away.

'I'm—fine,' she managed, after a moment, though dshéted he
believed her. 'Um—what do you mean, Linda doesveho take her
exams? She does if she wants to get her degree.'

Alex looked as if he would have preferred to purbige previous
question, but he let her get away with it.

'She can take the exams next year, if it's so itaporto her,’ he
responded dismissively. '‘But she is my son's widdiss Haley.' His
lips twisted. 'As such, she will have no need topsut herself.'

Beth felt the sickness receding, and relaxed hedsa little. 'I'm sure
you know that Linda wants nothing from you--' stegén, but he
didn't let her finish.

‘Unfortunately, she does not have a choice," htadet harshly, his
eyes no less intent. 'My mother chose to make Tamheir. As his
widow, Linda will receive the income from the trusdte left to his
children.'

Beth was stunned. 'Does—does Linda know this?'

Alex shrugged. 'l tried to tell her in London. Sheuldn't listen. |
suggest you make it clear to her. It's not goingdaway.'

Beth shook her head. 'l didn't know.'



'‘No. | guessed not." Alex uncrossed his legs, ardecto his feet
again in a lithe easy motion. 'So—I suggest weogebf here, and go
some place where we can talk about it. It's obviausre not feeling
well, and | think we could both use some fresH air.

Beth gazed up at him, aghast. 'l—I can't do that.’

‘You can, if you want me to go easy on my new déargin-law.'
Beth caught her breath. '‘But—that's blackmail!'

Alex looked down at her. 'Want to call me on it?'

Beth looked away. 'No.'

‘That's what | thought." Alex came round the deskd put his hand
beneath her elbow to assist her to her feet. 'Cameou can show
me where you really live. And | don't mean thatgleapartment in
London that you rented in an assumed name.'



CHAPTER FIVE

BETH didn't want to take Alex to her house, but she'dickally have

a choice. Short of causing the kind of scene shst manted to avoid,
she was obliged to do as he had suggested. Buliciie know what

he wanted with her; why he couldn't just leave walbugh alone. He
knew who she was now. He knew where she workedndnaile she

lived. He knew everything about her. Everythingeptcoperhaps the
most important thing, she acknowledged tensely.d#gair God, that
wasn't even on his agenda, so what did he want fiwmmow?

He agreed to follow her from the university, and slas aware of the
silver-grey Mercedes close behind her as she dirmme. She
thought of trying to give him the slip. Her pulsased at the idea. In
the maze of one-way streets around the small méoket, she was
sure she could get away from him. But what goodld/that do? she
asked herself wearily. He had only to park outsidehome. Sooner
or later, she was bound to come back.

It was late afternoon when they arrived at Albeztréice. The trees
across the square were casting long shadows a¥gatrement, and
already there were children playing on the grasso#éple of dogs
ran, barking noisily, past the car, as she gathieeetbelongings, and,
getting out, locked the door. Everything lookedmal, she thought
despairingly. Only she knew it wasn't.

Yet, as Alex parked his car behind hers, and slidrom behind the
wheel, her stomach clenched in sudden anticipatiire looked
down at her feet as she stepped up on to the kedvpid his all too
knowing eyes, but the awareness she felt in hisgmee just wouldn't
go away. Had she really seduced this man? she wexhde
disbelievingly. Had she really flirted with him, caiteased him, and
made him want her so much that he had been preparek
anything to have her? Had she really gone to béld kvm, and let
him do to her all the things she had hitherto cooed herself she



would never permit? How had she done it? How hadfebnd the
courage to achieve such a thing? And with a maAillex Thiarchos,
moreover; a man probably well-versed in the waysaien.

Only she hadn't known heas Alex Thiarchos at that time, she
reminded herself bitterly, as she inserted herikdner front door. He
had just been Alex Thorpe, a man older, but othswio different
from the other men at the party. He had been akm]onely, or so
she'd thought. She shook her head. Oh, Beth, stieccherself, how
more wrong could you be?

'Is this one of the university houses?' Alex askedshe took her key
out of the door, and stood aside for him to step the hall beside
her, and Beth gave him an indignant look.

'‘No,' she denied hotly, and it was not until hermeidedged her reply
with a wry grimace that she realised she shouldeHasen more
discreet. So, he knew she owned a house, she ednéelrself
impatiently. If she hadn't told him, someone elseild have.

'‘Mmm," he murmured, letting her close the door helmim. 'l like it.
Mid-Victorian, isn't it?'

‘Do Greeks know about things like that?' Beth tethrdeciding she
could afford to be a little less circumspect nowattthey were away
from the university buildings, and Alex gave hdetant look.

'‘Half-Greeks do,' he responded, without rancouy. rvbther was as
English as you are.’

‘How do you know | am English?' she countered, itepthe way

along the hall. She opened the door into the giHtoom. "Would you
wait in here, please?"Why do | have to wait?' tigkéd his hands
into the back pockets of his trousers and regatdedwith cool

appraising eyes. 'Where are you going?’



Beth felt the hot colour invade her neck again. (tWloyou
believe—the bathroom?' she enquired, with moreidente than she
was feeling, and Alex shrugged.

'If you say so.' He looked into the sitting-roonttwa critical eye.
‘This is very—formal. Do you mind if | look arourid?

'Yes, | mind.' Beth gazed at him frustratedly, #meh flinched back
in alarm when his hand came to loop an errant dtodrinair behind
her ear.

‘Then don't,;’ he advised her smoothly, and sheewtas she had
before how big he was. Or perhaps it was the nacawiines of her
hall. Either way, his nearness was becoming inargbs

intimidating.

‘You can't do this,' she protested, and his hangpid carelessly to
his side.

'l don't think you're in any position to tell me &tH can or can't do,'
he informed her pleasantly. 'Don't worry. | wontty pnto your
personal effects.’

Beth was breathing quickly, but short of attackimgn with her fists
there was little she could do. She supposed Pamdoséhave felt a
little as she did, after she had opened the fodrdibx. But heavens,
who could have anticipated this would happen? Ahg,when she
resented him so much, did she feel so weak evewy hie touched
her?

And, as going to the bathroom had become suchcadrg option
since she'd discovered she was pregnant, Betht didwé time to
stand and debate the subject. Besides, what ceufshdh? This was
her home. Not her doctor's office.



Brushing past him, she started up the stairs, &hdugh he turned
his head to watch her she determinedly ignored kie\d soon get
tired of baiting her, if she didn't give him anytisgaction. It was her
frustration that amused him; the feeling that hd har where he
wanted her.

In the bathroom, she bathed her face and washethdrets. She
thought of changing into more casual clothes: jefmmsnstance, and
an oversized T-shirt, but she dismissed the iddzeasy unwise. In
her regular working attire of dark suit and whiteuse, she felt
protected. A futile presumption, perhaps, but thi one she could
count on.

She did kick off her shoes, however. That was sbimgtshe always
did, as soon as she got home. It was only as sheyuiag down the
stairs again that she regretted the impulse. Fa&liex Thiarchos in
her stockinged feet would only add to his advantage

Still, it was too late now, and besides, as shé&eehhlong the hall
and into the kitchen, she was soon more concerrithdwondering

where her unwelcome guest could be. A glance iath the sitting-

and dining- rooms had assured her he wasn't thackthe kitchen
was empty, too. He surely couldn't have left withloer knowing it,

could he? she wondered, aware of a curious mixdtiexpectation

and regret. Though why she should feel any traceisshay at his
departure she couldn't imagine. The man was troaile she knew
it. Didn't she?

She was trying, not very successfully, to comeetons with the
complexity of her reaction when a cool draughtiofanned her face.
The back door was open, she saw, and suddenlypianation for
Alex's apparent disappearance became clear. He'thgaime. He
hadn't taken pity on her, or decided he had toratkriter long
enough. He had just stepped outside, that wag#dl.the enclosed
rear garden.



She went to the door and then, remembering she'tweasaring any
shoes, she back-tracked to the window. And shengavat once. He
had found the gazebo, which had been in such asthte of repair
when Beth bought the house, and which she haddsidred to its
earlier beauty. He was standing in the doorway, loered raised to
support himself against the rose-covered trellsvabhis head, and
her heart slammed into her ribs at the feelingetief it gave her.
Dear God, perhaps she shouldn't be asking herbelf me wanted of
her. Perhaps she should reverse that to what shieavaf him.

It had to be nothing, of course, she told hersetparagingly,
disgusted at the direction her thoughts were takingt because she
was pregnant, and because of that inclined to bre emotional than
usual, she was letting her hormones run away vathréason. It was
nothing to do with the fact that he looked tired tlmat there was a
curiously defeated expression on his face. Thislbessh a difficult
time for him. It would have been a difficult timerfanybody. She
mustn't start feeling sorry for him. She mustradttsgettinginvolved.

But still she lingered, watching him with drawnxaus eyes. It was
only natural that she should want to comfort hihe assured herself
impatiently. In heaven's name, his son was deadany other
circumstances, she wouldn't have hesitated to offen her
sympathy.

And then he saw her in the window. She knew the emdrne realised
he was being observed by the way his body reaklisdair of weary

introspection disappeared, and he came down thps $tem the

gazebo, and across the lawn, with deliberate imenHe moved

easily, his long legs covering the distance witbase athletic pace.
Long, powerful legs, she noticed, almost inconsatiaky, and then

hurriedly reached for the kettle as he came thrdhgldoor.

‘Would you like some tea?"



She was concentrating on filling the kettle, and slasn't aware of
him moving behind her until his hands gripped harstv 'I'd rather

try something stronger,' he murmured huskily, adips brushed her
cheek, and the kettle crashed into the sink asvbimbed away from

him.

'‘Don't do that!" she gasped, all thought of conmigrhim shattered by
the simple panic his touch engendered. And thealisreg her
reaction had been far too extreme, she added, "yourstartled me!

'‘Didn't I, though?' Alex regarded her between naealids. 'And if |
hadn't? Startled you, | mean. You wouldn't havecigd?'

‘No—I—well, yes." Beth's tongue stumbled over therds. 'Oh,
please—this is getting us nowhere. Can't we condiueselves to
finding a solution to Linda's problems? What—whatppened
between us isn't relevant here.’

"You think not?"

His dark eyes mocked her, and when he lifted hngllha massage the
muscles at the back of his neck she started urallaiily. For a
moment, she thought he was going to touch her agathshe wasn't
totally convinced she could handle him in this mood

'I—I think you should listen to what Linda told rhehe insisted,
trying not to notice that his forearm was lean andscular, or that the
colour of his hair was repeated in the fine hdieg tlarkened his skin.
'For instance, did you know that—that Tony had tattkeigs? Or that
he'd borrowed money to finance his habit?"

At last she had his undivided attentifhat?"

His disbelief was not feigned, and, realising shdrit gone about
this in a very tactful way, she gestured towardsttall behind her.



'‘Why—why don't we go and sit down and talk abo® ghe
suggested, licking her dry lips. 'Linda--'

‘It's a lie!"

His harsh denunciation broke into her attempt feesadhe blow, and
this time, when his hands grasped her shouldegse twas no way
she could escape from his hold. His fingers dug her shoulders,
the silky fabric of her blouse offering little peation, and his breath
fanned her face, moist, and hot, and bitter.

'It—it is true,’ she stammered, aware of so manggt in that
moment. Not least, the errant weakness she hadncagainst him, to
feel his strength and feed from it, instead of tséng in his grasp.

‘Linda told you this?'
'Yes.'

Beth's neck was aching from the effort of holdirgdelf aloof, and
she couldn't help wondering if Linda had wantedtbéalk to him for
just this reason. She must have known what Toayteef's reaction
would be. She must have guessed he wouldn't takevifaout proof.

Alex's expression was grim. 'l don't believe i, 'daid again, but there
was less conviction in his denial now. 'Hell—he Vabliave told me!
I'm his father, for God's sake!'

'I'm sorry.’

There was nothing else she could say, and the siyphe had felt
for him earlier flooded back at this obvious combas Maybe she
shouldn't have told him, she thought. There wadke Iie could do
about it now. But surely he deserved to know th#htrit might even
help to alleviate his pain.



‘What else did she tell you?'

He was shaking her gently now, not letting hertad,reminding her,
if any reminder was needed, that he was still im@and. His tone
was calmer, though, less aggressive, and she fwarséhe knot of
hair, exposed by the open collar of his shirt.

'She said—she said Tony—didn't get on with his dfaiher," she
admitted at last, modifying exactly what Linda tsadd. 'l think—I
think she feels there- there might have been somesspre on him
to—to do well in his exams.’

Alex's mouth hardened. 'From whom?"'
Beth bit her lip. 'I'm not sure.'
'Did she say my father had been in contact withyPon

'‘Maybe.' Beth was loath to place blame when she'tdktow all the
facts. 'In any case, it happened some time ago.dfig taking, |
mean. According to Linda, Tony had kicked the habfore—before
they got together.’

'Hmm.'

Alex appeared to be considering what she had tohd &and to her
relief his gaze drifted away from her taut facet Bar momentary
sense of reprieve was tempered when his eyes dippea. It was
impossible to hide the shocked arousal of her badg,even though
she was wearing a bra her beaded nipples werelycleible,
pressing against her blouse. Relax, she chidecelhekde's not
thinking about you. He's thinking about his son.t Bwer body
wouldn't obey her commands, and she guessed hawaas of it.



‘Tell me about her,' he said suddenly, and his wovdre in such
counterpoint to her fears that she could only shhirem.

'About who?'

'Linda, of course,’ he said patiently, watching tiiambs trace a
sensuous path against her shoulder. 'What do yoki ofi her? What
kind of a person is she?'

Beth caught her breath. "You've met her.’

'I've met many of Tony's friends." Alex grimacdgkelieve it or not,
my son was not a stranger to me. We— had our dififegs, I'll admit.
But what father can say he hasn't had differencds ks son? |
thought he was happy. | thought he was content wgHife here in
England. You can have no conception of how | félew | heard that
Tony was dead.'

Beth thought perhaps she could. She rememberedshevinad felt
when her sister died, but that was many yearsagbnot something
she wanted to remember. She had to stop findingced®ns

between his life and hers. As soon as this was, eerwould never
see him again.

'‘And that's why | need to know more about the wonvao was my
son's wife," Alex continued evenly. 'She won'tnhet near her. | don't
even know where they were married, or if there mide
repercussions from the liaison I'm not even awéte o

'‘Repercussions?'

‘A child,’ said Alex harshly, his disturbing eyesurning to her parted
lips. 'My daughter-in-law may be pregnant. Andfisklas it might
seem, | should not want my grandchild being broughivithout my
knowledge!'



Beth's breath escaped on a sigh. 'She's not,aghe\wsiftly.
Alex's brows compressed. "You asked her?'

'Yes." Beth swallowed. 'l realise it's none of mysiness, but |
wondered if—if that was why--'

‘She didn't want to see me?"'
Beth hesitated. '"Well—yes."

A spasm of pain crossed his face then and, with wtemed
exclamation, he let go of her and turned away: t8osaid bitterly,
'it's finished. | have no son and no prospectiangson.' He cast a
mocking glance over his shoulder. 'You see a mémourt heirs, Miss
Haley. An unforgivable sin in my father's eyes.'

Beth tried to regulate her breathing. "You could-armp again.'
His lips twisted. 'l think not."'
‘Why not?'

He shrugged. 'Because | do not appear to be verg gbsustaining
relationships,' he replied bleakly. 'My wife lefenfor another man;
my son is dead—who knows how, or why?—my daughtdaiv
won't even speak to me, and you...' he pausgadu.did your best to
ensure I'd never find you again.'

Beth shook her head. 'Why should you want to find?mshe
protested, and he swung about to face her.

'‘Why not?' he demanded, flinging her own words letdker. 'Surely
you knew how | would feel when | discovered therapant was
empty. My God, are you completely without consceh®o you
know what that did to my ego?’



Beth tilted her head. 'That's what all this is &Boxour ego?’
His eyes darkened. "You know it's not.'

Beth faltered. His words, and the disturbing intignef his gaze,
were causing all manner of warning bells to goiside her head.
Keep calm, she told herself, he's only playing withu. But the
memories she had kept at bay were sweeping into nhiad.

Memories of heat, and warmth, and passion; of shgdoodies
locked and merging, of feverish words, and slidk s&nd the moist,
pulsing power of his possession ...

She tried to escape it. She tried to speak coabyng a slightly
sardonic tone to disguise her inner torment. 'l-a#'tbelieve you
found the experience so—so unforgettable," shepgdiphoping to
incite his defiance. But Alex's response was tegtaer upper arm,
and this time when he held her there was fire sntdwich.

'‘Don't make fun of me, Beth," he warned, and ferftrst time since
that night at the flat she feared the consequerfdesr actions. ‘| may
not have been the dream lover of your fantasies;omtinued, 'but it
was good between us. More than good, damn yowllfgour crazy
games!'

‘My games!'

Beth could hardly get the words out, and he usedln@cked reaction
to turn her into his arms. 'Well, what would youl dchem?' he
demanded huskily, grasping her wrists and takimgnttbehind her
back. He thrust his face close to hers. 'What eisald drive an
apparently sober-minded academic to act like apchea#?’

Beth gasped. 'lIt wasn't like that!" she exclaimtbdugh she could
quite see why he would think it was. But at thatnmaot she was
more concerned with extricating herself from heregant



predicament than finding excuses for his accusati@on't do this,'
she begged, as his hot breath fanned her ear., 'Slek this rather
childish? Let me go, please!'

‘That's not what you said that night," he tauntzking the lobe of her
ear between his teeth. He bit down, hard, causiitteawhimper of
protestation to pass her lips. 'As | remember, wete desperate for
my body. Desperate for me to touch you..." He nmeddtis actions to
his words, using his hold on her wrists to urge been closer.
'‘Desperate for me to kiss you..." His lips slidngohe resisting line of
her jaw, reaching their objective when she couldmtit her head any
further. 'Desperate for me to—what shall we c&i-ove you?' His
mouth brushed her lips. 'Oh, yes, you were despéathat all right.
But let's call it by it's proper name, shall we?"

‘You're disgusting!" she cried, the word he whisgdem her ear
causing her to fight against his grasp. Despetate to prevent him
from discovering exactly how vulnerable she wawads hard enough
to parry his insults, when she could use the aityhoirher position at
the university as a defence. It would be impossibkhe betrayed
herself here.

But, hampered as she was by his possession of t&iswand the
proximity of his body, there was little she coulol when his mouth
slanted across hers. And, for a dizzying momerd,dtin't want to
deny him. His lips were hard, but not brutal, leisgue stroking along
her teeth, causing her lips to part. Her jaw sagged weakness had
her leaning into him, arching against him, seekimgrolong the
moist melding of their mouths. For a brief spe#ly Benses spun out
of her control, and he made a hoarse sound thabaraelation, half-
defeat.

It was that, as much as anything, that broughilanghawareness of
what she was doing. No, not what she was doingt wha was



allowing to happen, she corrected herself fiercéhe couldn't blame
herself for his behaviour. He was controlling titeation, not her.

'‘Let me go!’

With a supreme effort she fought free of him bt élase with which
she escaped his grasp surprised her. One momertiadheoeen
possessing her wrists, urging her against histiady, making her
aware of his own arousal, and the next she waslisiginswaying,
almost lost without his support.

Alex, meanwhile, was watching her with a vaguelyntemptuous
expression. It was obvious he knew exactly howsaefeeling. She
hadn't fooled him with her futile protestations. Had felt her
weakness, but for some reason best known to hirheeliad not
chosen to take advantage of it. She had the urgrieasspicion she
was going to find out why.

'I—think you said something about tea,' he remarkaddenly, and
Beth felt her charged emotions spin into confusidimat now? she
wondered unsteadily. How could he think about t®hen only
moments before...?

But that kind of thinking would get her nowhere. Wa the worst
was over, she thought, discovering a button on bleuse was
undone, and hurriedly restoring it to its propeacgl as she moved
towards the sink. She had done what she had prdrios#o: she had
told him about Tony, and endeavoured to explairdais reasons for
avoiding a confrontation. Whether or not he unasdther position,
whether he evebelievedher, was not her problem. What she had
do now was behave as normally as possible; antigebut of her
house, before she made some irreparable mistake...

The kettle was lying on its side in the sink whene had dropped it,
and she rescued it with trembling fingers, anedillt from the tap.



Then, realising that it was foolish actually fit the kettle, when
every minute it took to boil would only prolong hegrvousness, she
half emptied it again, before attaching it to thegp

'l wouldn't have thought Greeks drank tea,' shéwred, in an effort
to restore some normality to the situation, andh tstarted, when he
pulled out a chair from the small pine table, whedre ate most of her
meals, and, straddling it, sat down.

'Half-Greeks do,' he responded, reminding her agan that his
ancestry was mixed. 'Besides,' he continued, 'yoawk almost
nothing about my likes and dislikes. Ironic, isiit We've slept
together, but we haven't exchanged much small talk.

Beth fumbled the tea caddy out of the cupboardy saVing it from
spilling into the sink, too, with an effort. 'Pedsathat's because you
can't talk about anything else but what happened thght in
London," she retorted unguardedly. Then, with someatience at
her own recklessness, she added, 'lt's been ayldagl hasn't it?
British summers seem to be getting better and hiette

‘Do they?' His response was coolly mocking. 'Welheek summers
are good, too. And, dare | say it, more reliable?cMlike Greeks
themselves. More honest, anyway.'

Beth turned on him then. 'There you go again,' estetaimed, the
tautness of her nerves giving her a spurious ceurige apologised
for what | did. What more do you want me to sag?dorry if | hurt

your pride. | didn't know it would be you.'

Alex's eyes narrowed, fixing her with a dark conlipglgaze. 'You
didn't knowwhat would be me?' he echoed, latching on to the o
inconsistency in her words, and Beth felt the haber flood her
cheeks.



'l mean—I didn't know who you were,' she mumbleghding over
the cups she was setting on a tray, and for a mbtheronly sound
was the water heating in the kettle.

‘All right." When she had convinced herself he naste guessed her
objective, Alex spoke again. 'All right,” he saigam, 'you didn't
know who | was. Leaving aside the obvious commieat you were
taking an appalling risk, I'm willing to make a gam with you.'

‘A bargain?' Beth looked up, but her throat was dry

'Yes, a bargain,' said Alex smoothly, his long &rgtracing the grain
of the chair. '"You persuade Linda to accompany en&thens, and
when the trip is over | won't bother you any more."'

Beth blinked. 'But she won't go! I've told you--'

‘She will, if you tell her you'll go with her," Ateinterrupted her
evenly, pressing down on the back of the chairgeiting to his feet.
'You can forget the tea. I've decided I'm not tyiedter all. I'll leave

you to think about it. Don't come to any hasty decis. | can be a
real nuisance, believe me!'



CHAPTER SIX

EAsT of Athens, beyond the sprawling suburbs of theidigp
expanding city, the foothills of Mount Hymettus wedotted with

Byzantine shrines. Beth knew they were Byzantinésh, because
she had read the guide book she had bought witictesit avidity,

devouring its pages nightly, in an effort to dudirlmind. She knew
that there was a monastery at Kaisariani, and iaggghaded by a
huge plane tree. It was said that the spring hathinepowers of
fertility, and even today superstitious women catoedrink its

waters.

She could have bored Linda silly with all the usslaformation she
had absorbed about Greece. Information about fisaid industry;

about cultivating vines, and growing olives, andedag to its

ever-growing tourist population. She had done lest ko stifle any
natural curiosity she had had, and filled her he&t the prosaic
facts of Greece's economy. It was only now, as thieye up a bare
winding slope towards another white-walled mongstérat she had
to acknowledge she had absorbed other things dsNetlleast the
awareness that the scent drifting through the epadow was from

the thyme that grew in such profusion on the hidsiand that the
flowering shrubs were interspersed with pink andivesanemones in
the springtime. She could almost see the delicataly spreading
themselves so proudly, before the blazing heat sbimmer sun
burned their sweetness away. But even the browaeth @ad its

magic, and the vista that spread before them, vihey reached a
bare plateau, was impossible to ignore.

The Aegean was spread out ahead of them, bluelanodtsorittle in
the clear afternoon light. The brilliance of thghli here was
legendary, imbuing everything with its radiancetiBead the feeling
she could see into infinity, as if that was theuattcurvature of
civilisation on the far horizon.



But then, she had had similar feelings of awe wiheir flight from

London had circled over Athens, and she had hafirseglimpse of
the Acropolis. From the air, the ancient templeAtiiena looked
wonderfully impressive—more impressive than it didthe ground,
Justine had informed her spitefully, in one of are bursts of
confidence.

But then, Justine did not approve of Beth's tripGreece. She
considered the whole idea highly unsuitable. hkhiou're mad,' she
had declared, when she discovered what Beth hadtagltly agreed
to do. '"You hardly know this girl, or her in-lavend you're planning
on wasting part of your holiday in humouring heord, she doesn't
know when she's well off. The Thiarchoses couldehashed their
hands of her. Instead of which they're bending taekwards to be
courteous.'

Beth could have agreed. Indeed, she had triedalogghLinda's mind,
not least because of her own feelings. She didarit ¥o go to Greece.
She didn't want to spend any more time with Alexaf¢hos, or get to
know him better. She already knew him far bettantivas good for
her..

But Linda had been adamant. Not even the news abony's

grandmother's legacy had persuaded her to do vitegt asked.
Increasingly, Beth had had the feeling that withioert participation
the younger woman would have refused to allow amynection

between herself and the Thiarchos family, whichgeeigthe question
of why she, Beth, had permitted herself to becamelved.

Of course, she had reasons to justify what shedwizg). Aside from
any threats Alex might have made, Constantine Thas was an old
man, and, whatever his sins, he must have lovedraisdson very
much. Surely Linda owed it to him at least to adcklsalge his
existence. Even if she was feeling bitter now, otfee shock of



Tony's death had ceased to be so painful she maghet refusing this
chance to get to know her husband's family.

Or so Beth had argued, consoling herself with #leebthat what she
was doing was right, if not entirely sensible.dalty had nothing to
do with her own unwilling involvement with Alex Tdwichos; nothing
to do with any latent sympathy she might feel fion,for the guilt she
was suffering by keeping the knowledge of her owndition to
herself. She was accompanying Linda as an impéygtander, that
was all—though only time would tell how impartidlescould be.

And, of course, Linda had eventually acquiescedepiing Beth's

offer to accompany her without question. It wag #se fact that she

had been there, when Tony was buried, had creabemd between

them. A bond Beth told herself she was eager talkyr@s soon as this
journey was over.

But for now, she was compelled to go through withwiarding off
Linda's words of gratitude with a rueful heartwlis hard to accept
her thanks for coming with her, when there was sechmmore
involved. Hard to view what she was doing rationallhen emotion
was tying her hands.

She pressed an unwary hand to the distinct swatl iarked her
midriff, and knew a moment's panic. Slowly, but edyr her

pregnancy was beginning to show, and she realisechad been a
little reckless in allowing Linda to stay and taker exams. But the
girl had been so desperate not to have to returonotiege the

following year, and Beth had had to agree that sbeded to
graduate, if she wanted to support herself.

To begin with, Beth had tried to tell her that ginebably need never
worry about supporting herself again, but Linda badn adamant.
She didn't want the Thiarchoses to support her;veeted to be



independent. And how could Beth ignore that, whiea sad had
much the same feelings when she left home?

Alex had not been pleased, of course. He hadnitrmed to Sullem
Cross, but Beth had received two rather hostilenphealls. If this
was some ploy she was using, he had warned, iftteleght by
delaying their departure he might change his msh@, was wrong.
She had precisely three weeks to deliver Linda tteeAs. Without
that affirmation, he could not answer for his atsio

Which meant, Beth knew, that news of her unseeralyalsiour in

London could reach the ears of officialdom, andilevbhe might try
to convince herself that she didn't care, that slas taking a
sabbatical, and his accusations couldn't hurt $tex,knew it wasn't
true. They could hurt her; they could hurt her demnof being
employed again. And, with a child to support, sbeldn't afford to

take the chance.

Of course, there were times, particularly in thdyeaorning, when

she felt sure he wouldn't do anything to hurt bat,those times were
few and far between. Besides, if she was compldtelyest, she
would have to admit that, Alex's threats apart,\8he curious to see
where her baby's father had been born and broygltier child was

going to know so little about its father. She owdd herself to learn

something of his background.

Any anger she had felt at his high-handed manimuaof her

immediate future had soon dissipated. She was dsmngething she
believed in—at least so far as Linda was concerAed, after she
got back to England, she need never see Alex ajageemed a
reasonable bargain. At any rate, it was the bestsls going to get.

But that didn't mean she had to enjoy it, she twddself, as the
chauffeur-driven limousine that had collected thdrom the
international airport in Athens began its ruggedogat towards the



coast. Nevertheless, she had to force herself ttask in her seat as
they skirted pine-clad promontories and vineyarndgh grapes
ripening in the sun. It was an effort not to regphtmthe sight of white
beaches and rocky coves, and villas gleaming wihiggrdens bright
with geraniums and other flowering plants. And gwdrere there
was the light, and the air, and an atmospherelfilleh the glories of
the past. Almost every hilltop had its temple arshrine, and Beth
could feel the magic of the place seeping intoldugres.

'It's so hot!" Linda said beside her, fanning hénagth a languid
hand, and Beth dragged her eyes away from the windaive her
companion a sympathetic smile.

'It is," she agreed, though in all honesty she wea®lling in the
unaccustomed warmth of the July day. 'Shall | askdriver to turn
up the air-conditioning?’

‘Can you?'

Linda gave her a wry look, and Beth made an aptiloggesture.
'‘Probably not,' she admitted, realising her smateof schoolgirl
Greek wouldn't get her very far. 'Well, it can't brich further.
Al—that is, Mr Thiarchos said Vouliari was only alidhirty miles
from Athens. Near enough for his father to comntotdis office,
apparently. We'll soon be there.’

‘And you think that makes me feel better?' Lindantered drily.
‘Beth, | don't want to get there. | just want tolmgme.'

'Oh, Linda!" Beth stared at the girl with worrieges. 'It won't be so
bad. Honestly. Tony's grandfather just wants totnyeel. That's
natural, isn't it? In the circumstances?"

‘To salve his conscience, you mean?'



'‘No.' Beth sighed. 'Linda, whatever Constantineafid¢hios did while
Tony was alive, he's paid for it, hasn't he? No-ene one could
have anticipated that Tony might—might--'

‘Kill himself?' Linda spoke almost dispassionaté{o. No one could
have anticipated that.'

Beth shook her head. 'That wasn't what | meantyandknow it. No

one knows how Tony died. So far as the coroner eeaserned, it
was an accident."Was it?' Linda was scepticalw'idan | be sure of
that?'

'‘Look," Beth attempted to reason with her, 'yogweto put the past
behind you.'

‘Why?"

'‘Why?' Beth stared at her. 'Because—because yai Nawu can't let
it control the rest of your life.'

But even as she said these words Beth wonderedghalified she

was to use them. She had let the past controifeeShe had let her
mother's betrayal and her father's bitternessherinto an emotional
cripple.

'‘We'll see,’ Linda muttered now, staring blanklyotigh the car
window, and with that Beth had to be content.

A few minutes later, they turned off the wide caastd and followed
a myrtle-strewn track fringed with evergreens. lbwwd down
towards the beach, and then veered upwards agaa s$onall
promontory. A vine- hung gateway gave access toragked drive,
which in turn circled a tumble of hydrangeas tochea wide
forecourt.



And then they saw the house. It was a sprawlinglsinstoreyed
dwelling, with wrap-around wings, which seemed taclese a
courtyard at the rear. Like the other villas thag lseen it was painted
white, with a tiled roof of dark red tiles, but tkethe resemblance
ended. Its impressive size, and the ornate ironvabrks windows,
signified that this was more than just another rodsd when two
men emerged from the back of the house to checthein arrival
Beth had a little indication of what being a Thlawe might mean.

'‘Oh’, God!'

She had been so intent on her own feelings, shéineity forgotten
Linda's, but now Beth looked at the girl's hordfidace with
determinedly cheerful eyes. 'Well, we're here,' r@mearked, rather
obviously. 'Isn't it a beautiful spot?’

And it was. Sliding out of the car, which the cHauf had opened for
her, Beth thought she had seldom, if ever, seeara beautiful one.
They were on a narrow plateau, with the blue watéithe Aegean
seemingly visible an all sides. A bay curved awasheir right, and

in the distance she could see the roofs and gamfemsmall fishing

village. Vouliari, she guessed, remembering thaixAlad mentioned
the nearness of the village. But closer at hantethes a shelving
hillside, with lawns and gardens, and a sun-kisese below, where
the water creamed and surged along the shoreline.

'‘Beautiful,’ Linda echoed unenthusiastically, clintbout of the car
behind her. '‘But so hot!" She shaded her eyes atched a pair of
seabirds, swooping and crying overhead. 'Do youwnkthihe

Thiarchoses own the village too?'

Beth glanced round, half apprehensively, but hgpmib one
appeared to have overheard them. 'Don't be cyrstal said, pushing
her hand through the girl's arm, and trying toyjadbme positive



response from her. 'Just think of this as a holididlybe over soon
enough.’

‘Will it?' Linda didn't sound as if she believed Heut she permitted
herself a brief glance at the house. 'lt is—niché admitted
unwillingly. 'Do you think Tony's father will be he to introduce
me?'

Beth succeeded in suppressing her own exclamatitimsaenquiry,
and managed a small smile. 'Oh—I shouldn't think slbe said,
realising this was something she hadn't given taomtonsideration
to. She had been so intent on persuading Lindeoriazck out of their
agreement, she hadn't thought of what she would Atex didn't
keep to his. But he wouldn't be here, she tolddieide had admitted
he lived and worked in London.

'Kiria?'

The unfamiliar form of address had both women tugno look at the
person who had used it. An elderly Greek womanss#@ almost
entirely in black, was standing on the forecowtdently waiting to

escort them into the house.

'Oh--" When Linda said nothing, only looked at theman with
anxious eyes, Beth stepped forward. 'Umi#ate anglika?'

'Ne, kiria, a little,’ the Greek woman nodded, and Linda tdrte
Beth in obvious panic.

‘She doesn't speak English?’
‘She does. A little, anyway.'

‘But she said—nay"'



'‘She saidne,' Beth amended. 'lt means y&3hi means no. Didn't
Tony tell you that?'

Linda shrugged. 'He may have done,' she mumblditt]eawildly.
'‘Oh, lord, Beth, what am | doing here? I'll neveaka myself
understood."'

'‘My father speaks excellent English,’ a low, ativeéc male voice
inserted, and Beth, who would have known that v@ogwhere,
swung round in alarm. Just as she had suspectex,TAiarchos had
emerged from the villa behind them, and was nowdstey watching
them, arms crossed over his midriff, his dark fadght with

satisfaction.

'‘Oh, Mr Thiarchos!" Abandoning Beth, Linda crossled stretch of

gravel between her and her father-in-law, and gatddm as if he

were a life-saver. The antipathy she had exhibitagards him in

England seemed totally absent as she let him tekddnd before
kissing her on both cheeks. 'Thank goodness ybaie,' she added.
'l—is Tony's grandfather waiting for us?"

'Regrettably, my father has had to return to AtlieAlex told her
smoothly, his eyes flicking to Beth's flushed fageer the younger
girl's head. 'He'll be back this evening, and uheh I'll do my best to
entertain you.' He paused. 'Good afternoon, MidgyHa trust you
had a pleasant journey?’

Considering they had travelled in the first-clasmpartment of the
plane, and a chauffeur-driven limousine had beeitingato bring
them to their destination, Beth didn't see how tbeyld have had a
pleasanter one. Which did not apply to reaching thestination, she
thought tensely. Dear God, how long was Alex Thiagc staying
here?



But, unable to voice her feelings in Linda's preseeth strove for a
detached courtesy. 'lt was very pleasant, thank MyuThiarchos.
Er—we were just admiring the view. Is—is that Vawiiover there?'

Leaving his daughter-in-law to point out which sages were hers,
Alex strolled across to where Beth was standingulMri,’ he
agreed, in a normal tone, 'and that's Cape laimibe background.’
Then, barely audibly, "You're looking well. You'get colour in your
cheeks. Dare | say that my country seems to agitbeyou?"'

'I'm hot, that's all,’ said Beth, rather shortilyddhen, realising Linda
might hear her and misinterpret her reaction, stidead in an
undertone, 'What are you doing here? This wasrt'opaur bargain!'

'‘Wasn't it?' Alex's eyes were narrowed and int@md, the fingers that
closed so inexorably around her arm were infurgdgirfamiliar. 'l
don't remember saying | wouldn't be here,' he méat her huskily,
and when his eyes moved to her mouth Beth suckeudh ianxious
breath. 'Did you really think I'd let you get awBigm me without
sleeping with you again? Beth, | want you. Suredy ylidn't really
think | couldn't handle Linda on my own?'

The sun sank in a blaze of apricot and gold. Ahdpat before the
crimson orb had disappeared behind the mountaiass svere
winking in a sky as soft as velvet. It was all edibly beautiful, but
Beth, watching the display from her bedroom windevas in no
mood to be impressed.

Instead, she felt incredibly angry, and increditlypid. She had felt
that way since Alex's mocking greeting, and shedpaht the time it
took to take a shower and dry her hair trying tal fsome way to get
out of her predicament.But, for the moment, thezensed no easy
solution. And, no matter what Alex had said, shalded he would
have found Linda such an easy target. The girlstiigrotesting her



unwillingness to be here, despite Alex's preseand, should Beth
make some excuse to leave, she suspected Linda wgouwlith her.

Which should have been a relief, but wasn't. A&kr she hadn't
persuaded Linda to come here for Alex's benefg.dfipearance was
purely incidental. No, they were here because Bogyandfather
wanted to meet Linda. That hadn't changed, and dmduluntil the
old man returned.

Beth sighed. All the same, it wasn't very comfoeabor her,

knowing that Alex saw this as an opportunity toldegh her on his
own terms. It might be his father's house, butasvkis home, too.
And, so long as she remained here, she was atdrgym

At his mercy?

She shook her head impatiently. That was defintggr-dramatising
the situation. She wasn't at his mercy. She wasahly man's mercy,
and never would be. If, when she had planned t@ lzalaby, she
hadn't considered all the pitfalls, that was heitf8But it wasn't an
irredeemable mistake.

And she defied anyone to have anticipated the cb@avents that
had brought her to this present impasse. Evenrinvih@est dreams,
she could never have foreseen that her innocegrcieytion of Tony
Thiarchos's conversation could have had such attedin her life.
She had thought getting pregnant would the hart perw wrong
she had been!

And now Alex Thiarchos was doing his best to sappetall she had
achieved. Totally without conscience, he was plagnio take
advantage of her weakness, and there was nothengoshd do about
it.



Except tell him the truth, a small voice taunted{ that was one
alternative she couldn't consider. If he foundshe was carrying his
baby, there would be no place she could hide. &grdn if her own

conscience balked at the thought, she had to kexepeleret.

A knock at her door alerted her to the fact that slas still not
dressed. The silky black teddy she was wearing haagly decent,
and she had no way of knowing who was waiting beyitve panels.

Snatching up the robe she had worn immediately ate shower,
she hurriedly thrust her arms into the sleeves.nTheaapping it
closely about her, she tied the cord, before agliMvho is it?’

'Me,' came Linda's flat tone. 'Can | come in?"

Beth glanced down at herself. In a towelling bablerovith bare feet,
and no make-up, she hardly looked like the conweatiimage of a
university tutor. But then, these were not conardl circumstances.
In any case, Linda had taken her exams, and tonthts and
purposes she had ceased to be her student. Wheasihlées were
published in a week or two's time, she expectedea graduate
herself.

‘Yes, come in,' Beth called now, albeit somewhatilingly. She
hadn't spoken to Linda alone since their arrivad@aple of hours ago,
and she suspected the girl would want to know vihext had been
saying to her so confidentially.

Linda was dressed for the evening, her wide-leggetbn trousers
and tie-waisted blouse revealing her uncertaintytoathe correct
attire for dining at the Villa Vouliari. Her eyesdened when she saw
Beth was still wearing her bathrobe, and, closihg toor, she
regarded her apprehensively.



‘You are joining—them—for dinner, aren't you?' sieclaimed,
rather anxiously. "You don't expect me to go onawn.'

'‘Oh—no. No.' Beth shook her head reassuringly, wislshe had
someone to reassure her. 'lI've just got to pueéssdon, that's all.' She
managed a smile. 'And some shoes, of course.’

'Mmm." Linda nodded, her relief palpable. Then, uYo
look—different.’

'Different?' Beth kept her tone even with an effort

'Yes.' Linda regarded her half enviously. 'Youndédore feminine,
somehow.' She made a rueful grimace. 'l guessdéd to seeing you
in formal suits and blouses. Sort of like a corparanage, if you
know what | mean. Even at the—even at the fungoal,didn't seem
as—as approachable as you do now.'

'Oh.' Beth relaxed a little. "You worried me th&eminute.'

'‘Why?' Linda made a face. 'l don't think anythingpuld say would
upset you. You're quite at home here.'

'l wouldn't say that.'

'l would.' Linda sauntered to the wide bed, andexkherself on the
edge of the satin coverlet. 'This place doesrninidate you the way
it does me. | could tell that. | mean—the way ypokse to Tony's
dad, for instance. What did he say to you, anywéy? looked ever
so annoyed when you came into the house.'

'‘Um--' Beth looped a silvery strand of hair behiner ear, and
struggled to think of an answer. 'l can't remenmmav. |—don't think

| was annoyedLiar! 'He—he was just pointing out the view, that'
all.’



'‘Was he?' Linda didn't sound totally convinced. v@wat's he like?
Really like, | mean. You've talked to him more thdrave. Does he
blame me for what happened? Is he angry becausg armh | got
married?'

'I—think you'll have to ask him yourself, Linda.e® turned away,
ostensibly to lift a small jar of eyeshadow fronr Ineake-up case.
Unscrewing the top, she concentrated on the dustyrbsubstance it
contained. 'He—he seems very approachable. It'sougou to
convince him that you and Tony were happy.'

Linda snorted at this, a bitter, scornful soundj &eth looked up.

‘Well," the younger girl said, scuffing her canvested toe against
the cream rug that lay on the shining blocks besidebed, ‘do you
really think he's likely to believe me? Why didftny tell his father

and his grandfather about us? That's what I'ddkenow. If he really

loved me, if he really wanted our marriage to Iagty did | never

meet any of the members of his family?'

Beth frowned. 'But | thought you said--'

‘That Tony was afraid of his grandfather? He wasl Aknow he said
he hadn't told anyone about us because his fanailydvforce him to
go back to Greece. But what if it wasn't true? Wihafony was

lying?' She sniffed. 'Oh, Beth, | don't know whabelieve any more.
| just wish | hadn't had to come.’

Beth took a breath. 'Look," she said gently, 'ldtho't worry about it,
if I were you.'And wasn't she a fine one to make a statemerthige
‘We've had a long journey, and you're tired. Iedural that you
should have some doubts. Why don't you just playthole thing by
ear? At least until you've had a chance to judgsdhpeople for
yourself.'



'l suppose you're right.' Linda lifted the hemiad tiress Beth had laid
on the bed earlier. 'Is this what you're wearirfgf?e admired its
scooped neckline, elbow-length sleeves, and shamibdg hemline.
'‘Black silk. How gorgeous! | wish I'd brought sofmeg like that.'

'It's polyester, actually,’ said Beth, and, reafisshe was not going to
persuade Linda to leave without her, she took agfavispy black
stockings out of her case, and began to draw them lwer legs. It
was less easy to discard the towelling bathrobd, expose her
scantily clothed figure to Linda's appraising eyegen without the
consciousness of her thickening waistline, she wais used to
dressing or undressing in front of anyone, andssivethe girl's eyes
widen when she saw the teddy. Well, what did sttedénink their
tutors wore in terms of underwear? she asked Hamphtiently,
glad when the silky fabric of the dress slithergdrdher hips. Cotton
bras and pants probably, she reflected, remembaengwn youth
with a pang. It wasn't that long since she had ghothat anyone
approaching thirty was well over the hill.

She was relieved to see that the weight she hadvoite she was
suffering from morning sickness more than compeusktr what she
had gained. It hadn't occurred to her to try onditesss before putting
it in her suitcase, and she wondered what she wuaNé said if the
midriff had been uncomfortably tight.

But such thoughts were pointless, and after usomgesof the dusty
brown eyeshadow and a tawny pink lipgloss she pmoed herself
ready. She ran a final brush through her hair, vhieng straight and
smooth to her shoulders, and then turned to Linda what she
hoped was a confident smile. 'Shall we go?'

Linda stood up somewhat reluctantly. ‘Do | lookraght?'

'Of course.' Beth viewed the younger girl's appsegavith genuine
approval. 'You look very nice, and very pretty.'



‘Do you think so?'

Linda was pathetically anxious, and Beth pausegive her a swift
hug. 'Of course,' she said, gently urging her towahe door. 'Stop
worrying. They can't hurt you.'



CHAPTER SEVEN

'So, SHES here!" Constantine Thiarchos regarded his yoursger
across the leather-topped slab of mahogany hedchitedesk, and
ran a bony finger around the rim of his glass. #ggu spoken to
her?'

‘Briefly.'

Alex was non-committal, watching his father's nalitty of
expression with guarded eyes. He knew better thamnk he could
read anything from those swarthily cast featuremsfantine was a
past master at disguising his real thoughts.

‘And?'

The old man expected Alex to tell him everythingjlehe was being
less than forthright. Exactly what did he know albony's death that
he wasn't saying?

‘And nothing,' Alex answered now, unwillingly remieening that his
reaction to Beth's arrival had superseded everyteise. "We hardly
had a conversation. They were tired after the jewrand they were
shown straight to their rooms and offered refresttmerhat's about
it.’

‘They?' His father frowned. 'Oh, yes. This woma@'sbrought with
her. I'd forgotten about that. What is her name8s\Harvey?'

‘Haley,' said Alex smoothly, knowing full well thhts father never
forgot anything, least of all the name of a womdrown his opinion
had accompanied Linda for less than selfless m&ti\sder name's
Elizabeth Haley. Beth, to her friends.'



Constantine's lips twisted. 'And my grandson's wafgards her as a
friend? | understood she was her professor, or suoke.'

'She is—was.'

'‘And now she is a friend. Most convenient, don'u ytink?
Particularly when it affords her an expenses-pa&idtd Greece, eh?’

'She's not like that.' Alex was brusque.
‘How do you know?'

'l—just know.' Alex was annoyed to hear the irrd@atin his voice. If
he wasn't careful, his father would begin to suspedad something
to hide. 'l invited her myself. Linda might not leasome otherwise.'

Constantine snorted. 'lIf you believe that, youdliéve anything.
Didn't you tell her about the legacy?'

Alex's eyes were hard. 'Of course | told her.’
‘And?'

‘She doesn't want to know.'

Constantine sneered. 'l don't believe it.’
‘That's your prerogative.’

His father frowned, evidently not as convinced ashhd pretended.
‘All right," he said. 'Suppose what you say is trMhat does she
want? What are her ambitions?’

Alex shrugged. 'To get her degree.’

'And after?’



‘A job." Alex swallowed the remains of the cloudibstance in his
own glass, and went to pour himself another ouzbvester. "What
does it matter? She says she wants to remain indepe’

‘Hmm." The old man watched his son with narrowedseyBut
everyone has a price, Alexander. You should knaat. tBetter than
most."'

Alex's nostrils flared, but he didn't rise to treetbNot this, time. His

father's reference to Alex's own marriage, ancetse with which he
had extricated him from it, when Lucia's infided&i had begun to
threaten the family's honour, no longer stung hsriit had once done.
Besides, he had never loved Lucia. He had nevediemy woman,

except his mother. And perhaps Lucia had known #rad that was
why she had sought love in other relationships;efiected, feeling

unexpectedly benevolent towards his ex-wife. Shemsel happy
enough now with the polo player who had replaced Bnd he didn't
begrudge her her escape from his father's dommatiadn't he spent
all his adult life doing the same?

'So, why did you ask to meet her?' he asked nomteaaplating the
liquid in his glass. 'If you have such a low opmif her morals.' His
dark brows arched. 'What are you afraid of?'

His father scowled. 'Guard your tongue,' he snapfad then, as if
afraid he had been indiscreet, he added, 'Havefgmotten your
grandmother had shares in the corporation? Dolyiod t want them
to fall into the wrong hands?'

Alex shrugged. 'Your lawyers could have handléd it.

His father shifted in his chair. 'l chose to handlmyself. Besides,
she was Tony's wife. | have- responsibilities.’

'‘Agreed.’ Alex was bitter. 'l just wonder how yoeelwith them.'



'‘And what is that supposed to mean?' Constanfexaswas taut with
resentment.

‘You tell me." Alex set his drink down on a neadapinet, as if the
smell had suddenly repulsed him. 'Did you know @alany's drug
habit? Was that why you threatened to disown him?'

'Why I--' Constantine's jaw sagged for a moment] #men he
gathered himself again. 'Alex, I've told you. | tneothing about--'

'l know what you said," Alex interrupted him hagshBut since | first
asked you about that situation I've made some arquf my own.
And you know what?' His lips twisted. 'l don't lesie Tony could
have done anything without one of younangadinding out about it!"

'‘Alex--'

'‘And what about those letters you sent him, hmikriolw there were
letters, so don't deny it.'

'‘Why should 1?' Constantine had recovered his cam@ 'Why
shouldn't | write to my own grandson? There's nodgainst that, is
there?'Alex frowned. 'You were in England only aigle of days
before Tony died.’

'‘And you know why.' Constantine expelled a heawalr. 'l spent
two days in London, at the European ecology confare before
flying to Madrid to see your aunt Sophie. Alex,gde. Haven't we
had enough grief in this family? What good is tagiion one
another?'

Alex turned away. 'If |1 thought that you had angthito do with
Tony's death--'



'l didn't." Constantine got abruptly to his fe€orme. It is time we
made ourselves available to our guests.'

To Beth's surprise—and relief—there was no oneimgaibr them in
the salon, to which a uniformed maid directed th&teast it would
give them time to familiarise themselves with treirroundings, she
thought, giving Linda's arm a squeeze. Time, taotake up a
position from which they could confront the enemy.

A foolish notion perhaps, she conceded, but onk witich she was
sure Linda would agree. The younger woman had heshbly
shaking, as they walked along the wide corridot ted from the
south wing of the house where they had been accaai®o to the
expansive reception hall they had seen on theivahrrThis was
obviously a strain for her—for both of them, Bettkaowledged
drily. She just hoped she could stifle her own deand give Linda
the support she deserved.

But then, she reflected, anyone would be intimiddig this place.
Her rooms alone had a floorspace equal to theeegtound floor of
her house in England. And she guessed, from wieahal said as
they trod the marble tiles of the corridor, thatda's apartments were
much the same.

The room in which they were presently standing $arpassed
anything they had seen so far, however. Unfurnistiedould have
made a reasonable ballroom; furnished, it resemiméing so much
as a room in the British Museum.

Though that was hardly fair, Beth admitted, awhet this salon was
essentially Mediterranean in design. Although itsgessed an
abundance of old and evidently valued items, itghgeiling and

Moorish arches were definitely created for a waratienate.



And it had obviously been designed for entertaintog. Between

Inlaid cabinets and bronze statuary, there wenatylef comfortable

chairs and sofas, set about in groups to promseteiable ambience.
There were flowers, too, spilling from tradition@reek urns, and
delicate occasional tables, on fragile, hand-castems.

But it was the vivid colours that impressed Betlstnoolours picked
out in embroidered cushions and jewel- bright csrp&he white
walls were studded with pictures and icons whichironed this
brilliance. Even the flowers were rich and exotiwir bright, waxy
petals like blood against the stone.

For, like all the Greek houses Beth had ever sbervilla was built

of stone, both for warmth and coolness. In wintnen the cold
winds blew down from northern Europe, she guessaduld be

warm and cosy, and now, in summer, its thick wa#se a protection
from the heat. It had surprised her that Alex'tidathadn't had an
air-conditioning system installed, but the villadhavidently been
built before such refinements were available.

‘Beautiful, isn't it?' she murmured in Linda's eamd the younger
woman gave her a wry look.

'If you like this sort of thing,' she conceded, ppang her arms across
her midriff, and giving the room only a cursorymgte. 'Where do you
think they are?’

‘They?' Beth frowned. 'Oh, you mean Mr Thiarchad lais father.'

'Who else?' Linda spoke carelessly, but Beth krieewgas not at all
relaxed about this meeting.

‘Well--" Beth trod across an exquisitely woven Tisink carpet
'—maybe he hasn't come back yet. The older Mr Thias, | mean.
He could still be in Athens.'



It was her own wish, she realised, but Linda doutseicheard a car,'
she declared depressingly, following Beth acrossh&o windows.
Beyond the lamplit room, a flower-strewn courtyavds floodlit to
reveal another tinkling fountain. 'Who else coultiave been?' She
shivered, as a huge moth threw itself at the glakggh, | hate those
things!'

‘They're harmless enough,’ said Beth reassurimgbhing the moth
were all they had to deal with. 'Look, it's pratgally. Can you see the
colours in its wings?'

‘Too well," said Linda, pushing her hands intoth@unser pockets and
turning away. 'Oh, God! Why don't they come andigeter with?'

The sound of approaching footsteps had her freexitege she stood,
however, and Beth automatically moved closer to, laéthough
whether for Linda's sake or her own she couldn'tdx¢ain. In any
event, they presented a united front as a man whld't be anyone
else but Alex's father strode into the room. Henktass tall, and he
was decidedly younger than she had expected, iediures were a
broader—and perhaps a little swarthier—versioni®shn's.

'‘Ah, you are here!' he exclaimed, coming towar@srthwith a smile

on his lips and his hands outstretched. His eyelsetied briefly over

Beth, before settling on the younger woman's fateu must be

Linda," he averred, and Linda, who had drawn hadbkaut of her
pockets at his approach, had them taken in a detednclasp, and a
kiss bestowed on either cheek. "Welcome to Greece!'

‘Thank you.' Linda's swallow was convulsive.

It is my regret that you must come here in sucthappy
circumstances,' he added, holding on to her hamdssearching her
face with his dark compelling eyes. 'Please knoat thshare your
grief.’



His Sympathy didn't reach his eyes, Beth noticet & certain
tightening of her stomach. She had the feelingtthatwhole charade
was being enacted for someone else's benefit, lamdvas hardly
surprised to see Alex Thiarchos watching them fribbm arched
doorway. Unlike his father, he was not wearingrandr-jacket. As a
concession to the heat, perhaps, he was wearousa kilk shirt, and
his dark skin contrasted sharply with the whitei@lHis appearance
never failed to disconcert her, and it took an alcteffort to
concentrate on what Linda was saying.

‘You're very kind.'

Linda's voice trembled, and her nervousness wasoobyv Beth
guessed she had not expected this kind of a welémmea man she
had been led to believe had opposed her relatipmeitih Tony, and
she thought how clever it was of Constantine Tlmascto take the
Initiative from her. Already, Linda was beginning ¢uestion the
Image she had formed of Tony's grandfather, andiaowhether the
description she had been given of him had beefiytatabiased.

'‘And you must be—Miss Haley.' No one could accusastantine
Thiarchos of neglecting his manners, but BethHelself stiffening
with instinctive dislike. It was hard to remembéatt this was her
child's grandfather, too. A blood relation alreadithough he was
unaware of it. 'lIt was thoughtful of you to give ypur time to
accompany my granddaughter-in-law. | am sure spesapates your
concern.' He paused. 'As | do, of course.’

But he didn't. Beth knew that, just as she knewelsented her being
here. He was looking at her with cold grey eyes wexe so like, yet
unlike, his son's. He was letting her see his degure. What did he
hope? That she'd turn around and leave? If onlyshlkl.

'I'm afraid it was your son's idea," she declawsallg, not prepared to
allow this man to think, even for a moment, thag sladwantedto



come here. Aware that Alex was watching her nove gave an
unconsciously defiant shrug of her shoulders. dnttaplanned on
coming to Greece, Mr Thiarchos. It's a little hat e at this time of
the year. But how could | refuse?'Constantine'stmbghtened. '‘But
surely, Miss Haley, an unexpected trip to the Lévaannot have
been entirely unwelcome.'

'l didn't say it was unwelcome—ijust a little incement, that's all,’
she responded pleasantly, conscious now of Lintasified
expression. 'I'm sure you understand, Mr Thiarctglse thought of
his grandson's funeral that he hadn't attended.cdw always do
what we want to do, can we?'

Constantine's lips thinned. 'Evidently not,' he caated, in a harsh
tone. Then, turning back to the less demanding s1e&fd his
daughter-in-law, he gestured towards the cabinbkigclwone of the
servants had come in and opened during his aliencatith Beth.
'‘Come, let me offer you an aperitif, my dear. Alditretsina, maybe.
Have you tried our local wine? It is flavoured wilie resin from pine
trees, you know.' He tipped his head from sidade.slt is our best
known vintage, but perhaps an acquired taste. Weea.'

Linda went with him willingly, evidently afraid thd&eth might say
something else to embarrass her, and Alex moveftlysta take her
place. 'Bravo,' he said, skimming the back of Betiéck with a
teasing finger. 'lt's not often my father is forcedack down.’

Beth flinched at his touch. His lean fingers fett possessive,
somehow, and she was intensely conscious of hre@esa She could
smell the soap he had used, mingling with the reedat of his body.
And knew a crazy impulse to move closer to him, #ral cynical
protection he afforded.

'He didn't back down," she contradicted him tauths eyes
considerably warmer than his father's surveyedheated face. 'He



just decided not to pursue it, that's all. He waxbably considering
Linda's feelings.'

‘My father doesn't consider anyone's feelings lsitolwn,’ retorted
Alex softly. 'Don't underestimate yourself. The otén didn't like
having his opinion questioned.’

‘Then | probably shouldn't have done it,' said Betbasily, glancing
across to where Linda was happily tasting the vahe had been
given. 'This isn't my problem. Your father's righthouldn't be here.'

'l wanted you here.' Alex's breath fanned the plile exposed by the
scoop neckline of her dress. 'Did | tell you, yaoK beautiful?
You've put on a little weight. It suits you.'

Beth's breath faltered. 'Please--'

'Please what?' His eyes mocked her quivering camfuand she had
to force herself not to check the tightness ofdhess. Behind her
back, his hand slid possessively over the swelesfhips, trailing

down to her thigh without his father's being awairé. ‘Do you have

any idea what you do to me? God, when I'm with ydeel like a raw

youth, hot and--'

‘Would you like to try the retsina, Miss Haley?'

Beth had never thought she would be glad to hearst@atine
Thiarchos's voice, but she was. Moving jerkily m@gr$, but
determinedly just the same, she crossed the roavhéoe Linda and
her grandfather- in-law were standing. 'Um—perhdpst a little,'
she agreed, shivering when Alex came to stand besier.
‘This—this is quite a place, Mr Thiarchos. Do yoxe lhere all year
long?’



Constantine looked as if he was surprised by hemdty tone, but he
was sufficiently diplomatic not to mention it. "Wiever | can,' he
conceded, handing her a glass of the strongly edewine, and
watching her taste it with a speculative eye.vehahouse in Athens,
of course, and in various other capitals of theldvowhere | can

entertain, when necessary. But the Villa Vouligrimy home, my
spiritual home, if you like. | was born here, Midaley, just as my
father was before me. And my sons were born hewt tlzeir sons,
too. Each succeeding generation. It is—what do gall it?— a

tradition.’

'l see.'

For a moment, even the awareness of Alex's thiglshing the hem
of her skirt, lost its threat. He was telling héat; for the last
goodness knew how many years, every Thiarchosroffspad been
born here. But not her child, she thought unstgatié didn't know
it, but she was going to break the tradition.

‘You don't approve, Miss Haley?'

He was intuitive. She'd give him that. Even thahgl crack in her
resistance had been noticed, and she knew shenttaffdrd to make
any mistakes while Constantine Thiarchos was around

'On the contrary," she replied, taking refuge beter glass, and
wishing she hadn't drawn attention to herself mt thay. 'l think it
sounds rather—feudal.'

'It is,' remarked Alex lazily, and his eyes probithg uncertainty of
hers were blatantly sensual. But only she was awfateshe thought
wildly, struggling to regain the composure thatmsed to have
deserted her. 'My father likes to think he hasriplet of tenure over
all our lives.' His head lifted. 'Isn't that rigftapa?’



Constantine's mouth thinned. 'l do not think Lingi@hes to hear
your opinion on this matter, Alexander.' He transf@ his dark gaze
to the young woman beside him. 'My son enjoys mugkne, my
dear.’

'l wouldn't say that.' Alex's tone was less indatggow. 'I'm merely
warning my daughter-in-law of your tendency to &yd control
people, Papa.' He looked at Linda now. 'Like margdators, my
father is most dangerous when he is being kind.eOGmwchas found
your weakness, beware!

'Oh, Mr Thiarchos!

It was obvious Linda hadn't the faintest idea howespond to this,
and Beth decided that, despite her own misgivialgs,was glad she
was here.

'l think you're exaggerating, Mr Thiarchos,' shelded, addressing
herself to Alex deliberately. 'I'm sure your fathisn't half as

frightening as you're pretending: He seems faaiye to me.' Which
was throwing down the gauntlet with a vengeance, ttought

apprehensively, but at least it diverted theirrdita from Linda.

And, as luck would have it, the maid appeared at thoment, to
announce that their meal was waiting. Or, at |ehst; was Beth's
interpretation of her words, confirmed by Constaatirhiarchos's
proposal that they all adjourn to the dining sal&ut his eyes
flickered somewhat coldly over her pale face asnhm@de the
suggestion, and she guessed he would not forget davould
consider a thinly veiled insult.

The dining salon adjoined the living-room, anotlogrg, expansive
room, with a huge refectory table, which lookedfas might once
have served a monastery. It was heavily carvedsarsblidly built
that Beth imagined it would take a whole army af/aats to move it.



But tonight, set with shining silver and crystagcdrated with waxy
white magnolias and trailing ferns, and lit by &tkented candles, it
flouted any relevance to the past.

Because the table was so long, places had bee sely one end.
Constantine Thiarchos occupied the high- backed eh#he end, of
course, with Alex and Linda facing one another @nright and left
hand respectively, and Beth facing an empty claifitle further
along. A less arrogant host might have arrangatgthdifferently,
she reflected, a little drily, but she was the ml@s here, and she
wasn't going to be allowed to forget it.

The meal, however, was delicious. And althoughtrsiun't expected
to be able to eat anything Beth found herself emgtizer plate. She
was hungry, that was all, she told herself, assstelowed the last
morsel of thesouvlaki,which was pork, spit-roasted, and served wi
savoury rice and vegetables. And perhaps she wé#ageto
compensate for her nerves. It had nothing to db wer condition,
she insisted, as she touched the faint swellifgeatvaist.

"Too much?'

Alex's lazy enquiry had her pressing guilty hangksiast her knees. 'l
beg your--?"l thought you were feeling sick,' lnekie in easily. "You
rubbed your stomach. Greek food can be a littla far western
European tastes.’

'‘Oh, no."

Beth's face was flushed with colour, but at leastla and his father
didn't appear to have noticed. They were discugkiagnerits of the
wine, and the fact that the Thiarchos corporatined vineyards in
another part of Attica. It seemed an innocuous ewsation, but Beth
had been wondering if Alex's warning had been sketizhed, after



all. For some reason, Constantine was endeavotaiggin the girl's
confidence, and from what Beth could hear he wasesding.

‘You've eaten Greek food before?' Alex lifted hissg to the light,
and Beth was briefly dazzled by the glow. 'l neasked. Have you
been to Greece before?

Beth swallowed. '‘Once,’ she conceded reluctantigpuasly loath to
discuss anything about her past with him, and Alewned.

'‘When? Where did you stay?'

'It was years ago,' said Beth dismissively. "Whevas a child. We
stayed in Thebes.'

'We?'

‘My father and—and my sister and myself.’
‘You have a sister?'

Beth took a breath. 'Not any more.’

'‘What do you mean, not any more?' Alex rested lhisves on the
table and regarded her intently.

'‘She's dead,' said Beth shortly.
Alex frowned. '‘An accident?’
'l—yes. Yes, an accident.’

Her hesitation was a mistake. 'Not an accident,the interpreted
correctly. 'She was ill?*

Beth sighed. 'If you must know, she died of an dase.'



Alexis dark eyes widened. 'l see.’

‘Do you?' Conversely, Beth wanted to tell him thegh now. '‘My

sister wasn't an addict, Mr Thiarchos. She wasaagubadly injured,
in a plane crash. She suffered a lot of pain bedbeedied.’ And not
just physical pain, she added silently. Joy had thosre than her
looks in those months before she died.

Alex lifted his shoulders now. 'I'm sorry.’
Beth bent her head. 'lIt happened a long time ago.’
‘A long—but she was your sister!'

‘We had different mothers,' said Beth unwillingljoy was twelve
years older than me.’

‘And how old were you when she died?"
Beth hesitated. 'Fifteen.’
Alex regarded her gently. 'But you still miss her.'

Unexpectedly, Beth felt the prick of tears behird éyes. It was so
long since she had spoken of Joy with anyone. bitvef had spent
the last years of his life too wrapped up in hisidmtterness to care.

But it reminded her of her own sworn intention neeegive any man
that kind of hold over her, and, flicking a carslésger beneath her
nose, she summoned a bright smile.

‘Sometimes,' she said, with a look in her eyeswlaahed him not to
pursue it. She lifted her glass to him in a mocksadute. 'To life,
hmm? In all its endless variety!



CHAPTER EIGHT

BETH sat on a cushioned stool at the mirrored dressaige, slowly
tugging a brush through her hair. The action ofahgtles against her
scalp always had a therapeutic effect, and thd bgind that had
encircled her temples when she first came into rbem was
gradually beginning to ease.

But it had not been an easy evening, she thouggdmtjrig towards her
reflection, to examine the pale blue shadows tlet Bppeared
beneath her eyes. What with keeping a surreptitieys on
Constantine Thiarchos on one hand, and parryingdriss remarks
on the other, she felt as if she had suffered adrmpf fire.

And it wasn't nearly over yet. Linda had informext,fon their way to

bed, that Tony's grandfather had suggested thgy@ta week, not

just the couple of days they had originally inteshddis proposal was
that Linda should take the opportunity to famikariherself with the
area, have an impromptu holiday, indeed. As wetjeting to know

the family better, she had added. Apparently, Aléxbther, George,
and his wife, were due at the end of the week. &xrlshe owed it to
Tony's memory to substantiate their marriage.

Which wasn't what she had said before she leftdfglBut, when
Beth attempted to remind her of that, Linda haccaded a totally
unexpected side to her nature. 'You embarrassedonmght,’ she
declared, hands balled into fists in her pocketsadnthrown back to
demonstrate her resentment. 'l don't know whatlought you were
doing, practically accusing Tony's father of fogcyou to come here!
And arguing with Tony's grandfather over it. Godditin't know

where to look! These are my relations, Beth. | maiyhave wanted
to meet them, but | certainly don't want to hurerth Not when
they've been so nice. And it was kind of them to/éai come, too. |
mean, they don't know you at all. | think you shibappreciate it.’



Beth had said nothing. She couldn't. She knewaflted attempted to
argue with Linda they probably would have had d&oal row, and
she couldn't let that happen. All the same, it \Wdae ironic if Linda
asked her to leave, she thought bitterly. She waatdkow the girl
would feel if Beth told her the truth.

She sighed. Why was nothing ever simple? On thiaseirshe was
here as Linda's friend, but, underneath that fdadg lurked a whole
glut of complications.

She stopped brushing her hair and let her handlsnfal her lap.
Several strands of blonde silk clung to the brsstdéthe brush, and
she picked them off rather cynically. It was justveell her hair was
so fair, she thought. She was sure she must hesera of grey hairs
by now.

And, as she sat there, the silence of the roomegadharound her.
Distantly, she thought she could hear the murmuhefocean, but
within these four walls she felt chillingly alon&/hich was silly
really, she told herself, glancing about her. Ne oauld have asked
for a more attractive apartment, and the maid loagedn, while they
were at dinner, and turned down the bed for her.

It was like being in a hotel, she thought. Evenythihad been thought
of. From the array of toiletries in the adjoiningtfiroom, to the

crystal bottles of expensive perfume on the drgswble, her every
need had been anticipated. So wasn't it a pityl&iet appreciate it?

The room was lit by a number of lamps, including toncealed strip
over the dressing-table. But now Beth turned thimud, except for

the bronze-shaded onyx beside the bed, and walkbdre feet to the
window. The long, silk-printed curtains had beewseld by the maid
earlier, and she drew the folds aside to peer out.



The hem of the curtain brushed her ankle and sherghl. The
loosely tied robe was all she was wearing, anddtparted to expose
her leg from heel to thigh. Her skin felt strangslgnsitive this
evening, and even the light touch of the raw fabaused a delicate
tightening of her nerve-endings. She felt tensegtited; as if even
the warm air in the room was actually pressingragjdier flesh.

It was stupid, but she was more aware of herseffigplace than she
had ever been before. Her nipples were puckeredsighe cream
satin of her robe, and the muscles of her thighe wait and anxious.
If it weren't such a ridiculous notion, she wouklva said her whole
body ached, physically ached, and the need to eshafands of her
own frustration became an almost overwhelming force

Dropping the curtain as if it burned her, she tdrisack into the
room, crossing her arms at her midriff, and dryjieg damp palms on
her sleeves. This was crazy, she told herself iiepidyt. It wasn't as
If Alex Thiarchos had done anything to warrant saatesponse. On
the contrary, he had been unexpectedly civil, amdme could have
guessed from his attitude this evening that thetationship had ever
been anything more than what it appeared.

Perhaps that was the trouble, she thought, withnawilling burst of
honesty. Perhaps she secretly enjoyed their calafiions, got a
certain satisfaction from matching his barbed comsevith her
own. Life was certainly not dull when Alex was andyand perhaps
she was disappointed that he hadn't made goodsdhreiat.

But no!

The very idea that she might welcome another erteownith the
man who had forced her to come here was ludiciust.because he
had been half decent this evening was no reasochaoge her
opinion of his behaviour. And both he and Linda,hadheir own



ways, implied that her presence here was supediusa what was
stopping her from leaving in the morning?

Her mouth felt suddenly dry, and, going into théhb@om, she filled
a glass with water and swallowed it down. But thgndss, like the
fretful mood that was gripping her, was as muckyapological state
as a physical one, and, setting down the glasswahiesd back into
the bedroom.

The curtains were still ajar, and although she wemiose them the
distant murmur of the ocean caught her imaginat©unt there,
beyond the gardens of the villa, the untamed beaiutlye night was
beckoning. Why didn't she take a walk, instead opimg about
here? The exercise might tire her, and it wouldanely chase any
unwelcome feelings of promiscuity away.

It only took a few minutes to shed the satin rab&avour of a T-shirt
and shorts. She chose dark colours— a plum-colotirehdirt and
burgundy shorts—deliberately. She had no desireaforone to
observe her leaving the villa. No desire for anytinésel obliged to
accompany her.

She let herself out of the French doors that opendd the cloistered
walkway outside her room. A pillared terrace erlenicthe inner
courtyard of the villa, edged by a low stone walbvered with
flowering vines and wistaria.

It occurred to her, as she left the terrace, thatlsadn't given any
thought to the security arrangements at the viillee two men she had
seen on her arrival were unlikely to have gonedotly when it got
dark. On the contrary, their numbers were likelypéosupplemented
with others, and maybe even a dog or two. Bethlewall. The
prospect of possibly meeting an angry DobermaniRattweiler
almost had her heading back to the villa.



But common sense—or was it simple stubbornness?pt ker
going. She couldn't believe there was any real elaingaking a walk
by moonlight. And there was a moon, an almostdn#, and it felt so
good to be out in the cool night air.

All the same, she was a little surprised that strerso one lurking in

the shadows. There wasn't even the glow of a lijlcigarette to

betray a watching presence. Well, perhaps bodyegudidn't smoke

these days. After all, her only experience of thed been gleaned
from old black-and-white movies.

Beyond the courtyard, shallow steps revealed thstesce of a
swimming-pool. A swath of green water was undeditdisplay a
mosaic of classic tiles, with Poseidon and Aphedporting on its
base. There was a row of white-painted cabanadljmges a grove
of pines, and the roof of a shadowy bell-towerharg above the
trees.

Beyond the pool, the ground was terraced, with-rbsag pergolas,
and the rich scent of broom. The sound of the ocgas much
stronger here, and when her rubber-soled shoeseslagainst rock
she saw that she was immediately above the sanay co

She paused for a moment, taking huge breaths shiked air. Apart
from the muted roar of the ocean, and the whispaiboeeze through
the pines, there was little sound. Athens, withbisy airport and
hectic streets, might have been hundreds of mies/aHere, there
was peace, and a heady sense of isolation.

She looked down, and saw the moonlight glintingstame steps cut
into the hillside. Evidently, that was how you read the cove, she
reflected. If the Thiarchoses' guests got boredh whe pool, they
could go and swim in the OCean. The cove was jopaivate, as she
had seen on their arrival.



She hadn't intended to go down to the beach. Ajrdaer legs were
aching with the effort of balancing herself agaitist curve of the
downward slope, and she was tired. It had beengaday, physically
and mentally, and she thought she might sleep noat her
restlessness had been blunted.

But, as she stood there, gazing dreamily towaresater, she saw
something moving in the shallows. She'd probablyehthought
nothing of it, if she hadn't had that earlier awmass of a curious
absence of security. She'd have assumed it washifie of the
moonlight, or her eyes playing tricks with her. Motd to identify it,
with an intensity born of fear.

It was a man. She was almost sure of it. Someosedoan there, in
the water, someone dark and sleek, with an absehamngles.
Someone who might be wearing a wet-suit.

But who? And what ought she to do? She wished revhad seen
one of the security guards. Even in her broken KGrelee was sure
she could have made him understand.

And then the man stood up, and her breath caudtgrithroat. Like
some Greek god rising from the waves, he trod tjiindhe shallows
and on to the beach. With his arms raised to sguerezwater from
his hair, over- long hair, which clung damply te tack of his neck,
his identity was unmistakable. It was Alex Thiarsivaho had been
swimming; Alex Thiarchos she had glimpsed in theemnaAlex
Thiarchos, who strode out on to the sand, lean, muscled, and
totally naked.

Beth exhaled shakily. She had never seen a mardraere, not
like this, so naturally, and so careless that aayaight see him. That
night at the flat—God! She could hardly remembewhwe had
looked then!—was like another time, another wollde had been so
afraid of doing something wrong, or letting him $e®v scared she



really was. She supposed she had looked at his; lstycertainly
had touched it. But all she really remembered weeefeelings he
had aroused; the wild and frightening loss of atitcol.

Her breath quivered, and with it came an awareseasfdsow she was
feeling now. The needs she had suppressed in kieodra earlier,
the desperate needs that had driven her to takewdik in the
moonlight, had all been rekindled. What price ndwe peace and
se-elusion she had thought she was seeking? Tlsbamad sight of
Alex Thiarchos's body had shown her just how aréfithey had
been.

An aching feeling was invading her lower limbstralsge weakness,
which was magnified a hundredfold when he bent@okied up his
towel and started to dry himself. Yet still shegkmned, held by an
emotion that was as old as time itself. Curiositiyd the forbidden
pleasure of watching him without his being awaretpkept her
where she was, and shivers of anticipation ran dusvriegs when he
abraded his chest and thighs.

God, she would like to do that, she thought wil@ie would like to
tangle her fingers in the fine hair that gatheretiMeen his pectoral
muscles and ran, like a dark arrow, down betweenldgs. Her
fingers itched to touch him, to caress his shosldand smooth his
biceps, to glide over his abdomen, and shape kis se

Her breath hissed out in an unsteady sigh, andetth@an unfamiliar
dampness between her thighs. Dear God, she thowggbatulously,
as a haze of longing closed her eyes for a morabkatyas becoming
aroused. If Alex climbed the steps now, and tookihehis arms,
there wouldn't be a thing she could do about it.want to, she
admitted chillingly. What had begun as a seeminigglproof
exercise was rapidly deteriorating into chaos. kswhard to
remember now how detached she had felt when sheedkei. She
had been so convinced that she wouldn't get Inat shecouldn'tget



hurt, but she was wrong. It seemed as if she wagrdifferent from
her mother and her sister, after all.

But she had to be, she told herself savagely. Angrest” Alex
Thiarchos had in her was purely physical. If he atisacted to her,
and she thought perhaps he might be, it was beadubew she
looked and nothing else.

And she knew, better than anyone, how superfibet ¢could be. Her
mother's beauty had led her into numerous affaashad broken her
husband's heart. The fact that she had died isak Bkiing accident,
when Beth was only eight years old, had not easetdsband's pain.
And Joy's death only seven years later had enshatdher younger
sister learned the lesson well. Joy had been &ssftd model, before
she was injured in the plane crash. But the martosieel, the man she
had been going to marry, had not been able to wathethe facial
scarring she had suffered...

Now Beth opened her eyes again, eyes that had grawmst with the
grief she still felt for her sister, and cast afiglance at the beach. At
least thinking about Joy had dispelled the awfubkwess in her
knees. She would go to bed, and put all though&slet Thiarchos,
and his sexy body, out of her head.

But the beach was empty. She blinked rapidly, ¢tatfvinced that her
tears must be blinding her, but even after shertialoed the heels of
her hands across her eyes the image remainednige $here was no
one there. The beach was deserted. And, althouglosked up and
down the stretch of moon-silvered sand, she caad® evidence of
anyone's occupancy.

Had she dreamed it? she wondered. Had her owmdtedtemotions
conjured up the substance of the man? She'd aodgdlher eyes for
a few moments. He couldn't have disappeared. Ihwpsssible.



Yet he wasn't there. That much was indisputableenEthe sand
where he had been standing looked smooth and urugst. Of
course, she couldn't see it clearly from this arayhel perhaps the tide
was coming in, but it certainly looked like it. leka mirage in the
desert, he had vanished into the night.

And once again she was as nervy and on-edge &mdhmeen before.
The brief respite that thinking of Joy had givem mgght never have
been. Where was he? she demanded silently, glanhadf
apprehensively about her. Why had he done thiet® Hehadbeen
there. She knew it. She wouldn't sleep until shedded it.

With a feeling, half of impatience, half of dreatie started down the
stone stairs. She was just going to the bottonhefsteps, she told
herself. Just to make sure she hadn't been drea®imgrefused to
consider what she might do if her conviction progeoundless. She
was sure now that there was another way up fronbéaeh and he
had used it.

The sand was quite firm beneath her soles, andjsbssed that at
high tide the water came fairly close to the cliféncomfortably
close, she thought, reluctant to move away fronstaps. She would
hate to get trapped down here. Particularly whenetllidn't seem to
be any other way of getting out.

‘Looking for me?'

The voice came from behind her, and Beth's legsstgave out on
her. For all her suspicions, she had thought thve @ms empty, and
when Alex spoke to her she let out a little cry.

'‘Well, what else was | supposed to think?' he oomtdl, moving away
from the shadow of the rocks and emerging intodiheery light.
‘You have been watching me for the past fifteenutaes, haven't



you?' One dark eyebrow quirked. 'Do | take it §@i liked what you
saw?'

Beth sucked in her breath. It was difficult to thiof anything to say,
with him standing there watching her like a sphifber only relief
came from the fact that he had draped the towelrardiis hips to
protect his modesty. Though, remembering how helegah acting
earlier, she guessed it was more her feelings lsepn@tecting than
his own.

'l—don't know what you mean,' she got out at last] knew herself
for a hypocrite when she saw his mocking mouth! \was just going
for a walk, that's all. [—I couldn't sleep."

‘Nor could I, remarked Alex at last, evidently paeed to give her a
little leeway. 'That's why | went for a swim.-Thewsr's so beautiful
at this time of night.'

I'm—sure.' Beth swallowed. 'Is—is it warm?"

'‘Why don't you find out?' he suggested softly. t'lake off your
clothes and help yourself.’

Beth gasped. 'l couldn't.’
‘Why couldn't you?'
‘Well, I—I don't—I'm not—wearing a bathing suit.’'

'S0?" His eyes darkened as they skimmed the taug ofiher breasts,
and she prayed she was displaying no other sigheradrousal. 'The
beach is private. There's no one else about.’

'You—you're about,' she declared huskily, and hengd.



'So | am. But we've got nothing to hide from onethar, have we,
Beth?' He let go of the towel and let it fall teeteand. '‘Come on.
What have you got to lose?'

Beth turned her head away. 'You're—shameful!'

‘Shameless amended Alex, putting out a hand, and cuppirg t
sensitive nape of her neck. 'Beth—what are youichfod? You
followed me here, remember? Not the other way about

'l didn't follow—"

‘All right, all right!" He raised his hands in ashare of defeat. 'So you
didn't follow me. You just came to find me, right?'

'‘No--' Beth turned to look indignantly at him, atheén looked quickly
away again. 'All right, | did see you from the topthe steps. But
when | looked again you'd disappeared.’

'‘When you looke@gain?'Alex sounded perplexed. 'Funny, | though
you saw me cross to the steps. | was about to egmevhen you
started coming down.'

‘Well, | didn't see you," said Beth crossly, anéXA$hrugged.
‘You didn't move.'

'I'd—closed my eyes.' Beth gave him another flgegtance. 'I—I
was thinking about my sister. | don't care if yalidve me or not. It's
the truth.'

Alex studied her bent head. 'So—why did you comsrdd

Beth made a dismissive gesture. '‘No reason.’



'‘Oh, come on.' Alex lifted a silky strand of herrtend drew it across
her mouth. 'You were curious where I'd gone. AdimiYou were
looking for me. | think— | think you were wantingenjust as much as
| was wanting you.'

‘No!'

Beth's denial was swift and indignant, but whenhaisds reached to
cup her face she couldn't pull away. She felt meise@ by his touch,
and although his mouth merely brushed hers shadsikel herself
not to lean into him.

‘Sweet," he breathed, against her lipbeos,Beth, where have you
been all these years?"

Beth panicked. She couldn't let this happen adsire couldn't let
him do this to her. Hadn't she just spent thedalthour fretting over
the fact that seeing him again had awakened adetinalf-forgotten
feelings? Hadn't she proved her vulnerability bynowg down here,
by watching him, and letting his arrant sensuaiiy emotions she
had once fooled herself she could control? Shedatbp him; now;
before she repeated the madness.

She lifted her hands to his throat, and althoughtéimptation to slip
them around his neck was paramount she balleddteraind pressed
him away. 'Let me go,' she demanded, her voice &inghdesperate,
and she was hardly aware that he had offered mstarse until she
was fleeing across the sand.

But, of course, she was going the wrong way. Adf tivas ahead of
her was the ocean, creeping up the beach nowedsléhturned. The
steps—and escape—were behind her. As he had kndwn e let
her get away from him, she thought bitterly. OhdGw&/hy had she
been such a fool?



She glanced round, fully expecting him to haveolekd her, but he
hadn't. To her surprise, she saw he was standitigedoot of the
steps now, his towel draped around his throat,aapdir of cut-off
denims covering his hips from waist to knee.

Immediately, she felt even more of a fool. What khd expected?
That he would chase her across the beach, and tiepdown on to
the sand? Had she really thought he might takéée, in full view

of any other insomniac like herself? She had evigdreen reading
too many romantic novels. Such obvious melodrams na for a

man like Alex Thiarchos.

He seemed to be waiting for her, and, hunchingsheulders, she
trudged back across the sand. What else could gPelie thought
broodingly. She had acted like a schoolgirl, andlas up to her now
to try and redress the balance.

'‘Ready?' he asked, when she reached him, and sldedder head
rather sulkily. 'OK.' He stepped away from therstdliou go first. I'l
follow.'

Beth couldn't have said 'thanks' to save herHferything: the walk,

her uncharacteristic voyeurism, the feelings he dragendered, and
her panic-stricken rejection of his lovemaking,med so ridiculous

somehow. What was she afraid of, for God's sake?h@d had sex
with this man, hadn't she? What more could he deoet® He must
think she was totally stupid.

And, perhaps because she wasn't paying as muctti@attéo where
she was going as she should have, her foot sligfedsand had been
damp, she remembered, and the soles of her shddedtanuch of
their purchase on the smooth rocks. In consequaite®ugh she
tried to save herself, she stumbled backwardsAfgg.



She heard his swift intake of breath as he atteinfatesave both of
them, but the pull of gravity was too great. Orhlfagas he didn't try
hard enough, she thought later, when her bloochiaddime to cool,
and she could think about it rationally. At anyerathey were only a
couple of steps up from the beach, and the distalasenot great.

To Beth, it all seemed to happen in slow motione @moment, she
was thinking of nothing but reaching the top of $teps, and putting
as much space between herself and Alex as posaitdehe next, she
was falling through the air. She didn't worry abbetself, or the

baby, which was strange considering the freezedrartion of her

fall. Her most immediate concern was that Alex Wwasseath her, and
her greatest fear was that she might hurt him.

In the event, she did land on top of him, praclyckhocking all the
air out of his lungs. But he was in better shajaa thost men of his
age and profession, and the taut muscles of higffradshioned her
fall without much damage to himself.

His only response was a rueful grunt, and by thee tBeth had
gathered herself sufficiently to roll off him higes were open wide
and bright with amusement. 'Hey, | wanted you ticféa me, but not
like this,” he teased, his eyes narrowing when bh& d$er
consternation. 'You're not hurt, are you? I'm sboguldn't keep my
balance.’

‘It wasn't your fault,’ said Beth hurriedly, strligg on to her knees.
She lifted her hand, and swept one side of herldatk behind her
ear. 'lt was me. | wasn't thinking what | was doiAge you all right?'

'‘Going to give me the kiss of life?' he suggestedlyl, and then,
aware of her very real concern, he shifted his klers against the
sand. 'l seem to be still in one piece,’ he asshexd'Just a little
winded, that's all. How about you?'



She shrugged, becoming aware that her hands vileresting on his
forearm, and that his skin felt faintly damp analctm the touch.
And, as her eyes slid away from the'low waistbardscut-offs, and
moved over his upper body, she saw little runnélwader from his
still wet hair leaching away across his chest.

Her tongue sought her lips, almost without her peiware of»it, as
she anticipated what it could be like to taste Hadt-laden moisture.
She guessed it would taste of him, too, and heatbrguickened at
the idea of such an intimate act. God, she wonderegdid she have
such thoughts about him? He didn't have to do amythiHer senses
just seemed to take over.

‘You didn't answer me,' he reminded her now, kiftms hand to cup
the nape of her neck. 'Beth,' his voice had thieklefdon't look at me
like that. I'm trying to play this your way, butiyaon't make it very
easy.'

'l—why—I don't know what you mean,' she stumbled} kthe

awareness of his hand under her hair was tying arptdngue. 'l
haven't hurt myself, if that's what you mean." Siveallowed

convulsively. 'Let—let me help you to get up. Goesisknows what
anyone would think if they could see us.’

'‘No one will see us,' replied Alex huskily, his thio moving in a
circular movement behind her ear. 'l told the sigguy to get lost
while | had my swim. He won't come back, unlesall bim.' He
checked his hip pocket with his free hand. 'Praxgdi haven't
smashed the phone.’

Beth moistened her lips. 'You've—got—a phone?'

It was a mindless thing to say in the present onstances, but her
brain couldn't cope with what was happening. Tharmess of his
flesh, the scent of the ocean on his skin, the smlrsigrance of his



body were all acting like triggers to her overwhiglghawareness of
his near-nakedness. Although she knew she ougiettaway from

him, and as quickly as possible, her body seemédye a will of its

own. Almost instinctively, she was leaning closehim, fully aware

that her T- shirt was no barrier to the burgeorminess of her

breasts.

‘Yeah, I've got a phone," he answered her, andrsive he was only
giving her careless question a mocking responsethidimb probed
her ear. 'What to see it?"'

Beth's breathing constricted. 'l—don't think so.'
‘Why not?'

‘Alex--'

'‘Hey, you remember my name!'

‘Alex—we have to go back.'

'I'm not stopping you, am 1?'And he wasn't. Onlg shdn't seem
capable of acting rationally. With his eyes on ladirshe could think
about was the spot where her knees were wedgesaga warming
skin of his midriff. And, when she did try to brettle contact and
stretch her legs, her toes brushed sensuously alerigg from thigh
to knee.

She told herself it wasn't a deliberate provocatirt when Alex's
hand moved to grip her wrist she knew she had goméar. "What
are you trying to do to me?' he demanded, jerkegtbwards him,
and the hand that had been gripping her neck skdgssively into
her hair. His hand guided her lips to his with wimgr accuracy, and
when his hot breath invaded her mouth she knewslsenot going to
have the will to resist him. Besides, with the damaat of his chest



beneath her breasts, and the tentative awarendss wlleness just
inches from her thigh, she couldn't really say dhat wanted to. With

his arms around her, and his hand moving sensuplgnd down her

spine, she found her strongest impulse was to preself against

him, to ease the ache in her breasts, and asduagedd between her
legs.

She felt her T-shirt come free of her shorts, asdbnd slip beneath
the cloth to spread against the yielding curveeasfdpine, and heard
his strangled breath. 'Ah, God, Beth,' he groanaling over with
her, so that she was on her back now, and he wagpaf her. '‘Why
In the name of heaven do you fight this? You knaw want me, and
God knows | want you, too. There are better pldgethis, | know,
but right now it doesn't seem to matter.'

His mouth sought hers again then, hard and impaesgiddis tongue
slipped between her teeth, seeking a closer uniomeund it in the
darting inexperience of her response. She was tmegnlout her
senses felt as if they were on fire; a burning legréation that
threatened to consume her.

His eyes weren't lazy now. As he lifted his heaav&ich his strong
fingers peel the T-shirt from her body, she sawrttasky glitter.
With one hand, he traced a path from her shoutaére swollen tip
of her breast, then bent his head to nip the fileshre taking it into
his mouth.

A sob rose in Beth's throat, and her palpitatingrhéeat wildly
against her ribcage. Her senses felt as if theye waimming in a
haze of mindless dark liquid, and her movementsevwsow and
lethargic, yet furiously intent.

His hands moved down her body, exploring the cuifvker waist,
before sliding beneath the elasticated waistbartteoshorts to cup
her quivering bottom. His fingers touched the maitft, which



jerked spasmodically beneath his touch, and thelbgal between her
legs to find the wet heat of her arousal.

'‘Oh, God, Alex!" she gasped, unable to stay sidm@n he was doing
such things to her, and the tight smile he gaveréazaled his own
compulsive involvement. When he rubbed himself agjaher, he
was feeding his own need as well as hers, andatdthrust of his
manhood was hot against her stomach.

‘Why the hell did you let me put these things dm®'demanded
huskily, fighting feverishly to free himself fronhe close-fitting
denim. The zip jammed, and he swore when he caduglitnger on
the metal teeth. But then they were off, and scevimar shorts, and
the muscled weight of his body pressed possessagainst hers.

'Oh, that's good,' he groaned, content just fooenant to lie against
her, and with an instinct she hardly knew she ws&wkBeth eased
her hand between them to touch him. The hot, paséngth of him
was amazingly soft and velvety, and her thumb pitdhe moist tip
In innocent exploration.

His intake of breath was convulsive, and the haatimoved to close
over hers was shaky. 'God, Beth," he said, thrpagbhed lips, 'don't
do that!'

Beth frowned. 'I'm sorry--'

'‘Don't be,' he broke in weakly, and his mouth noaswueful and
faintly mocking. 'lt isn't that | don't like it. $t—too much, hmm?
Right now, | don't have a lot of control.’

Beth's tongue touched her upper lip. 'l thought--'



'Yes. | can guess what you thought,' he agreedlyvee levered
himself up to look down at her. "You have no idéetwou do to me,
do you? | can't keep my hands off you.'

‘No?'

It was just a whisper, and he repeated it as hetb@over her mouth
with his. Then, with infinite control, he partedriegs and eased
himself into her, and the sigh he uttered was etioéer soul.

It was so good to feel him there; in her; a parhef; healing that
empty space inside her, which only he could filead God, how
could she even pretend she didn't want him, whenyawerve in her
body was crying out for the release only he coue ger?

His hands were moulding her, caressing her, andyevere his
hands touched his mouth followed. And slowly, ngistently, he
began to move. His withdrawal from her body wasrttwest delicate
kind of torture, but just when her nails were diggiinto his
shoulders, begging him not to leave her, he buhmadself even
deeper inside her. He spread her quivering musdgteshis fullness,
stretching her to the limits of her endurance, tosh did it all over
again.

She was hardly aware of him quickening his movemédtér whole

being was focused on that pleasure-pain flowenmrsyde her, that
aching sweetness, which threatened her sanityramiged so much.
And when he lifted himself on his elbows so thathald watch the
place where his maleness joined him to her shenboat little control

she had. She clutched his neck with nerveless fsndeinging his
eyes back to hers, and he let her draw him doviretpand wind her
legs about him.

After that, there was no time to think of anythimg him. Hunger and
fever and need took hold of her, and the eageimgakotion of their



bodies brought them both to that pinnacle of ega&th had been so
sure she must have exaggerated. But she hadntheAspiralling

thermals of passion took her higher and higher csieel aloud with

the wonder of it all. And Alex joined her as hedaad his own

climax, shuddering in her arms long after the spgrheat of his

release had spilled inside her...



CHAPTER NINE

BETH awakened the next morning feeling dry-mouthed gightly
headachy. She felt as if she had slept too sowarttytoo long, but,
looking at the clock on the bedside table, she ktiew couldn't be
the reason. It was barely half-past seven, andhatie't tumbled into
bed until after two o'clock.

And she knew why, knew it instantly, the momentdagrs opened on
that sunlit Greek bedroom. She didn't need tolseétilliance of the
sun, slanting through the blinds, and glinting loe jewelled icon that
hung on the wall at the foot of her bed. She dide&d to hear the
cicadas, or smell the fragrance of the thyme thetvgwild on the
cliffs, above the cove. She knew it with her bodgew it
instinctively, and viscerally; in the tendernesshef breasts; in the
slight ache that was present in her thighs; anidhénfaint soreness
that throbbed between her legs. Knew it by thedrmg sense of
well-being—that vanished as soon as she sat ugedinthe nausea
rising in her throat.

She only just made it to the bathroom basin, antth&yime she lifted
her head all that was left of those early morniegjihgs was the dry
mouth and the headache. She felt and looked likthdand she took
a cold facecloth and pressed it against her morshkead'.

The coolness was a blessing, and as the naused sadeactually
found she was hungry. For a moment, she had hadawfal
suspicion that last night's excesses had beenuegb for a woman in
her condition. It was weeks since she had actuallyited in the
mornings, though she did still get occasional bofisckness during
the day.

All the same, it was lucky she hadn't allowed Aie@xaccompany her
back to her room. He had wanted to. And goodnes#vkfast night
she had wanted him to as well. The idea of making in a bed had



been very appealing after making love on the safidight, Alex
had dragged his towel beneath them, but her hdigbgall gritty just
the same. Afterwards, she had let him carry her thé water, and
they had swum together, and made love togethéeintean. But she
had drawn the line at their sleeping together.

'‘What would Linda think if she found out?' she ladtested, and,
although Alex had maintained he didn't give a dawimat his
daughter-in-law thought about their behaviour, la&l leventually
given in and let her have her way.

For which she would be eternally grateful, Bethuidiat this morning,
giving thanks for whatever shred of sanity had celtegd her to deny
him. Apart from anything else, he couldn't be ako\Wo see her in
broad daylight. She had slept naked, climbing riesaty into bed
and falling asleep almost immediately, so that ribes thickening

shape of her waistline was clearly visible. The oéfier body was so
slim, she thought, turning sideways to view herselfthe long

mirrors. The curving swell of her stomach was dedlg noticeable.

Even her breasts looked fuller and heavier, thatfalue veins
showing more prominently, the nipples a darker brow

If she had had any doubts about her condition, @ndourse she
hadn't, her appearance alone would have convineeddnd anyone
else, she admitted ruefully. Her body was changnag,just inside,
but out, and pretty soon she wouldn't be able t® hii, however
ingeniously she might try.

She heard the knock on her bedroom door as shdmiaking her
teeth and panic gripped her. Dear God, what ifas vlex? What if
he thought last night had given him the right teake her space
whenever he chose? She needed time to think bsh@mesaw him
again. Time to assimilate what she was going tond@t shecould
do, without threatening the independence she hakesso hard to
achieve.



‘Beth! Beth, where are you?'

Linda's voice was both a jolt and a reprieve. Afstat wasn't Alex,
Beth consoled herself, snatching a velvety soft-saeet from the
rack, and wrapping it about her. With luck, Lindaukdn't expect her
to disrobe in front of her this morning. Withoueemhe satin folds of
the teddy to protect her, she felt exposed andevalrie.

'I'm here,' she called now, coming to the doorhef bathroom. She
forced a smile. 'Good morning. You're up early.’

'l know." Linda was hovering in the doorway to tta&ridor, and
seemed to have forgotten her irritability of thghtibefore. 'l couldn't
sleep, so | went exploring. Do you know, theresvanming pool?
Mr Thiarchos was there. Tony's dad, that is. He svaisnming, and
when he saw me he invited me to join him. They halVeorts of
swimwear in the cabanas there." She grimaced.riBuhbairdriers,
unfortunately. That's why my hair's still damp.’

'l see.' Beth felt an unwelcome spurt of envy. ghe# wasn't jealous,
she assured herself. It was the idea of Linda wspaAlex's
confidence that filled her with unease. 'He musatearly riser, too.'

'‘Mmm.' Linda nodded, pushing her hands into thepoipkets of her
jeans, and arching her spine. 'Did— er—did yougsieell?'

'‘Oh—reasonably.’ Beth lifted the hem of the toweal aretended to
be wiping beads of moisture from her cheeks. Spedtidinda would

think the abrasion was responsible for the unvglioolour that had
stained her face at the girl's words, but it digimévent the rush of
impatience she had felt at hers@fushing] she chided. At her age!
What on earth was happening to her?



'‘Are you sure?' Linda asked now, staring at hdreraintently. 'lI've
just noticed you do look rather feverish. Are younming a
temperature?"

'Of course not.' Beth managed a light laugh. Jlig&got up, that's all.
| haven't even had a wash yet.'

'Oh." Linda seemed to accept her explanation. \Wiellglad, because
Mr Thiarchos has suggested taking us out this mgrriHe says he
wants to show us a little of the area. Templedagds; vineyards.
You know the sort of thing.'

'‘Ah--' Beth moistened her lips. 'Well, I'm sure Yoenjoy it, Linda.
This is one of the most enchanting areas of Attcal naturally Mr
Thiarchos will know it like the back of his handeH-he told meat
dinner last evening,' she inserted hastily, 'tl@aspent most of his
youth here.'

‘Yes, | know."' Linda nodded now. '‘And you heardfaiber say that
Tony was born here, too. Tony was an only childi koow. Isn't that
sad?'

‘Mmm."' Beth wondered why that news should givedrer sense of
reassurance. 'So—what time are you leaving?'

'‘Not me—us,'said Linda, reddening herself now. 'You're invited,
of course.'

'Oh, no.' Beth was adamant. 'Honestly. It's vendlof you to think
of me, but, as you said last night, I'm really ohigre as your
companion. You don't have to entertain me. I'd@sssoon spend the
morning—on— on the beach." The beach was the laskepshe
wanted to be, but Linda wasn't to know that. Arahihg that was the
end of it, she offered the girl a friendly smil&nt now, if you'l
excuse me, I'm going to have a shower.’



'‘Wait!' Linda took a couple of steps forward, aretld who had been
retreating into the bathroom, was forced to stApout last night,’

said Linda uncomfortably. 'l didn't mean what IdsaAbout—about

you embarrassing me, and all. | think | must haag too much wine
or something. Of course you're entitled to younams. And—and |

am grateful that you persuaded me to come.’

‘Linda--"That's why you have to come out with lis morning.'
'l don't think so.’

'You must.' Linda looked desperate. 'Mr—Mr Thiarehwas most
insistent that you should join us. |—I think hed#&you. He was
asking me all sorts of questions about you.'

'‘Really?' Beth spoke round the aridity of her thrda—don't think |
like the sound of that.'

'Oh, don't be silly." Linda made an impatient souttiidwas all
perfectly innocent. He was just interested in ywark, and what you
do in your spare time. | told him how good you ate/our job and
that you're taking a year off to write a book. Hasweally interested
in that.'

Beth felt the colour drain out of her face. Dead(she thought, she
was going to faint again. As she had almost doaedhy at Linda's
foster mother's home. But she mustn't. &hestn't.Her behaviour
had aroused far too many suspicions as it was,faflgx should
decide to call a doctor--

‘Are you sure you're all right?'

Linda was watching her closely again, and with gesiuman effort
Beth pulled herself together. 'I'm fine," she desda though she
clearly wasn't. And then, because the twin horobtsaving to justify



her absence to Alex, and of him spending the whobtgning

quizzing Linda, were simply too awful to anticipashe gave in.
‘And—please thank Mr Thiarchos for his invitation]l you? Tell

him I will join you, after all." She grimaced, thgtu for not for the
reasons Linda imagined. 'After—after I've had mgvgér.'

A maid had been in her absence, and when Bethneztuio the
bedroom it was to find a tray of coffee and hotsreteaming on the
table by the long windows. There was also milk, erem, strongly
flavoured butter, and a thick and juicy conserve] a tall glass of
freshly squeezed orange juice, which tasted aseifftuit had just
been plucked that morning.

Beth attacked the meal with real enthusiasm. Husgemed to be
her greatest problem at the moment, and she alieldysetter after a
good breakfast. For someone who, for years, hadezkon toast and
coffee, she found she had an inordinately largestep Which was
something else she would have to watch.

Nevertheless, she ate everything on the tray, gaghthat Alex and
his father were unlikely to question the servarisua their guests’
preferences. And it was delicious. Even the coff@ntinental, not
Greek—was very acceptable, and she lay back in deir
afterwards, wishing she could just relax for a @hil

But the knowledge that Linda was becoming far toaifiar with her

father-in-law soon had her rummaging through hécase, looking

for a satisfactory outfit. She had deliberately hodught a bathing
suit with her, working on the premise that withauswimsuit she
couldn't be expected to swim. The fact that she #\dm, and

without a swimsuit at that, was incidental. Thad baen at night, and
not even Alex could expect her to go skinny-dippingbroad

daylight. And then she remembered what Linda hab aaout her

own swim that morning, and her apprehensions retbamew.



She chose shorts now. Worn with a hip-length tuwnwimpse pleated
style would have concealed a longer-term pregnémay she could
boast, they were both practical and flattering. Tin@c's primary
colour was a pale primrose-yellow, with panels afkdnavy that
were repeated in the piping that edged the codlarleeckline and
hem, and in the narrow-legged Bermudas. Her arnme Wware and
they seemed very white when compared to Alex's brskin.

But she wasn't going to think about Alex, she to&dself, as she
laced her canvas boots and ran a final brush thrbeghair. She had
to deal with him, and that was that. She couldréns every minute
of the day in her room.

She thought about leaving the room as she hadttdenaght before,
by the French doors, and walking along the vinegheoionnade. But
it wouldn't do to appear too familiar with her smundings, and after
collecting her sunglasses she chose the corridgtead. Closing her
door, she walked the not inconsiderable distantcbdaool airiness
of the entrance hall.

And, although she had steeled herself for heriinesgting with Alex,
she was almost disappointed when she found he twhsné. The
large room where they had gathered the night befaseempty, and
she was wondering what she ought to do when Camstabhiarchos
appeared at the open windows. He had evidently beethe
courtyard, and she thought how lucky it was tha& lshdn't chosen
that route herself.

‘Ah, kalimera, Miss Haley,' he greeted her formally. '"How are yc
this morning?'

‘Um—very well, thank you." Beth held up her hedtss ‘another
lovely morning, isn't it?" She looked beyond himtoi the sunlit
courtyard. 'This is such a beautiful place.’'



'l am so glad you like it." Constantine came furthé the room. He
was dressed all in white this morning: white shivhite trousers;
even white shoes, she saw with some amusementit\WWaenscious
effort to deny the darker shades of his persortaliBid you sleep
well?'

Now why did she feel as if that was a loaded qua8tshe wondered
uneasily. Linda had asked her the same questiahsla® hadn't felt
any undercurrents with her.

'I—yes. Yes, very well, thank you," she concededy&My room is
very comfortable.'

'Is it?' Once again, she had the feeling that he lveating her. "You
did not find it too hot or unfamiliar?’

'‘N-0." But Beth had the distinct impression thaéXé$ father knew
she was not being absolutely truthful. 'l— went ldg a light.'

'Like a light?' He frowned now. 'What is this? Liadight? You had
trouble with the lamps in your room?’

'‘No." Beth wished she hadn't elaborated now. 1 jmsant—I fell
asleep as soon as my head touched the pillow.’

'l see.' But he clearly wasn't convinced. 'Welly youst get my staff
to show you the grounds of the villa today. And tee, of course.
There are steps leading down to the cove. It igatet@ly private, you
know.'

And that was when she knew. Knew for certain thahstantine
Thiarchos knew of her walk the night before. Prdpdinew where
she had gone, as well, she thought sickly. Oh, Gad,he had his
security guards watching them all the time?



She knew she had to say something; anything, ltoh& pregnant

silence that had fallen. pregnantsilence! she reflected mockingly.
Oh, that was rich! Even her thoughts were betrapieig What must

this man be thinking?

‘Thank you.' The polite words of gratitude werelgaoly not what he
had expected after her plain speaking of the roghdre, but she was
in no state to face another argument with him. @&siwhatever she
said, he would only believe what he chose to belidgnd, whether or
not she had planned that meeting with Alex, what leppened had
certainly seemed no coincidence.

'l—understand—my son is taking you and Linda fodrave this
morning,’ Constantine went on, after a momentgiverme, but does
it not seem more appropriate that Alex should hsorae time alone
with his daughter-in-law? | myself would offer tatertain you if |
could, but regrettably | must spend the day in AthéNevertheless,
the grounds of the villa are at your disposal.’

Beth's face flamed. 'l was more than willing toglotthe outing, Mr
Thiarchos,' she declared stiffly, 'but your sonidtexl on my
accompanying them.’

'Yes. Well, Alex is apt to be—how shall | say?—t#diindiscreet at
times, Miss Haley. He does not always think befeacts. | am sure
if you insisted he would not force you to attend.’

Beth had never felt so humiliated. No wonder Cantsta's
competitors in the business world regarded him witbh suspicion.
He was completely single-minded; completely ruthlede didn't
want her here, and whatever had happened betweemtié\lex he
was determined to keep her in her place.



'I—' Words failed her. How could she compete witimgone who
would use any means at his disposal to achieve emds?
‘Um—Linda—won't go without me,' she finished lamely

'‘Linda will do as--'

She's toldThe words hovered in the air between them, elot)ier
unspoken, and with the sixth sense she alwayarelind Alex Beth
looked behind her.

And she was hardly surprised to see him thereshosilder propped
against the door-jamb, a lazy smile lifting ther@s of his mouth,
but hardly penetrating the sombre darkness of y@s.eln a black
collarless shirt, whose sleeves were turned back dws hair-
roughened forearms, and black chinos, he lookethglghfamiliar,
and, for all her earlier misgivings, she was desiedy glad to see
him.

But, before she could reach past the shivering ewems of the
previous night's intimacy and say so, his fath&rirened. 'Ah, Alex,’
he said jovially, as if Beth hadn't just been thapient of the cutting
edge of his tongue, 'l was just telling our guést ;iust see more of
the villa today. Did you know we have a swimmingjoMiss
Haley? And tennis courts, too. Perhaps my secrefiyo, could be
persuaded to give you a game if--'

'l know what you were telling Miss Haley, PapaéxX& voice broke
into his father's speech without obvious expresditesncame into the
room as he spoke, and tucked his thumbs into tble difethe belt that
hung low on his hips. 'l think | should make sonmgtclear, here and
now: Beth is my guest, not yours.'

Constantine's nostrils flared. 'But this is my helude retorted,
before lapsing into a spate of Greek that was iprehensible to
anyone with only a cursory knowledge of the languag



But Beth could guess what he was saying. It wasooisvby the

glances he cast in her direction, and the fulmmgatnger of his
words. She turned away in dismay, unwilling to apma/en remotely
interested in their exchange, and thought how nsineehad been in
coming here. Where was the frail patriarch shegeadted for Linda
before they left England? This infuriated little mawvas no

grief-stricken grandparent. He was hard, and umforg, and

certainly capable of writing those letters that danhad told her
about.

But, before she could move away, Alex reached adtlaked his
fingers loosely round her wrist. 'Stay,’ he saidhew she turned
incredulous eyes in his direction. And then, to tather, 'Speak
English, Papa. Beth only speaks a little of ouglaage as yet. But--'
he looked at her again, and she felt her bonesingelt the
expression in his eyes '—she'll learn. I'll teaehmyself.'

Constantine said something under his breath whiehvgas sure
wasn't very complimentary, but a warning glancerfrisis son had
him clenching his lips. Nevertheless, he couldae$ist one final
salvo. 'You are a foogghori! Was one mistake not enough for you’

‘Evidently not." Alex’s lips twitched, but Beth dmdt think it was in
amusement. 'Like you, Papa, | am not infallible.'

‘Tch!'

Constantine snorted his disgust, and although Beilld willingly
have given him his way she had discovered how gtAdex's fingers
could be. His grip might be loose, but it was iritdée, and she had
no choice but to stay where she was.

And then Linda appeared, bringing a welcome releéasension, and
Beth was free. And, before she had time to feel mtef at this
sudden change of status, she encountered Constantmmical



stare. While Alex went to meet his son's wife, tirepher with the
utmost courtesy, his father had no such delicacy.

'‘Have a care, Miss Haley,' he said, before sheddowh away. 'l can
be a good friend. | am not a good enemy.’

Beth hadn't thought she would enjoy anything afiat, but she was
wrong. In spite of the fact that Alex made no fertattempt to treat
her any differently than he had done the day befamed did she
really want him to?—he was a fascinating tour guated knew all

the myths and legends associated with this paatiatbrner of his

country. That he knew a great deal more than ti@hsad no doubts,
but he confined himself to what was near and famili

They started in the village of Vouliari, and Betleated discreetly in
the back of the sleek Mercedes convertible, coult#lp but notice
how easily Alex spoke to the people. Even the caridlanced along
beside the car, shouting words of greeting, lgtis giggling merrily
when he made some flattering response.

The village itself was clean and spare, in the vedyGreek
architecture, with white-painted stone dwellingsnging to the
slopes above the harbour. A few boats nudged tree getty, their
sails reefed, their nets spread over the stonesytoFishermen in
patched jerseys, despite the hot weather, and dafis were
mending their nets, and black-garbed women sewddceocheted
and gossiped as they watched the men.

It was a scene that was repeated all along thd,dmssafter a while
Alex turned inland, and they drove past woods amdicsites and the
rolling vineyards that marked this area of the psula. There was a
gentle incongruity between the twentieth-centumnngars they saw,
and the timeless indifference of a man leading ia gaoxen to



market. But they all existed in an amiable meltog, and there were
few faces that didn't watch their progress witkridly interest.

They stopped for coffee at a tiny taverna, perabredhe rim of an

escarpment, where the scent of pine was strorgein nostrils, and

where the air was sweet and cooler than on the.cbas little cafe

stood among tall pines, and little wooden tablesith w
cross-membered benches, were set to take advarftgeview.

Which was incredible, Beth acknowledged, as sheogbof the car.

Below them, the hillside fell away in a lush teeagf vines and

shrubs, with the lance-like spears of oleander sixyptheir scarlet
petals. Between the trees, and on the mountairopessthat rose at
the other side of the deep ravine, the roofs déated dwellings could

be seen, with here and there the bell- tower diagoel, or the pillared
pediment of some ruined temple.

'‘Beautiful, isn't it?' murmured Linda, coming tarstl beside her, and
Beth nodded, resigning herself to taking part ia tonversation
again. For the past couple of hours, she had baiém cpntent to let
Linda take centre stage, and Alex had inevitablgtrieted his
remarks to the younger girl.

But now, out of the car, and once more under hesgeeth was
aware of his appraisal, and although he appeardzk totent on
summoning the waiter she was conscious of his guaeyes upon
her. What could he see? she wondered, making satehe breeze
did not mould the loose tunic against her body.yOmwr bare arms,
and her legs, and the concealing fall of hair agjdwer cheek.

Later, they sat at one of the wooden tables, digkiome-made
lemonade spiced with cinnamon. The breeze was welcnow,

lifting Beth's hair, and mitigating the sun's ungleml radiance. But it
was hot upon her shoulders, and she smoothed hdrd@oss her
skin. Hot, and sensual, she thought, looking akA{@h, God, she



wasn't falling in love with him, was she? She catiléllow that to
happen. Aside from anything else, he was far oltesfreach. But,
meeting his narrow-eyed gaze, she thought perhasialready too
late. Was that why she had been so afraid, wherahe back into
her life? Had she really been attracted to him wstenslept with him
in London?

She dragged her eyes away, and looked down intglass, striving
for control, and heard Alex ask Linda if her lemdeawas
satisfactory.

‘Mmm, it's lovely,’ she answered, obviously not meuby the
restrictions Beth was feeling, and Alex expresgsdtwvn approval.

I'm glad you're enjoying yourself,’ he addeds 'lbeen a pretty
gruelling couple of months for both of us.'

‘Yes." Linda's response was more guarded now, Hek Aad
evidently decided to press his advantage.

'So," he ventured, 'what are you going to do now®eH/ou given it
any thought?'

Linda glanced sideways at Beth. 'Well, get my degtéope,’ she
mumbled.

‘And then?"
‘A job, | suppose.’

Alex inclined his head. '"You wouldn't consider woik for the
Thiarchos corporation, | suppose?’

'‘Working for the--' Linda broke off. 'You me&ere?



'If you like." Alex shrugged. 'l meant in Londowf@aally. But it's your
choice.’

'Oh." Linda had clearly not considered this pos$igfbiand Beth
thought how clever it was of Alex not to offer aayert support.
‘Well, I haven't thought about it.'

‘Then do," said Alex, draining the liquid in hisags$. 'Shall we have
another?'

Beth refused, knowing, in her present conditioat tbo many drinks
created other needs, and she had no wish to dremtiah to that. But
Linda was only too willing to have more of the d&us concoction,
and when Alex went to serve himself she pulled>qgressive face.

'What do you think?' she asked, in a whisper. '#hbdo it?'

‘Work for the Thiarchos corporation, you mean?hBeas purposely
vague.

'Of course.' Linda was impatient.
‘That's up to you.'
'‘But do you think it's a good idea?'

Beth shrugged, finding it difficult to imagine puty her future in
Constantine Thiarchos's hands. ‘It might work @ig' said casually.
'It depends whether you want to continue your aasoa with the
family.'

Linda pressed her lips together. 'Because of wioaty Isaid, you
mean?"



'‘No.' Beth didn't want to be accused of taking sidg you think
you'd like to work for Tony's father, then you doYou can always
resign, if you don't like it.’

‘Yes, | can, can't I?' Linda nodded. 'And | hawat sf changed my
opinion of his grandfather. He's not at all likexbected. And Tony's
father is really nice.'

'You think so?'
‘Don't you?'

Beth bent her head, and pretended to be brushimgsant from the
weathered wood of the table. 'l—hardly know hinhe slied
uncomfortably. 'Oh—here he is with your lemonade.’

Alex had got another lemonade for himself too, asdting himself
opposite them again, he pushed the glass towartts Béould you
like to change your mind?'

Beth took a steadying breath. 'l—no. Thank youeé $hused, and
then, realising Linda was expecting her to say sbimg more, she
gave a tight smile. 'But—it was—very nice.'

‘Very nice,' agreed Alex, drawing the glass backito, and lifting it
to his lips. He tipped his head back as he dramik,Beth's eyes were
drawn to the strong brown column of his throat. Tiescles moved
rhythmically as he drank, and a wave of heat inddde groin. Lord,
had she really wrapped her arms around that sarnattlast night?
Had she held him, and kissed him, and let him expoery intimate
inch of her body with his mouth?

His eyes returning to hers had her making a belattenpt to hide
her fascination, and, as if to gave her time tdhgaher scattered
emotions, Alex spoke to Linda again.



‘Tell me about your relationship with Tony,' hedsan a soft voice.
'I'm not prying. | just want to know a little moedout the last few
months of my son's life.’

Linda bit her lip. 'What do you want to know?"'
Alex shrugged. 'Anything you like.'

‘You want to know if | was responsible for him tagidrugs, don't
you?' Her sudden outburst was unexpected, pantiguddter what
she had been saying to Beth in his absence, andlddked taken
aback.

'‘No," he replied at last, meeting her resentful seyath calm
deliberation. 'Beth--' He hesitated over the naamgl then went on
more forcefully, '‘Beth's told me that he'd kickaéd habit before you
and he became—well, before you got together.’

'Yes, well—that's true.'
'Did | say it wasn't?'
'No.'

But Linda didn't sound so convincing now, and B&tmdered if she
was having second thoughts, in light of what she learned—or
thought she had learned—of Constantine Thiarchos.

'OK." Alex hesitated, and then proceeded cautiguklyan't deny |
was appalled, when—when Beth told me what you blbhter. Was
that why you kicked against getting involved withetfamily?
Because you thought we'd blame you?"

'‘Well, it did occur to me."

'Hmm.' Alex frowned. 'But | gather that wasn't trdy reason.'



Linda sniffed. '‘No.’
‘Do you want to tell me about it?"
Linda shook her head. 'Not really.'

'‘Why?' Alex was painstakingly gentle. 'You're ntaa to tell me,
are you?'

Linda sniffed again. 'Of course not.’
‘Then what?'

'It's not easy.' She glanced at Beth again. 'ltderen know if |
believe it any more.'

'‘Believe what?"

Beth was aware of Alex's growing impatience, thohglhad himself
grimly in control. But she could feel his frust@t| sense how he was
feeling. She didn't ask herself how she knew. Waaild necessitate
admitting exactly how involved with him she was.tBfor reasons
she preferred not to dwell upon, she touched Lindah.

'l think you ought to tell—Tony's father—everythiggu told me,'
she said softly. 'He deserves to know.'

‘Do you think so?' Linda licked her lips. 'But whiat-what if Tony
was lying? What if the letters didn't say what aelshey did?’

Beth could tell from the way Alex's fingers clampaabut his glass
that he was finding it incredibly difficult to diéf his reactions. And,
because she had started this, Beth had to go on.

‘What if they did?' she countered, squeezing Lsxdahd. ‘It might
help—help him to understand Tony's— desperation.'



Alex's features were rigid now, and Beth guessedtwhmust be
costing him to remain silent. But the wrong movaldalestroy what
little confidence there was between him and higt#er-in-law, and,
meeting his dark gaze, she saw he understood.

'l gather you're talking about the letters my fatbent to Tony,' he
ventured quietly, and Linda's eyes widened.

'You know about them?'
'l know of them,' corrected Alex evenly. 'Were they a proidlem

Linda swallowed. 'Tony thought so.' She pauseceyHiways upset
him. He—he used to read them tome, and—and theysdiohd
horrible. But they were in Greek. | never reallyelinwhat they said.'

Alex said a word that was intelligible in any laage, and then, after
a muttered apology, he put his lemonade glass .a&deyou still
have these letters?' he asked, making a deterrefif@d to keep his
tone neutral, and Linda gnawed at her lower lip.

‘Not all of them.’
‘But you do have some?'

'l have the one that came the week before—beforg Teed,’ said
Linda reluctantly. 'He—he used to burn them. Béwund it—and
one other—in his holdall.'

Alex wet his lips. 'Do you have them with you?'
'I—I may do.’

‘Do you?'



Just for an instant, Alex's control slipped, ardponding to it, Linda
adopted a sulky expression. 'Why do you want tokhio

Alex took a deep breath. 'Because I'd like to beent' he said, after a
moment. 'Please. | need to know what my father.'said

Linda looked at Beth. 'They are Tony's letterss' shid, as if seeking
her support, but, remembering her own dealings @itimstantine
Thiarchos, Beth couldn't give it.

‘Tony's dead,' she said gently. 'What harm caat d

A great deal, she thought privately, judging by>Adeexpression, but
she couldn't let him down.

Linda pursed her lips. "Well—if you think so.'

'l do," said Beth, giving Alex a fleeting look amfimpsing his
gratitude. 'Do you have them with you?"'

'l suppose so. | remember putting them in my walleen—when |
went through Tony's things. They're probably stiére.’

‘At the villa?' enquired Alex evenly, and she natldé&ood.' His
smile was tight. 'Perhaps you'd show me when wéagek?'



CHAPTER TEN

BETH sat in the first-class compartment of the Londrpress and
stared unseeingly at the fields and hedges flaghasgthe windows.
It was a vastly different landscape from the one Isid enjoyed so
briefly in Greece, but appealing none the lesshié had had any
interest in it, she conceded. Right now, she cbalde been sitting
several miles up in an aeroplane for all the native was taking of
her surroundings.

The steward had been very solicitous. When sheeefhis offer of a
full English breakfast, he had suggested a lightifed egg. And,

although for once her appetite was practically egistent, she had
managed to eat enough of it to satisfy him. Théeeohad been hot
and welcome as well.

But her thoughts were all turned inward. She waxllib the passing
scenery because she had too much else to thinkt.alitwe

rain-washed hedges of an unseasonable August cotldompete
with Linda's revelations. The flooded fields weustja fleeting blur.
When you were contemplating emotional suicide, gimin't tend to
think about the view.

Suicide...

The word haunted her, she thought. And why hadrsteght of that

particular word, when so many others could havedithe charge?
What she was planning had more to do with savimgesme's sanity.
Her own private feelings were a very secondarygthin

But even so, she had no real conviction that whatvgas intending
was the right thing. It might be the moral thinge honesthing. But
was it the right thing? She felt the baby movedadier, and pressed
an instinctive hand to her belly. This was her hasywell as Alex's,
she reminded herself tensely. Just because it bad bonceived



without his permission or his knowledge, and kegtrst for those
reasons, did not mean she owed him anything.

Or did she? Hadn't she always felt a certain gukry time she
considered what she was depriving him of? He mmghtlike what

she had done, but in the present circumstanceslidhé think he

would care about the ethics of the situation. He llbat his son, his
only offspring. And she could offer him—what? A fa&gpement? No,
not a replacement, she amended swiftly. Nothing rmmadne could
replace Tony in his affections. Tony was his flvsetn son; he was
unique. But she could offer him the compensatioaraither child, a
child of his blood. A child who might give him aason to go on
living.

To go on living!

The bald horror of that statement was frighteniBfe couldn't
conceive that Alex was even contemplating the rétieve, but
according to Linda he was. He was just a shadothefnan he had
been, she had told Beth on the phone two daysHgyaasn't eating;
he had lost weight. And, according to his mansdrvae was
drinking himself into oblivion.

Even now, Beth found it hard to believe. Alex h&dags seemed
such a strong man, a man full of life and vitalifpny's death had hit
him hard, but he had appeared to be coping witHathad handled
the whole business with remarkable fortitude, andl d.inda had
shown him those letters he had seemed more cortealmt her
future than his own.

Of course, Beth had known nothing about what walserletters. She
had had her suspicions, of course. But her poditamhbeen such that
there was no way she could get involved. Besidas,ladn't seen
Alex alone, since that morning they had sat ardethht the hilltop



taverna. All she knew was that their holiday hadrbeut short, and
she and Linda had returned to England without him.

She guessed there had been a row. Linda had hasteduch. But
even she had been in the dark at that time. It \wasiil later that
Alex had talked to her, and explained the reasonthéir peremptory
departure.

Of course, Beth hadn't known about this either,l unhda had
phoned her, the day before yesterday. So far ab Batl been
concerned, her involvement in their lives was ovdex had said
nothing about seeing her again, after they wer& baEngland. He
had wished her goodbye with tight-lipped detachméig mind
clearly on other things than pacifying her emotions

Beth caught her lower lip between her teeth, ahddovn hard. She
wondered now why she had been so surprised hetddkafs part of
the bargain. Had she really thought that night e heach would
make a scrap of difference? He had saivaetedher; he had never
said he loved her. He had used her, as she hadusedehim, and
then dismissed her from his mind, as he'd promisddre they left.

Even so, she had waited for two full weeks aftar fe¢urn from
Greece, just in case he changed his mind. Sheolthlddrself she was
waiting to make sure Linda got her degree, butdlaes she shed in
private made a mockery of her excuses.

Nevertheless, she had been there to give Lindadhs, when she'd
phoned to ask what her results were. Linda hadugttad, albeit just
barely, and her reaction had been predictably deferwhen Beth
had asked her what she was going to do. She wgisgtaith her
foster mother, she'd said, until Tony's father daariganise a job for
her in the London office. She didn't know yet wiegtbhe would take
it. She was keeping her options open, until shevkmere about what
was going on.



Which meant, Beth knew, that she was not aboutakenany brash
statements about her future, until it was more i®eclinda had

learned not to take anything for granted, and psesiimade on a
sun-swept hillside might wither and die in a coldiemate.

Of course, she couldn't know that what Beth waiyresking was
what Alex was doing. But it was enough to know tiatvas back in
England, and had evidently no intention of contagtier. And why
should he? she had asked herself, as she hadarglyaeplaced the
receiver. So far as he was concerned, their affag over. With no
hard feelings on either side.

And that was when Beth had known that she coulgipénd the
months until her baby was born in Sullem Cross. Thaersity
dominated the small town, and it had too many me&soEven her
own house had too many memories, and it was witdrfuke
determination that she had phoned an estate agérwich, and
asked if he had any properties to rent on the casssit.

The house he offered her was ideal for her purpdsegas just a
cottage, really, but it was clean, and well- fuheid, and stood on the
outskirts of a village, just a stone's throw frdm tliffs. The sea that
surged on to the rocks below the cottage was ngtiike the blue-
green waters that washed the cove below the Vibaligri, but it was
all the better for it. There was nothing in thetage, or in the grey
waters of the North Sea, to remind her of Alex.d%e to take issue
with her identity as a recently widowed school-te&c No one to
offer anything but sympathy, when they eventuaigcdvered she
was having a baby.

The house in Albert Terrace had been left in hdy daman's hands.
Mrs Lamb had orders to keep the place aired ayddiad to forward
any mail to her new address. She had thought lodghard about
leaving her address with anyone, but common seadewvion out in
the end. It would be foolish to cut herself off quetely. The house



could burn down in her absence, and the police avbalve to have
some way of tracing her.

All the same, she had been glad that Justine wayg aiven She left.
It would have been difficult to explain her reasémsnot giving her

her address, if she had been there. She still hdecded what she
was going to tell Justine, when this was all ovidre truth, most

likely, she had mused drily. Justine was not theetyo tolerate

anything less.

And, in the event, it had been Justine who had.jmata in touch with
her. In her own inimitable way, she had demanded,got, Beth's
telephone number from Mrs Lamb. When Linda had rgotreply
from Beth's home number, she had rung the Sawperguse she
had known that Beth and Justine had been friehdsad a natural
assumption that Beth would have left knowledgeeafwhereabouts
with Justine. And Justine had always had the aityhtorget what she
wanted.

Beth guessed Justine was probably wondering whyeLivad wanted
to speak to her so urgently. But never in a milljears was she likely
to guess the truth. Beth supposed one day she wallteer that, too.
But, for the moment, the next few hours were a# sbuld think
about.

She was so glad Linda had contacted her, evea ditlis reasons for
doing so were so different from her own. To Linglae represented
someone who had shared at least a part of whathbpgened.

Someone who understood how she was feeling withejutoach.

Linda could share her fears with Beth without nednations. She
didn't demand unnecessary explanations.

But, of course, Linda hadn't told her that rightegwTo begin with,
she had pretended she was ringing to let Beth lgtehad taken a
job with the Thiarchos corporation. There had bessme



reorganisation, she had explained. Alex Thiarchad heen given
complete control of all overseas developments, amadild be

working permanently in London from now on. She wasking in

the public relations office there, she added, ansle to Tony's
cousin, Nicolas. She had a place of her own, aldmlattractive
apartment, overlooking Kensington Gardens; sheeaasing a good
salary; and she had reluctantly accepted an allog&vétom Tony's
estate.

She seemed busy and happy in her work, and Betlyladdgor her. If
nothing else, Linda had matured a lot in the paste months. She
had also learned that not all the Thiarchoses Wi&ee Tony's
grandfather. Whatever had happened, she no longged him.

And that was when she had told Beth why she waly raaging. Her
news about her home, and her job, had just beetinpd/NVhat she
really wanted to talk about was Alex. And the fdct Tony hadn't
been lying after all.

And, remembering all the things Linda had told Heeth felt a
churning surge of repugnance. Those letters froms@mtine to his
grandson had been everything Tony said and morat Wahad not
told Linda was that his grandfather had known albagidrug habit.
The old man had despised him for it, but he had usthreatening to
tell Tony's father if he didn't do as he was told.

What his real intentions had been, they would nekeow.
Constantine had denied ever threatening Tony wmytheng. But
Alex had told Linda that he thought his father hatgnded to use
Tony to control him. It had always been a constdidrn in
Constantine's side that he couldn't dominate hisyger son as he
could his older one. Tony had been graduatingytéhes, and had been
expected to go to work for Alex. Perhaps Constarntiad planned to
use him, to spy on his own father.



Whatever, the fact remained that Tony had beeht&iged of the old
man. His one transgression had been to marry Lidddad said he
loved her, and he had persuaded her to marry harethe in the

register office in Sullem Cross. Now, however, landondered if it
hadn't just been an act of bravado, regretted as ss it was
achieved. He hadn't gained anything, just provitedself with

another burden. And with his poor grades, anddé#ailure, it must

have been too much.

Which left the unpalatable conclusion that Tonylddwave taken his
own life. He might have been in a desperate stfat@red and driven
carelessly, but no one would ever know for sures d@iscovery that
Constantine Thiarchos had visited Sullem Crossl&yebefore Tony
died seemed indefensible. And it had caused aetfveen Alex and
his father that Linda doubted could ever be healed.

Since then, she went on, Alex had become virtuallecluse. He
wasn't interested in his work; he wasn't interestethe promotion
his father had given him in a desperate attempgdain his love and
respect. He had even refused to see his own brdtball intents and
purposes, he didn't care about living any more.

And that could not be allowed to continue. Bethvkreie couldn't
allow it to continue. Not if there was a hope il loé making him
change his mind. Linda was worried about him. H®lg family was
worried about him—and with good reason. That wayg lwhda had
contacted her. She had wanted to talk to someona wamisn't
personally involved.

A bitter smile twisted Beth's lips. If only Linda&w, she thought, as
the morning train from Norwich to Liverpool Streetared the
outskirts of London. If anything, she was more pesadly involved
than any of them. She had a vested interest infgeAdex. She didn't
want her baby's father to die.



Tears pricked at the backs of her eyes, and stghtéer lower lip
between her teeth. Who was she kidding? she asksdlhpainfully.
The reason she was on this train had little to @b Alex being the
baby's father. She was on her way to London becheséoved him.
Because she would do anything she had to, to chhisgpoint of
view.

Of course, it hadn't been easy finding out wheréveel. She knew
his telephone number wasn't in the phone book. |IBeldge the
Thiarchoses didn't put their numbers on publicldigpand his office
was unlikely to give her his address. Consequestig, had had to
invent a reason to ring back, and that was whydweney had been
stalled for another day.

As it was, she didn't know if Linda had believed, kéhen she'd made
the excuse of calling to ask if she wouldgive her address again,
because she'd lost it. Her clumsy ploy, of pretegpdhat because
Linda had been out when she first rang she hadytitaf contacting

Alex in Mayfair, had borne fruit, but she couldlteinda had been

doubtful when she'd explained that Alex's house was

Knightsbridge, not Mayfair.

'‘Oh, yes. Aubrey Square!' Beth had exclaimed, sgthie first name
that came into her head, and Linda had sighed.

'‘No, Wilton Court,' she had declared, with evidemsgivings. 'How
did you know where he lived, anyway? | don't rememhim
mentioning it.'

'It—it was at the funeral,’ Beth had fabricatedidusly. 'l—heard
people talking about going back to the house.' 8heed a laugh.
‘Thank goodness | didn't try to reach him.'

‘You couldn't have, in any case,' Linda had respdritatly. ‘He's not
taking any calls. And, when | went round to the $®wyesterday



evening, his manservant wouldn't even let me inl $e&d yesterday,
he won't see anyone.’

Which wasn't exactly the most optimistic omen fer journey, Beth
reflected wryly. Alex was turning away all calleesyd she had yet to
discover at what number Wilton Court he lived. S¥as hoping it
was a short thoroughfare, with few houses. But whatwasn't?
What would she do then?

Her ingenuity wouldn't stretch that far. For thegent, the fact that
the train was slowing as it approached Liverpooé&t Station was
enough. 'Sufficient, unto the day', she thoughtdesing if this was
the best time to be quoting the Bible. It was Agachwho had said,
‘The Gods help those who help themselves.'

She checked her appearance in the taxi takingtwer the station to
Wilton Court. Her navy suit and cream silk blouserevpurposefully
businesslike. She didn't want Alex to think she te@dranything from

him in exchange for the news she could give himadidition to

which, the loose jacket of the suit hid any obviewgdence of her
condition. Indeed, even without the jacket, she stdlsremarkably

slim. She doubted he would detect the truth sheh&ldecide not to
tell him.

‘What number Wilton Court?' enquired the taxi drjygancing round
at her now, and Beth licked her lips.

'‘Oh—I—I'm not sure,' she murmured, feeling the aolentering her
cheeks. She crossed her fingers, and gave him bst appealing
smile. 'I'm afraid I've lost the address. I'm goiadhave to knock at
someone's door and ask.'

The driver gave her a sympathetic look. "That'giou



'‘Mmm." Beth glanced ruefully out of the window. Awe nearly
there? Do you know if it's a very long street?'

‘Not very,” the man replied reassuringly. 'lt'stjus terrace,
overlooking Cadogan Gardens. Do you have a nawe, énd I'll ask
someone for you? No need for you to go asking. Mever know
who you're speaking to these days.'

Beth was surprised. 'That's very kind of you.'

'‘No problem.' He grinned at her in the rear-viewrari ‘Do anything
for a pretty woman, | will. My wife says I'm a rgalishover. Now,
who are we looking for?'

‘Thiarchos,' said Beth quickly, before her failo@nfidence had her
asking him to turn round and take her back to thea. 'The name's
Thiarchos. lt—it's Greek.'

'‘Course it is." The man nodded. 'l've heard thanenabefore.
Something to do with shipping, isn't it? Wasn't om killed a few
months back in a car accident?’

Beth caught her breath. 'l—that's right.’

'l knew it." The driver was pleased. 'And, if I'mtmmistaken, the
house you want is Number Ten. | remember notidinghen the kid
was killed. Always reporters outside, there was.ltivas!" He
grimaced. 'Can't leave anyone alone, can they?"

Beth licked her lips. 'l—suppose they have a joddo

‘Yeah, | suppose so.' The man gave her a wary |¥oki're not one
of them, are you?'

'Heavens, no.'



Beth was vehement, and the driver nodded. 'l thoungi.' He
brushed the thought aside. 'So, does that souhttagou?'

‘What?' For a moment, Beth almost gave herself aimatythen she
quickly gathered her composure. 'Oh—oh, yes. Nunileer. Yes,
I'm sure you're right." She managed to pull a vaigef 'I'd forget my
head, if it were loose!'

'Like all women," agreed the driver cheekily, andtiBwas still
smiling when he turned off Knightsbridge Road, &nalught the taxi
to a halt outside a tall Georgian town house. 'herare.’

Beth paid him before getting out of the taxi. Hegd felt like jelly,
and the idea of standing on the kerb while she raged in her bag
for change was not on. Even so, she still feltadisaly wobbly as the
taxi drove away, and she approached the iron gailiof the house
with a total lack of conviction.

What was she doing here? she asked herself. Whiat sloe possibly
hope to achieve? If Linda couldn't help; if his olmother couldn't
help, what chance did she have? She could hardbe fber way
inside by telling some iron-faced manservant that\was expecting
his baby. Who would believe her? It was ludicrous.

And then, with that uncanny sense of being obsersied lifted her
head. Her eyes travelled up over the curtainedrgtdloor windows

to the tall windows of the first floor. There weteee of them, and
her gaze sped from one to another in swift sucoeséut although
she was almost certain someone had been watchmthéganes
were blank and unoccupied.

She shivered, in spite of the humid warmth of thge Isummer
morning. The rain had eased here, and a wateryvasrmaking the
pavements steam, but still she felt a cold findepprehension down
her spine. What if it had been Alex? she thougletr;, fingers



hesitating over the latch of the gate. What if hd Been her, and was
already ordering his manservant not to let hekiifat would she do?
Whatcouldshe do? Oh, she ought never to have come!

She glanced behind her, half wishing she had atbleethxi driver to
wait for her. It seemed so presumptuous now, toecbene uninvited
and unannounced. She should have got his numbeehsav, and
phoned first. That way, she could have saved Heesalasted
journey.

'‘Are you coming in, or aren't you?'

The words, spoken in a harsh unwelcoming tone, stirparalysed
her, but she managed to swing round, grasping diiengs for

support. Alex was standing in the open doorwayhef house, his
dark face grim and unshaven, but wonderfully faamniliHer jaw
sagged in trembling disbelief.

‘Well?' he demanded, and there was a faintly terduhote to his
voice now. 'Either you are or you aren't. Whats thatter? Did |
scare you? You should have warned me you were gpriithhave
made myself respectable.’

Beth shook her head. 'You—you saw me,' she samdylirey that
uneasy feeling, and Alex's mouth twisted.

'Of course | saw you,' he snapped. 'That's whyhéne. Do you want
to come in and tell me what you're doing here?’

Beth nodded. "All right.
‘Good.’

His tone had shortened even more, and she knevihadhdo stop
staring at him as if he were a ghost. But the shafckeeing him



wasn't just a mental aberration, it was a physica, too. Linda
hadn't been exaggerating. Alex did look ill.

‘Well?' he prompted, and she hurriedly lifted teh and opened the
gate.

‘Thank you," she said, walking up the shallow steps

Alex stood aside for her to enter the narrow hajletthe house, and
as she passed him she smelled the aroma of aloohbis breath.
Smelled him, too, a sweet-sour odour of sweat amhshed clothes.
He hadn't changed his trousers and sweater in aedays, she
thought uneasily. His hair was unkempt, too. Dead Gvhat had he
been doing to himself?

He closed the door and gestured towards the staiish went up at
one side of the hall. Ahead of her, she could dea@ passage with
doors leading off it, and a Victorian-styled consgory at the end.

As she went upstairs, she couldn't help compaiiegexperience
with that other occasion at the Villa Vouliari. Sted the feeling that
if she were to fall on Alex now he would crumplelia pack of cards.
He had lost that edge of lean muscularity. Nowolo&éd merely thin.

And old, she added, glancing anxiously behind 8be knew he was
just a couple of years over forty, but at presentdoked ten years
older. Even his hair was streaked with grey, argl dyes were
narrowed and sombre.

'In here,' he said, when they reached the firstitay) and he pushed
open the door into a book-lined study. 'It's whiesenduct all my
business interviews,' he added tensely. ‘| assurneaye here on
business. | can't think of any other reason.’



Beth took a deep breath, as he closed the dodeandd back against
it. 'Can't you, Alex?' she asked, realising she ngdgjoing to get any
help from him. She glanced at the broad desk thaimed the space
beneath the windows, and which was bare but fattéebof whisky
and a glass. 'Well, there doesn't seem to be musmdss being
conducted here, at the moment.' She picked upléiss getween two
fingers, and viewed it with some distaste. 'Was thihat you were
doing, when you looked out of the window and saw'me

'‘What if it was?' Alex regarded her without likinBe careful, Beth,
I've let you in here, but | may not be so willimglét you out again.'

'Is that a threat?' Beth took a quivering bre@ha promise?' She felt
behind her, and found a place to rest her unstegsyon the corner
of his desk. 'For heaven's sake, Alex, what hawebaen doing to
yourself?'

Alex pushed his shoulders away from the door, &oded his hands
into his pockets. 'What's it to you?'

Beth sighed. 'It's not worth it, Alex. Believe ni¢dthing you do can
change what's happened. Tony's dead! You cang him back. And
don't you think you owe it to him to do the bestiy@an?'

Alex scowled. 'Who sent you, Beth? Who was it getitlea that you
might succeed where others have failed? Was it gg&foWas it
Nico?' He made a scornful sound. 'No—damn, it wiasld, wasn't
it? So she did know where you were! The little bitShe swore to me
she didn't know where you'd gone.

Beth blinked. 'No one sent me,' she declared, asdrer brain tried to
deal with the import of what he had just told head he tried to
contact her, after all?

'l don't believe you." Alex was scathing.



'It's the truth." And it was. Linda hadn't the tast notion she was
here. And, if what Alex was implying was true, gimebably wouldn't
approve either. 'l wanted to see you.'

'‘Why?'
'‘Why?' Beth was taken aback.

‘Yeah, why?' he repeated, crossing his arms abissshest. 'l don't
believe we have anything to say to one anothekye® You said it
all—before we left for Greece.'

'Oh." Beth lowered her shoulder-bag to the flond gripped the desk
at either side of her hips. "You mean about—aboutnot seeing me
again, after we got back?'

'No." Alex was brusque. 'l mean how you refusegitaunless | made
that proviso.' His lips tightened. 'That was thegbh@n, wasn't it? That
was why you persuaded Linda to go.'

Beth swallowed. 'Maybe.'

‘What do you mean, maybe?' His eyes flashed angbgmn you,
you know that's what happened. You kept to yous sicthe bargain,
and you made bloody sure | kept to mine. Where lyavebeen, by
the way? Or is that still a well-guarded secret?'

Beth blinked. 'Why do you want to know?'

Alex's face darkened. 'Curiosity, that's all. Obn'td worry, I've got
no intention of pestering you. I'm not totally stlid got the message.

'‘What message?' Beth was getting more and moreieaf'l didn't
send you a message. And I've been staying in Ngiifojou want to
know. I've rented a cottage there. On the coastanérom Norwich!



'‘Norwich!" He echoed the word impatiently. 'Anchbught you were
out of the country. No wonder Linda denied knowinbere you
were. Norwich isn't exactly out of reach, is it?'

‘Linda didn't know where | was,' protested Bethemtty. ‘Honestly.
She didn't. Oh—she eventually got my phone numbam fMrs
Lamb, my daily woman. But that was just a coupleda¥s ago.
Because she was worried about you, and needed serntetalk to.'

Alex didn't look convinced. 'To talk to,' he echpadd Beth nodded.

‘Yes.' She stared at him. 'Alex—are you saying game up to
Yorkshire?'

Alex stared back. 'As if you didn't know.'

'l didn't." She moistened her lips with a nervausgue, and gripped
the desk a little tighter. 'Why did you come upMtorkshire?' She
couldn't believe it was to see her! 'Was there—thase a problem
over—over the inquest?’

Alex gave her a pitying look. 'OK, Beth,' he sdishu're obviously
enjoying this little tete-a-tete, but I'm not.' Hame unsteadily
towards her, but although she was sure he meahtaaten her he
just reached past her for the whisky bottle. '$&' went on,
examining the contents of the bottle with a jauadieye, ‘why don't
you say your piece and get out of here? | dond yeer help. | don't
want your sympathy. I'll go to hell my own way, ahdt's all there is
to it.'

'It's not.' Beth stayed where she was. 'Alex, @e&8hy did you
come to Sullem Cross?' She took a deep breathdiard into the
unknown. 'Was—uwas it to see me?'

Alex gave her an old-fashioned look. 'What do y@antvblood?'



Beth lifted her shoulders. 'As | said—Tony--'

‘Tony's dead and buried." Alex's mouth compresSénl said it,
there's nothing | can do now. | loved him, andimkihe knew it. As
Linda says, we'll never know the truth.’

"Then--'

‘Yeah, right, you want your pound of flesh.' His utio took on a
self-derisive slant, and he lunged for the gl&3K, 1 came to Sullem
Cross to see you. But— what do you know? The ladgtashed
again.'

Beth slid off the desk. 'l hadn't vanished.'

'It certainly looked that way to me.' Alex tippdektbottle against the
glass, and swore when he found it was almost erijigyeyes moved
restlessly around the room, as if looking for éplacement. 'l didn't
get the message the first time around, but | sarbedl got it the

second!

Beth licked her lips. 'You're wrong.'

His eyes swivelled back to hers. 'No, I'm not wrbhg said savagely.
'l asked everyone | knew at the university, andoagicould tell me
where you were. You'd made a pretty good job ofedog your
tracks, Beth. Even your friends didn't know wheoe'd gone.'

'l know.' Beth sighed, but when he would have bedspast her she
put out her hand and caught his sleeve. 'Alex, ditiyou want to see
me?'

He pulled away from her, and lurched across thenrtm a carved
mahogany cabinet. Jerking open the door, he redealgenerous



display of bottles, and as she watched with hedifyes he selected
another quart of Scotch.

'‘Oh, for pity's sake, Alex!" Abandoning her stameside the desk,
Beth went after him, and because she caught hiwanmes she was
able to wrench the bottle out of his hand. 'Tell'rslee said, standing
in front of him, staring at him with frustrated syéTlell me why you

wanted to see me! | thought you didn't want toreeeagain! At least,

that was what you implied, when we arrived at titla.v

Alex glared at her. 'Give me that bottle!
'‘No.'
'l said, give me that bottle!"

He went to take it from her, and would have lost lance if she
hadn't taken most of his weight. As it was, heefanded up pressed
against the whisky-stained cotton of his sweated, although the
scent wasn't pleasant, the nearness of his harg Wwad achingly
sweet.

'‘Don't do this to me, Beth," he muttered, tryingeidricate himself
from her arms. But all she did was drop the baitiehisky on to the
carpet, and clutch the waistband of his trousetis loth hands.

‘Do what?' she asked huskily, gazing up at him, amdh an
anguished groan he bent his head to hers.

His mouth was hot and feverish, and painfully utgdms hands
cupping her throat with unnecessary force. She Wagning
anywhere, she thought dizzily, as his anxious glipost robbed her
of air. This was where she wanted to be, for howkreg he wanted
her, and it was not until the baby stirred inside that she found the
strength to draw back from him.



Immediately, he let her go, his hands falling te &ides, as if she
represented some form of contamination he coutdpe with. 'I'm
sorry," he muttered, raking an unsteady hand thrdlhg uncombed
tumble of his hair. Then, his lips curling with usgluised mockery,
he tried to dismiss what had happened with a fewless words. 'l
never could resist a beautiful woman!'

Beth's insides rebelled, but, although the temmab take what he'd
said at face value tugged at her emotions, shethalde sure.
'‘And—and is that all | am?' she asked softly. 'Arsither pretty
woman?'

'What else?"

Alex held up his head, and now she could read ngtfiom his eyes.
They were blank; opaque; and, although her heastteling her it
wasn't true, her mind was telling her something.€ldis was Alex
Thiarchos, she reminded herself tremulously. Meke liAlex

Thiarchos could have any woman they wanted.

And, because there was only so much she could sfleenodded.
'Right,' she said, picking up her bag, and looptioger her shoulder.
'‘What else?'

She was going down the stairs, when a man appé&amdhe back

of the house. He was a thin man, of middle yearshirt-sleeves and
a patterned waistcoat. He looked at Beth in somgrise, and then
offered a polite smile.

‘Can | help you?'

Beth didn't trust herself to speak. She just shomkhead, and, as if
sensing she was near to tears, the man came forward



'l think you ought to come and sit down for a fewuates,' he said,
his eyes bright and sympathetic. 'I'll make yowp of tea. | don't
suppose Mr Thiarchos offered you any refreshmeadthe?’

'Oh, really--' Beth got the words out with an efffor
'I'm fine, really." She sniffed. 'l think I'm getg a cold, that's all.’

The man looked sceptical, but before he could sayhang more

Alex appeared at the top of the stairs. "What #leisigoing on down
there?' he demanded, and Beth saw to her dismalgettaad another
full glass of whisky in his hand. He started dola stairs. 'Mallory!

When did you get back?'

'l arrived home just a few minutes ago, Mr Thiachahe man
replied, undaunted by Alex's aggressive tone. d pst suggesting to
Miss—er--'

He looked at Beth, and she muttered, 'Haley,lawaeluctant voice.

‘Haley?' echoed the man in surprise, and, forge#lihabout what he
had been going to say, he looked incredulouslyl@x.AThisis Miss
Haley?'

‘Shut up, Mallory!" Alex came all the way down ttairs, and thrust
his glass on to the polished surface of a semul@rdaall table. 'Miss
Haley was just leaving.'

'But Alex--'

Alex swung round on him. 'l said, shut up, Mallbhg snarled, and
Beth, who was feeling in need of some fresh awpgd weakly for
the door.

‘But you wanted to see Miss Haley,' Mallory wastesting, as she
fumbled with the latch. 'l thought you said--'



But that was the last thing Beth remembered bafwalizziness she
had been fighting engulfed her. Although she ttiedight it, the
blackness was beckoning, and, with a little sigle, §id unconscious
to the floor.



CHAPTER ELEVEN

WHEN Beth came round, she was lying on a soft velviet, 5o a room

she had never seen before. It was an elegant moango large, but
high-ceilinged, with another velvet couch facing tbne she was
lying on, across an Adam-style hearth. There wefegseen velvet

drapes at the windows, and a pale striped papéreowalls, and an
air of peace and tranquillity that was much at odl the scene she
remembered before she passed out.

She quivered, as the memory of that scene cametbaokr. Dear

God! Was she still in Alex's house? She had beedesperate to
escape, and it was galling to think that her owdyt®weakness had
betrayed her.

'‘How are you feeling?"

Someone, a male, moved into her line of vision, simel saw it was
the man she had met earlier. What was his nameloiyralyes, that
was right: Mallory. Alex must have deputed himdok after her, and
then get rid of her. Was he the one who had catgdinto this
elegant drawing-room? Had he just been waitinghfer to come
round?

Shame, and embarrassment, had her levering harpelin her
elbows, but Mallory pressed her back, with a gehtddd on her
shoulder. 'Relax,’ he said. 'Alex won't be long. blteught you in
here, and as soon as he was satisfied you werg tgbe all right he
went to make himself more respectable. Now—how ath@i cup of
tea?"

‘Just some water, please.' Beth swallowed. 'I'ne $un being an
awful nuisance.'



'‘Don't you believe it.' Mallory's thin face creaseto a knowing
smile. 'We've all been praying you'd show up befétex did
something really desperate.'

Beth gazed up at him. "You're not serious!

'You'd better believe it." The man crossed the rdonpour some
mineral water into a glass, and brought it backen 'Have you any
idea of the trouble you've caused?'

‘That will do, Mallory.'

Alex's voice was harsh, but mercifully sober, amthBshuffled into a
sitting position to take the glass as he entereddbm. Her skirt rode
up her thighs as she did so, and she hurriedlyhlecug down, but not
before Mallory had seen and admired the slendegtheof her legs.

‘Will that be all, Mr Thiarchos?' he enquired, B#th could tell by
his smile that there was a genuine affection betvilee two men that
went far beyond that of employer and employee.

'‘For now,' agreed Alex, coming to take his placadeethe sofa. '‘But
we may want lunch later. I'll let you know."'

Beth glanced up at his words, her eyes registénadact that he had
evidently showered and shaved. The dark stubbledsappeared
from his chin, and his hair was damp and gleamingtead of the
crumpled trousers and sweater, he was wearing lolaiclos, and a
matching polo shirt, and although he still lookedephis eyes were
definitely clearer.

'Fine."



Mallory offered her a cheerful grimace as he le& toom, and Beth
wished she could feel as confident as he did thex Peally wanted
her here.

The door closed, and as soon as it had done sodddgxed down on
to his haunches beside her. 'So?' he said. 'Arajoight?’ His eyes
were dark and concerned. 'l didn't mean to upsetike that.'

Beth pressed her lips together. 'No, | know.' Sésthted. 'l shouldn't
have come here uninvited. It was my fault.’

Alex shook his head. 'Don't be silly," he saidegrs'| behaved like a
fool. I've got no excuse, except the fact that been feeling pretty
low lately. But that's not your fault, and | shauitdhave taken my
frustration out on you.'

‘Shouldn't you?' Beth took a nervous breath, andhmuglass aside.
‘According to Mallory, it's all my fault.’

Alex swore, and then made a muttered apology. tviahould keep
his big mouth shut,' he declared harshly. 'Besideknows nothing
about it. It's my problem, not his.'

Beth looked at him then, and, as if unwilling toahéer searching
gaze, he stared down at the carpet between hiadsgnghs. It was
obvious he was doing his best to hide his emotfom® her, and,
taking her life into her hands, she reached out randher fingers
down his smooth cheek.

His reaction was violent. With a muffled groan lifted his hand and
covered hers, turning her palm against his moutt,messing a hot
kiss against her moist skin. Then, with equal vedrare, he thrust her
hand away from him, and got abruptly to his feet.



‘Alex!" Her use of his name stopped him from mowamgay from her.
But he didn't look at her as she swung her leghddloor, and got
gracefully to her feet. '‘Alex—would it make anyfdience if | swore
to you that | wasn't hiding from you?'

'Don't lie to me, Beth.'

'I'm not lying." And, as he still looked scepticstie cupped his face in
her hands. 'Listen to me. When— when Linda andt Ihgone from
Greece, | went back to Sullem Cross. She must ted@e/ou. | was
there when she got the results of her exams. Thatwhen she told
me you were back in London.’

'S0?' Alex's eyes darkened. 'Did she also tellammut the God-awful
row | had had with my father?'

Beth nodded. 'Not then. But later."

'‘Well?' Alex moved a little restlessly under hentis. ‘It was a pretty
traumatic time for me.'

'l know that.' 'Do you?' 'l do now.'

‘But you weren't sufficiently interested to wait fme.' "To wait for
you?' Beth's thumbs stroked his cheeks. 'Alex,n@er asked me to
wait for you.'

He closed his eyes then, as if he couldn't begoton looking at her,
but his words were raw and painful. 'l didn't askuy' he echoed
harshly. ‘My God, what else was | supposed to do@ khew how |
felt about you! | told you in every way | knew.' tBemoistened her
dry lips. 'You said you—wanted me--'

He opened his eyes again, and now they were statldasperate.
‘And that wasn't enough?'



"You never said you—you loved me,' she whispened véth a groan
he finally abandoned his control and reached for he

‘Would you have believed me then?' he exclaimadingl his hands
into her hair, covering her face with helpless ésssBeth, we'd only
known each other a short time. And our—introductiamasn't

exactly orthodox. | wanted you to get to know neallly get to know
me, before | laid that on you as well. But—God! Ytoad to know
there was more to it than just—Ilust! Believe mdjdn't spend two
months and a small fortune trying to find someorjast wanted
to—well, have sex with!"

Beth was trembling so much, she knew that if henhaldeen
supporting her, her knees would have given wayt Y& didn't
come,' she protested. 'l waited two weeks!

‘Two?' Alex gazed down at her with incredulous eyely God! |
didn't know there was a time limit. | really thoughnhad all the time
in the world. And | had to get things organisedetier

Beth swallowed. 'l was sure you weren't coming.'
Alex brushed her mouth with his. 'It mattered?’

'Of course it mattered.' Beth gazed up at himtealffully. 'Oh, Alex,
| so desperately wanted to see you. And when | deane today--'

Alex kissed her again, more forcefully this times tongue slipping

easily between her teeth, and searching every morgbur of her

mouth. 'Today,' he said huskily, when he released mouth to

explore the sensitive hollows of her ear, 'today gaw a man at the
end of his tether. A man who hadn't the sense lieaewhat was

staring him in the face. Oh, darling, | didn't daecept that you'd
come for any other reason than that Linda had pdesiyou. Don't
forget | had to persuade you to go to Greece.'



'Oh, Alex!'

‘And," he added ruefully, 'l have to admit | wasatally immune to
my father's poison myself.'

"Your father?"

‘Yes.' Alex grimaced. 'At the end of our confroitat he informed
me that a woman like you would never settle for sthimg as simple
as marriage to me. You were far too intelligent;ttao ambitious.
That's why, when | found you'd disappeared agaieally gave up
hope.'

‘Alex!" With a little sob, she wound her arms arduns neck, and
pressed herself against him. 'He was so wrong!'

'‘Was he?' Alex looked down at her with searchingsey'm not a
total chauvinist, you know. I'm quite prepared you to go on with
your career. So long as it's a little nearer Londwonm? | don't think
| could live with there being a couple of hundredesbetween us.'

She shook her head. 'l love you.'

'l hope so,' he agreed. 'Whatever happens nomehér let you go
again.'

But would he forgive her? Beth wondered some tiater| as she lay
beside him on the sofa. Propping herself up on elbew, she
watched him as he slept. In sleep, the lines tadtappeared in her
absence were almost smoothed away, and althoughabhemaking
had exhausted him he looked very contented now.

And that pleased her. It pleased her enormously she was
responsible for him enjoying the first real sleggiad had for weeks.



He had told her that that was why he had startedidg: because he
hadn't been able to get any rest. But one thinddthtb another, and
the depression he had suffered had simply fed upelh.

All the same, she couldn't help worrying about wéta had to tell

him. She had tried to do so, before he made lowetpbut she hadn't
had much success. Alex had been hungry for hey, tlagl been

hungry for one another. That was why they weregyiere, instead
of safely in his bed.

Not that Mallory would come back uninvited, Alexdhassured her.
He would be only too relieved that she was hersate Alex from
himself. Besides, he had added, he didn't caresatothem. He was
in love with her, and he was going to marry hed #rat was all there
was to it.

But would he still want to marry her, when he found what she had
done? she asked herself for the umpteenth timeadtseemed so
simple, coming here, because that was all she tiosiie had to
offer. Now she knew different, and she was afrdiditvat she might
lose.

Alex stirred, as if the turmoil of her thoughts Heahsmitted itself to
him, and opened one eye. He was slumped on hisastobeside her,
still wearing his trousers, but without them befagtened. And she
saw, as he rolled on to his side, the coarse haircdurled in the V.

‘Hey," he said, putting up one hand, and loopingutd her neck, 'did
| sleep long?'

'Not too long," she told him, turning her lips agsihis wrist. 'How do
you feel? Are you still tired?'

‘Tired, yes. But | feel bloody marvellous!" he ied| with a lazy grin.
'‘Come here, and I'll show you.'



But Beth resisted his efforts to pull her down itm and instead ran a
tentative hand down his chest. Beneath the pold, gfis nipples
hardened automatically, and she felt his thickemmaeness against
her hip.

'‘Come here,' he said again, his voice matchingitgent heat of his
emotions, but Beth only shook her head.

'‘We have to talk,' she said firmly, even thoughatiged to give in to
him. 'There's something I've got to tell you. Thé&e-teal reason why
| came.’

Alex's eyes narrowed. 'The real reason?' he echibdtbught you
came because you wanted to see me.'

'l did." She gazed at him uncertainly, and thendmesl on before she
chickened out. 'But there's something else you hak&ow, before
we go any further.'

Alex pushed himself up against the cushions. 'Befee go any
further?' he echoed, and his voice was wary noaw'the hell much
further can we go, Beth? Forgive me, but didn'tjust make love
here? What else can we do, except do it all ovain&g

Beth heaved a sigh. 'Don't get angry--'

‘Tell me what it is, and I'll try not to," he reted. 'Come on, Beth,
don't keep me in suspense. If this is somethimptavith my father--'

'It's not."' Beth spoke hurriedly. 'It's to do witbu and me and no one
else. I—oh, what the hell? I'm pregnant! | wantedbteak the news
gently, but you're not giving me a chance.'

Alex looked at first stunned, and then incredulodee you serious?'



‘Well, I'd hardly joke about something like thagwid 1?' she replied
crossly.

He gasped. 'My God, you mean to say you're goindgnaee a
baby—my baby? Hell, Beth, why would | be angry albat?'

Beth sniffed. 'Are you pleased?’

Alex stared at her, still with that look of wondeamt in his eyes.
'‘What do you think?' he muttered, leaning forwand &auling her
into his arms. 'Dammit, Beth, of course I'm please@ shook his
head. 'Forget pleased—I'm bloody ecstatic!

Beth's face broke into a tremulous smile. "You rhight be, when |
tell you the whole story," she mumbled, and heetipper face up to
his with a curious finger.

'‘Why not?' he asked. His eyes clouded. 'Aren'tpleased about it?
Oh, no, this is going to interfere with your worgn't it?' He ran a
frustrated hand through his hair. "There must bmeesway we can
handle it.'

lNO__I

'‘No?'

'No—I mean, it's not a problem. Not forme, anyw&he paused.
‘Alex—that's what | wanted to tell you. | wantedaby. | wanted
your baby—Ilong before | knew how much | wanted you.

Alex blinked. 'You wanteanybaby--'
'Yes.'

‘Let me get this straight; you were going to hdus baby, whether |
knew about it or not?'



'Yes.'
He shook his head. 'l don't understand.'

'It's a long story,' she said unhappily. 'That tighhe night we first
met—at your nephew's party--'

Alex gave an exclamation. 'Was that why--?"
Beth sighed. 'Alex, it's not easy for me--'

'‘No, but was it?' And, seeing the answer he sougher face, he
caught his breath. '‘My God! I've racked my bramsg to come up
with a logical explanation why you would do a thirkg that. | never
could believe that all you were looking for was sokind of kinky
sexual experience!'

'l wasn't.' Beth's face was hot. 'l had this craea about having a
baby, and—and when | saw you--'

Alex was clearly staggered. 'But why would you dbiag like that?
A beautiful woman like you.' His lips twisted. 'I'sare there must be
dozens of men who would consider it a privilegbéoyour husband.'

'‘Well, maybe." Beth hesitated. 'But | didn't wanhwasband. | just
wanted a baby.'

Alex's eyes were intent. "'Why?'

'‘Oh—the women of my family haven't been too luckthvpersonal
relationships,’ she murmured ruefully. 'And whati ygaid—about
how | look—that's always seemed something of advisatage.
Until—until I met you, I'd never known a man I'd mtao—well, to
sleep with, anyway. | was hopelessly vain. Hop&jasaive.'



Alex shook his head. "You're not vain," he saithflaAnd then, 'l can't
believe this. So that's, why you disappeared. Ditli@ccur to you
that | might feel pretty bad about it myself?'

Beth sniffed. 'l guessed you'd be mad.’

'l was angry, yes,' he conceded. 'Wouldn't you Heen, if I'd done
that to you?' He smoothed his thumbs across hendll cheeks. '‘But
mostly | felt- responsible.'

'Responsible?’

‘Yes.' He sighed. 'Beth, you'd never been with a before. How do
you think | felt?'

Beth pulled a wry face. 'l guess | was pretty pathes a seducer,
wasn't I?'

'l wouldn't say that." Alex's mouth took on a decily sensual slant. 'l
didn't just want to find you because you'd maddank a fool, you
know.'

Beth looked at him through her lashes. 'Didn't you?
‘You know | didn't.'
'I'm so glad you did. Find me, | mean.'

‘Yeah.' Alex closed his eyes for a moment. ‘Me,' fbloen he looked
down at her again. 'l must say you didn't look pd@ased when |
turned up at Linda's house.'

'l was scared,' she said defensively. 'l thougtarahfter what had
happened that if you found out about the baby ymhtiry to take it
away from me.'



Alex made a strangled sound. 'That's some opintanhad of your
baby's father, isn't it?"

'‘Well—you're a Thiarchos.'
'So?'

'‘So—men like you don't get seriously involved witlomen like
me."Don't they?' Alex's voice was teasing now, simel gave him a
nervous smile.

‘Well—not usually," she admitted. 'So—do you foggime?'
'Forgive you?'

'For not telling you before now.’

‘But you were going to tell me today?'

She nodded. 'Yes.'

‘Even though you believed | didn't want you?'

She coloured. 'You know | was.'

'Why?"

'‘Because | was worried about you,' she exclaimectdly. "When
Linda told me how—how you were—I was desperatehdde done
anything to make you start living again. Even thiéant giving up the
baby--'

'Oh, Beth!" He brought her mouth to his with achimignt, and then
turned until she was lying against the cushionsnagaadled in his
arms. 'l've been through hell, thinking you didmant me. If only



you'd been there when | went back to Sullem Chdés could have
saved ourselves such a lot of heartache.'

‘Mmm." Beth stroked his cheek. 'But | knew | hadgmo away.
The—the baby is beginning to show. Not a lot,'athéed, as his hand
probed the gentle swell at her waist, 'but enowgtpéople to start
talking. And | was afraid Linda might decide to ecofmack.'

‘And tell me,” put in Alex softly. 'Yes. That couldave been
awkward.'

‘You don't think she'll mind, do you?' she whispler@s Alex pulled
her blouse apart, and bent to lay his lips agdiesstomach, and he
made a satisfied sound.

'‘Frankly, | don't care what she thinks,' he asshexchuskily. 'As far
as I'm concerned, you're the only person | carautalddow, tell
me—when are you going to make me a father?'

Beth had never been to the Greek Islands before Kaaos, the tiny
island Alex had inherited from his Greek grandmathed which he
had chosen as their holiday home, was probablyribsgt beautiful
island of them all.

But then, she was biased, she thought contentitilyg a slim arm
to take the weight of her hair from her neck. As & she was
concerned, so long as she and Alex—and baby Alexare-w
together, anywhere was paradise.

Nevertheless, spring in the islands was a mostcitte time of year.
It was hot—but not too hot, sunny—but not too sunhywas
altogether delightful, and Beth knew they had alh&fited from the
break.



They had been staying here, in the villa, for tastphree weeks, and
although it had none of the amenities of some efléinger hotels it
had been a wonderful experience. They had brougt bwn
groceries, and cooked their own food, and afteramtin evenings
spent by candlelight she was not really lookingvand to going
home to the prosaicness of electricity.

Still, although they were flying back to Englandimrrow, she wasn't
really discontented. She was quite at home in Aleause in Wilton
Court now, and she knew Mallory was eagerly waitiogee how
Alexa had grown in their absence.

And, at four and a half months, Alexa was develgpquite a

personality of her own. She was also quite demapdahich was

why Alex hadn't objected when Beth suggested ingitLinda to

come with them. The girl was good with the babyd aer presence
had enabled Beth and Alex to have more time om tven.

Of course, they could have brought Mrs Summers widgm, but
Beth had wanted some time alone with the babytlamdanny Alex
had hired to help her was inclined to fuss. Siitle'd have been lost
without the woman's assistance in the first fewksesfter the baby
was born, and although she still fed Alexa herské didn't mind
sharing the less attractive duties.

But this holiday—their first together, since thd&ioneymoon in

Tahit—had been utterly delicious. Linda hadn'trio@#rusive, and

she thought it was more than a passing coincidénae Tony's

cousin, Nicolas, should have found several reatmesme and see
his uncle while they were away. She suspected Liknéav perfectly

well why he kept appearing, but for the first timenher life she was
independent, and Beth didn't think she'd surretidgifor a little time

yet.



For herself, Beth couldn't imagine her life nowheitit Alex. The
past nine months had been the happiest nine mohkies whole life,
and she could only pity the girl she had once lheebheing afraid of
reaching for happiness. Her mother's and her sisiges had no
bearing on her own. She was just so lucky to hauad the only man
for her in such an incredible way.

Linda had thought their story was really romantioree she had got
over the fact that Alex had been more concerneld sustaining his
relationship with Beth than obeying his father'snamands. The trip
to Greece had been as much his idea as Constanaitbough the
old man had taken the opportunity to try and find what Linda

knew about his letters.

Justine had shown the most surprise. Beth hadigrteot lived up
to her opinion of her, and when she had learnedhtafriend was
expecting a baby she had been her usual malicalus s

‘Better you than me, darling,’ she had declare@&n®eth had gone
back to Sullem Cross to explain that she was guairlige in London.

‘And I'd have thought Alex Thiarchos's experieneéh fatherhood

would have put him off once and for all! But thewau are; it's your
life, not mine.’

And such a life, thought Beth now, getting up fréme cushioned
lounger she had been occupying on the verandaailth to wave at
her husband and Linda, who were toiling up the beaom the
shoreline. They had taken Alexa to dip her toahéwater—which
she loved—and the baby was tipped over her fatebodslder now,
blowing bubbles at the young woman who walked leegiiem.
Alexa'ssister-in-law,Beth thought incredulously. But it was good fo
Linda to have a real family at last.

Alex handed the baby to Linda when they reached/¢énanda, and
heaved a sigh. 'l need a rest," he said firmlggihg himself on to the



lounger Beth had vacated, and pulling his wife dawno his lap. 'Be
an angel, and look after Alexa for the next haltshavill you, Linda?
I've got to build up my strength before it's tinogorepare lunch.’

‘Poor thing!" Linda pulled a face, but her eyesemaiarm as they
rested on the pair of them. 'OK. I'll go and sethi$ young lady is
ready for a nap. Thefl prepare the lunch. So long as you don't mir
something simple.'

‘Whatever takes your fancy,' Alex assured heryabilirying his face
in the soft hollow between Beth's neck and her Eleyu'So long as |
can have the same privilege,' he added, for hig'svéars only, and
Linda gave a resigned grin, and marched into thiséo

‘Alex," Beth protested, but it was only a half-nedrsound, and he
didn't take any notice of her. With her honey-tthgkin, and skimpy
black bikini, she was totally irresistible, and Inmuth sought hers
with an eagerness born of need.

'l love you,' he said huskily, threading his fingénrough her hair. 'l
did tell you that, didn't I? At least ten times de&f.'

‘At least a hundred,' she corrected him softlytlisgtherself against
his bare chest. Like her, he was only wearing tmemum amount of
clothing, and he looked lean, and muscular, and/efiausly fit.

'‘Home tomorrow,' he murmured, against her hairll Ydu mind?'

‘Just us not being together every minute of the'ddne admitted
ruefully. 'But | guess | can live with that. Alekaeps me busy.’

‘And what about your work?' he ventured. 'Have tfloaught any
more about that? You know | won't interfere—if wWhat you want to
do.’



'‘Hmm.' Beth sighed. 'Well, I've been thinking abthét too. But, if
it's all the same to you, I'm in no hurry to getlodo work. | like
being your wife. | like being with our baby. And—uah
knows?—perhaps we'll have another baby. It's plessibu know.'

Alex shook his head. 'lt's highly probable," he tenetd his hands
moving possessively over her body. 'l just donttta tie you down.
| know how you value your independence.’

'‘How | usedto value it,' Beth amended swiftly. 'I'm not likeat any
more. | suppose what | mean is, when you love soghgbyou put
their happiness first. | don't think either my nmatlor my sister ever
had that experience.’

Alex's fingers caressed the nape of her neck assked her. Then,
with a sigh, he said, 'Talking of families, Nickiseme my father is
desperate to meet his new granddaughter.'

'Is he?' Beth lifted her head and looked at heb&ng. 'And how do
you feel about that?'

'l don't know." Alex grimaced. 'Like you, | guedwve mellowed
during the last few months. I've got so much nowdAvho knows
whether what happened wouldn't still have happeheady father
hadn't been involved? Tony always was—well, he ‘tidike kindly
to control. He was a lot like his mother. He wasgaals wanting to try
new things.'

‘Like going to university in England?’
‘Yes, that. And—everything else.'

‘The drug taking?'



'Hmm.' Alex sighed. 'What do you think? Do we gy father
another chance?'

'If that's what you want." Beth snuggled down aganie've got
nothing to fear from him. In some ways, | feel gdor him. He lost
something precious, too.'

Alex turned his lips against her forehead. 'l shalkure and tell him
that you persuaded me to forgive him," he decldhéuli're good at
that—persuading people, | mean.'

‘You're not so bad at it yourself,' remarked Bskbepily. 'Hmm, isn't
it hot?'

'It'll be cooler in our bedroom," agreed Alex,iif§ her into his arms,
and getting to his feet. ‘Well, the temperaturgwaay,’ he appended.
'l can't vouch for anything else.’



