


DARKNESS OF THE
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Did she really want to know the truth

Nicole Lawton was one of London's most successfuvape
detectives. But she had more than a professionaltest in the
mystery surrounding her friend Melanie's death.

Had she drowned, as the facts suggested--an exparmer in a
calm Grecian sea? Or was she murdered by her hdigb&ypowerful
and enigmatic Frazer Holt?

Nicole was haunted by the questions... and by lddowe for Frazer.
Neither time nor his almost certain guilt had chexhg at all.



CHAPTER ONE

THE spring night was chilly. March had come in likéam, and was
going out in very much the same way with gusts ofdnand rain
along the London streets, but when Nicole camebilie cinema she
found that the sky had cleared and the rain hggpsth The wind still
blew fiercely, whipping her blonde hair across éges as she turned
homeward. She brushed it away as she walked, iggtie sidelong
look she got from a man in a prowling car.

'‘Want a lift, darling?' he called, keeping pacehwier.

'‘Get lost,' said Nicole without turning her heable $gnored the next
remark he made, which was extremely personal armibafity

impossible, and after a moment he drove off. Niceédked faster,
her hands buried in the pockets of her oxbloodhkratcoat.

Tomorrow she was going to tackle Sam on the sulgjeber long-

overdue holiday. He would be difficult, he alwayssy but if she
didn't take time off now while they weren't busyeshkouldn't get
another chance for months.

Turning a corner, she stopped in her tracks agailein what was
happening ahead of her. A group of struggling fgursurged
backward and forward on the pavement. It was hatoktsure what
was happening at first, then she realised thatfignee in a leather
jacket was holding a man's arms yanked up behmdatiile another
boy kicked and punched their victim.

Nicole began to run, her high-heeled boots ringinghe pavement.
The victim stared desperately towards her.

'Help, get the police!



The boy holding him grinned at Nicole over his ddeu. 'Don't you,
lady, do yourself a favour—run on home and mind ryown
business.'

Laughing, the boy busy punching their victim turriedook at her,
and at that second Nicole's hand chopped down sigewto his
neck. He slumped to the ground without a murmur.

'‘God almighty!" the other boy muttered, his jaw pphmg. Nicole

turned towards him and he pushed aside the marabgmpping and
began to run. Climbing on to a motorbike parkedhat kerb, he
started the throttle. The boy lying on the pavenwatvlied to his
knees, making a whining sound. He just had tim&tagger towards
the kerb and get on to the pillion before the keve off, weaving
from side to side.

Nicole watched it disappear, then turned to th&mic'You okay?'

He was leaning on a gate, a hand pressed to hrffirticde sound of
his breathing thick. 'l suppose so, thanks to y®he couldn't see his
face in the shadows. 'My God, that was the mostzamgahing I've
ever seen—what was it? Judo?'

"Trained self-defence.'

'Incredible!" He grimaced with pain, doubled uge#l as if I've been
put through a mangle.'

'‘We'd better ring the police,' said Nicole, brughirack short strands
of fine silvery hair as the wind blew them across face.

'l don't want any hassle,' he said, too quicklyd ahe caught the
gleam of his eyes, uneasiness in them. 'I'm nolydadt and they
didn't get anything. If we called the police whatul | get but more
aggravation. | didn't even have time to notice whase thugs looked



like, the police wouldn't find them.' He was talisia good deal too
fast and Nicole wasn't buying any of it, but sheugged.

‘Entirely up to you,' she said, swivelling to wallway, her leather
coat flaring around the tight-fitting tan wool pashe wore. 'l should
see a doctor tomorrow, all the same. You may haventernal
injury—that was quite a beating you were taking.'

'Hey,' the man protested, catching her arm. 'Hang baven't said
thank you—can | offer you a drink? | need one prbtdly myself.'

'‘No, thanks, | rarely drink,’ Nicole said, and dil at him.
‘Goodnight.’

He stared at her as she turned away again, gaaspa g

I know you!" he exclaimed, and Nicole looked gucldt him.
‘Nicole,' he said. 'lt is, isn't it? Nicole Lawton.

Her face was expressionless, a poker player's Wwatess in her
slanting green eyes.

'l don't believe it,' he said. "My God, you've cged, but it is Nicole,
| recognised you when you smiled. I'm Bevis Heatdon't you

remember me? You must remember me—good heavensyei
always at our house. You and Melanie were as thscthieves, right
from when you were in kindergarten together. | retner your hair
vividly—it was marvellous, you used to wear it ineohuge plait
hanging right down your back, you could sit on it.’

'‘What a memory," she said coolly, her hands induat pockets
again.'lt must be years since | saw you," he saidu were at
Melanie's eighteenth birthday party, | remember yoen—I was
down from college and | kissed you in the gardeshyayu hit me.' He
began to laugh, and Nicole surveyed him with irony.



‘Nice to know you remember,' she said drily.

'l remember everything from those days,' he saidesng, his thin
face becoming melancholy. 'Life isn't the same maye, is it? We
used to have such fantastic times.' He looked tipeatold night sky,
a sigh escaping from him. 'Everything was diffeyémen.’

Nicole watched him, trying to reconcile the talliryvman with the
boy she remembered—Bevis Heaton had been lankyyngki
inclined to play the fool, rather highly strung endhis noisy
extrovert behaviour which, she had often felt, wssumed to cover
an oversensitive reaction to everything that hapgeto him. His
emotions had always been too near the surfaceadhé@dd problems
controlling them.

'‘Look," he said impulsively, '‘come in and have ialdrNicole. I'll
drive you home afterwards.'

'I'm sorry, | have a heavy day tomorrow,' she paidely. ‘It was nice
seeing you again, Bevis, but | must go.’

‘Well, will you have dinner with me tomorrow? Olgnee on—after
meeting again like this we can't just forget it. Weeve Melanie in
common.' His words ended in another sigh, his famabre. 'l can
never believe it, can you? | often think, when phene rings, that it
will be her—crazy, | know. | suppose that's on¢haf ways we cope
with these things.'

Nicole stared at him, frowning. 'What are you tatkabout?'

‘Melanie,' he said, and then their eyes lockedfand moment they
stared at each other, and Nicole's eyes widenediarkened as she
read the expression on his face.

‘Melanie?' she whispered.



He nodded slowly. '1 thought you knew—do you mean gadn't
heard? But it was two years ago, didn't anyongdatknow?'

'‘Dead?' Nicole asked, although she already gud¢ksaghswer to the
guestion, she just wanted to hear it said alouthaibshe could force
herself to believe it. Melanie, sparkling, aliveerhbeauty half
composed of spirit; of the mobile vivacity of henal, heart-shaped
face, her sudden, delighted laughter, her wildnasd wilful,
wayward determination to have her own way— how @ddelanie
stop living? The colour drained out of Nicole'sdac

Bevis moved closer, put an arm around her tentigita® she caught
at the gatepost. 'Are you okay, Nicole? You're ehitt's a shock,
isn't it? | know, | couldn't believe it either, lowldn't believe it when
| first heard! | thought it was some sort of mistakhey'd got the
wrong girl—it couldn't be her, not Melanie.'

He had always been very close to his sister, widoolezn two years
younger. Bevis had taken up a protective attitoddé¢lanie from an
early age, partly, perhaps because their mothedietwhen they
were young and the two children had been left abbgeeat deal by a
busy father who had plenty of money to spend omthet very little
time.

'‘Come in, have that drink," Bevis invited. 'You Koas if you need
it—I know | do."

Nicole was too dazed to argue this time. She latduide her up the
path to the front door, her mind struggling to cept the news she
had just heard.

Bevis found his key, unlocked the front door anda&ved on the hall
light. Nicole walked slowly into the house and husiped open a door
to the right and switched on the light in the robayond. Nicole
stood, looking around her; at the low, stone-caducouch and



matching Japanese-style armchairs, the deep bhpetcdhe silky
champagne-coloured wallpaper on which trailed Qaidiowers and
birds in blues and pinks. There was a satinwootk thbside the
couch on which stood a few bottles of whisky andrgh Nicole
watched Bevis move over and pour two glasses ofkyhi

He turned, holding one out to her. 'Sit down, Neeel'll switch on
the electric fire, the house is quite chilly tortigh

She silently took the glass and moved to the casitting down with
a feeling of relief. Her legs felt weak undernelh#ér. She was very
cold.

Bevis took off his coat and slung it over a chaiossed to the hearth
and switched on the large log-effect electric fiie. came back and
stood in front of her, nursing his own glass faeaond, then lifted it
to his lips and swallowed half the contents rapidly

She sipped her own whisky rather more slowly, gdimg at the
taste. Tremors of shock ran through her, her skig ehill to touch as
she brushed back a lock of hair from her cheek. Igitka dozen
guestions to ask and couldn't phrase them.

At last she asked huskily: '"How did it happen? \&faes ill?'

Bevis had been staring into his glass. Now he Idakeas though he
had forgotten her presence, his eyes surprised damk. 'She
drowned," he said shortly.

‘Drowned?' Nicole winced as the word conjured upfpéimages.
She sipped some more whisky, feeling Bevis staainger, his gaze
following the delicate, silvery strands which shergvloose, drifting
around her face. The hairstyle was deliberate,ndedined the
feminine fragility of her oval face—her misty alnmbrshaped green
eyes with their long, darkened lashes, her highekibenes, the



vulnerable hollows beneath, the fine pale temphes/a her arched,
pencilled brows— and it distracted the casual agpenffeatures
which contradicted that apparent delicacy. Her maoudis too wide,
too firm; cool, with any suggestion of potentiabpmn held tightly in
control. Her jawline was taut, slightly aggressildted almost
arrogantly above her long, pale throat, and theas an arrogance,
too, in the straight, finely chiselled nose.

‘You've turned into quite a beauty," Bevis told, lzerd she looked up
and gave him a polite smile.

‘Thank you.'

'You were a coltish girl, | remember, always lopaigout on long,
thin legs in shorts.'

'Only in summer,' Nicole said drily.

He made a wry face. 'It always seemed to be sumrhéarely
remember any of the winters.'

'‘How did it happen?' Nicole asked suddenly, bregkito the words.
‘Melanie could always swim like a fish, | used vy her, she could
outswim anyone in the class—did she take some cstugh?' That
was the sort of idiocy she could imagine from Meanwho had

loved to show off, diving always from the topmostibd, swimming

underwater for so long she was gasp-ing for bredtbn she did
surface and when they were down by the sea, swigfamout from

the shore, further than anyone else. It alwaystbaoe more than
anyone else for Melanie, she wanted to do mores hawe, be more
than any of them.

Bevis had flushed suddenly, a dark, ugly stain mgprover his
cheeks, his eyes had flecks of red in them. 'Tlaatwhat | said when
they told me—how could it have happened? The ssaawaalm as a



millpond the night she died. | asked about the heratand they had
to admit it had been so warm you couldn't bealdgegsindoors, there
wasn't a breath of wind, not a ripple on the séa&.\8Bas sleeping out
on a beach because it was so hot. They said shehanesgot cramp,
swimming to cool off—like hell she did!" he bursitavith a flare of
angry aggression, as though Nicole had argued huith) glaring at
her. 'Like hell!"

'Where was this?"
'Greece,' said Bevis.

'‘Greece?' Nicole felt a little shock of surpriser koice rising. She
watched Bevis drain his glass, his head tilted patkeyes almost
closed as he swallowed, and saw a dark shadow thehisabrown

eyes. Looking at him intently she saw that whattsdd taken for the
look of maturity had been as much the shadow oappimess. Bevis
was not merely an adult, his face was worn, holtbwéh grief. He

and Melanie had been so close, almost twins inr thenstant

devotion, their love for each other's company. ldes would have
had a traumatic effect on him. 'What was she dwoir@reece?'

‘They'd been living there,' Bevis told her. 'Faraaiple of years.' He
walked over to refill his glass after a glance etdie's barely touched
whisky. Over his shoulder he asked: 'Were you atwiedding? |
don't remember.'

'No,"' Nicole said shortly, her eyes lowered.

'‘She married a journalist, Frazer Holt—he was waghn Fleet Street
then, but he wrote a book which was a best-sefléigave up his job
to write full-time. He's written a couple sinceeyhsell well—God
knows why, | can't read them, they bore me stifft be makes a
bomb.' He turned and came back, leaned on thethieaking down
at the glowing fire, and in profile in that lighte could see even more



clearly how tired and ill he looked. 'He took héf to Greece, to a
little island miles from anywhere. Mel was bored otiher skull. She
hated it, she liked living in London, she didn'tn/¢o live on some
godforsaken place miles from everything she knew.'

Nicole stared at her fingers pressed around thesglthe pads
showing white with every whorl thrown into promireenunder that
pressure. 'She hddm, though; her husband.' Her throat was dry, sl
cleared briefly. 'Weren't they happy?’

Bevis laughed in an ugly way, his mouth stiff, afidole looked up
at him, stared at him, wishing she could read hrsdm

'l could tell you a thing or two," he said, theopgied short. 'lI've been
warned off, I'd better not open my mouth.’

‘Warned off? By whom? About what?' Her voice shagok her eyes
even more intent. She was used to using her iatuabout people,
guessing at unsaid feelings, hidden motives. Bewidd not have
changed that much in the eight years since sheréamsémbered
meeting him. The more she studied him the moreceh&l connect
the unhappy man standing there with the highlyngtrooy she had
known so well years ago.

She watched the hesitation in his face, saw hiaggte with himself,
then it burst out of him and she saw that theseghts had been
occupying his mind for a long, long time. They HBekn obsessing
him, preying on him; his voice had a thickened éoas he spoke
which told of a deep, ungovernable emotion. 'It wh$ushed up, |
can't prove it was all lies. | tried, but | didg&t anywhere. He's arich
man, he can afford to buy people off, and thosdita't buy were
frightened to talk.' He came over and stood in tfr@hher, flushed
and distraught, talked at her rather than to #d you ever meet
him? Oh, yes, you must have done—sometimes | gebisiused.’



Nicole didn't answer. The memory of Frazer Holt vimsnt too
deeply into her own mind; she couldn't talk aboot to Bevis, but he
probably wouldn't have listened anyway, he wasceaght up with
his own feelings.

'He was jealous, of course—every man who met Melgaii for her.
Do you remember what she was like at eighteen?’

‘Very well," Nicole said drily, and he gave her igtiul smile.

‘Beautiful, wasn't she? Men took one look and deablike flies. She
only had to smile at them. You could watch therefs it used to
make me laugh to see them staring. Holt didn't Hadlgough. He
hated the effect she bad on other men. He wantealllte himself.'

Nicole picked up her glass again and drank to cbheeown reaction
to that last remark. She was very pale.

‘That's why he took her off to this Greek islané.wote all day, but
Mel had nothing to do but look at the seagulls sumtbathe. She went
spare. It wasn't so bad in the summer—tourists camieshe could
have some fun. but the winters were a drag. Shiehioh she was
going back to England, and Holt said he'd kill fieshe tried.' Bevis
looked at Nicole with shadowy eyes, and she goirtipression he
was on the point of tears, his mouth was tremblindidn't believe
her. She told me what he'd threatened and | laughad@l Take no
notice, | said to her, he's just bluffing. He didmean it, it was all
talk. Leave him. | said, come home where you beloAg voice
roughened and he stopped, then said: 'Two montks she was
dead." His face working violently, he turned andked away, stood
with his back to her. Nicole watched him, her esasbre.

"l hired a private detective from Athens to go theand see if he
could prove what really happened,’ Bevis told téz.went, | got one
report from him, then he suddenly wired me thatasn't going on



with the case. There was nothing wrong, he told Hes. death had
been an accidental drowning, there were no SUSECIC
circumstances.’

'‘Did you go out there yourself?'

Bevis turned. He had himself under control now. antvfor the
funeral, but | got nowhere when | tried to ask dges. None of the
locals would talk to me. | don't speak Greek arel/tall pretended
not to speak English. The local police were symgitathbut
pretended to think | was out of my mind with grighen | said
Melanie didn't die by accident.’

Nicole nodded without saying anything, sure thathieir place, she
would have come to the same conclusion. You ondytbdook at that

tense, almost neurotic face to suspect that Beassiwot someone on
whose views you could rely.

'Holt knew I'd sent the man from Athens. He wratene and told me

| was wasting my time and money, there was notthengind out.’
Bevis grimaced at her. 'Notice, he didn't say | wasng—he just
warned me off, he said I'd only destroy myselfwédnt on dwelling
on the past. | should forget about it, accept shatwas dead and . . .
He made a wild gesture. 'The bastard was thre@ene) he didn't
even try to hide it!"

'Had you used a reputable agency in Athens?' Nasked, and he
looked at her blankly, then shrugged and nodded.

'Oh, yes, yes, | got my lawyer to find out a goiwchf

'‘Who were they?'



Bevis frowned irritably. 'Oh, | forget the name .' He stopped,
looked at her sharply. 'Why? Do you know anythibgu detective
agencies?'

| thought | might have heard of them,' Nicole sawdsively.

'‘What do you do now, Nicole?' Bevis glanced downesthands. '‘Not
married, | see?'

'No,' she said, half smiling.
‘What sort of job do you do?'
'I'm in insurance,’ she said, and he looked apbbtely. 'Really?"

Nicole smiled fully, her green eyes mischievouss 'hAlways a
conversation stopper,' she said. 'Dull, I'm aftaid.

'Oh. well,' Bevis said tolerantly. 'Pays well, ppose?’
‘Yes,' she said with irony. 'Yes, it pays well.’

He returned to his obsession. 'You must know héeel—you were
her best friend. Mel loved you, you were alwaysetbgr, did
everything together until...'

‘Yes,' said Nicole, interrupting. 'We were gooceifids until she

married.' She got up. 'l must go, Bevis. It's welst one and I'm very
tired. I'm very sorry about Melanie, it's tragfste held out her hand
and he took it, staring at her.

‘Mustyou . . .
‘Yes, really, I'm very sleepy.’

'l haven't thanked you yet—you may have saved fay li



'‘Nonsense, they wouldn't have killed you." Nicab®ked at him
directly. 'Did you know them, Bevis?'

Know ... no, of course not,' he said, flushing, ahd knew he lied
from the self-conscious voice, the restless sidewagvement of the
eyes.

'‘Because if you did, and they were bothering yow,¢ be wise to go
to the police.’

‘They were just muggers,' Bevis said. 'Happernthaltime in London
these days, the streets aren't as safe as theytause especially
around here. Do you live near here, Nicole?'

'‘Ermine Street,’ she said. 'l have a flat on tloeigd floor of Number
Seven.' She walked to the door and Bevis followeslecon her heels.
In the hall he put a hand on her arm.

‘Thanks, all the same—I must obviously learn samde J

'You must,’ she agreed. '"You never know when ithinigbme in
useful.’

He forced a smile. 'And you're so beautiful, too—

who'd have thought it? I'll never forget their facehey were
staggered. So was I! It made me feel pretty stupdn tell you.'

'‘No reason why it should. I'm trained, you're n8h'e opened the
front door. 'Goodnight, Bevis.'

'‘Look, could we have dinner some time? Having noet ggain, I'd
like to see you, talk over old times.'

She smiled. 'I'd love to some time, but I'm jusingoaway on
holiday—I'll be away for a few weeks. Give me agti'm in the



book.' She wasn't, her number was ex-directorysheatdid not want
to have an embarrassing scene with him. She haddet fond of
Bevis years ago, but time had altered both of tlaem they had
nothing in common but a past Nicole preferred tgéo.

She walked down the path, aware of him in the é&ghtoorway,
watching her, gave him a brief wave and vanishéal time shadowy
night.

It only took her five minutes to cover the restloé way to her flat,
and while she was walking she thought, not aboutaMe, but

deliberately about the attack on Bevis which sheéfoded. She had
the distinct impression he had been nervous alh@upolice being
called in; there had been a wary look about hirhalt not surprised
her when he asked her not to report the incidesrhaps Bevis had
known the two boys, perhaps he had been expettnattack. It was
Impossible to say what was behind his reluctandsate the police
involved, but there was more to the incident thaet the eye. All

Nicole's instincts told her that. Bevis had lied—dayission if not

directly. It was none of her business, and Nicodel het it pass
without comment, but it had aroused her curiosity.

She let herself into her flat very quietly. The Beuvas silent and
dark. She switched on the light in her sitting-moand looked around
her with a sigh of weariness. Now that she was hangecould go to
bed she knew she no longer felt tired mentalijazalgh her body felt
heavy and slack after a very long, hard day. Shatwdo the

bathroom and stripped, then stepped under the shéeeding the

warm spray of water hitting her cold skin as shgapeto wash. She
closed her eyes and let the soap wash off undestitber, her face
lifted towards the jet of water. Behind her lowelield a face floated:
dark, powerful, hard-boned. Nicole hurriedly operet eyes and
stepped out of the cubicle. A wave of heat had swejer body. She
grabbed down a towelling robe and huddled intayihg the belt

tightly around her slender waist. In the bathroomran her features



floated mistily on the steamed glass, her hair himgamp coils
around her face.

She padded down the hall into her kitchen and niemtself some
cocoa, taking a couple of aspirins with a glassvater while she
waited for the milk to heat. Her head was poundirag,eyes felt sore
and hot, as though she was about to have a bdiu.of

She went to bed in that dead, chill middle of tightiwhen nothing

stirs and it seems as if day will never come. Hedl Eelt cold; she
curled into a foetal position on her side, her lsnagg, trying to relax,
to sleep. She could do neither. She kept hearimgsBay: 'He killed

her . . ." She kept seeing a dark, angry face;,déegp blue eyes,
searingly bright and fierce.

Some of what Bevis had told her hadn't surprised Meole could
well imagine circumstances in which Frazer Holt migill. He was
that sort of man—a man to bewary of, to steer aé#ryou had any
sense, one who could face danger without flinclaing who enjoyed
the risk of sailing close to the wind.

Melanie must have been fascinated by him from thesthe first met
him, even before that, probably, when she had be&rd about him.
Nicole might have realised what would happen if $lael been
thinking straight, but her own emotions had beem ¢tuded. It
hadn't occurred to her that Melanie would be erciig the aura of
danger he carried around with him.

Of course, she should have guessed; she knew Melahe had
known her for most of her life. Nicole was quiteoganow at working
out other people's motives and probable reactietanie never had
been able to do that. She had been too self-olzkeds® saw nothing
outside herself, dazzled by her own reflectiorshié had not been so
blind, she might have realised that Frazer Holt waisa man who



would stand for being made to look a fool, to himattwould be
unforgivable.

She might have realised, too, how Nicole would tdileenews that
Melanie was marrying Frazer. She had stood therdjng, and

Nicole had stared at her in frozen silence, fightmth things she
could not allow herself to say, with feelings shewd not allow
herself to reveal. Melanie had been all sunshirdtegng with

triumph and self-congratulation.

'l want you to be my bridesmaid,' she had said!''Naole had
broken out, the word hot and harsh, wrenched fremvhary depths.

Melanie's eyes had rounded, widened, all innocelig. Nicky,
why? Of course you must, we always said . . .’

'‘No," Nicole had said again, but with more control.

gritting her teeth to keep everything in, her haoaided at her sides
with the nails digging into her palms.

Later she had stood in front of a mirror and lookg¢dherself with
loathing. Bevis had remembered her too clearly. f&meembered
herself exactly that way—her body image had be@hodable at that
age, she had hated looking into mirrors. She haa b@o aware of
her height, her incredibly long thin legs. When glas a schoolgirl
someone had nicknamed her the Stork, and it had)shut it had
made her even more self-conscious. While Melanis svaall, and
curvy and sexy, Nicole had been gawky and uncdettpher long
plait emphasising her youth, her too-wide mouthrseg to her to
obliterate the chance of beauty.

She had not merely despised her own looks thatsthe@had despised
her feelings. At nineteen, she had been ashamledraiwn capacity
to feel emotion, she had been afraid of it, awiaag¢ it could flare out



with the raw crudity of a jet of natural gas frohetground, hating
that, just as she hated knowing that her movemdraid an
uncontrolled jerkiness at times, she lacked graceca-ordination.

In the years since that day she had taught hdahsetontrol she had
lacked during her teens, but the news of Melanieath had shaken
heV to her depths. Even hatred wears out in the @mdl death is so
final—the bitter silence between herself and Meadawould never

now be broken.

She slept fitfully all night, waking up from dream&h a smothered
cry several times, to lie in the dark and think @bi@elanie. In the
morning there were dark shadows under her eyes.

She got to her office at half past nine, made s¢\y#rone calls and
then went into her boss's office to find him upi®neck in huge law
books.

'‘Sam, I'm going on holiday," she announced, andob&ed up,
scowling.

'Don't start that again, | can't spare you—I'm hing with Partington
today. He says he has a new case for you.'

'I'm leaving tomorrow," said Nicole, ignoring th&am never took a
holiday himself these days, apart from his annwalweeks with his
sister in Lyme Regis which was, she had gathered the years,
more of a penance than a holiday, since Sam ansidtes detested
each other cordially. When she had been foolistugindo ask him
why, in that case, he always went down to stay Wwighsister for a
fortnight each year, Sam had stared at her witlhausd, owlish eyes
wide and said: 'Shis my sister, blood's thicker than water.'

‘This is our busy time,' he said now.



'It always is—I haven't had any time off for ninemths, and I'm
going sailing.'

Sam looked at the grey sky stretching beyond thedew and
laughed. 'In this weather? Are you crazy?'

'‘Not around England,' Nicole said. 'I'm going imausf of blue skies
and some sun. I've hired a boat for two weeks ao#dd a flight for
tomorrow morning.'

'‘What about Partington?'

'‘Ask him to wait, or start the job yourself andipick it up when | get
back.'

Sam flung himself backward in his battered old Heatchair, his
hands behind his head. He was a short, sturdy nidmnanbalding
head and brown eyes which could be as hard assstrnaelt with

amusement and warmth. His mind was as sharp asfe, ks

intuition quick and shrewd. Before he founded avgte detective
agency, he had worked at Scotland Yard for fiftgears. Nicole's
father had been his best friend, they had beemgxarin the police
force as young men and after Sam resigned to woviatply Joe
Lawton had kept in touch until he died. As a littjiel, Nicole had
called him Uncle Sam, now she dropped the Unckdoagh for
eleven years Sam had been all the family she kiéwen she first
suggested joining his agency, Sam had laughed.

'You? You're crazy, itisn't a job for girls!" hadhsaid, but Nicole had
worn him down gradually.

‘Water dropping on a stone,’ he had groaned. "TinaeGe water
torture . . . heaven preserve me from scheminglesspamust be nuts
to consider it Then he had looked at her and: Sakhy, okay, we'll



give it a trial run, but if you find the going taough, | want you to
have the guts to admit it and quit before you get.h

Nicole had promised eagerly, sure from the statt ithvas what she
wanted to do. Sam had got used to confiding in tiaéking freely to
her about his cases, unaware that her fascingtattiah sprang from
a desire to do the work herself. Nicole had thé slomind which can
focus intently on a problem: ferret away for montbarefully sift
through confusing material, fasten on tiny nuggétiact, add them
together slowly, piece by piece, until the appdyemiaphazard
picture became clear and concrete.

The agency employed a staff of eight, now, althotinghbulk of the
work was still done by Sam and Nicole. They werecsasful and
respected, they were highly paid specialists whd han their
reputation by hard work and reliable results.

'‘Where are you planning on going?' he asked her now
'‘Greece,' Nicole said.

Sam considered that, nodding. 'Sailing around stemds? Do you
remember that summer we had . . .

‘Yes,' she said, smiling at him. Sam had taughtdeail, just as he
had taught her to shoot, to fence, to ride, and @n#heir most

memorable holidays during her childhood had beamtswith her

parents and Sam sailing around the Cyclades, gahirat scattered
little islands for a day before sailing on to fisomewhere new.
Nicole's memory of those weeks had a clarity aradibeshe recalled
with enormous pleasure—Dblue sea, blue skies, h tmesp wind and
a light which was almost unearthly in its radiancenferring on

everything you saw an intensity of reality. Thatuntain peak, that
white-winged gull, seemed the first ever in thedrg of the world,

everything seemed newly minted, vividly alive.



Sam sighed. 'Well, take care,' he said. 'Don't takerisks.'
'l won't," she promised, and went over to kissttipeof his head.

Sam wriggled away. He disliked demonstrations édifon. 'Get
off,” he muttered. 'I'm busy—clear your desk befgoei go off
tonight, | don't want any loose ends hanging arowhde you're
away.'

‘Sam, you're in a class of your own," Nicole mogKadd went out,
smiling.

She hadn't had any trouble finding out where Frdzelt was
living—all she had to do was ring a contact on tomal newspaper
and within five minutes she knew where to find lerad ater that
morning, her contact rang back to read her evergthe had dug up
on Melanie's death—it wasn't much, just the bacésfanore or less
as Bevis had given them to her.

'Why the interest?' her contact asked. 'Anything far me? Is there
something more than that?"

'‘No," Nicole said cautiously. 'I'm working on adiwhich happened to
cross this one, that's all.'" She knew better tloammiply anything
which might lead to a libel case. Frazer Holt wasiblic name now,
a famous man with money and a reputation. If shéenaay mistakes
she could find herself in legal trouble.

'If you do run across anything . . .'

'l know, you'll be the first to hear,' she promiskdvas the price of
the information she had got so rapidly, tit forvats the name of the
game. 'Don't worry, I'll owe you one,' she saiglas rang off.



She spent the next night in Greece, at a hotel Raaeus, her
windows wide open to let the warm air circulateusu the stuffy
little room. Below lay Microlimano Bay, a huddle oéstaurants
hugging the shoreline, still crowded late in therang, with people
dining outside as well as in, the sound of bouzoaksic floating up
towards her open window until well into the middfethe night.

She woke several times from dreams of Melanie, dédg. From
the minute she heard that Melanie was dead, hat had been eaten
alive with questions, and Nicole could never bearlite with
unanswered questions.

She had shut her mind to thoughts of Melanie amadfrfor years,
she had told herself all that part of her life virasshed, forgotten, but
she knew she had been lying to herself. They Haa learbed hook
inside her, and although a skin had grown ovedigguising it

evenfrom Nicole herself, the news of Melanie's kdaad ripped
away that uneasy bandage and she felt the ache bbrb again.

The following morning she was up at dawn. SheRatheus an hour
later, setting course for Mykonos. The wind wastlignd cool, the
sea glittered ahead of her like a broken mirrareland silver, the sky
arching overhead, cloudless, calm, halcyon. Handddair streamed
back from her face, rippling and stirring, as sheved around the
boat, and she got a wave and a sh#&atimeraVfrom two men on a
small fishing boat which passed with a trail oflguh its wake. She
called back, smiled, watching the birds hangindnwread wings on
the current of warm air from the ship.

Nicole had brought some food with her—fruit anddetheese and
boiled eggs, a flat loaf of bread in the traditioBaeek shape, as big
as a dinner plate, slightly domed in the centree Kdd some bottles
of water and some coffee in a flask. She was imumoy to reach
Mykonos, the weather was too good and it was féintssail at your
leisure on that sleek sea with nothing to do bybyegourself. In



shorts and a t-shirt she clambered around, sat &madkvatched the
creaming wake along the side, felt the sun warnfiegarms and
legs, making her face glow. She would have likedaib on for ever
in this golden light—ahead of her lay an experiestoe was going to
find painful and disturbing.

It might have been wiser to accept the news of Nlela death,
mourn briefly for the old affection which had endsadl badly, and
forget all about it, but Nicole could not do th@hat was why she did
the job she did—she had a passion for uncoveri@grttih, however
painful.

It was sunset when she finally approached the lislland. From far
away she could see it: white geometric blockseglity in the dying
light, a crescent of flat- roofed little housesmmed together along a
curving bay, and behind them stark, rocky hillsidssg to meet the
blue sky which was darkening slowly.

As she skimmed closer she saw the backs of hoesesirsg almost

to grow out of the sea, climbing up out of the wa\ie strange sea
flowers, and as lights came on in the little tolwayt gleamed on the
waters; pink and yellow and green, streaking amchisiering as the
waves washed to and fro on the rocky foreshorefecong an air of

mystery on the sea itself.

Nicole steered her way into the tiny harbour whefew men stood
gossiping in the twilight among the weighted netd aoils of rope.

They stared at her expressionlessly, brown wealfaces lined and
wrinkled, dark eyes, windblown hair, then througlrh darted a boy
in a white shirt and dusty black jeans. He heldhesithand, smiling,

and Nicole tossed him the rope she held, watchexdtiei up with a

deft, accustomed speed.



One of the men watching said something and thea®tielaughed.
Reaching out a hand, the man ruffled the boy'skblaair. 'Eh,
Adoni?' he mocked, and the boy shrugged his hamndwaiflaughed.

Nicole gathered up her belongings and climbed otinéoquayside.
Her gaze moved over the whitewashed houses huddiedv the
hills. Somewhere in those twisting, meanderingessrdived Frazer
Holt, and tomorrow she must find him, but for tamighe wanted to
reach the hotel at which she had booked by teleplfrem Athens.
She was tired and grubby, her skin sunburnt anddbimt, she
needed a shower and she needed a meal.

‘Kalimera,' she said to the boy Adoni as he stood watcherg s
lustrous dark eyes interested and amused.

‘Kalimera, kyria,'he said, and smiled.

'Hotel Delos?' she asked, looking up at the bugsiwhich began just
a few yards away.

The boy nodded, reached out and took her bag fremhland.
'Please,’ he said. 'English?’

Nicole smiled, nodding. How old was he? she wordlenatching,
his olive-skinned face. Ten? Eleven? He had ansmpmile, his
teeth faintly crooked, his dark eyes lustrousgdiliwith a strange
mixture of shrewd sophistication and innocence.

'l speak,' he informed her, nodding. 'Please, come.

The men lounging on the quayside were inspectirrgbbat with
interest, but they turned to watch as she follotiedboy towards a
building a stone's throw from the waterfront.

'l, Adoni," the boy said over his shoulder.



'Hallo, Adoni,' said Nicole. 'l am Nicole.'

He stopped, grinning, and she held out her haral&by, he shook it.
'Please,' he said, 'you must be permitted.'

Nicole surveyed him, her brows rising. 'Permitted?’

He gestured towards the building outside which tieyl halted. She
stared blankly and Adoni searched for some mordisfcareful

English. He gestured to her boat, then back to khéding.

'‘Permitted,’ he said, smiling. '"You must be perdityou have
drachmas?'

'Oh, | get you," said Nicole, starting to laughnéled permission to
bring my boat into Mykonos?'

He nodded, beaming with relief at having got thitotaher, then led
the way to where the port official was waiting. bl realised, as she
shook hands with the weathered old man, that siealiaady seen
him on the quayside. He must have darted off to lkisnofficial
personality while Adoni was explaining.

Adoni dealt with the business matter rapidly. H&ed for her and
Nicole handed over her harbour fee with a smilentiiollowed
Adoni into the network of narrow streets which eahand curled and
wandered in and out of each other, confusing asorigintating her.
They never seemed to arrive anywhere: followed éree and then
another, as if in a maze. Now and then she caught sf the
waterfront between the white houses; the cafes \itenath garish
yellow lights and men sat at the tables, drinkinghind their heads
the sky turning a dusky mauve shot with gold amdk pi

At last Adoni put a hand under her elbow in formalirtesy. 'Please,
miss, Hotel Delos.'



She followed him through the glass door into a siagdobby. On a
counter stood a dim lamp which formed a small eirgt light by
which she saw the woman standing to welcome hegoiB#clustered
several children who stared, dark-eyed and yetyopdlite without
smiling.

Adoni broke into his rapid, husky Greek and the wamodded and
pushed a large book across the counter. 'Pleasg, #doni said. 'To
sign.'

Nicole signed her name. Adoni and the woman studieNicole
produced her passport, they studied that. Theyesnail her.

'Please, miss, to come,' said Adoni. 'l bring bag.'

Nicole followed up the stairs to a small, cleanmoon the first floor

and Adoni carefully placed her bag on the chaith®y bed. Nicole

found some money and handed it to him with a srHiéeebeamed, the
money vanished.

'‘My name is Nicole," she told him again, smiling.

'‘See you, Nicole," Adoni said in sudden, comic Aoz, and
disappeared. The woman laughed and winked at Ni&ble seemed
pleased to have a visitor— it was early in the seablykonos was a
small island, and almost empty at this time of ya&sathe great cruise
ships had not yet begun to sail the Greek islantes

'If there is anything you neekiyria, please call me on the telephone
the receptionist said in thick-accented English. ath Irena
Vourlamis.'

‘Thank you, Irena,’ said Nicole. 'What time is dirf



'‘Whenever you wish," Irena said, and a moment Isieole was

alone, standing by the window looking down into sh@dowy street
and hearing the waves breaking on the rocks sonrewdeyond the
houses. The bedside lamp lent a soft glow to tbmroeehind her and,
with the shutters open and the window wide, mo#gan to flutter

softly past her face. She was reluctant to move; feft tranced,

bewitched by the spell of the place, like someampped in a
sea-shell, the crustacean town embedding her, rurendlessly
around her, with the sound of the sea always irehes...She broke
away with an effort, showered, brushed her dampdral dressed in
a light cotton dress, sleeveless and simple, tive &y short and

softly pleated. White, unadorned, it looked Gregathough she had
bought it to play tennis on summer evenings. Stapdiy the

window, brushing her hair with the evening windbiog through

the silvery strands, she watched a few people vpagt in an

unhurried way. A church bell began to clang somewhieirds were
making sleepy evening calls on the flat rooftopsuad her, a
bouzouki began to play in a taverna down the street

A man turned the corner and strolled along in th@dsws. Nicole
watched him idly, then her whole body jerked t@iation, her pulse
picked up and began to thunder.

He was unaware of being watched; his long-limbedi/buoving at a
stride, thick black hair blowing back from a tanniede. Nicole
stared, her senses drinking in every detail ofabigearance. He had
changed, but then what else had she expected? $igpaee and lean,
his broad shoulders more muscular under the thitewhirt he wore,
open at the neck and showing her the power of o/ throat. In
profile he had a hard arrogance she did not remesabgtrongly. She
could not see the blue eyes, they were veiled imgled lids as he
stared ahead.

He was gone a second later. She stood staringeatkile wall
opposite as though it was incised with his cleapcatile, the shadow



also engraved on her inner vision. Her hands closed the sill, a
stab of pain, of fear, going through her. Had skenbwise to come?



CHAPTER TWO

IT was several minutes before she was sufficientbointrol to move
away from the window and go down to find Irena Mamis. As she
came down the stairs a child scuttled away outightsthen a
moment later Irena appeared, and Nicole smile@é@at h

‘You are hungry now?' Irena asked. Slightly buailitye-skinned, she
had black eyes and hair and a calm, thin face. V8herspoke slowly
she was perfectly comprehensible, but as soonealsestame excited,
Nicole came to realise, Irena's accent thickenednaade her words
hard to follow.

‘Very hungry,' Nicole agreed. Sea air and exercgt given her an
appetite.

'‘We are eating now,' said Irena with obvious hasita'lf you like,
you can eat with us or | can serve you in the saialhg-room.' She
looked at Nicole uncertainly. "You are the only sfie

''d love to eat with you," Nicole said, and hetirel other woman give
a half-stifled sigh of relief. Nicole followed heto the back of the
hotel. In a small family sitting-room the childreat around a table
talking in Greek. Their voices broke off as Nicdtdlowed their

mother into the room. Irena gestured to a platieeaénd of the table.

'Please, sit,’ she said, and Nicole obeyed, githng dark-eyed
children a quick look and a smile.

'I'm Nicole,' she said, and waited while they lodled their mother
and then at each other.

‘They do not speak English yet," Irena said withus@ment. 'The
eldest is Spiro, then there is Elena, then my bBeynetrius.'



In turn they smiled shyly as their names were puoiced, nodding.
Irena filled a large soup plate from a tureen dwvdais handed down
to Nicole, who inhaled the savoury odour of thegalistinguishing

the scents of lemon and thyme.

'‘Bread?' Irena asked, offering her a wicker basket.

‘Thank you."' Nicole took a slice of the loose-wehyellowish local
bread, wondering if Irena was a widow, since thve@is no sign of a
man about the hotel.

The meal was a simple one; after the delicatelyoflaed soup came a
dish of local-caught red snapper, a rather bonly, fc®oked with
onions and peppers, with which Irena served a lagyd of green
salad, sprinkled with white fetta cheese.

As if guessing at Nicole's curiosity, Irena told kile they ate that
her husband, Paul, was a fisherman but was dffeatnioment fishing
somewhere among the islands. 'He may be home tomprrena
said, shrugging. 'l hope . . ."' Her smile was vamused.

Nicole smiled back. "Your English is very good— wealid you
learn it? Here on Mykonos?'

Irena shook her head. 'In Athens—I started to Idamglish at the
University before | was married. Once | meant t@bearchaeologist,
but when | met Paul. . .' She laughed, lookedeatHtildren. 'No more
study,' she said, without apparent regret.

'Did you meet your husband in Athens?"

'‘No, | met his brother," Irena said, and laugh&gorgi Vourlamis
was studying archaeology too, youknow? Like me, nesded
money.' She made a face.



We're not rich people, you know? Georgi still caffiord to get
married. Well, Georgi said to me that | should cam&lykonos and
work as a guide with him one summer. | came anckt Faul and
married him.' She shrugged, smiling. ‘And that tinas.'

'‘Was Georgi's heart broken?' Nicole asked, laugland Irena gave
her a quick, blank look, obviously not amused, scold hurriedly

said: 'How useful to speak some English when youartnotel here.
Are there many English people on Mykonasw?' She kept her
voice casual and helped herself to more salad@as@bke; it had a
delicious clean taste of lemon juice and olive oil.

'‘One or two in the new villas up the hill above toban. There is
much new building here lately, many new faces.'

'Isn't there a famous writer living here?'

Irena’s hand stopped on its way to her mouth, Misalw it tremble
slightly and some flakes of fish fell from the fork

‘Many Greek writers come here,' Irena said afteioanent.

'l was told an English writer lived here, | heaoingething about him
in Athens.' Nicole watched the other woman interfillge must have
heard of Frazer Holt; he was too famous for héretanaware that he
liVed on Mykonos. The island was far too small fame of its
residents to escape notice, especially a beshgeliriter.

'‘What did you hear in Athens?' Irena asked, herekGraccent
suddenly becoming much thicker again. 'Who iswhiger?'

'l think his nhame was Holt," said Nicole, her gresmes sharp. 'In
Athens they said something about his wife ... did get killed or

something like that?' Irena's blank stare puzzksg\Wwhy was she so
wary and unforthcoming?



Irena’'s mouth formed a wry pout. 'Oh, in Athensythell you
anything!" She offered Nicole the copper jug ofalowhite wine.
'Please, some more!'

Nicole stifled a yawn, apologised with a smilearh very tired—it
has been a long day, | left Pireaus at first light all that sea air and
sunshine has made me sleepy. The wine helpedtsiesl, laughing.
'It's very good, but | mustn't drink any more, tkgou. | shall sleep
like alog asitis.'

'‘Some coffee?' Irena suggested, getting up. 'lncake you Greek
coffee, or there is instant coffee?’

‘Greek will be fine, thank you.'

Irena went out and the children got down and begeaaring the

table, refusing Nicole's offer of help with smileed shrugs. The
small room opened out on a shadowy alleyway, tha dtanding

open and admitting the scent of warm dust and flew& scrawny-

flanked little black cat slunk into the room, padiga seeing Nicole
and watched her with nervous, green- gleaming dyesle leant

over and picked up a plate on which lay some feshss. Irena came
back as she was feeding them to the cat, and dlicketongue.

"You must not encourage them, they are everywhéeawon't get rid
of her for days now.' Her voice was tart and ingrati

'I'm sorry,' Nicole apologised. 'She looked so hyng

'Oh, there are always fish heads to be picked ufhnemuay.' Irena
placed a small cup of thick, muddy coffee in frohher and Nicole
sipped the sweet liquid, hearing the children langlas they washed
up in the next room, their murmurs and the runrohgvater, the
clatter of plates, soporific in the half-light d¢fet warm room. From
somewhere near by she heard deeper, male voickyrémer off, the



whisper of the sea on the rocky coast. Her bodyveasy with that
pleasant weariness which follows physical exertiothe open air.
She thought with lazy anticipation of her narrowitetbed in the
guiet room upstairs. She was going to sleep foilvieveours at a
stretch. She was reluctant to move yet; to getulbaeak the spell of
the soft, night sounds which were lulling her sertserest.

When she did walk slowly upstairs she found thatrhescles were
aching. It was ages since she had spent a daggsatlkept you at a
stretch, always watchful, when you're handling atlmn your own

you can never relax for long. In her room she ussld and washed,
then slid into bed, her eyes closing almost as s®oher head had
touched the pillow. Tomorrow would be soon enougltdpe with

thoughts of Frazer Holt, tonight she wanted sometarrupted sleep.

When the door was flung open Nicole struggled upone elbow;
blinking dazedly as the light snapped on, her slempes trying to
focus on the man who had come " into the room.

"Who are you?' she asked, instinctively pullingse#frtogether and
starting to think even as she muttered the stagilestion. 'What are
you doing in my room?"'

He didn't answer; he was staring at her fixedlg, éyes narrowed.
Nicole stared back and felt her body tense; stiledl from sleep, she
hadn't recognised him for the first few secondshae changed so
much. Eight years is a long time in anybody's l&ed a good deal
had happened to Frazer during those eight yeaessaWw the grim
maturity in his harsh, unsmiling face, and confasibeld her
immobile, she wasn't able to think with any clarity

'‘My God,' he said on a husky breath, 'now you\angled! | wouldn't
have recognised you.' His eyes kept moving; over Haar, her
features, the half concealed shape of her bodyruhdesheet.



'l don't know who you are or why you've broken intg room, but
you'd better get out now before | call the polidg¢ole said, forcing
herself to concentrate on staying cool. He hadrtdilex by surprise;
which gave him an advantage she did not mean hkeep.

She saw the flicker of surprise in his face, theawaing of the hard
blue eyes, and while he hesitated she reachelddaelephone beside
the bed, one hand clutching the sheet around her.

'If you're not gone in ten seconds . . ." she begaking up the
receiver.

He took three steps and this time it was Nicole wilas taken by
surprise. His sinewy brown hand flashed down, ckeanper wrist
and forced the telephone back on the stand.

‘Let go of me!" she exclaimed, hot colour sweepipgher face. 'l
don't know who you are . . .’

'Like hell you don't!" he muttered, biting the wsrafff with his teeth.

Nicole tugged at her tethered hand. The last tehngwanted to do
was make a scene, attract attention to herselfaarshe glared into
his eyes she suddenly saw that he was aware oftthathe blue eyes
were mocking her coldly, daring her to do anythahgut it.

'You wouldn't want me to scream,’ she said, ancegebrow rose, he
half smiled but without humour.

‘Wouldn't 1?"

She trembled with rage. 'Get out of here, damn'ybugn her mind
cleared and the confused feminine reactions to umexpected
appearance drained out of her. Her face smoothieth@ugreen eyes
glowed, she was still for a moment as she pulleddiktogether to



act. Slowly she relaxed backwards, smiling, pullmgn downward

towards her. She saw his face a second before stiedragain. He
was staring at her, every muscle tense. Then Nscfoke hand struck
sideways, and Frazer Holt rolled before she coatthect, swinging
off the bed in one easy movement. He was on hisvilen she

looked up at him.

‘Well, well, well,' he said very softly. 'Now whedel you learn that?
Is that a nice way for a lady to behave?"

‘Get out of my room!" She was annoyed with hefselfailing to take
him by surprise, she was furious with him for thardenic
amusement in his stare.

‘Not until you tell me what you're doing here, Neeb

A She mimed surprise. ‘Do | know you?' Eyes wide, '§rowned.
'Have we met before?'

'‘Cut the comedy,' he advised her drily. "You halleén on the island
five minutes before I'd been told about the bealubfonde English

lady who'd sailed all the way from Athens alone adse name was
Nicole Lawton. Now it is possible that there ar® tMicole Lawtons

in this world, but the likelihood of them both bgiblonde and both
loving to sail is remote, wouldn't you say?'

She gave him a sweet smile when he paused to stereyYou're
doing the talking. | never answer rhetorical quesi"

‘You're going to answer some of my questions.'rbensed.

‘Make me,' Nicole mocked, sitting up, then wondgifrperhaps that
had been a mistake since her nightdress was vefyclt and she
found the flick of Frazer's blue eyes as he glammseat her extremely
disturbing.



'Oh, | will." he assured her. 'Starting with thisee— what are you
doing on Mykonos?'

'Having a holiday?' she suggested.

He smiled tightly, shaking his black head in aidgtty menacing
way. ‘Try again.’

‘Sailing around the Greek islands for a holiddyg said, and could
well believe that Bevis's Greek detective had e¢é&@ hurriedly if he
had met a welcome like this. Frazer wasn't evetllyréging yet,
either. He was standing there at ease, an infngatelf-assurance in
his manner, watching her coolly, his eyes hardshetcould imagine
that if he chose he could become much nastier.

What was he thinking as he stared at her? Thosedyles made her
nervous, and that annoyed her even more. Not muatenmer

nervous and she did not like feeling suddenly wahke, stripped of
the armour she was accustomed to wearing.

‘You've changed,' he said suddenly. 'l hardly kyow.'

‘You don't know me," Nicole told him, and felt a bitter plessin
saying it. Looking at his tanned face with icy aampt, she smiled,
hoping he could read her thoughts.

If he did. he hid it behind the shrug he gave. \Dkave it your own
way. You're here by chance, you're sailing arotedGreek islands .
‘That's right," she said.

'So sail away,' Frazer told her shortly. 'And toraar. You'll be sorry
if 1 find you here again tomorrow night—next timeamon't be so
gentlemanly about it. | don't want you on thismsla He turned on his



heel and walked to the door. As he opened it, Milahg at his back:
'‘How's Melanie?’

It checked him in mid-stride, he halted, lookedkbather. the blue
eyes deadly. 'Goodbye, Nicole," he said, and tloe slammed.

'‘And a Merry Christmas to you, too!" she shoutedrdfim, then slid
down the bed with a long sigh of slack relief a¢ tlemoval of his
nerve-racking presence, curving her arms abovédusst and linking
her hands together. Did he really imagine his thweauld drive her
away? He could think again, she wasn't budging.Hala't expected
him to take the bait so fast, but the speed arakfof his reaction had
already told her a great deal. If she had ever wmd how much
reliance to place on what Bevis had said aboutgoeiarned off,
Frazer had made sure she would stop wondering.sBeadn't
imagined a thing, but then had she ever reallyghbhhe had? She
would not be here if she hadn't intuitively belidwehat Bevis said.

Whether Bevis was crazy in believing that his sidtad been
murdered or not, one fact was very clear—

Melanie had been desperately unhappy with Frazehdd treated
her with cold selfishness. Nicole's old affection¥elanie had come
flooding back at the news of her death, she remtdter anger now,
she wished she had never vanished from Melanie:sMielanie had
been spoilt and wilful, but under that there hadrbeomething so
lovable—a wild gaiety, a personal charm, that Necbhd always
found irresistible whatever Melanie did, until thay Melanie went
too far, and even then it had been Frazer she lblamest of her
bitter anger had been spent on him.

She meant to find out as much of the truth aboutMe's death as
she could; she owed her that much. Bevis had gothare; his
accusations had been too wild, too violent. Nicedeildn't make that
mistake. She was just going to talk to people, piglevery little clue



she could. Melanie could have committed suicide, sbuld have
drowned from sheer lack of will to live—Nicole didknow how it
had happened, but she meant to find out.

Frazer had already told her a great deal merelyuogting in here at
night in a tearing rage. He wouldn't have done thae had had
nothing to hide. Her brows jerked together in apadifrown. What if
Frazer had caused Melanie's death? What would she do if s
uncovered real evidence against him?

For the first time she herself was emotionally ined in the situation
she was busy investigating; instead of being ackigexercise she
was coolly working out this was very personal. $hd to face the
fact that it was possible she would get hurt. Siehpd the realisation
away, shivering. She would deal with that some otime. In the

meantime, she would let Frazer make all the runnmgste his

energy in attack while she smiled and held off. iKeen guessing,
she thought, drifting into sleep.



CHAPTER THREE

WHEN she woke up the room was full of drifting sunligirid she
heard voices outside in the street; the little tavas waking up, too,
she smelt coffee and the delicious fragrance ofbaked bread. She
stretched, yawning, her body beautifully restederc¥razer Holt
hadn't managed to stop her sleeping last nightdigbshe remember
dreaming. She must have slept far too deeply. Glgrat her watch,
she saw it was almost eight o'clock. The air wad,dbe building
opposite left dark blue smudges of shadow on hdswaad the sun
hadn't yet fully arisen.

She rolled over towards the bedside table and diokethe phone to
place a call to London. She had to let Sam knowshea had arrived
in Mykonos safely; he would worry about her if shén't keep him
informed.

There was a delay on the international lines, slas wold; the
operator would ring back when she managed to pleceall.

Replacing the receiver, Nicole lay back with henscrossed behind
her head and her slim body relaxed while she censttiwhat she
should do that day. She was in no hurry—this wiasligay, after all,
even if she did intend to do a little investigatmgthe side.

She would wander around the shops, take a looky&abhbs on foot
at her leisure, then have a leisurely lunch at ohtéhe waterside
tavernas she had noticed as she sailed into hatdstunight. From
past experience of Greek towns she guessed thafdbd would be
delicious; mostly seafood caught locally and alwagsh and well
cooked.

After that, she would casually saunter through dtreets until she
found Frazer Holt's house. She must discover wievas; it would
help her to visualise Melanie's life here if shes she house where



she had pined for London. It must have been tofturber; Melanie
had always been a city girl, she had never beemrdtawards the
countryside, that was why it had been Nicole who Fmazer Holt in
the first place.

She had been sailing with Sam that summer. Theybad up north
to explore the seas around the Hebrides in finey eaeather which
had lasted for weeks and looked like turning th@ser into one of
the summers people always remember. Sam was a S,
experienced but careful, he would never let Nit¢ale risks without
thinking first, he taught her to calculate her aembefore tackling
anything.

At nineteen, Nicole had been daring; inclined tosaldenly without

thinking of the consequences, and Sam had nevaplet a chance
to teach her the stupidity of being reckless. Hitha sort of patience
that is stubborn and doesn't wear out; he grimlgtwe@ repeating his
message until Nicole finally got it. Looking badhe could see how
deeply Sam had imprinted his Seal on her chardeéaple you know

in early life have a much more powerful effect tlaaayone you meet
later—you, yourself, are more plastic, more recepip influences. It

Is later that you begin to harden and become impabte.

Late one afternoon, just as the blue sky was deegevith twilight
and the sun was beginning to colour the westeriztvomwith flame
and gold, they put into Mallaig; a large fishingfpon the shores of
North Morar on the West Coast with the mysterioarkening waters
of Loch Morar behind it, but out of sight from tharbour, and across
the Sound of Sleat in the distance the shimmeringigh hills of the
iIsland of Skye. The harbour was crammed with fighooats and
small yachts like their own; above the town reahedther- clad
rocky hillsides whose dark green outline stretcstarkly behind the
white houses huddled at the water's edge. Onlypsiiesurefooted as
mountain goats could graze on the windy, exposguesl



Nicole left Sam talking to some of the fishermertlo& quayside and
went to do some shopping; they had to restock bdfoy sailed on
again next morning to the islands. She bought baeadcheese and a
variety of fruit; they ate simply on board, thede®oking there was
to do the better, although Sam was quite readgke his turn with
the cooking and could turn out a very edible forinstew which he
made by chucking everything available into onegmat leaving it to
simmer for an hour or so; the flavours were oftarpssing but
usually pleasant.

Nicole attracted the occasional glance from men pdmssed her; her
long blonde hair was her chief attraction; she wbrermally in a
single thick plait which hung down her back, swayth her as she
walked in a coltish, long-legged stride more likeay's than a girl's.
She was wearing very brief shorts and a cottonrt;dier smooth
brown skin untouched by make-up, her green eyeshrgght as she
looked curiously around her at the weathered, wlagthed houses,
whose sturdy structures bore witness to their neaslithstand the
winter onslaughts of sea winds.

She was so busy staring around her that she watkedsomeone
without having noticed him. 'Sorry, | wasn't looginvhere | was
going,' she stammered as the man steadied hehahds on her
shoulders. Her eyes had widened as she took todgh good looks.

'‘No, you weren't, were you?' he had agreed mockirgit he had
smiled, too, and she had been flustered by the hisyblue eyes
gleamed down at her. 'Here to sail? Didn't | saeg@me in just now
with your father—he is your father, | presume? tot putting my
foot in it?'

'He's my uncle, but my parents are dead and inydwa my father,'
she had told him confusedly, and he had laugheel h&d found his
scrutiny disturbing; his eyes were too penetrasing there was keen
intelligence in his face. At nineteen she was pyielboout her looks;



she wanted to be small and curvy and feminine, Madanie. She
despised her own looks; her breasts had barelyajsd, small and
firm, they scarcely lifted her t-shirt, and her noav hips and flat
stomach gave her a boyish figure.

She had looked at her watch hurriedly to covercbafusion and said
she must rush before the shops closed. 'Okay,aedéater.' he had
said calmly, and walked off, leaving her wondenhge had meant
that, or it had merely been a polite phrase.

When she got back to the boat, however, she foumdtdlking to
Sam and drinking a mug of Sam's horrible black tei#y every
appearance of relish. He had looked up and griahbdr and she had
flushed with pleasure and surprise.

'Frazer tells me he ran into you,' Sam had salg.dri

‘Literally," Frazer said with teasing amusement] ahe had been
angry because she was afraid he was laughing .at her

'He's cruising the islands, too," Sam said, eyégcuriously and
with thoughtful speculation. "Where do you headrfext, Frazer?'

Frazer had answered and the two men had talkea Whdole put
away her purchases.

'‘Why don't we have dinner in the town tonight? Hynbe the last
chance any of us get, for a few days, of eatingcomfortable

surroundings?' Frazer had spoken to Sam, but hgdraelon looking
at Nicole and she had felt a strange happinessibiegi inside her as
she felt his eyes on her. She had never had arl@mdf never met
anyone like Frazer before, she knew nothing abart except what
she had learnt from Sam and her own father. WhersBed tried to

kiss her the year before she had pushed him awaynivarrassed
iImpatience; boys of her own age did not interest fied she knew



shedid not interest the men who usually interedted she was far
too young and far too gauche. Frazer was theditsictive man who
had ever shown much interest in her.

‘Would you like that, Nicole?' Sam had asked, dmellsad nodded,
too breathless to speak.

It had been a marvellous evening. They had eatea anowded

restaurant a short walk from the quayside; therg htiée choice on

the menu, but the food itself was traditional Sdotsd, beautifully

cooked and served, and perfect for hungry people vdve spent a
day on the sea with the wind and water to comblag¢yThad started
with broth, rich with fresh vegetables and barleg lamb stock; then
gone on to grilled salmon steaks—caught, they vessired, that
morning not far away, and dressed with a delicatecs, and
followed that with pancakes served with blueberries

It was very late when they walked back to the qiMigple had been
heady with excitement. Sam went to bed right away,she had sat
on the deck talking in a low tone to Frazer, oheatistening to him
as he talked; the conversation had ranged fromdapdlitics to
books, from music to sailing, from travelling inréogn parts to the
fascination of London.

Frazer had looked at his watch and made a facee'@odnight! |

must get some sleep and so must you, or you wemhich use to
Sam tomorrow.' He had stood up and she had sat kheking up at
him with vulnerable, dreaming eyes, unwilling tcesem leave,
unwilling to end the magic of the evening.

Frazer had contemplated her briefly, an odd wrk iadhis eyes, then
he had bent and softly touched his lips againstiwarth.



'See you,' he had said, and then he was goneharithd sat on in the
warm darkness listening to the surge of the seaatrdnced by her
thoughts.

In the morning when she went on deck he had godeSam was
slightly irritable as he prepared to sail. Nico&ltelt her spirits sink,
she did not imagine she would ever see Frazer agiaghsuddenly all
the pleasure with which she had been contempl#tisdholiday had
evaporated.

She had been wrong; when they reached the harlideortree on
Skye, Frazer met them on the quayside, his eyeseamnas he
watched Nicole's face flush and light up. He spkatevening with
them again and next morning sailed off saying: 'See in

Stornoway.' Sam stood on the deck, staring at Higoaverted
profile, his expression troubled and uncertain.

'He's far too old for you, you know that," he hadrmured, and she
had stared across the shimmering blue water withiosdvering.

'Itisn't just the eight years between you," Sathddded. 'He's kicked
around the world too much; these journalists doatEha tough
character, he'll only hurt you.'

When Nicole still ignored him Sam had shruggedsigbed. 'Well, |
warned you,' he had said, and when they got ton8tamy on the
island of Lewis two days later, after cruising shpvaround the
smaller uninhabited islands between Lewis and Skigesmile had
not betrayed his doubts as he saw Frazer walkimgrts them, a
hand lifted in greeting. Sam liked Frazer; Nicosdmever thought
otherwise, she knew Sam too well. If he didn't Beeneone he made
it very clear, to her, at least.

It was at Stornoway that Nicole discovered how to&gazer could
be, how dangerous he was in a temper. They wetarak walking



back from the town centre late that night when Micstopped to
stroke a black cat which ran across their path. thleemen walked
on, talking, and just as she was going to catcimting someone came
up behind her and grabbed her by the waist. It avestal stranger,
Nicole only had time to see his face briefly befbeskissed her, his
breath smelling of whisky and making her shuddée Struggled
violently, unable to scream because his mouth s#drer. Then
Frazer must have turned and seen what was goingemause the
next minute the drunk was reeling back from her &nazer was
hitting him. Nicole shrank back, a hand to her §edi mouth. Sam
pulled Frazer off the man who, by then, was blegdinpiously.
‘That's enough, for God's sake, man!" Sam exclaiar@tiNicole saw
Frazer's hard face clenched in a rage which alténedwhole
expression. His chest was heaving, his breathidgbau It was five
minutes before he calmed down enough to ask Nisvkely: 'Are
you okay?'

He, himself, had rarely kissed her, although okerriext few weeks
they were often together. It became something gdrae with them
for Frazer to beat them to a port; he grinnediumiph as they sailed
in an hour or two after him. Sam tried getting aplier, but Frazer's
boat was faster and sleeker; he always won theiffiaral little race.
He had a cine camera with him and had taken filthef and of the
incredible scenery he saw during the voyage. 'Yaustncome to
dinner and show us the film when it has been dpeslg Sam said on
the last night before they turned back to England, Nicole had held
her breath waiting for Frazer to answer. He haemgiver a smile, his
eyes warm. 'That's a date,’ he had said, and shé&rttavn he was
saying it to her, not Sam, and been so happy sth@tikanown how to
hide it. By then she had been deeply in love with;with all the
aching intensity of first love which is uncertaihiself and has not
yet felt a response.



The telephone rang, breaking into her thoughts,sredwas almost
startled to find herself in the Hotel Delos, lyioig the bed with closed
eyes and a mind totally absorbed in memories op#st.

Rolling over, she snatched up the receiver anddhtee deep-sea
rustling and booming of the international line. AAment later Sam
yelled: 'That you? Everything okay?'

'I'm on Mykonos now, | had a terrific time sailihngre from Athens,
the weather's perfect, plenty of wind but the sedegcalm." She
paused and Sam made a grumbling noise.

'‘Wish | was with you. How long are you staying ogkdnos?’

‘A few days," she evaded, not wanting to tell hiva truth. 'How's
work?'

'‘Lousy, my desk's piled so high | can't see overttp of all the
paper.' He talked about several cases in which I&libad been
involved, asking her questions she answered aflybas possible,
her face wry. It all seemed so far away, she coudpt excited about
work at the moment.

‘This call's costing the earth,' said Sam. i hapearen't charging it to
the firm.'

'‘Cheapskate,' she teased, laughing. 'I'll keepourcht and let you
know when I'll be back. Look after yourself and tilevork too hard.'

‘Get back here in one piece, | need you," Samgaiffly, and she
blew him a kiss before she hung up.

Sliding off the bed, she chose the clothes she tiieamear that day
and laid them ready on the bed. As she passed tthal s
dressing-table mirror she saw herself and feljalieof surprise she



always got when she caught sight of her own reflactshe had
changed so much. Frazer had been right about theg-kad changed
drastically, and the change had begun becauseanof h

She hadn't meant to tell Melanie about Frazer;nduthe journey
back to London she had thought about it and dediddégep him a
secret, the first real secret she had ever kept fvtelanie, but she
was too excited. She forgot to be cautious, shgotorhy she did not
want Melanie to know about him, she was reckles$is pride and joy
and it all poured out. Melanie had listened opemed; her first
disbelief melting as she watched Nicole's glowiacget

'He's got to be married," she had said, prickingohis balloon,
because that had never occurred to her, but orcthehght about it
she saw that Frazer was far too attractive to lneauned.

'Did he make love to you?' Melanie had asked thed, Nicole had
been torn between telling the truth and allowingave to think he
had; she had settled in the end for a shrug aedcsl

'Did he? Or was Sam playing watchdog as usual?amelhad
Insisted. 'You let Sam spoil your fun too much, hoam you enjoy
yourself if he's always around?' She had laughetkedily. 'Bevis
doesn't interfere with my fun; he knows what wobkppen if he
tried.' Then she had murmured: 'He's a Fleet Stvagtalist, did you
say? Is he famous?' Later she had asked: 'Whegroargeeing him?
Or didn't he suggest meeting again?' and Nicoleshgaldly told her
about the film Frazer had made of their trip anat twhen it was
ready he would come round and show it to them.

Melanie hadn't commented to her, but a few days Eie had said to
Sam: 'I'm dying to see this film of your holidaytive Hebrides; don't
forget to tell me when | can come round and ske it.



Sam had grunted without promising anything of timelkhe was fond
of Melanie the way he might be amused by a plakititen, briefly,

before tiring of it. As long as he did not see taach of her she
seemed to make him laugh; but to Nicole he had oswid

impatiently: "That girl's spoilt and set on gettimgr own way; far too
much money too young, | suppose." Melanie's fatied been
generous with money for as long as Nicole couldemiver him, but
he had never taken any real interest in eitheri®fchildren, apart
from making sure that they had everything matehat they could
want. It had been Bevis who had been Melanie'siggiohfluence

when she was small and Bevis had adored and ple¢teche had
always given her everything she wanted too.

‘She's highly strung,' Nicole had defended.

'‘Nonsense,' Sam had muttered. "That's just an exshe never thinks
of anyone but herself.’

‘That isn't fair! You know she loves Bevis dearly.’

'She loves her brother because he never says hneritat's easy to
love someone who hands you everything on a plate.’

'She's fond of me,' Nicole had said, her mouth warth affection,
and Sam had stared at her, his brows beetling.

‘The same answer applies,' he had said, and Nnealehad to think
about that before she understood what he meantihemdshe had
been hurt because Sam had been implying that Metamly loved

her because she loved Melanie. Nicole was not snpenedo gave
her affection lightly; the only two people in themd she had ever
loved since her parents died had been Melanie anil Sam was
solid and real and essential to her; she trustedabsolutely and
usually accepted everything he said as gospel. dutwhen he



criticised Melanie— Nicole had memories of Melathat Sam did
not have;

she knew her far better. She had first met her wwhey were both
nervous new girls at their school; Melanie had beery small and
enchantingly pretty even in school uniform, itsniat look merely
emphasised her vivid features and delicate, appealnile. Nicole
had been all arms and legs and stammering shytinessther girls
had either ignored her or made fun of her. That inade Melanie
angry, she had glared at them and put an arm afdicate when she
was being teased, and soon Nicole was left aloseguse everyone
adored Melanie and nobody wanted to offend her. &ipadly
became one of the most popular girls in the schAndlshe continued
to prefer Nicole's company, which surprised anaytiédd Nicole.

Melanie was impulsive, generous, high-spirited, kind-hearted if
anyone was unhappy and often quite silly; giggiviten the games
mistress slipped on an icy patch in the playgroamatisprawled at her
feet, playing practical jokes on teachers which Mobave got
anyone else into serious trouble. Nicole couldimgét those years of
whispering to each other in class, lending eaclkragmnis racquets
or books, listening to the latest pop music aftios| while they did
their homework together.

Nicole had known her so well, yet she hadn't gukdsat from the
minute she first heard about Frazer, Melanie hahlbascinated by
all she was told about him. "Maybe she had madeeaupnind there
and then to make a play for him—whatever her oabintentions,
from the minute she actually saw Frazer the endngaser in any real
doubt.

It had been six weeks later; autumn was deepehmgdlour of the
leaves and a crisp dry chill hovered in the aiazlér rang up to say he
had the film and by chance Melanie had been theenvam got the
call; she had begged for an invitation to dinneat thight. When



Frazer arrived he had kissed Nicole, and with Melavatching she

had deliberately put her arms round his neck feeeond as she
kissed him back. At the time she hadn't been tryanghow Melanie

that he was her property; she had simply wantedaMelto be

convinced that Frazer was more than just an actpraig; In a sense
she had been showing off, and she had paid fotateat because her
brief gesture had been an attempted claim on hich eer later

humiliation had been all the more intense.

Frazer had looked at Melanie with surprise, hisseyglening at her
beauty. They had shaken hands and Melanie haddsimildiantly,
but that evening Frazer had not seemed totally édwher. He had
talked to Nicole all through dinner; asking her hber work was
going, teasing her about the fact that she hadpber long hair that
evening, coiled it round into a sleek chignon. tdd halked about his
own job; made private jokes, reminding her of tisindpat had
happened during the holiday in Scotland.

Afterwards had shown the film, then Melanie had.|efazer had
stayed until one in the morning, talking to Nicofhe had been
stupid with happiness, she hadn't been able ttogdéep that night.
Frazer had invited her to see a play in the West the following
week. She had gone and did not remember one shiglgabout the
play they saw; all she knew was that she was widzét. He had
driven her home and in the car outside the flatsttklet him kiss her
properly for the first time; he had gently undome long hair and let
it spill over her shoulders, running his fingersotigh it. Nicole had
closed her eyes and run her arms round his neelatldess with
pleasure and excitement, and Frazer had slippelamd inside her
dress and touched her breast; nobody had ever @édubbr so
intimately before, she had felt herself go dizzyl drad trembled
violently.

'‘Am | frightening you?' Frazer had asked uncenaiféeling the
tremor running through her and she had shaken kad hand



whispered: 'No, no . . ." She had ached for hicatess her, to make
love to her for hours, but he had drawn back antedg her dress
and said it was getting late, he had better goh&tk asked her to
come out again the following weekend and she had balking on
air. Melanie had stared at her next day and dégla'mistake to let a
man see you're crazy about him." Nicole had flushieotly
embarrassed.

'He'll only take you for granted,' Melanie had adide

'‘Frazer's different,' Nicole had insisted, beligvih She was going
out with Melanie that evening; Bevis was drivingetih across
London to some party given by friends of Melaniatsl Nicole
wished she had not said she would go, but Melamieldvonly be
aggrieved if she backed out, so she sighed andpgot

"'l go and get ready. | won't be ten minutes.'

While she was changing her dress she heard thehtele ring and
ran downstairs a moment later, on tenterhooks se dawas Frazer,
but Melanie told her it had been Bevis ringing beck if they would
be ready in a quarter of an hour for him to pickthup; she was still
talking to her brother, she held out the phoneitmM and said: 'Tell
him he's a pest.’

Nicole had laughed and said into the receiver: "¥oa pest!' then
handed it back to Melanie, before walking out taisih doing her
make-up.

When Bevis arrived he made a growling noise at 'Berl'm a pest,
am 1?' He was in an odd humour that evening, sheemgbered,;
almost wild, reckless with high spirits which weya the edge of
being neurotic. Even at that age she had sometuoedered if Bevis
was on drugs; his moods so volatile, you never khew you would



find him, the unpredictability was more than adoted
temperament.

The party had been as dull as she had feareduglhmoth Bevis and
Melanie had had a good time, if their laughter @agthing to go by.
All she had been thinking of, though, was Frazee, was aching to
see him again, she could not wait for the followSagurday.

She had been ready hours before he was due tdeiakp. She sat
watching the clock, waiting; her happiness and teroent slowly

leaked away as she saw the hours tick past withiager arriving.

She rang his flat and he did not answer. She mecieses for him to
herself; perhaps he had suddenly been sent awaystory, and had
forgotten their date in his hurry or maybe he had &n accident or
was taken ill. At midnight she went to bed whilenBaatched her
with heavy brows, having tactfully said nothing.0Ag, she broke
down and cried, but next day she started waiting-fazer to ring and
explain, apologise, make another date. He nevegragain, but it was
a week before she admitted to herself that Freashmply stood her

up.

Melanie had gone away around that time; to Parigisit another old
school friend. Her absence made it easier for Micsthe didn't have
to answer any awkward questions, and by the timdahie

reappeared Nicole was over the worst, she had tegonget Frazer
with the ferocity of someone determined to ampusatme part of
themselves which hurts badly. Melanie was lit upewlshe came
back; she refused to talk about it, but she hitltatishe was in love,
and her odd secrecy made Nicole laugh. She letieleeep her
secret, however, without pressing to be told albudbthe new

boy-friend; Nicole had learnt the necessity of kegsome things to
yourself.



When Melanie came to see her a few months latersardl 'I'm
getting married to Frazer,' Nicole had just stdwt¢ going white and
unable to ask any questions.

Melanie had looked away, flushed and uneasy. 'Wkihshould have
told you | was seeing him, but | didn't want toefpgu, | didn't know
how you'd feel about it and it's months since yeenementioned his
name, so you obviously weren't that keen on hintew®u? Oh,
Nicole, I'm crazy about him, he's the most..."

'‘How long has it been going on?' Nicole had askeehking into the
hastily chattered sentences, and her voice had st&émand chill,
each word broken off like a razor-sharp splinteicef

' met him in Paris while | was visiting Emma; hasvthere on a
story.' Melanie had looked anywhere but at Nicelee was smiling
too much and the smiles did not reach her eyes.

Unbelievably Melanie had said: ‘Will you be my id&smaid?' and
Nicole had said tersely: 'No.’

When Melanie left she paused and almost whispewdn't you
wish me good luck?' and Nicole had tried to sagp&lyou'll both be
happy,' but she couldn't get the words out, shdduwoot have meant
them, at that precise moment she hoped they wootld be very
unhappy—and maybe she had ill-wished them, bechwbmt Bevis
said was true, they had not been happy, the marhad not worked.

Afterwards she had been angry with herself foirlgtMelanie see
the damage Frazer had done her, for allowing hdepo slip so far
that she couldn't pretend she didn't care. Shewwen up in the
night for a long time, hot and sick with shame jfboth of them
and hating herself for having betrayed her senseudfiliation to
Melanie. That had been the formative incident oflHe: after that



she had concentrated with bitter intensity on teumghg herself both
mentally and physically. No one, ever again, wasgo hurt her.

But, however angry with Melanie she had been omte had
forgiven her now. The Melanie she forgave was het girl who
married Frazer—Nicole forgave and mourned the Melai her
childhood; the girl who had put an arm round heewlother girls
made fun of her and shouted at them to leave Niglmee, the girl
who had giggled over silly jokes with her and wieisstl secrets as
they walked to school.

That Melanie, she recognised, had been dead fdoharlong time,
but it was not until now that Nicole could open§cé the fact and
allow herself to feel grief.



CHAPTER FOUR

WHEN she had had a shower and dressed in pale blus padta
sleeveless white shirt she went downstairs in seafrbreakfast and
found Irena Vourlamis at the reception desk, hadhzent over a slip
of paper.

'‘Good morning,' said Nicole, and Irena looked ug, there was no
answering smile in her eyes, she looked nervousiagdsy.

'‘Good morning. | have laid breakfast for you in theing-room; |
will make some fresh coffee now and bring it to yd&he stepped
back and opened a door, and with a nod Nicole wialki® the small
room beyond, wondering if Irena's sudden coolnesseabecause of
Frazer Holt. Had he talked to Irena last night? \We$ must have
done, she thought; frowning. How else would he hiavewn her
room number? In fact, he must have had a pass kag couldn't
have got into her room in the first place. What hadsaid to Irena to
explain why he wanted a key?

A table had been laid with a cup and saucer, & jglatl cutlery, and,
in the centre, a basket of rolls and some tinkelitakes which looked
like fairy cakes. Nicole sat down and split ondld rolls, spread it

thinly with butter and some of the thick dark clygam in a glass

dish. She had just taken a bite of the roll whendrentered the room
with a large pot of coffee in one hand and an Ehgtiewspaper in the
other.

"Three days old, | am afraid, but | thought you htifijke something
to read,' she explained politely as she placed thaimon the table.

‘Thank you," Nicole murmured.

'If you wanted milk . . .".



'| prefer my coffee black.' Nicole smiled at hesupng herself some
of the strong coffee. Irena hovered and after a emdrNicole looked
up enquiringly, her brows lifting. The other womaas flushed and
seemed unhappy about something.

'l will have your bill ready after breakfast," lieesaid, and Nicole put
down the cup she had been about to lift to her mout

'I'm not leaving today; I've booked for two weeks.'

'I'm sorry, I'm afraid | have to close up the hptahust ask you to
leave.' Irena looked restlessly away and then édiout of the room.
Nicole stared after her, frowning. What on earthldd-razer have
said to her to persuade her to throw Nicole outtoNifinished her
meal without hurrying, but she was irritated; sked Irena and she
found the hotel very comfortable, she did not warttave to move.

When she emerged into the lobby Irena was staratitite desk. She
pushed a bill across the polished wood. Nicolesstat her and made
no move to take it.

'l am going to see Frazer Holt this morning, | vl back later," she
said, and turned on her heel. Behind her sherfsital take a startled
breath, move as if to catch her arm, then the otloenan let her arm
drop and Nicole walked out of the hotel into tharghsunlight which
was beginning to pattern the street in black andeyiblindingly
bright on one side and thick shadow on the other.

There were no pavements here; the narrow alleybeameen houses
and shops, crisscrossing each other and curlinghdroupon

themselves in loops in that haphazard way as thaudjlunkard had
laid out the streets as he reeled home after anirgyspent in the
taverna. The houses had the same unplanned aie: agbthem mere
concrete boxes, glaringly white in the sun, somtheim elaborately
designed yet strangely timeless with narrow wodabdoonies on the



upper floors, painted wooden columns supportingntioelow and
wooden shutters closed across the windows, to éedlie searing
heat of the sun. They reminded Nicole of the hogsbeshad seen in
the Roman ruins of Herculaneum; the design wasnoénost
identical although centuries lay between. Soméehiouses seemed
to have a Turkish influence, with stark white acloé stone leading
into an inner courtyard of shade and flowers.

Nicole knew the name of Frazer Holt's house and dvigls was so
small, she was sure she would find it quickly. Sfsdked slowly,
staring through tiny arched doorways hung withtohgf white wool
shawls made locally by tanned, weather-beaten olthen in black
whom she saw sitting in the shade spinning. Sonteeoghops sold
leather goods or brass ornaments; some sold egatizy dresses or
shirts, others gaily decorated local pottery. Bemvthe shops lay the
houses, and she stared at each one looking foratime of it. It was
only after Jialf an hour that she realised she Voas it seemed so
unbelievable, she had walked round and round irtbiel€onvoluted
streets like an ant in a maze, and now she wasngatdse same
houses, the same shops, and she hadn't yet setrelfeszer's house.

The sun had risen higher, the air was hot and s tiwed, and
thirsty. She walked down to the harbour front aatl down at a
pavement cafe to drink freshly squeezed citrusejuec mixture of

orange and lemon sweetened with sugar and vergstefrg. A

pelican stood in the shadow of a boat, clackingreat beak as it
watched the sea slapping on to the narrow beach.

When she paid the young man who had brought hedtin& she
asked him how to find Frazer's house. He stardtegtblack eyes
unwinking, then without a word pointed vaguely brefdisappearing
back into the cafe.

Nicole got up and almost fell over the outstretctesd of a man at the
next table. 'Sorry.' he said, and she looked atshianply; surprised to



hear an English voice. He gave her a polite srdile. you on holiday
here?'

‘Yes, you too?'

'I'm living here,' he said, and she felt a darintérest. That could be
very useful; he might have picked up the sort afsjmshe needed to
hear.

‘What a lovely place to live—I don't think I've seanywhere like it,
even in Greece.'

'‘Pure cubist,' he agreed with a nod. 'A perfeatefar a painter—the
light is incredible, of course, especially in therisg. It has its
drawbacks—in winter the winds nearly take your hefid

'It's very exposed,’ she murmured, looking past &irthe crowded
streets of the small town. 'Have you been heredong

‘A few months.' He gestured to the empty chairsigtable. "Won't
you join me? Can | get you another drink?’

‘Thank you, I'd like a coffee,’ said Nicole, sig¢tidown opposite him.

'‘Pavio!" he shouted, and the young waiter appeahesl, face
expressionless as he glanced from one to the oflteaem. 'Coffee,
parakalo.”

The waiter disappeared without so much as a natbl®&ismiled at
the man facing her. Tin Nicole Law- ton.'

'Hallo,' he said again. 'I'm William Oldfield, ahdhate being called
Bill or Will. I'm William." He had a rather precisgay of speaking;
slightly fussy.

She smiled again. 'Did you say you were a painter?"



He hesitated, running a hand over his thick, corbwn hair; he wore
it very long, almost down to the collar of his shsleeved blue shirt.

'‘Not exactly." He seemed uncertain how to answet,she lifted her
brows.

'Oh?' Was he an amateur? she wondered. How di@meaeliving
here on Mykonos? Why was he looking embarrassed?

'l went to art school and | do paint,’ he explaifiBdt | actually earn
my daily bread by writing travel books. I'm doingsaries for an
American publisher; illustrated guides to Greelnsls. | write the
text and provide the photographs and some penrdngketches.'

‘Do they sell well?'

He shrugged, i earn enough to live on. | sell sofmay paintings to
tourists, too, | do okay. | enjoy the work.'

‘That's a very good reason for doing anything,' atpeeed, and he
looked at her hard, as though suspecting she wkemgiun of him.
then smiled. He was a tall, thin man, around thshe suspected; his
eyes a very pale grey, their lack of colour accatett by his deeply
tanned skin. He was wearing blue jeans which hazh s well
washed that they were fading to a neutral shade.

his feet were brown and pushed into plastic flgp8 of the kind you
saw hanging up in many of the shops here.

‘The great thing about this job is that | can leahile | earn,’ he told
her, relaxing with a grin. 'I'm trying to study @feart.'

'How long does it take to write one of these bobks?

‘Not long; the text b easy, they're very short lmadlchose Mykonos
as my base because it's so close to Athens. Iivagown boat, you



see—lean pretty well come and go as | choose whemweather's
good.'

"Did anybody famous ever live on Mykonos?' she dstasually as
the waiter came out with her coffee. He put itriont of her, eyeing
her with a wooden expression, and then vanisheith.aga

'Oh, sure,’ said William Oldfield, sipping his owirink; a long glass
of mineral water. '‘Mind you, Mykonos is more ordéamous for not
having any history; no great heroes or kings, ntdsaor tragedies.
What you see now is what everyone has seen fouwgest He

gestured. 'Primitive, simple houses—Ilittle boxasfact. In a sense
Mykonos was modern before the rest of Greece wihagre busy
building little boxes everywhere now.'

‘Not just in Greece—we have them in England, too.'
‘Too true.' He eyed her thoughtfully. 'What do ylou Nicole?'

'I'min insurance,’ she said, as she always dioplpestared if you told
them you were a private detective, their ideas vwakdased on
Hollywood films about sharp-eyed men with guns. d\écmainly
earned her income from detecting insurance frawtsthe big
companies; it was largely paperwork, but when ddehdve to do
some fieldwork it very rarely proved dangerous, eher
time-consuming and often boring, requiring hoursl drours of
patient surveillance of a suspect.

William looked sympathetic. 'Pays well, | suppoke,'said.

Nicole smiled. 'Very well. Are there many paintarsl writers living
here now?'



'Oh, a few. There's a poet living in one of theetaas; crazy guy,
Greek; he doesn't come out until it's dark and thersits in the
taverna drinking all night.'

'‘No English writers?' She tried to sound casualllig Oldfield
might know Frazer, he might be talking to her dsidiely to find out
what she knew. She watched him through lowerecekgshile she
drank her coffee; it was strong and bitter, withswudar.

William fingered his glass, staring at it, thenlbeked up and gave
her a wry smile. 'l know who you're getting at—yeigzer Holt lives
here; everybody will tell you that. His latest filgmossed millions in
the States, they say. The guy is stinking richs' tdhe was acid and
Nicole met his eyes curiously, half smiling.

‘You don't like him?' Well, that's a relief, shetight.

'l don't like him," William agreed flatly. 'l carsiay | know him very
well, because he's made sure | don't. When | dinsved | sat at a
table with him and the Greek who owns the housediming. Frazer
Holt shook hands, said about three words to melzemignored me
for the rest of the evening. He's gone on ignonm@gever since.'

Nicole wondered why: William seemed pleasant enpyghy had
Frazer cut him dead like that?

'He's an arrogant bastard,’ William told her. "preple here seem to
like him; he speaks fluent Greek, they all talkibm and he's friendly

enough with them. Maybe he just doesn't like myefaele laughed,

but he didn't look very amused.

Nicole pushed her cup away. Lightly she murmuredrhaps he was
cut up over his wife's death; didn't she drown oykdhos?'



‘That was a few years back," William said. 'Andiés on Delos, so 1
heard; she shouldn't even have been on Delos, ngott allowed to
spend the night there; it's a restricted site, whwle island's a
protected area, tourists are supposed to go rdumdsites with a
guide. Nobody lives there but the site workers. €dihse it's
deserted. Heaven knows what Holt's wife was ddueget at night.’

Nicole frowned. 'How do they know she was thershié drowned?
Was her boat found?' Melanie had hated sailingshadearnt to love
it here in Greece? Had she sailed over to Delasedio escape from
Frazer? Or had she meant to die?

'‘One of the site workers found her clothes anceaphg bag and a
few other things down on the beach. There was gio sf her and
only a few days later her body was washed up.'ig¥llraked back
his hair, grimacing. 'And that's all | know, becaas soon as | askec
any questions everyone here clammed up. Theyedhi&t; clannish
and secretive. If you don't seem interested thésfllyou endless
stories about themselves and their families, tart ssking questions
and they shut up fast." He stared at Nicole witlthaughtful
expression. 'You're in insurance, you said. Woludd Wway off course
If | guessed that you're here to check up on hath®eDid Holt have a
fat policy out on her?'Nicole smiled. ‘We didn'sume her, if he did,
and | doubt if he needs any money. He's very sgtgessn't he?'

‘Successful and bloody rude,' said William, and wbeadered if he
was aggrieved because Frazer hadn't been morélfriema fellow
writer, especially one who was not as successfuiraself, or if he
was simply jealous of Frazer's popularity?

'‘Does he live in one of the modern villas up onhi" Nicole was
still trying to sound casual, but she sensed thiitavvi had become
suspicious of her constant questions, even thogihad denied that
she was investigating Melanie's death.



'‘No, he has an old house in the town; if you'rakimg of calling on

him my advice is don't, he isn't friendly." Williahad turned sulky
now, his mouth was curved downwards. 'Take the ngring, then

turn left and bear to your right; his house hasudberry tree in the
courtyard and it has a pair of gates with a lidtngj on each side. It's
painted white but the shutters are blue.’

Nicole stood up, and he stared downwards, his deosiihunched.
‘Thanks for the coffee, see you around again $altk and he flapped
an irritated hand.

'‘Give my regards to Frazer Holt." It was a petu@rmment and she
ignored it, walking away without looking back. Sfalowed his
directions, hoping that this time she would find Wway; all the streets
looked the same, meandering in and out and seetuir@ve no
direction, although whenever she looked to hertstie saw the blue
sea sparkling between white walls.

Suddenly she saw a house with blue shutters apgestiooutside the
high gates. Over the top of the white wall she davk green leaves
moving and stirring in a breeze, and on the lowapat on a
columned balcony on the top floor she saw rowsedfe@arthenware
pots full of pink geraniums. She was just abouirng the bell when
Frazer appeared on the balcony and stared dowarahis darkly
tanned face set in hostility. He leaned on the gerahis fingers
gripping the edge; Nicole watched coolly and thdugis she had
thought last night, how much he had altered; howl Bad remote his
face had become. His thick black hair showed & faneak of silver
in the strong sunlight; he must be in his latetigsrby now. He was as
lean and vital as he had been when she first mgtthe changes had
not been in his body, they had occurred in his nand they were
revealed in his face; in the icy inimical blue eyieghe tough mouth
and aggressive line of the jaw.



What was he thinking as he watched her? She wagidess from his
face; it told her that his mood was not welcomipgy, it did not tell
her much apart from that.

Still staring back at him, she pressed the bekhz€&r disappeared
from the balcony and Nicole pressed the bell agk@gping her
thumb on it. She wondered if he was going to leigoeon ringing for
ever; if he meant to ignore her altogether. Sha@diat the gates, but
they did not move; locked, no doubt. She glanceatuine walls;
eight foot high, she reckoned, simple enough taolzlover if you had
help, but she wouldn't put it past Frazer to haee drrested for
trespass if she did manage to get over the wall.

A moment later she heard a grating sound, thelkayet and then the
gate opened. Frazer leaned on it negligently; &g, lean body
propped up by one hand. He was wearing white @ats thin black
shirt which clung to his deep chest.

Nicole looked at him drily. 'What took you so lohg?

'‘Why are you still here?' he asked in turn, withanswering her
deliberate mockery.

'I'm renewing an old acquaintance,' she said andgoigjy, and saw a
curious flicker in the blue eyes, as though he svasing; then it was
erased and his face went cold again.

'If you mean me, I'm very busy finishing my latbsebk, I'm afraid. |
haven't got time to talk. Why don't you just getyoir boat and make
for somewhere more lively? Try Corfu—they have tadooffer.'

'I'm staying here," she said lightly, and with ewin Frazer stepped
back. He began to shut the gate. Nicole crashedtingending him

staggering backwards in surprise. She was insideg#te now, but
she felt Frazer leap towards her, making a snasaund.



Every nerve in her body prickled with anticipatishg swung to face
him and he grabbed at her, his hands fasteninggpshoulders.

'I'm not talking to you, Nicole," he grated harslslgaking her.

She twisted sideways and jerked her left arm watimaich force as
she could into his midriff. He gave a grunt and dgt of her,

astonishment in his face, then suddenly came badlem his lip

curling back from his white teeth.

Nicole swivelled, her hand clamping down on hisfarm, one foot
hooking around his ankle. A second later Frazev Backwards and
landed with a thud on the courtyard floor. He llagre, winded, for a
moment, breathing thickly.

Nicole watched as he slowly sat up, rubbing th&loddis head. 'My
God, you little bitch,' he said without any signrafje now. 'I'll be
damned! Is this what you've been learning sinaest $aw you? I'd
heard that London wasn't the safe city it useddpbut | hadn't
realised that Englishwomen were turning into Amaon

'It's wise to be able to protect yourself,' saiddie, feeling a stab of
triumph, and he watched the little smile curving Ineouth, his
expression wry.

You enjoyed that," he accused.

'You'd better believe it,' she said, and openlghead. "Your face was
a picture!’

'Hell, you took me by surprise." He ran an explmmathand over
himself. 'I'm lucky not to have broken a few boheke held out the
hand. 'Help me up.'



Her green eyes derided him. '"You have to be kiddirtgke your
hand and the next thing | know I'm flying over ydwad! If that
stunt's been pulled on me once it's been pullezkzardtimes. No, I'm
sure you can get up on your own.'

She sauntered away, and glanced through the wisitevay into the
courtyard beyond. Small and streaked with shadéoveontained
white wooden seats and stone troughs of flowersggin't recognise
the vivid blue petals which fluttered slightly imetbreeze. A black cat
lay curled up in the sun, sleeping lightly, nose maws. Nicole
walked through the archway towards it, smiling, bahscious of
Frazer getting to his feet and coming behind herwdlked softly,
like a cat, she barely heard him breathing and\stseaware of every
move he made even though she wasn't looking idifestion.

Without looking round at him she said coolly: 'Upybu if you want
to try your luck again, of course—but take my advibon't. Next
time | might hurt you.' She squatted down besiéectt and stroked it
gently; it opened one eye to give her an appraisiited stare, then
began to purr, the vibrations shaking its smallybod

‘Are you married?' Frazer asked, and that timedhewtprise her; she
turned her head to look at him, her eyes wide,aatalitness around
her mouth.

'‘No.' The answer was given through almost cloges li

‘Someone had a lucky escape,’ Frazer commentelisatare stayed
on her as though trying to read the reasons focliygved reply. To

her fury she felt a slight flush creep into herefaghe didn't like what
he had just said, from anyone else she would reyghked at it, but
from Frazer Holt it was humiliating.

‘Do you want some coffee?' he asked, glancingsavhich.



‘Thank you.' Nicole stood up and the little caéttined, sharp claws
suddenly visible among the black fur. Nicole smiésdshe watched
it; she loved cats. Frazer was staring at it, tsopdd frown on his
face.

'‘She reminds me of you,' he said drily. 'Silky agwhceful and
potentially deadly.'

Nicole's head shot round to focus a stare on henwhs already
walking away across the courtyard to a door invthée wall on the
left. The courtyard was paved with stone, his fes rang and
bounced off the walls. There was no sign of anyelse here; the
silence had a slumbrous, languid heaviness comgalofheat and
dust and the scent of flowers held in between thu fvalls of the
house which ran around the yard. When a bell beganlang

somewhere she jumped in surprise;

other bells joined in and as Frazer opened the khedooked back at
her.

‘Mykonos is full of churches; over three hundredhet last count.
One of them is always ringing a bell.’

‘That must drive you crazy when you're trying toiteyt Nicole
commented, joining him.

'‘No, you get used to it—I hardly notice the beltswi He walked into
the shadowy house and she followed him along aewlaished
corridor hung with drawings and paintings, int@a-dceilinged room
of rectangular shape. It was lined with books fiftoor to ceiling on

all four sides. The floor was of pale pink martddew Turkish rugs
were scattered on it. Nicole noticed a wide deskmvbrch stood a
typewriter and piles of books and manuscripts Avsater was turning
to the right, so she quickened her steps to keewitlp him. He



opened another door and she saw beyond it a mdaehen with
polished wood cabinets and chrome fittings.

Frazer gestured to the table under a low-silleddain looking out
into the courtyard.

'I'll get the coffee,' he said, moving to the hob.

Nicole sat down and watched his wide shoulders]dhg tapering
line of his back. She felt strangely reluctant tartsasking him the
guestions she had come here to ask; there wereasy wther
guestions she suddenly wanted to ask him. Eightsyea long time,
she thought, and then to her shocked surprise leambr saying it,
speaking her own thoughts aloud.

'Eight years is a long time.' He paused as he plusigepercolator on
to the hob. 'What have you been doing all this tiaeart from

learning how to chuck men over your shoulder? Vit anyway?

Judo?'

'I'm a black belt,' she said, and he looked rouriees his lips pursed
in a silent whistle.

'Remind me not to make you angry!'
'l will," said Nicole with dry irony, and a grimnesame into his eyes.

'‘What the hell are you doing here, Nicole? And tgive me any
fairy stories about being on holiday, because ltdmy it. You aren't
here by accident. You knew | lived here, you can
deliberately—why?'

'Melanie's buried here, isn't she?"



'‘Melanie's dead! Forget her and go back to Englevitht good do
you think you'll do coming here? Why rake up thetgdter all this
time?'

'l seem to remember you once told me that yourvadbr being a
reporter was a passion for uncovering the truth.eiVilid you
change?' There was contempt in her gaze and Fsagerit; his lip
curled back from his teeth as though he was stingglith black
rage.

‘And what's your motive, Nicole? You haven't seexidvlie for years,
why have you come here now?'

She was silent because she wasn't sure herselhdsheought her
only feelings for him were scorn and dislike, butaw she felt was
more complex than that. She wondered suddenlyeifxsts confusing
what he had done to her with what she suspectedatiedone to
Melanie, without being quite sure exactly what ke ldone to either
of them. Frazer was ambivalent, puzzling—what ebrhan was he?
The torment of uncertainty had begun to grow ingide from the
minute she first saw him again in the street oet#ié hotel. She had
felt a dart of panic, a tremor of alarm—and hadh# known then
how dangerous it could be for her to see him again?

'Did Bevis send you?" Frazer asked abruptly whendtin't speak,
and she pulled herself together.

'He doesn't even knowaimhere. | lost touch with Bevis years ago.'

Frazer stared at her, his brows jerking togeth&ethaugh he didn't
believe her.

‘Then how did you know Melanie was dead?' he shbeg and she
shrugged casually.



'l have plenty of contacts in the press, | needith# the time in our
business.’

Distracted by that, he asked: "You still work f@an$? But of course
you must, or you wouldn't be bothering with judothbught he
specialised in discreet insurance investigation& T9n't dangerous
work, surely?'

'‘Depends on the suspect,’ she admitted. 'One gwdwhade a
fraudulent claim worth nearly a hundred thousand pame thugs to
waylay me one dark night. | might have been kilkesljt was | ended
up in hospital with broken ribs and a broken araom't like carrying

guns; it's dangerous. Judo was fun and made meniesh safer.’

‘You're an extraordinary creature," Frazer saicdhwitsort of angry
force which yet was not precisely hostile, and sinded at him.

‘Thank you.' She supposed that that was a complimen

'‘But you must stop asking questions about Melahessaid in a very
different voice. 'Do you hear me. Nicole? | canlick you to leave
Mykonos, if you re determined to stay, but | waauy—forget about
Melanie, for your own sake.'



CHAPTER FIVE

'‘AND if | don't?' she asked contemptuously. "What happleen? Will

| wash up on a Greek beach one fine morning?" ketiag green
eyes mocked him and his mouth parted on a sileant; she thought
for a moment he was going to hit her and tensedtingafor a

movement from him which never came.

‘You'd better go,' he said, his lips barely movug showing her the
edge of straight white teeth clenched together.

'l haven't had my coffee; it's ready, by the soohd.' It was audibly
more than ready; hitting the top of the glass dofrtée percolator in
noisy agitation. Frazer swung round and snatcheff the hob. He
got two stone-coloured pottery mugs out of a cupib@and poured
the coffee, handing one mug to her as though héedda hurl it into
her face.

‘Thank you,"' Nicole said with as dazzling a smieshe could muster;
she was pleased with herself as she handed thattoshe was
beginning to enjoy herself, she realised. Eightyago this man had
humiliated and hurt her. but he would never gettience again. He
was dealing with a very different person from thwe/,sgauche,
vulnerable girl he had stood up without a word xplanation, and
Nicole meant to make sure he knew it. She had tearmigid
self-control years ago, and he wouldn't get neardither mentally
or physically; one step too close and she would $&m flying.

Frazer looked down into his coffee. "You partedhfrBevis eight
years ago, you said?'

'l lost touch with him when [ lost touch with Melari She looked
along the windowsill at the row of potted plantajgsilvery ivy, a
feathery fern which spilled down the side of thetleanware pot, a



few plants which carried small pink flowers. Did lbek after them?
she wondered.

'Did you quarrel?' Frazer asked, and the quesewvilbered her; she
looked back at him, frowning.

'‘With Bevis? No, | just didn't see him any more—IdMee was my
friend, not Bevis.'

Frazer stared at her fixedly; she wondered what geaisg through
his mind; why he was frowning and what was goindehind those
hard blue eyes.

'‘Bevis wasn't your friend," he repeated as thoinghsimple words
had some other meaning, one which defeated hegalidn't work
out why he was staring at her like that. He putiddvg mug of coffee
and turned to stare out into the courtyard, andoliabsently
watched as sunlight gleamed on the faint silvergast in his thick
hair. Eight years ago he had been a powerfullyaetitre man; she
wished she could tell herself the passing of thyeses had lessened
his sexual attraction, had done more than merelghtdis black hair
with occasional silver and toughen his face intr@avn mask. She
looked away hurriedly, angry with herself as shalised the
involuntary drift of her thoughts. Only a fool waulet herself
become aware of Frazer Holt in that way, again.

'I'd be grateful if you'd tell Irena Vourlamis thahu don't mind if |
stay on in her hotel for my full two weeks,' sh&sdinishing her
coffee and putting down the mug.

'Oh, but I do mind,' he said with his back to hleen swung, smiling
tightly. 'If you refuse to go, as | said, | cawtde you, but you won't
find another hotel to take you and the police wiat'yyou camp out.'.



On a sudden inspiration she shrugged and saidycddlien I'll go
and stay with William Oldfield."

Frazer's face froze, he stared at her intenthdfi@td? You know
Oldfield?’

'He has a house with plenty of room in it," shel saoping her guess
was right. 'I'm sure he'll make me more than wekom

Frazer didn't say anything for a moment, but shedge emanating
from him in waves. When he did speak his lips mostetly and his
words were tipped with ice.

'I'm sure he will, he likes women.' His eyes rawdaver her with a
bitter insolence she found intolerable, then hdesinand it was not a
nice smile, it was deliberately contemptuous.elbiffers you bed and
board he means it." With a shrug he added: 'Ofsgguf you don't
mind paying your way in his bed . . .'

'l can look after myself,’ Nicole said ambiguousigid smiled back at
him, wondering if William was the type to demand/p&nt in kind
rather than money. She hadn't summed him up |k but of course
you never knew with men, he was unlikely to praaldiis sexual
attitudes to someone he had only just met. 'Ofsmutd rather stay
on with Irena,' she said, because she meant to\deéam Oldfield
as a last resort, especially now that Frazer haehgner a new slant
on the man. accurate or not.

'You can't,’ Frazer said harshly, and tapped hggefitips on the table,
frowning downwards in thought.

Nicole said: 'Oh, well, then . . ." and moved tadgathe door.

'You'd better stay here,' Frazer said abruptly, simel stopped dead,
turning to stare at him incredulously.



'Here?'

'l have plenty of room,' he said, watching herlssaly that she had a
struggle not to betray what she was thinking. Wiag \Wwe offering to
let her stay in his house? Why didn't he want betay with Irena or
William—or anyone else, she began to suspect. Ha Ieen
determined to get her off the island and angry bseashe was
refusing to leave—why should he suddenly invite toestay with
him? The answer was obvious, of course. Frazerdwalded that she
wasn't going to be scared off easily, so he haiddddo keep her
under his own eyes where he could make sure sim tharn too
much.

‘Well?' he demanded when she was silent, and shaged to hand
him a bright smile which was totally false.

‘That's very kind of you, thanks. I'd love to skegye.' Frazer might try
to interfere with her investigation, he might bladkher attempts to
find out the truth, but if she was aware of whaias doing she could
guard against his manipulation, and merely beimg,he the house in
which Melanie had been so unhappy, might tell hegyoad deal.
Melanie was dead, and from what she had already Bexzer had
removed anything which might remind him of her, blitole felt
somehow that her intuition would pick up some uimma from
handling objects which Melanie had once handlétingiin rooms in
which Melanie had once sat. This house must swiely her some
insight into Melanie's feelings when she lived hEnere were
dangers to living here with him, obviously. Nicsl@erves prickled
at the idea of seeing so much of him. She stilntbtnim far too
attractive, and that was disturbing; her suspieibaut him gave the
lance of agony to those instinctive tugs of attoactShe was almost
beginning to be afraid of what she might find ot she still had to
know the truth, as much about herself and aboutaMelas about
Frazer. Her mind rang with confused and painfulstjoas about all
of them.



'‘Come up now and choose which room you'd likesdid, turning to
the door. She followed him through the narrow dmriagain and up
a winding flight of stairs to an upper floor. Frazealked along a
landing opening doors and waving a hand towardl ea@m. "You

can have any of these,' he said, and Nicole glamtedach in turn,
noting that they were more or less identically fsined with modern
beds and simple oak furniture, the carpets througtine whole floor

were cream and the curtains a matt blue weave.

'l sometimes have guests,' said Frazer, as thaugkdlain why he
owned such a large house when he lived alone. INWigher and old
buddies from my newspaper fly out for a week frametto time.'

'‘Does someone come in to do the cleaning?'
'Of course,' he said, opening the last door. sy room.’

Nicole hovered on the threshold as he walked imardom; she felt,
somehow, that it might not be a good idea to follam. The only
difference between this room and the other threethat it was much
larger, and in spite of that more crowded. It Iabkeed in. whereas
the other rooms had had the tidy impersonalityaiEhrooms; you
could tell at once that somebody used this roomas full of Frazer's
possessions. She saw piles of books everywhetbedredside table,
on the floor, on shelves on the walls. Flung actbgesend of the
roughly made bed was a white towelling robe, onfkber beside it
were black towelling slip-ons with flat soles. Onother shelf she
saw a pile of tape cassettes and a small tapedecerith headphones
lying beside it. A wooden rack held stacked andloyehg
newspapers and magazines and a small heap of opetezd had
been pushed into one corner of it.

Frazer gave her a wry grin. 'l know, it isn't exaet showplace.'



She was staring at the bed; wondering if Melancesteared his room
and conscious of a strange dart of sharp emotitreahought. Here,
in this house, she could start to visualise thértbgether, as she
never had until now. It had always seemed unbdievthat Melanie
could be Frazer's wife; they had had nothing in m@m, she had
thought, it hadn't really surprised her to be tbidBevis that the
marriage hadn't worked out. She hadn't known Fremess long as
she had known Melanie, there had been a thousargstehe did not
know about him, but on another level her intuitemse of the sort of
man Frazer was had not needed to know the smaillslabout him.
Most people were mosaic made up of so many tingfradictory
pieces; you could often sense in a few minutes hdrgtou liked the
whole picture or not, and only as you got to knbenh better did you
discover everything which went to make up that ometant
Impression.

She had known within five minutes of first meetifigazer that she
liked him more than she had ever liked anyone dpamt Sam and
her parents; her reaction to him had been of a défgrent order
from the way she felt about Sam, of course. It aeh complicated
by sexuality; even at nineteen she had known thatwgas sexually
aware of Frazer on sight. Now, eight years latez, ksrew that sexual
awareness is not love; it is a subconscious regpansomeone you
could learn to love in the right circumstances. Yean call it
chemistry, spontaneous combustion, sex appeal—batewer it's
called it is no real guide to the character of ¢tine who causes it
because it is instinctive, not rational.

Her feelings about Frazer had not given her anyglmsinto his

nature, but she had known Melanie very well foomgl long time,
and she had known that they must be oppositesefsarea of a
good time was being on a boat fighting the elementflying off to

war-torn parts of the world to discover the trutihe could, and write
about it. He was clever and quickwitted, tough andl-headed, a
man who was happiest at full stretch, testing hifvegginst danger,



taking risks and winning in the face of oppositidhat was how she
had seen him when they first met; that was the @sgon he had
given her and that was what had attracted hentofiom the minute
she met him she had known he was her sort of marshe had been
so young. Had he fooled her? Had she been blingedeb own
feelings into believing him her dream man? Hadsden in love with
Frazer, or only her false image of him?

Melanie's idea of a good time was so different—tipar clothes,
flirting and having fun. She hated having her awn about in the
wind, or getting soaked to the skin on the sea,vghe bored by
current affairs— unless by that you meant who wasping with
who— she never told the truth if a lie was easied ahe never
listened to conversation which went beyond sm#l ta

Nicole stared at the room, thinking: this bed nheste been the only
place they really met! And then flinched from thdg¢a, despising
herself because she knew she was still half-jeakhescouldn't bear
to imagine them in bed together. Perhaps you nguie get over
your first love, especially if it has ended badBain clings longer
than happiness.

Why had he married Melanie? Had she been totallyngrabout
him? Had he lied about himself, and what sort of mas he behind
that tough, self-contained face?

'l wish | knew what was going on inside your hed&tazer said,
surprising her because he seemed to echo her mughts. She had
often felt they had some sort of telepathic linke sinderstood him
without speaking, but she had been proved wrongreefnd maybe
she was wrong now.

'l was thinking about Melanie,' she said, meetiisgelyes directly.

‘Somehow | thought you might be.' His mouth twigtedony.



'Did she like Mykonos?' If Bevis was screwy and Imaade a big
drama out of one of Melanie's moods, Frazer woulswar that
unhesitatingly. If he lied, she would know he wadirig something
and Bevis's suspicions had good grounds.

Frazer met her eyes directly. 'Not much.' Thereawerdonic light in
his eyes, as though he was daring her to carrgkingquestions and
coldly amused because, of course, he could chobsshwo answer
and how to answer them. He had answered that framidugh. If he
had lied it would have been far more revealing.

'‘She was such a city girl,' Nicole murmured.
'It was too quiet for her here,' he agreed.
‘Except in summer, | suppose?’

'‘Except in summer,' he repeated, and went on gnilirs blue eyes
silently telling her: get what you can out of thatych good may it do
you.

Nicole was irritated by that smile. She turned be pressure, her
voice still casual.

'How on earth did she come to be spending a nighd&los alone?’
Even if she hadn't been watching him so closelysta@ld have felt
Frazer's reaction; his body stiffened and his fa@t wooden,
suddenly blank, the smile wiped away as if it hadar been there.

'How do you know that?' he asked very quietly, simel shrugged.
'l told you, | have friends in the press . . .

‘The press didn't know about it. Her body was wdsiye here on
Mykonos, it didn't come out that she had been oloPthat night. |



had a press cuttings agency send me all the staiesh were
printed; none of them mentioned Delos.’

'‘Why shouldn't they?' Nicole felt instinctively thshe was getting
close to whatever secret he was keeping.

'‘She shouldn't have been there; the boatman wikdheroover would
have got into serious trouble if it had come out lkhew he was
breaking the law.'

'He was from Mykonos?'

Frazer moved away from the window, his hands thmsi his
pockets. 'That's obvious,' he said drily. 'Yourse® why | don't want
you prowling around the island asking awkward qgoest you'll do
more harm than you realise. If you stir up mudmay stick on
innocent people.’

'Innocent people shouldn't be afraid of the trgtrely?' she asked,
and he gave a faint sigh, walking out of the rooitt Wicole on his
heels.

'‘Which bedroom did you decide on?'

She paused at the door of the largest room. "Ties-af that's okay
with you?'

‘Just as you like.' He shot her a mocking smile bieeshoulder. "You
won't be worried about living alone here with me dofew days, of
course?'

'‘Why should | be?' she returned with a cool amusémdich she
meant him to see.



He laughed shortly. 'Why, indeed? You're obviousfpable of
dealing with unwanted advances from any man stepaugh to try
his luck. Not exactly feminine, but I'm sure itféeetive.'

'If | don't fancy someone, he never gets within 'arfangth,' she
murmured deliberately, and Frazer swung away t&k wlawn the

stairs. She followed, smiling to herself. Her sfisfaction was
premature. As she reached the foot of the stamgdfrloomed up
behind her from the shadows in the corridor. Nidod&l been too
preoccupied to be on her guard. Before she knewt wies

happening, she was held against his body, hisrio;gaessing down
on her windpipe, his knee forced into the back ef legs. She
recognised the hold; if she struggled she knewdudddancrease the
pressure until she blacked out.

There was no point in struggling; her tense bodglisdned and she let
herself go limp against him.

‘You were saying?' he mocked.

Nicole shifted one foot, intending to curl it routds ankle and
unbalance him, but at once the arm across her tthiglatened,
pressing down hard.

'Stand still.'

She stood still. 'You're hurting," she whisperexiaggerating the
roughness of her voice.

'‘Don't try to con me," Frazer murmured against det his breath
warm on her skin. 'l bet you do three rounds wrthali-in wrestler
every weekend.' His mouth slid from her ear to heck and she
tensed, nerves prickling. He pulled her back eveset so that she
felt his body touching her from shoulder to calf,tlee same time



sliding his fingers lightly upwards, following theairve of her body
up to her breast.

Nicole shuddered, teeth gritted.
‘Now throw me over your shoulder,' Frazer mocked.

'l can wait,'" Nicole muttered through her clenclkeeth. 'I'll get my
chance sooner or later.'

She felt laughter shake him, the chest behind &ek tvas lifting and
falling with it.

'‘My God, | believe you,' he said, a smile in higceo 'l've been
threatened by hulking brutes before now and naveet a hair, but
you scare me, Nicole—you make it all sound vergpeal. I'd like to
know what happened to you to give you this edge—sgliter like a

razor blade, and I'm damned sure you're just adlylea

She heard him with disbelief. Didn't he know whaddone to her?
Had he forgotten all about that last date? All éhgsars she had beer
hating him because he had humiliated her, and Frea forgotten
the whole thing. That should have made her feslwesund up, but it
didn't; it deepened her humiliation. She had matteso little to him
and he had mattered so much to her—that thougietsinto her and
made her bleed inwardly.

'‘Was it Bevis?' he asked, but she barely heardvtirds because he
was kissing her neck and she was rigid with awa®ioé that fact.

Her skin was burning, she tried to break away whigeattention was
elsewhere, but it seemed he could concentrate orhivwgs at once,

because as soon as she made that sharp move lokaarped down

hard and she gave a strangled gasp.



'l thought | told you to stand still?* She stoatflgt bitterly conscious
of the caressing hand exploring the length of loelyland the warmth
of his body pressing into her back. 'Take some-melant advice,
Nicole," he murmured, softly brushing his lips a@drer nape. 'Forget
about Melanie, enjoy your holiday. Don't make wawdsch could
swamp everyone around you.' He tightened his ammatfre you
listening?'

‘Yes,' she said with icy rage. How could she helplisten?

‘A pity you cut your hair, | liked it long; | usei fantasise about
winding it round and round your neck like a silgadlar.' His arm

lifted from her throat but before she could movegwis hand softly
stroked upward from her shoulder to her lifted chircould have

strangled you with that hair," he whispered.

‘'Sorry, you'll have to use your bare hands,’ shdtemad, and
managed then to detach herself and swing to faoe Tineir eyes
met; his mocking, gleaming with self-satisfactiordaher own dark
with anger. His hard mouth was curling in a smil@icki only
intensified her rage; Frazer had won that roundtaénew it. She
had thrown him a defiant challenge and she had bs@rsure of
herself; she had lost.

Nicole pulled herself together, swallowing. 'I'lb gound and see
Irena, pack my things and pay her.’

He nodded, his voice husky as he said: 'Leavedbe with her, I'll
pick it up later.' He opened the door into the tgand for her and
walked with her to the gate, but didn't say a tronghe way. Before
he closed the gate on her again, though, he $andhaving lunch
with someone. Can you eat before you come back’H#irbe back
myself around four.'



'See you at four, then,' Nicole said as lightlglas could, and walked
away. The sun was high in the blue sky; it must@en and some of
the shops were already closing for the afternoestaj they would
re-open around three o'clock, she knew from pgstmence.

Irena was at the reception desk when she wenth@small hotel.
She looked up, her eyes alert, but before Nicolddceay anything,
Irena said: 'Frazer rang just now to explain th@ai were going to
stay with him. I'm sorry if you have been inconwsued.' It was a
stilted little speech and far from friendly; Ireméearly had not
changed her attitude since that morning.

"'l pack and leave my case with you. Frazer itk it up later,’
Nicole said, and the other woman nodded.

Nicole went upstairs and felt Irena'’s cold eyesi@nback. How well
had Irena known Melanie? There was no point inragkier, of
course; Irena would die rather than tell her amghi

As Nicole packed she methodically added up all lshew about
Melanie's death and looked for some answer tQidiaéer; but clearly
there were too many missing pieces from the jigaathe moment,
and how was she going to locate those pieces whlgody wanted to
answer questions?

She left her case standing in her room and wenindtanrs to pay
Irena. There was no one at the reception desk N@mele went to the
door which led to the family quarters. She was aloknock on it
when she heard Frazer's voice behind it and het fnape in mid-air.

'It seemed the only solution.’

'‘Why can't you frighten her away like that othere®nThat was
Irena’'s voice, she sounded on edge, her tone hjislzaky.



‘Nicole doesn't scare so easily," Frazer drawleth@asgh it amused
him, and Nicole wasn't sure she liked that.

'‘She's only a girl" Irena spoke with harsh impates angry now.
*You men are all the same!'

'Irena,’ Frazer said in a very different voice, &lncble listened with a
frown. She heard a movement, a soft sound likesg, land her face
hardened. A kiss? Had Frazer kissed Irena—and wviteyla was

married to a fisherman called Paul who was awath@tmoment.

What was going on between her and Frazer?

'‘Can't you see how dangerous this could be forltexta whispered
so huskily that Nicole became certain that Frazel kissed her; her
voice held so much emotion.

‘Trust me,' Frazer said very gently. 'I'd betterbgdore she catches
sight of me,' he added, and Nicole heard a movengffbotstep
behind the door. She turned and lightly, softlgdfback to the stairs.
Halfway down them she turned and waited until skarth Frazer
walking across the lobby, then she came down Hiesgust as Irena
emerged with a handkerchief in her hands as ihsldgust dried her
eyes with it. She looked up, and there were shadmasr her eyes.
Nicole gave her a polite smile.

'I've come to pay my bill.'lrena pushed the bilicas the desk without
a word. Nicole looked at the total, which was vemall. She counted
out the drachma notes, and Irena took them andeputem into a
till on the desk.

'I've left my case in my room; I'll bring it down a minute.’

'No need,' Irena said shortly. 'Frazer can gehgmhe comes later."'



Casually, Nicole said: 'l thought | saw him going of the door just
now—nhe could have got my case then.’

Irena didn't answer. She was pretending to be bdgiwng the desk.
Nicole shot her a quick, observant look. Yes, Irkad been crying;
her lids were pink and her lashes had stuck togetiesre her
mascara had run.

‘Well, | hope I'll see you again,' she said, tugrtiowards the door, but
Irena did not take any notice. She walked away tds/&er private
guarters and vanished.



CHAPTER SIX

NicoLE walked down to the waterfront and sat down abketi front
of one of the tavernas. She chose a differentlusdiime; the waiter
looked rather more friendly. The menu was chalkedn, a board
hanging beside the door. From the shade of a rgmedtumbrella,
Nicole studied it and ordered chicken soup Savouwved lemon
followed by squid served with rice; although theetana did a few
meat dishes it was basically a fish restaurant, idpecialities
would be much better.

The waiter brought her the bottle of retsina shebdrdered before he
came with the soup, and while she waited Nicol@esipthe smoky
resin-flavoured wine and stared out across the barezon. A heat
haze hung over the sea in the direction of Deldschvwas half an
hour's sailing away. She must take a trip overetloge morning; she
wanted to see the beach from which Melanie had swautrior the
last time.

Her mind moved on to the murmured conversatiorhsloeoverheard
between Frazer and Irena. It hadn't entered N&dlead until that
moment that Irena and Frazer might have some muaiendte
relationship than the casual friendship of peogie Wwed in a small
town on a remote island. Was that why Frazer hadtied that she
couldn't stay at Irena's hotel? Had he been astaédwould discover
what was going on between them? Irena's husband \iaserman,
always away from home, it wouldn't be hard to keaph a secret
from him, or wouldn't he mind? It couldn't be e&shave an affair in
a place like Mykonos—people knew you too well, daa much,
gossiped too much.

Then she remembered something else—Irena had &s&edr why
he couldn't just frighten her away, as he had theramne. Had Irena
meant Bevis? Or the detective he had sent from msthéBut that



would mean that their affair had been going on &iMlelanie was
alive!

She sat upright, her hand clenched on her winesglasle and
frowning. How long had the affair been going on?sWhat why
Melanie had been so unhappy and wanted to get awag?it the
root cause of her death? Had Melanie drowned delibly, had she
killed herself? Or . . .

She broke off the question which had begun to fasalf in her

mind, biting her inner lip. No, Frazer just wagheé type to murder
his wife because she resented his affair with arotfoman. Nicole
could imagine circumstances in which Frazer migkelhis temper
and become violent; but she couldn't imagine hird-tboodedly

planning to get rid of his wife.

The waiter brought her bowl of chicken soup andesbot pitta to eat
with it. She bit off a mouthful of the charcoal-btrbread
absentmindedly, her head bent and her soft silhxaiy whipping
around her face. A wind had sprung up from the ska,heard the
mast wires of boats jangling along the harbour .wall

She had come here believing that she could gueas lag behind
Melanie's death; she had been angry with Frazenuseche had made
Melanie unhappy by forcing her to live on an isldadaway from
everything she knew and enjoyed, but it hadn't @rgared her head
that Frazer had given Melanie other causes forppihass. She had
wondered if Melanie might have been unfaithful tm-h-never if he
had been unfaithful to Melanie.

A soft footstep behind her made her turn her hetaitled. Adoni
smiled at her, his dark eyes lustrous.



'Hallo, Adoni," said Nicole, relaxing. Her nervesish be in a bad
way, she had felt quite edgy for a second as sheegdesomeone
behind her.

'Hallo, Nicole," Adoni said carefully, then grinnedth triumph at
having got that out without mistake. 'Good?' hesdskooking at the
soup she was tasting.

‘Very good,' she said. 'Sit down and talk to me.'

Adoni accepted without hesitation. She pushed tlage pof pitta
towards him, raising her fine brows. ‘Want some?"'

‘Thank you," he said, taking it between thin brofimgers and
breaking it with an almost hypnotic deliberation ieth was
ritualistic, she felt.

Nicole looked at him through her lashes, smilibgd 'you tell Frazer
Holt that | was here?'

Adoni's face was pure innocence; he looked awdge-eyed. ‘Miss?'

'l bet you did. A friend of yours, is he?' she wditbut Adoni didn't
answer.

Adoni ate his bread and she drank her soup. 'Higlerad of mine,’
she said. 'I'm moving into his house for my starehe

Adoni looked unsurprised. 'Yes,' he said simply.

Nicole laughed. 'Is there anything you don't knoMv@hly she could
get him to talk, heaven knows what she'd find sbe thought, but
one look into those dark wells of eyes told herwbald need to use
a thumbscrew on Adoni to get him to tell her anyghihe decided she
should not know. Or anything Frazer decided sheilshwot know?
Did it come to the same thing? Frazer had quitalBhgre—-was it



because he was so rich and famous? Or becauseoke #pent
Greek and they all liked him?

The waiter came out to take her soup bowl and prafrent of her an
enormous dish of squid cooked in peppers, tomandsonions and
served on a bed of boiled rice. He also brougimaldowl of green
salad tossed in olive oil and lemon juice. GivindpAi a grin, he said
something to him in Greek and Adoni threw back pidanutter,

laughing.

"What was all that about?' Nicole asked, taking s@ifithe salad.
'He said you very pretty," Adoni said mischievously

‘Well, tell him I'm flattered,’ said Nicole, theaught a puzzled look
in his eyes and changed that to: 'Say thank yoméat

Adoni laughed and rattled off another sentence. Wéiger gave her a
smiling bow, kissed his fingers and went back thi®taverna.

A shadow fell over the table and looking up Nicekw William
Oldfield standing next to her. "You shouldn't edad or fruit," he told
her. 'lt's been washed in the local water and meg gou tummy
trouble-..".

'It never bothers me,' Nicole said, taking someensaiad.

Adoni got up. 'Goodbye, Nicole,’ he said, ignorglliam? and
darted off. William took his chair while Nicole s¢al after Adoni. So
hedidn't like William, either? Now why shouldn't he?

'Did you find Holt's house?' William asked.

'Yes.' Nicole ate some squid; it was delicious #rel sauce it had
been cooked in was mouth-watering. She looked mqpmaent later.
'He asked me to stay with him while | was on thend.' Sooner or



later William would hear about that, she might aglwe the one to
tell him. Or wouldn't he hear? Did the people halleto him? Or did
they just ignore him, the way Adoni had just done?

William stared at her, his mouth turning down a #uges. It was a
rather thin mouth, she realised; slightly petulére,lines around it all
went downward. His face was immature, it had a $ffoyook when
you first saw it until you noticed the other littietails of it; the pale
eyes which were deep-set below narrow templeitiehed look of
the thin nostrils and that sulky mouth.

‘You didn't say he was a friend of yours, | thougbt were just
curious because he was famous.'

'l knew him years ago,' she said. '‘Before he stam#ing.’

'Did you know his wife too?' That was a sneer, sdadised, and
looked at him directly, her face cold.

'l did, actually, she was a childhood friend of enln

'‘She was man-mad, wasn't she? That's what | heardffiends of
mine in Athens; she and Holt used to spend a feeke/éhere every
year and she always started up a flirtation witmeloody while she
was there.' He was staring at Nicole with a malisismile on that
thin mouth, and she was deciding that she coultdwnelerstand why
nobody on Mykonos liked him. William's first impiasn on her had
been quite pleasant, - but that was rapidly weasihg

'‘Melanie was very lively," she said, hearing hdrsath surprise
because she was defending Melanie, resenting ttestn of her.
Melanie hadn't been able to help her own charaster;had always
enjoyed flirting with people, she had needed thaistant jab of
adrenalin, she got bored when life became routimtk quiet. Even
Melanie's act of treachery to her suddenly becangvable, as she



looked back at it and realised how inevitable @ haen. Melanie was
a magpie; she had been attracted to Frazer prnedigelause she
knew how Nicole felt about him; that had made hilhirang to
Melanie, she had been driven to steal him away, @it childlike
inability to understand other people, she had rpeeted Nicole to
be angry for long.

If their positions had been reversed, Nicole saddsualy, Melanie
would have forgiven her, because Melanie had naleany deep
emotion, she floated over the surface of life, lnrignd glittering and
without any idea of the depths of the dark seavbdier. The day
Melanie asked her to be her bridesmaid should kalightened her
about how Melanie's -mind worked. Melanie had bextending a
hand, expecting indulgent forgiveness, knowing shathad annoyed
Nicole but not realising how bitterly Nicole felbaut it. As Melanie
saw it, she had gaily stolen a toy from Nicoldyatd been a game to
her, she had probably laughed happily as she famitbf Frazer and
she hadn't guessed for a second that it would &lithd two of them
for ever. They had had such different natures—iiiad not been for
the accident of meeting in childhood they wouldgaioly never have
become friends in the first place, they had beeposies, but
opposites attract sometimes. Wasn't that the se€rgtfatuation?
The lover sees in the beloved what he knows hendopessess
himself; the quiet thoughtful man is often drawn ttze gay,
thoughtless woman. The driving compulsion of sucha#fair is
based entirely on the gulf between the lovers,Nindle saw that her
friendship with Melanie had been based on her owry eof
Melanie's light-hearted approach to life, her papty and sunny
good temper. Did she have any right to blame Meldoi the very
gualities which had drawn her in the first place?

Was that what had drawn Fraser, too? Had he beguplaime
Melanie later? Had he tired of her rapidly oncé&hew her better?



William sat in silence while Nicole ate her lunamdathought about
the past with much more clarity. When she had lieisand pushed
her plate away, he leaned over and said: 'If ydwéxeng coffee now,
I'll have some, unless you'd prefer me to go.' elended sulky, he
looked sulky, but Nicole gave him a wry smile.

‘Yes, do have some coffee. Would you call the wait8he did not
want to offend him; he might be able to tell herenabout Melanie's
life here. He turned and called and the waiter cantktook away her
plate. William ordered coffee for them both.

'l ate at home,' he told Nicole, who nodded. 'Inépg@e morning
working.'

‘Are you writing at the moment?'

'l was revising my book on Mykonos; it goes off spto London, to
my agent there, then | must start thinking about meyt book, |
suppose.' He didn't look as though that prospestezkhim.

'‘Will you have to move on to another island to et

He shrugged. 'No, I'm going to do Tinos and Andeas$nboth in one
book. | write very short books: it's the picturéstt are the most
important. | enjoy taking photographs.' He didattk as though he
enjoyed doing anything very much as he stared tipeagky, shading
his eyes. 'I'll stay on Mykonos for as long as m;cine rent on my
house here is so small, | wouldn't find anythingagber elsewhere.'

Nicole smiled, listening, sipping the coffee whitlad arrived.
William talked about himself, his work, his boats Hamily in

England and his voice became a soft drone likdtizeing of a wasp
around her head; she felt sleepy after the glassestsina and the
delicious food, the sun was so hot and her hedwkawy she felt her
eyelids drooping and had to jerk herself awakentpk long drink of



strong, black, extra-sweet Greek coffee; the doégdike river mud,
thick and glutinous. She called the waiter ovenfianother table and
asked for some more coffee. 'Not so sweet,' sleeisdtnglish, and
William put it into halting Greek for her. The waitsmiled and
nodded.

Nicole leaned back, her chair creaking, her eyedesed along the
harbour and then stopped on a face she recognissd a this

distance. Irena Vourlamis was standing at therfdrad the quayside.
She was in a pink blouse and white pleated slertplkack hair blown

by the wind, and she was alone as Nicole firstisamvbut a moment
later a man joined her. Nicole watched him kisdirema. He was
wearing a loose white shirt and black trousers. &hddn't see his
face, but she saw his black hair, the width ofdhisulders and his
height and for a flash of time she thought it waazEr, then he and
Irena began to walk towards her and as he move#rshe it wasn't

Frazer.

'So you haven't been there?' William was sayingl, sime looked
round at him, lost in thought.

'‘Been where?' she asked absently, then saw hisdeifeface and
realised she had given away that she had not I&enihg to him.
From somewhere her mind pulled back the memory ioh h
mentioning Delos and she added quickly: '‘Oh, DeM&3I, only
years ago, | just about remember it.'

'You must sail over, you can't miss Delos; it's arfethe most
wonderful places in the Greek world. Why don'tdeggou over in my
boat one day this week? How about the day afteotmw? We
could take a picnic and spend a whole afternoonethé/ill you
come?'

‘Thank you, I'd love to,"' she said. After all, $te& been meaning to
go over in her own boat and it would help to havdi&vh with her,



he could tell her exactly where Melanie's clothad been found. She
had a strong feeling he would know.

She glanced back towards where Irena and the mam wedking.
William was talking again, but he broke off as h&vsvhere she was
staring. The man had an arm round Irena's slimtveaid she was
leaning against his shoulder, her face alight Wappiness. It wasn't
just a smile, although shwas smiling; it was the look of a
contentment you very rarely saw on anyone's face,Nicole was
puzzled and startled by it. If Irena was havinga#fair with Frazer,
she wouldn't look like that when she was with aaotman. Would
she? And who was this other man? Nicole assessedhar green
eyes narrowed. Very good-looking, she decided;atadl lithe with a
deep tan and a chiselled profile, a long straigisen firm mouth and
black eyes. He was almost too spectacularly atbegdte didn't look
quite real.

'So he's back,' William remarked beside her, aed®@bked round at
him.

'Who is he?"

'‘One of the local fisherman," William said with ookhis petulant
little sneers. 'All the girls moon after him, hde local Don Juan, but
when he's fishing he's away for days at a time.'

'Is that his wife?' Nicole asked, but she knew &#mswer before
William nodded. So that was why Irena had told teeteave the
hotel—she had not wanted Nicole around because VRaudlamis
was coming home and she had not wanted Nicole kdhims any
embarrassing questions about Frazer. Did Paul "ousl know that
his wife was involved with Frazer? Or was Irenaehemaking sure
he did not find out?



'l must go,' she told William, getting up. She ledkaround for the
waiter who materialised with her bill. She paid hand added a
generous tip, she wanted to make sure he welcosrebldck again.

‘Do we have a date for the day after tomorrow?li&ivil asked, and
she nodded, smiling.

'I'll look forward to it. What time shall | meet y@'

'‘Noon here on the waterfront? My boat's cakeghthi\it's the blue
and white one over there—see it?' He pointed aadj&Enced in that
direction, nodding. 'I'll meet you there," Williasaid. 'Noon. Don't
forget.'

Nicole walked slowly through the glaringly whiteestts, the brazen
stroke of the sun on the back of her neck. The skagye re-opening,
cats lay curled up in the sunshine, the smell aked fish still
hovered on the air, and somewhere a bell was gna@s it always
was here on Mykonos. She paused to stare at agisplocal pottery
in a shop; bright blue bowls on which painted yelldolphins
curved, flat black plates with orange figures o€k Warriors on
them, white dishes with black owls in the centietrae traditional
designs of octopi and fish and birds, replicasaient Greek pottery.
She must take some home to Sam, but she would cengpi@es
before she chose.

When she got back to Frazer's house the gate was, epd she
halted just inside it, seeing Frazer himself in¢dbertyard. He had his
back to her, walking across the sunlit stone, faskoshadow thrown
in bold relief behind him. Nicole felt a sharp jalb pain as she
watched him; she did not want to feel anything tomtempt and
anger and her own weakness infuriated her. He edzlér: she
seemed to see two separate and distinct persesabime the man she
had met on that holiday in the Hebrides long agge,rman she had
fallen in love with so intensely, the man who wagelligent and



charming, gentle and tough, direct and shrewd—thisdother man,
who had dropped her without a word when he decidegreferred
Melanie, who had some sort of secret affair wign& Vourlamis,
who had threatened Bevis and his detective ancerritem both
away. Which was the real Frazer? Or was he asgigonality? Did
all the contradictory pieces of him fit, after aWas one the negative
side of the other?

He suddenly turned, as though becoming aware of dat she
walked towards him trying to look relaxed and césakhough she
was on edge and very nervous about being alonewwithit was rare
for her to feel uneasy with a man—she was usualtiat of her own
ability to handle the opposite sex and she didnptyethe novelty of
her unusual wariness. His black hair had takenlboegleam in the
sunlight. 'Did you have a good lunch?'

'Yes, thanks, delicious; | ate in a taverna onwagerfront.' She sat
down on a white-painted wooden seat under the mylbee, in cool
moving shade. 'l feel rather sleepy now; too metkima.' She smiled
politely; this was small talk of the kind one exogas with a stranger,
but Frazer Holt was no stranger. She hadn't knamrfdér very long,
but she had already felt she had known him very. Wedu can't
measure depth of feeling by time, and Nicole'shiss about Frazer
had given a painful intimacy to how she felt about.

He sat down beside her and flung back his headxirg, his eyes
half-shut, his golden-brown skin gleaming in thghti

'I've collected your case—I put it in your room. G@whenever you
like. While you're here, you're free to come ancaggou choose. A
local woman comes in and cleans the house, buid'drateful if
you'd make your bed each morning.'

'Of course. Anything else | cando . . .



‘Do you cook?' Frazer asked, turning his head tiwhwher through
those half-closed lids, his eyes a veiled blueeglit

'I'm quite a good cook. Shall | make supper tonighghow you?'

‘There's a fresh lobster in a tank in the kitchesmid Frazer, and she
drew a startled breath.

'No!' she said with a shudder, 'l couldn't—not tebs

He grinned, his eyes opening wide, very blue. '‘QOkayas only
pulling your leg. There isn't any lobster. | rememdz how horrified
you used to be about the way lobster was cooketl| aondered if
you'd changed.'

'‘No, | haven't,’ she answered aggressively, her ghj because she
resented him mentioning the past; which was stupgtause why
else was she here except to find out the answepststions about the
past which troubled her?

'I'm glad you haven't altered that much,' Frazerarked lazily, his
hands in his pockets and his long, lean body atagsinst the seat.
He swung one foot idly, his legs crossed at thekared she stared at
it.

'‘Did Melanie change much?' She saw his foot stapgng.
'No.' He seemed to have nothing to add to thatkietadenial.

‘She was such fun—so light-hearted and full of gnéeNicole found

she was seeing Melanie much more clearly now; dutie years
between the marriage and the day she met Beviginddrk street a
few nights ago, she had lost Melanie, Melanie hadome her
enemy. Now she had cancelled out the injury Mel&iaig dealt her



when she married Frazer and she could remembembdelath love
and warmth again.

Frazer stood up. 'She was reckless, restlessstsadind blind to
everything but her own feelings,’ he said flatl@r 'don't you
remember her as well as you seem to think you ldezurned and
walked across the courtyard into the house, andl&listared after
him. Although he spoke so levelly she had pickedhgbitterness
behind the voice, not so much from his face as fileertension in his
body.

After a few moments she got up, too, and walked the house,

feeling the coolness of the shadowy stone droppuggy her after the

hot glare of the sun, a sigh of pleasure comingnfn@r as she moved
slowly down the corridor.

She walked quietly up the stairs and as she reatieeldnding saw
Frazer through the open door of his bedroom, pylbiff his shirt, his
bare chest very tanned, the smooth expanse ofkimsraughened
with curly black hairs down the centre. The musateshoulder and
arm rippled as he threw the shirt on the bed. Hmbdo take off the
belt of the light blue pants he wore and Nicolecgly moved into her
own room. There was no lock on the door, she dms@u; which
bothered her. She stood a chair against it anddfidier own clothes
to take a shower in the narrow cubicle in the coafi¢he room.

She stood under the cool jets of water, eyes clotaxt lifted,
revelling in the feel of the refreshing spray hittiher skin. When she
had washed off all the dust and perspiration ohthteday she stepped
out and wrapped herself in a large white towel. &ten front of the
dressing-table, combing her wet h”ir back fromfaee, listening for
sounds of movement from Frazer without hearingragth

He must have cared deeply about Melanie to betser labout her.
That hadn't been assumed, that black feeling sdegbfrom him



earlier. Frazer was bitter; what had Melanie danaiin? Flirted with

other men? That wouldn't surprise Nicole; she watam Melanie
had done that, she couldn't have changed muclereRleople don't,
she thought. Melanie had never had any depth éhégeéow could

she ever learn to feel deeply for Frazer?

Why had Melanie been on that beach at night? Whysha drowned
when she could swim like a fish? Melanie had neaged much for
sport, but swimming had been one sport she hagedjand she had
been good at it.

Frazer's reluctance to talk about her death prdiaatl there was
something about it which he wanted to stay hiddeatwhat was it?

She was so absorbed in her own thoughts that dh& dear someone
trying the door handle; the first she knew was tiwa& door had
opened and the chair leaning against it had cragdbea sideways,
making her jump.

In the mirror her startled, angry green eyes maté&i's blue gaze. He
was leaning in the open doorway, watching her.

'Sorry to wreck your barricade,' he said with santcalf you give me
warning in future, | won't come in here.’

"You might have knocked.'

'l did," he said shortly, and she believed himtadher, she believed
the hardening of his mouth and the flash of the lelyes.

'l was so hot, | took a shower,' she explainedkilapback over her
shoulder to avoid seeing her own reflection anddpeeminded that
all she wore was a towel. It was stupid to feef-sehscious; she
wore less on a beach and the towel was very bapvéred her from
her breasts to her knees.



Frazer moved lazily towards her and she tensedhdied gripping
the hairbrush. Looking back at the mirror she sawdwn smooth,
golden shoulders and naked arms, her hair, darkemédwater,
slicked back from her damp face, her eyes full ofimstinctive
excitement she did not want to recognise, the gi@etoo bright, the
pupils far too large.Swallowing, she said: 'Pauluffamis is an
incredibly good-looking man, isn't he?"

Frazer halted, looming behind her. In the mirrog sAw his brows
jerk together. 'Where did you see him?"

'He landed on the waterfront while | was eatinglomch.'
‘How did you know it was Paul?’
'‘William told me.'

'You had lunch with Oldfield?' That didn't seenptease him much,
either, his frown deepened. 'Did you know him befgou came to
Mykonos?'

Nicole casually lifted the brush to her hair to stfioback one wet
strand which had fallen against her cheek, but rievement

dislodged her towel, which slipped down from heedsts. She
hurriedly dropped the brush with a clatter on ®dhessing-table and
tugged at the towel to hide the full pale gold llethe hard pink

nipples, angrily aware of Frazer's eyes rivetethem.

'No,' she said, her voice breathless. 'l only mdtidfh here." She
changed the subject hurriedly. 'lrena met her msloa the quay—I
can't remember when | last saw a man that strikimg);looks are
almost film- starish, aren't they?'

'Irena’'s a very jealous woman. Don't let her saelgoking at her
husband,' Frazer said brusquely, and she gave thoughtful look.



‘And him? Is he jealous, too?"

Frazer's eyes were blank. He didn't reply, and IRiaughed softly.
No doubt that would make him wonder how much she dleeady
learnt, how much she had guessed about his owtioredhip with
Irenal

From the faint dampness of his black hair she gueesizat he, too,
had had a shower. He had changed his clothes, andaw wearing
black jeans and a white shirt which was open angtk, revealing
his tanned throat.

'l can't imagine Melanie living in this house,' @a&d. 'l can't see her
putting up with life on Mykonos. Why did you insist living here?
Why not Athens?'

His mouth tightened. 'You ask too many damned duest he
muttered, and his hands clamped down over her damuand pulled
her backwards, tilting her body towards him withallowing her to
struggle to her feet.

Her eyes restlessly flickered upwards, given ajg&enof his inverted
face, dark, tensely set, then his mouth swoopedaow took her by
surprise; the impact of the first brush of it selgda wild shudder
through her which she knew he must have felt amdpcehended,
because the fingers gripping her bare shouldeexeadl a little, his
thumbs moving softly, strokingly, on her damp skin.

She felt giddy, dizzy; her eyes closed tightly agaithat sudden
emotional vertigo and her lips opened in helplesponse. Frazer's
hands slowly slid down her arms and covered headtse the towel
peeled gently down and she gave a muffled moalbphotest, half
pleasure as his cool fingers closed over her flesh.



For years she had had a barrier inside her heatlidi®g all the men

she met. rejecting love because it had betrayewvhen she was too
young to know how to get over the pain of beingectgd. Behind that
self-erected barrier over the years all her ingtrecemotions had
built up; passion and desire, need and sensuglizer's sensitive
fingers had broken down that barrier and the tidaters came
crashing through her with a force which made hxddio everything

but her own responses.

His mouth teased and tantalised, lifting away briehd returning

with a demand she met without reservation. Healénd under her
knees and lifted her up into his arms. She slidawer hands round
his neck, her mouth lifted to search for his andifig it with a husky

groan of satisfaction.

He walked with her to the bed and laid her onnegdding beside her,
still kissing her. She felt his fingers unwrap togvel and then his
hands were moving in a slow, sensuous explorafiteeicbody while
she shivered with desire and excitement and kidgedmouth
passionately.

She felt one of his hands lift away from her andrténim undoing

his shirt, then he knelt up, unzipping his jeamsl licole opened her
eyes. It was an effort; her lids felt heavy, weeghtwith drowsy

desire, she felt a deep burning hunger insideierhody was aching
with unsatisfied need.

Frazer was watching her, his skin tight over higedtibones, his
mouth unsteady and a hard flush on his face.

Her mind began working. She tried to halt it, she mbt want to
think, that was the last thing she wanted to do,she couldn't stop
the rapid process.



'‘Why do | ask too many questions?' she whispeYgdy 'don't you
want to answer them?' Frazer stiffened, starinigeat and she was
feeling cold suddenly; she pulled the towel bac&rdwer and looked
at him bitterly.

'How did Melanie die? Why did Melanie die?' sheeaskim with the
force of her own pain and disillusionment behinel Words.

Frazer zipped up his jeans again. He pulled oshirs and did it up,
and then he got off the bed, all without saying@dv He looked
down at her, his hostile gaze running from her ti@ohbdamp
silver-blonde hair to the warm, feminine curve @r thalf-naked
body.

'You'll never know,"' he said harshly, then he tdrard walked out of
the room, slamming the door behind him.



CHAPTER SEVEN

SHE lay on the bed, aching with frustration, tearskimng behind her
lowered lids. Nicole always had to know the trutbyever much it
hurt, she needed to know, she found it too hurmiggtio allow herself
to stay blind.

Frazer had been making love to her to distractroen her questions
about Melanie. His only motive for everything helltone since she
arrived on Mykonos had been to stop her findingvauat had really
happened on that night two years ago. He had taddghten her

away, he had arranged for her to be turned outohbtel, he had
invited her to stay with him and pretended to leaeated to her—all

for the same reason, and that meant that he mustaaery strong
motive in wanting to hide the truth.

If there had been nothing strange about Melanieshd why would
he want to silence all questions about it?

Rolling off the bed, she took off the towel andssed; small white
panties, a matching bra, jeans and a dark greermghich had long,

gauzy sleeves, very full until they narrowed intee twrist and

fastened with two little silver buttons. It gaver laecrisply efficient

look, slightly Victorian in a tailored way. She Bhed her drying hair
into drifting silvery strands around her face; odd her lips in coral

and lightly smoothed green over her lids. Her taniaee needed no
foundation; her skin was clear and healthy.

She unpacked and hung clothes in the wardrobegdusiem neatly
into drawers in the matching chest and arrangeccbemetics and
toilet articles on the dressing-table. While she @aing that she was
taking in the details of the room more intentlyt there was nothing
here that she felt had belonged to Melanie; it yss like a hotel
room, an acceptable shell holding nothing whichoechthe past.



She went out, closing the door very softly, antehed for sounds
from downstairs. She heard music; Mahler, she thugrows

lifting. Moving on the balls of her feet, she wemnto the other two
empty rooms and walked around them inspecting éviexy, they

were just as unrevealing and impersonal as theslo@aavas using.

What had he done with all Melanie's things? Hadsbkel them?
Given them away? Destroyed them?

She hesitated at his bedroom door, turned her toeéisten again.
She didn't want him to catch her prowling arounsl i@om; Frazer
was more unpredictable than she liked. She hadliadgehe might be
a lot more dangerous than she had imagined, t@maBlg over the
banisters she saw that the corridor below was entpégydoor from

behind which the music came was closed. She wajuesdly into his

bedroom and began to open cupboards and drawexsfo8hd his

clothes, his underwear neatly stacked, his socishandkerchiefs,
ties hanging in a row, shirts crisply ironed. Boek&rywhere; a few
letters and pages of manuscript. The room waofulrazer—but it
held nothing of Melanie.

Her trained eye noted a great many details; hitsshad a good label
in them, his shoes were expensively handmade anghtkets and
suits were immaculately tailored and well kept. Zéra had
money—>but then she had known that already.

She picked up the letters and glanced through tbempf them was
a personal letter, brief and cheerful, from someavieo had

obviously worked with Frazer on his newspaper. dthers were all
business letters; two of them from a publisher'cef another
handful of them bills.

Nicole went over to shut the wardrobe door andqssthe did so her
eye caught a blue leather corner sticking out frorder a pile of
cotton t-shirts on an upper shelf. She carefuftedi the shirts and



took down the large, square leather-bound booka#t a photograph
album.

She stiffened, a frisson of excitement runningtlgioher, then heard
a movement downstairs. The door had opened, theleMatas
louder. She pushed the wardrobe door shut andlgitgrtoed out of
the room, the album under her arm. She went intoolag room,
pushing the door closed behind her, and hid thanalbnder her
mattress, arranging the bedclothes so, that thengld be no sign of
the mattress having been lifted.

She straightened to move away and heard a tapeatidbr. She
walked over without haste and opened it, her fadieby cool.

'If you want to eat here, I'm eating cold lamb aathd™'said Frazer,
and his eyes rested guardedly on her as thoughamsiat he would
see. 'You're welcome to share it.’

‘Thank you, that sounds fine.'

He Uirned away and she followed; she would ratremrehstayed in
her room to examine the album, but she would halestve that for a
time when she could be certain of being unintegdplt would have
to be tonight—Frazer might notice that the alburd gane and he
wouldn't need to spend much time working out wha ta&en it. She
must get it back into its hiding place as soonassible.

'We must discuss what arrangement to make abayt shie said to
the back of Frazer's neck as they went down thessthcan't stay
here for nothing."'

‘You're my guest,' he said shortly.

'I'd prefer to keep it on a business footing.'



‘Well, | wouldn't.' He went into the kitchen, thebte was laid for two
and in the centre of it stood a bowl| of dresseddsal basket of bread
and a large platter of thick, sliced cold lamb. decglanced at her
watch. It was seven o'clock; the sun had sunkenstty and the air
had a chill on it. Out in the courtyard the shadtvad deepened and
moths were flitting around the mulberry tree amptag at the closed
windows of the house. Frazer was opening a boftléreek wine
with practised deftness, he poured a little ingdass and tasted it.

‘Nicely chilled," he said, and filled both glasseshe table. 'Sit down
and help yourself.'

Nicole lifted some of the salad with the "woodetadaservers and
put it on her plate, took a slice of lamb and a@ief newly baked
bread. The meal was simple, but although she hddheh a large
lunch she found herself quite hungry and she edjtlye food.

'How's Sam these days?' asked Frazer, sippinglismwine.

'He's fine, he hasn't changed except that he's.ditke rarely sails
now; he works too hard, I'm always trying to pedsi&im to take it
easier, but he prefers to be busy.’

‘Are you a full partner now? You seem to be goati@job; you must
be a terror to insurance swindlers; does Sam letdgmost of the
fieldwork?' He was eating mostly salad, as she wdsd a crisp,
delicious flavour and texture and was very refneghi

'l do all the jobs which involve travelling. Sanags$ in the office, he
does most of the paperwork, his brain is as goael’as but he tires
quickly.'

"You're still very fond of him," Frazer commenteadyd



'Did you think | wouldn't be? | owe Sam more tharah ever repay;
he's like a father to me.’

'l've never noticed that owing people somethingessarily makes
one fond of them,' Frazer said with a cynicaldigmile, and her eyes
hardened.

'‘No? Well, | love Sam dearly and | don't forget howch | owe him.
| know | can trust him with my life, and that's setimng very special.’

‘Yes, it is,' said Frazer on a different note,lilise eyes staring deep
into her own as though trying to push behind whatwas saying to
what she was thinking. Nicole stared back at himd @esmshedshe
could see insidais head; she still couldn't make him out, be certa
which of the two separate images was the real Fidak. Once she
had thought she could trust him the way she truSaeh; she had
learnt otherwise and in the process got very t&hré was older and
much tougher; she wasn't going to expose hersglito again, but
her own honesty forced her to admit that if thegsva man who
could affect her deeply enough to be able to hertibwas this man.
The danger was that she wanted to trust him, sheedao stop
guarding herself against him. Every time she wah Wim she was
aware of a bitter tug of attraction; if she wasaiteful she could fall
in love with him all over again, in spite of thespaxperience of him.

‘Are there any men in your life?' Frazer askedkilog down at his
plate.

‘That's a very personal question.’

‘You fire personal questions at me every two misutee pointed out
with a dry smile.

'‘And you never answer them?!'



‘You don't ask questionschnanswer.'
‘Tell me some you can, then!

He smiled, his blue eyes mocking her. 'Ask me thihk you're
beautiful, ask me if I'd like to go to bed with yedill answer like a
shot!'

She laughed, her mouth curling upwards, cynicabalisf in her
eyes. 'Oh, sure you would—but would it be the trPuth

'You want truth? You're either an idealistic romeuatr a halfwit. In

this world you might as well cry for the moon. Ikhew the truth, |
couldn't tell it to you, it would take me too loritgl have to weigh up
every tiny fragment of evidence | knew and thengeatlaround with
ifs and buts—what the hell does the word truth méacole? If you

know, tell me. I'd give my right arm to have thafidition.’

She stared at him, surprised by his harsh outbdestmet her eyes
and stopped talking, shrugged wryly, then wentroa dry voice.

'Sorry. Look, if your questions only related to haeanswer them, but
there are others involved who might get hurt; iremgeople who
don't deserve to be landed with any more trouble.’

'Irena Vourlamis, for example?' she asked, andrsaface grow taut
again, the blue eyes harden.

'For God's sake . . ."He pushed his plate awayganbdip. 'Fruit or
cheese?' he asked, walking away towards the holpattishg the
perculator on to it.

'Fruit would be fine.'

He brought a large wooden bowl of fruit over to table; removed
their two plates and the meat and salad. Nicolselam orange and



began to peel it. Frazer moved back with some fditese and sat
down opposite her again.

'I've read your books," she said. 'l enjoyed thgmo;re a very good
writer, it was like hearing you talk to read the®kie looked at his
face, which was polite.

‘Thank you.' He got up again and went to make tffee, brought
her a cup. 'Do you want to drink it here or shadl go and listen to
some music while we have our coffee?’

'‘As you prefer.' Nicole was feeling impatient bessate had brushed
aside what she said about his books; wasn't theyesabject she
could bring up without him putting up the shuttersher?

He looked down at her, his mouth indented. 'Nowtisharong? You
look like a wet Monday.'

'‘Why are you so secretive? Can't | even say |y books?'

He ran one finger lightly down the centre of hes@and touched his
finger tip to her lips. 'Sorry, | was too pleaseckhow what to say.'
He smiled at her, his eyes a deep gleaming bllesinanned face,
and Nicole smiled back. 8he got up and they walked the
sitting-room; it was more comfortable now, he haelared away
some of the books and records which had littereatyesurface. She
sat down on a deep, upholstered chair and Frazetr taov¢he stereo
unit.

‘Any music you prefer? You used to like jazz, digou?’
'Still do.’

'Billie Holliday?'



'Fantastic,' she said, and he put on an LP of iddshe knew very
well and always enjoyed. He sat down on the flaarchin propped
on his knees and his eyes brooding on her face.

'‘Can't we call a truce? You're only going to beehéor two
weeks—we've got a lot of ground to cover, must keap wasting
time on stupid, pointless inquisitions about thintbat are better
forgotten?'

In the background Billie Holliday's dark, velvetgige sang: 'Mean
to me, why are you so mean to me?' Nicole smiledewfrazer
watched her as though trying to read every fliakleexpression on
her face.

‘Tell me about the book you're just finishing—ontdgou like to talk
about your work while it's in progress?’

'I'm more interested in you. Tell me what you'verbdoing in the last
eight years, apart from turning into a one-womamyar

'I've told you—working with Sam.’
'Is that all? There must have been other thingsur life.'
'‘Such as?'

'‘Men,' he said, and her face smoothed out intokblaess. "Why
didn't you marry Bevis?' he asked abruptly, andssaesd at him, her
mouth parted in puzzled disbelief.

'‘Bevis?'

'Yes, Bevis,' he said irritably. 'What went wrong/hy didn't you
marry him?'



'‘Whatis this obsession with Bevis? There was nothing betvievis
and me, | only went around with him when Melanieswath us.’

‘Melanie told me you were planning to marry hing' $aid, and
Nicole stiffened, her ears deafened by the oveidaglise of her own
blood. She stared at him and his brooding, watahfak stared back.

'‘No! | don't believe you,' she protested—but slebdilieve him, and
a blinding white light had lit up the past, makiadpt of things very
Clear.

'‘She said you were secretly in love with Bevis®ain didn't approve
of him and because you were still so young youtbamait.'

'‘When did she tell you this?' When had Melanie &atiance to talk
to him without being overheard? Nicole couldn't eenbber Melanie
being alone with him.

'In Paris,' he said, and Melanie had told her shat had met Frazer
again in Paris—but that had been after Frazer toadi ier up on that
last date.

'l had to go over there on an urgent story,' hd,das chin on his
knees. 'We had a date, | couldn't make it becawes@aper sent me
off without warning. | rang to tell you . . .’

'‘Rang?' Nicole interrupted sharply, her eyes bnlliwith anger.

He nodded. "You were in the bath or something— Kelanswered,
she said she'd give you my message.'

'‘She didn't,’ Nicole said flatly. How could Melariave done it? She
had been dancing about that evening, all smilesspehing to Bevis

behind Nicole's back, busily conspiring, and Nicbladn't once

suspected it.



'‘Didn't?" Frazer stared but didn't seem surpriaéipugh his brows
drew together in a black frown. 'l couldn't waittak to you, my
flight was being called, | was ringing from Heatiwrd hung up and
when | got to Paris a few hours later | rang yaunfmy hotel. Sam
said you were out with Bevis.'

'And Melanie,' she said.

Frazer didn't seem to hear that, he went on taikirgow, curt voice.
'l was kept running around for the next coupleajs] but | rang you
twice—you were out, | suppose, so was Sam; | digiettthrough.
And then Melanie turned up. She said she wasmisdn old friend.'
He caught Nicole's eye and grimaced angrily. 'Najabn't dumb
enough to believe her, but then she told me tivead making life
difficult for you and Bevis. Sam was encouraging yo see me, she
said. He approved of me, but having me around wpoblem, it
meant you couldn't see Bevis. She talked so frardtlg was very
sympathetic—said you hadn't been able to bringsaitito tell me
the truth, you didn't want to hurt me.’

'‘Oh, my God," Nicole muttered, putting her handgroker face,
shaking with a mixture of anger with Melanie andaaed rage with
herself for not having guessed at the time thatéfta disappearance
was somehow contrived by Melanie. She had beerbtisy being
bitter over Frazer to spare the time to think akddetanie's part in
what happened. Even when Melanie told her thatwsdee going to
marry Frazer she had instinctively blamed Frazee, Isad thought
that he had dropped her in order to pursue Melanie.

Frazer was silent for a minute, she felt him watghier, then as she
looked up, very pale, he said: 'l think the stoglleg for me when she
told me how much I'd bothered you when | tried &kmlove to you.'
His voice was incisive, hard. 'l knew that was trwlen | touched
you that night you leapt like a scalded cat.’



She looked away. Didn't | ever suspect that Melduaié somehow
lied to me? she asked herself. | couldn't workrmw she'd done it,
but | knew—of course | knew. That was why | wouldyo to the
wedding or see her again. | didn't know how sheathaged to do it,
but | knewwhat she'd done, my intuition picked it up without my
brain ever working it out.

'‘Melanie was my best friend,' she said huskily dose that was what
hurt; she had loved Melanie and Melanie had betrége.

'‘Melanie was her own best friend—she didn't hawe @hers, she
didn't need them,' Frazer said savagely.

Nicole turned on him, trembling with pain and ra@kay, she lied to
you, but if you'd been determined to find out th&tht you'd have
asked Sam. You didn't. You accepted what she'd wdfbut so
much as trying to check it. | thought you were adjceporter, is that
how you got your stories?'

He flushed a dark, angry red. 'l told you the tnts never easy. I've
left out a few things.' He paused, his eyes giumke) for instance,
that | slept with her that night.'

Nicole felt a jerk of pain; it was stupid to cahe and Melanie had
been married for six years after that, but sk care. Her pallor
increased, her mouth trembled, then tightened.

Frazer was watching every flicker of expressiorentiyy and he
looked harsh. 'l sure as hell didn't intend to, lbrdalised later that
she'd intended it. She was getting me into a stmathere | was
trapped. Once I'd made love to her | couldn't gtklda you. | knew
that much about you.' He smiled at her bitteriafls true, isn't it?
You'd never have forgiven me. | saw your face na#/, that's how
you would have looked if I'd come and told yould&ken to bed with



her in Paris. Whether the story about Bevis wae ¢runot, | had no
chance with you.'

'So you married her," Nicole said flatly.
'l had to—she told me she was pregnant.'
'Oh," Nicole said, drawing a sharp breath, andduslad.

'It was a lie, of course, but | didn't discovertthatil after I'd married

her. She invented that story because she knewttdvdnt to see her
again; she pursued me until | was dizzy, kept tignup at my flat,

ringing me at the office.’'

'‘She must have been crazy about you," said Nibaleng him and
feeling sorry for Melanie faced with his indiffei@n

'You really don't know much about her at all, douYoFrazer
answered as though he pitied her, and she suddeulign't stand any
more. She got up, looking at her watch.

'I'm very tired, | think I'll get off to bed." Shwealked to the door and
he stayed where he was, looking drained and w&aopdnight,' she
said, and he answered in a dull voice, '‘Goodnigitple.’

She despised herself because she was running fmythe truth;

she had chickened out because she found it apaodul, she didn't
want to hear any more about it—after all, it hadrbeight years ago,
they had all changed beyond recognition and Melavas dead.
Melanie was dead. When she lied and cheated tbrgeer, she had
only been nineteen, and in spite of her outwardhistipation she had
been a very young nineteen because she had bepoido She had
been a sophisticated child; knowing and wilful anthout integrity,

but a lot of that had not been her fault, it hadrbthe fault of her
father who neglected her and had his mistressegypeheir house,



the fault of Bevis who drank too much too youngnite wild parties
and took Melanie while she was still a schoolgntroduced Melanie
to drink and probably drugs. Melanie had been thadyct of
genetics and her environment, she had grown upeibelief that you
had a right to what you wanted and a right to get any way you
found necessary. Amoral, uninhibited and withow egal idea of
what life was all about at nineteen—and dead whlea was
twenty-five.

Nicole found it all too painful to think about. Sheaned over on to
her face and went to sleep.

When she woke up the sun was already quite hotshadelt dead
and heavy as she showered and got dressed. Itnlyaghen that she
remembered the photograph album. She was aboet to@ut from
under the mattress when Frazer tapped on the door.

‘Want some coffee? | thought | heard you stirriage you up and
coming down, or would you like it in bed?' Thereswean ambiguous
ring to that question.

"Il coming down,' she said hurriedly, and made led before she
left the room. She did not want the cleaner to fhrelalbum.

Frazer was in the kitchen drinking coffee at tH@davith a plate and
a half-eaten roll in front of him. 'Sleep well?' heked, and she
nodded, sitting down. She refused the basket ¢ ha offered and
just had coffee.

He was reading a Greek newspaper, for several gsmeither of
them spoke, then he glanced at her over the top, @ine brow
moving up.

"You look like someone with a hangover—didn't yteep?"



'Like a log."'
'‘Bad dreams?' he asked, and their eyes met ierd sihderstanding.

'l don't remember." Had he had bad dreams abouanés This
morning Nicole still could not find any real hatriedt Melanie inside
herself, perhaps her death had given her a forrabsblution, or
perhaps, Nicole thought, she herself was matureiginsmow to

forgive Melanie for what she had done because shtd see how
Melanie's nature had been formed. The bedrock ofamies

character had been so sweet; as a little girl adebleen very lovable.

'‘What do you plan to do this morning?' asked Frgaeiting down
the paper.

'l thought I'd walk up the hill and look at the wmills.' They stood
above Mykonos on the windy slopes facing the sdatewstone
windmills with grey cloth sails which flapped enstiéy in the face of
sea-born gales. They were one of the chief tosiggits; everyone
climbed up the hill to walk round them and hearrtitée of the sails.

'l have to work,' said Frazer, getting up and reimpwis plate. 'My
cleaner comes in at ten o'clock; she'll do the wastp.'

Nicole nodded. 'I'll have my lunch in one of theamas. If I'm ever
in your way you only haveto ...

'‘Come and go as you please,' Frazer told her.yBygar holiday.
You'll have dinner with me?'

She hesitated and he smiled at her abruptly. '®das said, and she
nodded.

"Thanks, I'd love to.'



When she left the house ten minutes later, thebeaady divided the
curving, close-walled streets into a chequerboétdack and white.
Nicole moved slowly on the sunny side; cool asigeher simple
yellow cotton dress which was sleeveless and hbkxvascooped
neckline. As she passed a bearded Greek prieskynhilack robes
sweeping down to his feet, he turned his head asidéront at the
display of so much of her smooth, tanned flesh.

Nicole paused to look at some straw hats hanginguigide a small
shop; she went in to buy a large white one whichild/@rotect her
nape from the glaring sun. She came out and walke#earing the
hat, absently noticing the man walking in fronhef. It was a minute
or two before she realised that it was Paul Voudakte was walking
slowly, his head bent, his hands in the pocketsi®igrey trousers.
She couldn't see his face, but she picked up defeict the way his
body moved.

He turned off up a rough path climbing the hill mehthe town. It led

to the windmills. Nicole followed him, feeling tleeidden onslaught
of the wind as she moved out of the protectiorhefriarrow streets.
She saw Paul Vourlamis's black hair blow aroundhieid, his white
shirt ballooning above his belted waist. As he tgothe summit he
glanced back casually and then she felt his fa@ngdr he had
recognised her. They had never met, but this waemall place; he
would know everyone, and at this time of the sedkere would be

few tourists around. Nicole felt Paul Vourlamisrstéixedly at her,

then he turned and hurried away, leaving her witingoression that
he was avoiding her.

She reached the top of the path and began to wathet nearest
windmill. Above her the patched sails flapped fedycand the white
mill itself had a dazzling glare in the sunlighheTexposed hills rose
bare and stark beyond; dotted with a few new whillas which
looked empty; perhaps they were holiday homes Her \tisiting
Americans who came in summer.



Nicole stared out across the blue, glittering sehthe headlands on
either side of the bay. The view was breathtak8ige walked round
the windmill and came face to face with Paul Voonika Nicole met
his black eyes, smiled.

'‘Hallo, Mr Vourlamis.' She spoke because she wa®ws to see
what his response would be; it might be very enéging.

He stared at her, then he looked around them. Weeg quite alone,
in the shade of the windmill, out of sight of tleevh, below. He took
an angry stride closer and with his face only ischeiay from hers
hissed: 'Why can't you leave us alone? It was eidewt, that was all,
an accident. Tell her brother that, tell him tovleas alone!'

Before Nicole could answer he had gone; his logg taking him out
of sight while she stared after him, her mind bwsyking out what
he had said and why he had said it.



CHAPTER EIGHT

SHE walked back into Mykonos, her mind busy with tleerthoughts
which Paul Vourlamis had handed it. She met Adoni the

waterfront, he seemed to be there all day. The wiad risen
suddenly, and moaned and shrieked through the wastieets as
though they were a wind tunnel. Nicole's silvery b&ew around her
face and her bare arms were cold, in spite of time ¥/atching her
shiver, Adoni asked coaxingly: "You cold? Want wastmawI?'

Nicole laughed. 'And you know where | could get ,onsuppose?’
Adoni lived by being a middle-man, leading tourigisshops which
paid him commission.

‘Very good shawls, very pretty," he said, his blagks melting with
smiles.

Nicole let him persuade her; she was tempted bgaftevhite wool
shawls anyway. As they walked to the waterfrontimgshe asked
him: 'You knew Kyria Holt?' and watched as he sudigldbecame
blank.

‘Ne,'he admitted, lapsing at once into protective Greek

Nicole had halted at the waterfront taverna whéeetsad eaten the
day before; the waiter recognised her and gava beniling welcome
as she sat down. Adoni said something to the otlaerwho nodded.

'‘Bye, Nicole," said Adoni with a hurried smile davanished. Wryly
she Watched him, then glanced at the chalked-upuraad ordered
stuffed tomatoes followed by souvlakia, the onlyatrgish available.
Some other tourists arrived and sat down next to tadking and
laughing. They were German, but they seemed tcksgmrae Greek,
unlike Nicole who had to consult her phrase book.



Later that afternoon she visited some of the islemdches; relieved
to escape from the shrieking wind and the brazenirsio the cool,
guiet shadow where icons glittered on stone wailts @ws of thin

yellow candles burnt and smoked. The air was alwesevy with

incense and the sound of her footsteps rang onlenfidors. The

icons stared back at her as she stood in frorttevhi their slanting
black eyes remote and filled with a compassionagéancholy as
though everything they saw saddened them. She koenthey felt;

she stared at them and thought of Melanie strameed; lost and
lonely except when the tourists were here in higlhreer. Why had
Frazer made her stay?

He didn't love her, Nicole thought. She had thoughtmust have
done, but now she knew he hadn't; he didn't tabuaMelanie the
way a man talks about a woman he has loved. Hedadkout her
with wry understanding, with a sort of tired scobut never with
anything which held the echo of real emotion.

Melanie had hated Mykonos, but Frazer had madestsr here,
although he didn't love her. Why?

Nicole could understand why Frazer loved this idjahere was a
gay, fierce simplicity about the place with its tear hillsides and
white, geometric houses, its flapping windmill sadnd howling

winds, always battering the little town, making yeware of the sea.
Frazer loved to sail, he enjoyed the freedom ofatimel, he liked this

life; no doubt he went out in the evenings to thghily lit tavernas

where the men sat talking of world affairs with thé excitement of
the Greek for politics.

He had chosen to stay here because Mykonos suitedlbut why
had he made Melanie stay here with him if she ladrantically
wanted to get away?



When Nicole got back to Frazer's house the gateopas and the
courtyard bathed in a violet light from the suntasnk down the sky
and deepened the twilight shadows. She heard vimsieke the house
as she opened the door; Greek voices talking imhtaah, rapid way
which they used when they were excited; or angng thought,

pausing in the corridor to listen. Now that she wiaser she could
distinguish Frazer's voice; he was speaking GreeKuently she

hadn't realised it was him at first. Who was theeotman?

The door into Frazer's study was flung open and Raurlamis
came out, almost walking into her. He stopped dstaded at her, his
black eyes spitting fury, then walked past her witha word.

Frazer stared at her from the room. '"How long hyexebeen standing
there?' he asked.

‘What were you quarrelling about?' she fenced.akiel?'
His frown deepened. 'How good is your Greek?'

'Did Paul have an affair with her?' Nicole was @ureg, but she saw
from Frazer's face that she had hit on the trusiant she already
suspected it when Paul Vouilamis spoke to her leabid windmill?

'‘Was he with her that night? Did they go over tdoS¢o make love
without anyone seeing them? What happened? Jieitsaids an
accident—what sort of accident? Did they quarr8lt threw the
guestions at him rapidly, watching him.

Frazer ran his hands over his face, his shoulderset ‘My God,
you're like the Spanish Inquisition; don't you ewsop asking
guestions? Why can't you leave it alone? What gbmgou think
you'll do, raking up the past?'



'l want to know,' said Nicole, and that was thehrishe wanted to
know what had happened to Melanie, she needed dw,kfor so
many reasons that she couldn't sort them all out.

Frazer turned and walked away and she went intootha. He threw
himself down on to a couch and lay there, his hawes his face. She
sat down on a chair and watched him.

'l don't even know where to begin,' said Frazétinig his hands drop.
'‘After Melanie and | were married and lived in Lon@ | was
working hard, | was angry with her because I'd tbaat by then that
she'd lied when she said she was going to havéy Bhe went on
going to parties, she saw too much of Bevis, heshaad influence on
her. | started to think he was on drugs . . .'

Nicole drew a sharp breath and Frazer turned lad b stare at her,
his mouth twisting. 'Oh, you knew that?"

'l guessed.’

'He's weak and hasn't any self-discipline.' It wasy for Frazer to be
so contemptuous; he was a strong man, his hardtééte/ou that

discipline came easily to him. 'l asked him poil#ak—are you

taking drugs? And he laughed and said: who istdtjust sold my

first book, my accountant warned me I'd be payireitp hefty taxes

in a year or two if | stayed in England, so | decido go abroad and
take Melanie with me, get her awayfrom Bevis. Indidealise | was
too late, the damage was done.’

Nicole stared at him, her green eyes sombre. 'Slsealveady taking
drugs?'

He nodded. 'It took a while to sink in, but thestarted trying to
persuade her to have help, see doctors. She sfpentraonths in a
clinic and when she came out | thought she wagicuikeept her here



because | could watch her, make sure she didrgt desess to drugs.
She hated it, but her health had improved; shesleaping better and
eating again. Before that she'd lost so much wesli® was a shadow
of herself.' He sighed. 'l can't pretend she waphashe wasn't; but
at least she was alive—if she'd gone on living wag she did in
London, she wouldn't have lived long. | thoughtdsadoing the right
thing; | was trying to protect her.' He sat up,dyes meeting Nicole's
in a direct, grim stare. 'You may not find thatye&s believe, but |
give you my word of honour. | wasn't being vindretior cruel. | was
sorry for her, she was like a spoilt child, | fiddtbeen landed with the
responsibility for her and | tried to do my best lher.'

'‘Without caring for her,' Nicole said in a flat gei
Frazer grimaced. 'l didn't love her, no. | car&tend | did.’
‘You felt she'd trapped you?'

' didn't just feel it—shédadtrapped me.' He saw the look in her eye
and went on angrily: 'Don't look at me like that-diin't treat her
badly, | promise you | was as kind to her as | ddag without letting
her destroy herself. With drink and drugs the way lrother was
wrecking his own life.’

'You locked her up here and watched her like acpatan.' Nicole
said, aching for Melanie. Wild, wilful and spoilt-eg. But Melanie
had been more than that, she had been gay andglcuul
high-spirited, she had been the very last persothénworld to
respond to being kept in a cage and watched withl-eyped
indifference by the only man around her. In thatagion what would
Melanie do? Try to escape? Yearn to get back tasBlewt be too
scared of Frazer to try to get away?

'Did you tell her you'd kill her if she ever trigd get away?' she
asked, and Frazer looked stunned.



'Of course not!" He paused, frowning. '1 may haaid & would Kill
her if she went back to London, but that wasnhradt; it was a
warning.'

One Melanie had misinterpreted, Nicole thoughhat he phrased it
ambiguously? Had it sounded to Melanie like a detdeat?

He was watching her face intently. ‘Nicole, she m&ger in love with

me—if you're imagining that | hurt Melanie in thaay, you're very

wrong. She wasn't capable of love; | don't know whg pursued me
the way she did, but. . .

'l know why," Nicole said drily, and he stopped atared at her.

‘Well?' He waited and she thought, looking for aywa phrase it
which wouldn't give away too much of her own fegén Frazer
moved impatiently, his blue eyes fierce. 'If yowtn out with it;
don't sit there being cryptic and mysterious.'

'You ran away,' Nicole said. 'If you'd fallen heacer heels for her,
she wouldn't have thought twice about you, but ¥ept being
evasive and so Melanie kept trying to get you.'@he him an ironic
smile. 'So you see, | do know Melanie very well.uMeere wrong
about how | saw her. | saw her pretty clearly.' &het had been
desperate enough to invent a false pregnancydithaen her crazy
that Frazer wasn't interested in her. She had alvgay what she
wanted; she couldn't bear it when Frazer said re@to

Frazer gave a short sigh. 'Yes, you're right. Mallsbould have
offered her a divorce later, | thought about itt bwas afraid she
would go right back to her old life and get hookeddrugs again. |
may never have been in love with her, but | fedpensible, you see.
| thought I'd wait and see if she changed as shelder; she was so
young.'



'When did she start the affair with Paul Vourlarhidieole asked, and
Frazer didn't answer, he shook his head at her.

'I'm prepared to tell you everything about mysald &elanie, but I'm

not talking about other people. | told you thatuYseem to think that
someone killed her—I assure you, Melanie destrdyecelf; the

only help she had was from Bevis, and the saddesppthat is that
Bevis loved her. I've never doubted that; he's tx@ky now, but he
really cared about his sister. That's why | cowdden tell him what he
did to her; if he believed me it would kill him,he didn't it would be
because he couldn't bear to face the truth.’

‘Can you?' Nicole asked, and he stared at her,dohamowed. 'If she
stayed with you, isn't it possible she really loyed all the time?'

'‘No,' Frazer denied curtly. ‘Do you think | wouldmave known?'
"You didn't love her, you've admitted it.'

'I'm sensitive enough to feel someone else's emoifothey're that
strong,' he said drily.

‘Are you?' She looked at him and Frazer's facegdwrhis blue eyes
darkened and his mouth wasn't quite so steady.

'‘When we first met you were very young, too— but .

'l don't want to talk about myself!" she said deafady, flushing. He
couldn't have failed to see her feelings; she h&down how to hide
them. 'l was talking about Melanie—hasn't it evecwred to you
that you might be a father figure to her?'

He looked stunned. 'My God, no!



‘Her own father ignored her, you know; | wondehg hectic way she
ran around trying to get attention wasn't a subcions attempt to get
his attention? Isn't that how children behave?’

'I've never thought of myself as a father figuréob®' he muttered
with grim amusement. 'Is that hoyou see me?' He darted her
mocking look, she flushed again and ignored hinsuppose it's
possible; we'll never know.'

Maybe it was pointless to speculate now, Nicoleugi. Had
Melanie always been slightly jealous of Sam's dedaffection,
though? She had tried to coax Sam into being fdréoat an early
stage and failed. Had she tried to get Frazer afn@y Nicole
because Frazer was an authoritative figure; acut mature and
tailor-made to be a godlike father figure?

'You were lucky,' Frazer said suddenly. "You hdidra background;
Sam and your parents had taught you to be se#fAateland
self-confident. You had more going for you than dMeé ever did.'

'l used to envy her,"” Nicole said. 'She was sotyprand popular;
everyone loved her. | was always the odd one oatyky and
self-conscious, | could never make friends quidkly way Melanie
did. | thought she was the lucky one, then.'

‘You were wrong,' he said.
‘Yes. But that's easy to say with hindsight.’

'‘Why did you come, Nicole?' he asked very quiéthat were you
trying to find out? Was this some sort of pilgrireyOn your own
behalf—or Melanie's?’

'l lied to you. | did see Bevis, he did tell me lsiele was dead.’



Frazer sat upright, staring at her fixedly. Shek&mb down at her
hands lying loosely in her lap and twined her fisgiegether as she
told him how she had come to meet Bevis again amat Bevis had
told her. This time she told him the exact trutiere was no point in
lying any more, she was certain she knew what hapbéned
between him and Melanie, between Melanie and Pawirlg¥mis.
Frazer hadn't been lying to her just now when hd 8éelanie
destroyed herself—but Bevis had been lying whenahe her he
believed Frazer had killed his sister. Bevis haedh&razer, he was a
drug addict, which was no doubt why he had beemgawassle from
those thugs that night. He hadn't wanted the paolatled because he
couldn't afford to get involved with the police;\B&lived outside the
law.

She told Frazer all about that, too, and Frazat: sHie has: to get
money for drugs somehow; he's probably mixed up witminals.’

‘That was what | worked out at the time. He wasiggt beating up
because he'd made someone angry, and he knewhityseHe was
more scared of the police than anything else.’

'Did he know you were coming here? Did you tell lyiou'd come?'
She shook her head.

‘You're very discreet,’ Frazer drawled, and shdesimip at him,
leaning back with her arms raised over her heaHing them above
her silvery hair.

'In my job | have to be.’

'l like you better when you're not so cool," hedssoftly, and Nicole
felt a flicker of panic. She got up and Frazer rasthe same instant,
blocking her way as she moved towards the door.



'I'm going to have a shower before dinner,' shetlsaskily. A strange
trembling sensation had begun inside her as Fraaeed closer, his
eyes brooding on her face.

'‘But then that's half your fascination," he went agnoring her
remark. 'On the-surface you're cool and very togrethtough lady to
tangle with—but you said yourself, nobody changest tmuch;
underneath there must still be that girl | met iailslig.' He caught
her face between his hands before she could make bia fingertips
pressed against her pale temples and he stared idtawher eyes.
'‘Where is she? In here ..." His fingers were fordedn against the
bones and she gave a little gasp of protest.

As her mouth parted, Frazer bent and kissed it,aarlde first touch
of his mouth she felt flame shoot through her bagrched towards
him in an involuntary movement, and his hand draoppe curve
round her waist and pull her closer. She weaktgdifher own arms
and slid them round his neck, her senses leapitiy avipowerful
desire which wiped out of her mind everything elset the
satisfaction her body was demanding. Eight yeansshg had ached
to have Frazer make love to her; he had awakeneddrsuality
without ever satisfying it, and she hadn't alloveeyone to get that
close again. She hadn't met anyone who matcheal tine tmasculine
image Frazer had imprinted on her imaginationtalse years ago.
She kissed him passionately, trembling as his hgedfy touched
her, but even now she couldn't silence her mindeft pushing
guestions at her, tormenting her with uncertainties

She pulled back her head, breathing thickly, armz&irlooked down
at her with eyes which leapt with feeling.

'Have you had an affair with Irena Vourlamis?' Necetammered
huskily.



He swore, closing his eyes briefly. They openedragad the blue
depths of them were volcanic with rage. 'No!'

‘Thenwhy . . '

‘Nicole," he interrupted harshly, 'will you for y& sake stop this?
Irena has never so much as looked at anyone but 8Bhe'd be
staggered if you suggested there'd ever been agytietween us.'

'l had to know,' she said, her eyes pleading wirth to understand.
'‘Can't you see that? If you'd been making loveetol thad to know.'

'Will you stop acting like a human ferret and st@eling like a
woman?' Frazer demanded, staring down at her f@cedon't you
know how?'

She flushed hotly, then laughed, almost on thetpditears ‘Maybe
I've forgotten how . . .'

‘Then you need a refresher course,' he said, ogttiar by the wrist,
his fingers biting into her flesh. He walked awaylling her after
him, and Nicole tugged at her imprisoned wrist withbeing able to
unlock his grip.

'Frazer, what do you think you're doing. . .wheeevwee going . . .' Her
guestion died away without needing an answer dgegan to climb
the stairs, with her in tow, stumbling at the pheeset.

'I'm not going to bed with you," Nicole said to biack. He ignored
her; the only reaction she got was that his fingéarsore deeply into
her wrist.

'‘What do you think | am?' she demanded as he phbiedcross the
landing towards her bedroom. 'This caveman stuff geadown well



with some women, but | prefer to pick my own tinmelglace, and |
haven't made up my mind yet.'

He stopped by the bed and let go of her wrist. S&eed at him, her
mouth dry as she recognised the expression omates f

‘Make it up, then,' Frazer said in a deep, slighthsteady voice.
‘Now.'

‘Just like that?' She tried to laugh, but it wasalty successful; her
mouth was trembling too much. She pushed a shaky teough her
ruffled silvery hair, trying to think; her mind was chaos, she was
torn between the insistent demand of her own seasgéshe quiet,
still voice of her wary intelligence.

‘Scared?' Frazer taunted, and she couldn't laugthoffi because it
was far too close to home. She was frightenedhteiged of what
would happen to her if she let him make love to, heicause she
wanted him more than she had ever imagined shedweudr want

anyone or anything and it scared her stupid toezoptate allowing

her mind to drown in the mindless intensity sheysated he could
unleash in her. Nicole was terrified of her owo &omts.

He took a step closer and she flinched. 'Can'twaiti. . .' she began,
and he shook his head.

'I've waited eight years,' he said, and his hailkis/stroked her bare
arms upwards to her shoulders. 'You were like amey cat; you
shivered when | touched you, but you were only t@ee. You're a
woman now, don't tell me you haven't had a littlerenexperience
since then.’

'‘Not much,' she whispered. It was true; she haddadels with men,
they had made love to her and she had neverHKelthis, she felt as
though it was the first time a man had ever toudiedIn the past it



had always been she who controlled the situatioa;n&d never felt
her grip on herself threatened, but Frazer wasmeecontrolling her
tonight. He might have told her she had to makbermmind, but she
knew with a shiver of alarmed recoil that if sheHam make love to
her she wouldn't be able to control either of them.

Frazer was watching her intently. His hand slipged/n from her
shoulder to her breast and his head bent, he kissedeck while his
seductive fingers lazily caressed her. 'lf you Hafeéit something for
me you wouldn't be here,’ he whispered againstskier, and she
couldn't deny that. She had told herself she hatedo Mykonos to
find out the truth of what happened to Melanie, endne sense that
was true; but she had also come here becausayfuryasars she had
been aching with frustration and Frazer was thenoaue she had ever
wanted with this deep, aching need.

‘You're beautiful, | knew you were going to be kddalione day,' he
told her, and found her mouth.

Her hands went up to catch his head; her lips gamtel she groaned
as the kiss became so passionate it hurt. His he@asmoving over
her, they seemed to flutter like tormenting motlesvid her body,
their pressure light. She was too intent on her bwmgry response to
his kiss to realise that he was softly peelinghaf clothes until she
became aware of the sensuous brush of his fingeotipher bare
flesh. His knee nudged her gently backwards, he temndown until
she lay on the bed, shuddering in aroused excitemen

He lay beside her, his body curving into her ows,rhouth teasing
hers while his hands pursued their private pilggenom the warm
fullness of her breasts to her thighs. She heardwiispering, his
mouth an inch above her own, 'Do you want me, Nieol

He was asking the question, but his own voice was#varing it, those
intrusive hands were answering it— Frazer thoughkrrew how she



felt and of course he was right, how could she hwtiat her body
betrayed to him?

'Did you ever think of me?' she asked, and hadw®h &nown she
needed to know if he had until she heard herskihgs

She heard the rough intake of his breath. He [dyrss face hidden.
'l tried not to,' he said after a moment. 'l thaulgh never see you
again. | thought I'd missed my chance, and thatltker hell. If only
you hadn't been so young! | suppose | didn't know to handle how
| felt at the time, | made stupid mistakes. | wadiculously
over-sensitive about you—when you're uncertain lgayp to stupid
conclusions. That's why Melanie managed to convineg/ou didn't
like me the way I'd hoped you did. | often thinkmen don't realise
how baffling they are to men; | was half afraidyafu, scared of
rushing it and frightening you away. That nightéd to make love to
you | knew you hated it . . .'

She laughed, 'Frazer, you idiot!
He lifted his head. 'Didn't you?'

'‘Never mind that,' she said quickly, unwilling tdnait too much too
soon. 'How did Melanie trap you? You said you didrénd to sleep
with her—why did you?'

He sighed harshly. 'l got drunk.’
'Oh," she said, her mouth wry.

‘Yes—when | woke up she was in my bed. I've no iddumt
happened the night before—but she told me we'd nade and
she'd certainly spent the night with me.’



Had Melanie lied? Nicole thought, and Frazer wadcher, his eyes
grim. 'Yes, | know what you're thinking. Was itéfuiDo you think it

didn't occur to me later that she'd invented tloat? | don't know, I'll

never know. | sometimes used to think that Melang®'t know the

difference between truth and lies. She said whatseemed to her
the right thing to say in a given situation, shie séhatever would get
her what she wanted. She didn't care about consegsier other
people's feelings; she only cared about hers&i & small child

yelling for what it wants. For all she knew or ahrehe might have
been the only person in the world.'

‘How did you feel when you found her in your bediZole asked,
frowning.

'‘Guilty and angry and damned worried,' he admitt®tde laughed,
though. She said | needn't look as if I'd brokeargwne of the Ten
Commandments; she hadn't been a virgin, did | teivkwas a little
girl?' He looked away, his face harsh. 'Then shdeamaclear she
wanted to make love again. | had to lose my terbpéare she would
get up and dress. All | could think about was ydunew that whether
what she'd told me about Bevis was true or notloktl any chance
with you. By then | could see that Melanie woull y®u I'd slept

with her . . .

'She didn't,’ Nicole said. 'Not then—she never maetd you until
she came and told me she was marrying you.'

Frazer stared at her. 'My God . . ."' His face vwadfdd. 'But didn't you
wonder why you never heard from me again?"

'‘What do you think?' The retort flashed out of Wwé&h something like
savagery and Frazer put both arms around her a@kedder on his
body, one hand stroking her hair.



'‘Darling,' he whispered, kissing her eyes, her kbieeer mouth. She
searched for his lips as they were about to mowe ber neck and he
rolled on to her, pressing her down into the bedhey kissed
heatedly.

The deep-seated throbbing of her body grew moredjeshe began
to undo the buttons on his shirt with shaky hamdsFrazer slid away
from her and pulled off his clothes, his outlineagbwy in the
deepening twilight. The wind had dropped, the nigas hushed and
drowsy outside in the town. Nicole stared at him;, heart beating
with sickening urgency as he moved back towards Hee felt
feverish and at the same time icy cold, as thowglotvn desire was a
shock to her.

He knelt above her, his knees gripping her warsd, lzent to kiss her
coaxingly. 'You're cold," he said huskily. ‘We'de to do something
about that." The teasing, insidious caress of hrsdh was already
sending heat through her veins; she gripped hi® whbulders to
pullhim down on her and he laughed huskily. Nicbéd stopped
using her mind; she was giving her emotions fuh and they were
dragging her helplessly into a fathomless abysgadsion. She
wound her arms round his cool body, kissing hirelifig the firm
muscled thighs moving between her own. His lipslgtduched the
nipples hardening on her breasts, his hands explidre yielding
body underneath him, and she threw back her headnimg, as
expert fingers tantalised and excited her. Her jasre set in a rigid
tension, her back arched, with eyes closed tigighinst the draining
light she gave herself to the pleasure he was gjivar. A tightening
spiral of sensual tension broke and hoarse littesdroke from her;
when she lay still and breathing unevenly, Framesdd her, his hand
still warmly between her thighs. Nicole lightly raer hand down his
body and felt his flesh stiffen, heard the gaspdnee.

'l want you,' she murmured, a smile in her voisew.'



‘Not cold any more?' he mocked, but he was bresghle

She looked at him through her lashes, her handsimgrdown the

curving indentation of his spine, feeling his waskin against her
own and below that the hardness of bone, the fissirté muscle.

Night had fallen, extinguishing the last of thenhligshe couldn't see
his features, only the glitter of his eyes werebles but she did not
need to see him to know what he felt, her hands$ hbelr all she

needed to know.

'‘No more games,' she said hoarsely, then gave p ohean of

satisfaction as he sank into her. Their flesh ¢clungist and heated,
she clutched at his back with both hands, her laoclying under him
in the fierce tension of desire, and then she hEeader's thick gasp,
his body went rigid, he stopped moving on her, gggbin the wild

convulsions of pleasure.

Nicole lay still as he fell down against her, griogn his face
burrowing into her shoulder.

After a minute he muttered: 'Sorry.'
'So | should think!'
He turned his head. 'Angry?'

She laughed and stroked his tumbled black hailttlA frustrated, |
admit.'

| couldn't stop it; | wanted you too much.’

'l hope it isn't a habit of yours,' she teased,l@thughed, she felt the
shudder of his body as the laughter deepened.

‘Next time,' he promised, kissing her warmly, dgephd she held his
head to kiss him back.



'‘Next time," she agreed as he lifted his head, iansbite of the
unsatisfied aching inside her she felt wildly, stiiphappy.

He rolled down beside her, his arm flung acrossboely, and they
lay in silence in the darkness, their bodies fiftingether as though
they had been made to do so. Nicole was deeplyeawfahis arm

lying across her in that possessive, protectiveuges his palm

warmly curving round her hip.

'Hungry?' Frazer asked suddenly, and she laugledhaugh the
guestion was riotously funny. He leaned up on Hi®we to peer
down at her. 'What's the joke?"

'l don't know,' she said, and she didn't know wihg was laughing;
except that she was so happy. 'But | am hungry, yauwmention
it—in fact, I'm starving. What shall we cook?'

'I'm going to have a shower and get dressed, tledhgo down and
hunt in the larder,’ he said, getting off the bedone smooth
movement. He bent and kissed her and then pickekdisuplothes
from the floor. 'Ten minutes,' he said, from theddDon't go to
sleep.'

'I'm getting up now," she said without moving. Hentvout and she
stared towards the door, seeing light floweringhglthe landing as
he switched on his bedroom lamp. | love him, slwigint, without
surprise or doubt. She had known the night sheeatrinere and saw
him walking along the street below her while slo®dtat the window
in the Hotel Delos and watched him with a strongsseof panic. One
glimpse of him and she had felt strung-up, distdrb@armingly
excited.

All these years love had lain dormant inside hkg & seed in dark
ground, frozen and motionless, but still alive aeddy to break up



through that darkness of the heart to find the sumen it finally
shone.

It had amazed her to listen to Frazer's confessibrhis own
uncertainty and hesitation; she had thought hirfrcseifident and
sure of himself, it had never entered her headhbatight not be
entirely in control of his own feelings.

He hadn't said he loved her, she thought, frownthgn her face
cleared; hadn't he said it without using the wordghe even need
to say it? She had felt it the minute she was i, every time they
met; whatever they were saying their eyes, thedlidx) their minds
were talking underneath the words they said, andtwiey were
talking about had had nothing to do with the sha
guestion-and-answer session going on in the opa®s.h&dn't been
able to help looking at him and he had stared bkekry time he
touched her he had tightened the coil of sexush@ton between
them, yet even the driving necessity for expresgibich love always
brings had only been a small part of how she &sltl was certain he
felt. Love meant far more than that; it was a sesiseompletion
when they were together, and even at nineteen &licad felt entirely
whole when she was with Frazer.

He appeared in the doorway, lithe and amused ickQans and a
dark blue shirt. "You lazy creature, | thought yeere getting
dressed?’

He snapped on the light and she blinked, dazedhafidasleep.
Frazer was staring across the room at her, shadetlously shy as
his eyes moved over her naked body.

' won't be a minute!' She scrambled off the bed almost ran
towards the shower cubicle in the corner of theroo



'Famous last words. I'll get some wine out of thkac,' he said as she
dived into the cubicle and closed the door.

She showered hurriedly and stepped out a few mantetetr, a towel

anchored around her breasts and covering her kntéws. The room
was empty, the door shut. Nicole relaxed, smilmgerself; she was
behaving like a teenager with a first boy-frientheSIried herself,
dressed in a gauzy Greek blouse which she had baughe shop

where she bought the white shawl, put on clearsj@ad sat down in
front of the dressing-table to brush her dryingrhemd do her

makeup.

Still feeling nervous, she quietly went downstalngt before she had
reached the kitchen she heard Frazer talking inli€Endrom his
study. Nicole thought for amoment that he was mglher, then she
stopped with a frown, listening.

‘There's no need to worry about her, Irena. | psenyiou, she won't
be a problem any more—I've dealt with it.’



CHAPTER NINE

NICOLE's body froze in ice-cold shock, but her mind wentarking
with the clarity of unexpected pain, numbed byoit the first few
moments so that she could think fast and sharply.

He had made love to her with what she had belid¢geoke a real,
intense passion. She had only just admitted taeHdtsat she was in
love with him, she had been in love with him sisbe was nineteen
and during the years in between his image had n&ferher
subconscious; even when she didn't think of hirwfeeks on end he
had been there, present in her memory, unfor- gottkat was why
she had come all this way. To lay a ghost, sheghipand had to put
a hand over her mouth to stifle the bitter, hystdrgasp of angry
laughter which struggled to escape.

‘That's right,' Frazer said inside the room. Hansled cool and brisk,
like a man who has settled a problem efficientlgt encongratulating
himself—and he had, hadn't he? She was the probéehad dealt
with so cleverly and capably. He had taken heret o distract her,
keep her otherwise occupied, but it had all beann@d, he hadn't
meant a damn word he had said.

‘Yes, very clever,’ he said, and she heard himhiagg Bastard,
bastard, she thought, shaking. Who was clever? idm7%es, he was
clever, she hoped he'd rot in hell. Was Irena catadating him on his
cute tactics? Had they planned it together? Hex feas redhot now,
she put shaking hands to it and felt sick.

The oldest trick in the book—and she had fallentfbook, line and

sinker. What do you do with a woman who won't shptand is

making trouble in all directions? Why, seduce bécourse, that will

keep her quiet. She stared at the door, hearing/dice talking

intimately, softly, in Greek now. Bastard, she vaeieed so that the
word was almost inaudible. I'll get you for thisuybastard!



She couldn't face him yet, she had to pull hetsgkther. She tiptoed
back up the stairs and sat down on her bed. Nohkdg to feel
they've been made to look a fool; Nicole wantedt/she was so
angry her teeth were grinding together becauséef gpened her
mouth she knew she'd scream. What had he said?d3tep acting
like a human ferret?' Oh, yes—she must have begtdind out too
much, got too close to whatever he was hiding,eowbuldn't have
had to go to such lengths. "Start feeling like anaa,' the swine had
said after that. She despised herself for being sugushover, how
could she have let him do that to her?

‘Nicole? Nicole, what the hell are you doing upréte His voice
made her jump; she sat up stiffly, her nerves jaggINicole! Are we
going to eat or not?’

How in heaven's name was she going to make hamatid 'normal?
She mustn't let him guess that she had found oat whwo-faced,
two-timing devil he was— he thought he had pulleslwool over her
eyes and got away with it and for the moment she gaing to have
to keep up the pretence. If he thought he was Isafé relax and
gradually stop watching her like a cat at a moukehand then she
might finally uncover the truth.

She moistened her dry lips, forcing them into a s&mnblance of a
smile to make her voice sound gay and happy.

‘Sorry, I'm on my way,' she called back as liglatyshe could.

'So | should hope!" Frazer sounded very cheertufoubt he was, he
would be reeking of self-satisfaction, and she gamg to find it
hard to hide her own fury in the face of his tridrapt grin.

As she walked to the door she remembered the ptagtbglbum.
She still hadn't had a chance to inspect it, sh&t o so later. Frazer
would probably try to share her bed tonight; shestmplead a



headache. Not very original, she thought, her Wog, but a little
acting was called for to get her out of this tidp.might imagine she
was safely inside, but he was going to find outvas wrong.

By the time she reached the kitchen and found Fizeating eggs at
the table she was wearing what she profoundly hayesia happy
smile. He looked over his shoulder at her, bluesgyating through a
sweep of black lashes, intimacy in that quick géarand she thought
again: you bastard!

‘Hallo, darling,' she said with melting sweetn@s&l came over to his
side to kiss him on the cheek.

‘Don't tempt me, woman, I'm too busy to cope wahb yight now.' He

gestured to a plate lying on the table. 'l thougbtd have Spanish
omelette; I've got some peppers and tomatoes and sold cooked

potatoes and bits of boiled bacon.’

‘You're the boss,' Nicole said, and gave him a haus smile, her
green eyes misty with what she hoped he would fiakpassion but
which was really a desire to batter his head ihaiblunt instrument.

‘Very feminine," Frazer approved, and she heldoolmetr smile with
great difficulty. 'Could you mix a salad and make tiressing while |
do the omelettes?’

‘Salad in the fridge?' she asked, and he noddednmto the hob to
start cooking his mixed ingredients before he podurethe beaten

€gdg.

'l can see you're a useful man to have around,hsieked as she
carefully washed the salad, then hoped he hadoiegi up the
underlying tartness of her tone. She didn't waait thzor-sharp mind
of his working on why she should be sniping at him.



‘A man of many talents,' he said, and smiled raatrfeer briefly. She
smiled back, her hair bristling on the back of heck. He certainly
didn't undersell himself, did he? She was glad wiemwent back to
his cooking, unaware that she was eyeing the babksdead with
extreme dislike and a yearning wish to have somgthiitably lethal
to aim at him,

'So I've noticed,' she said, thinking of the cogxiexpert, damnable
hands which had given her such pleasure not longMgybe Frazer
picked up some echo in that, because she heardabgh, a deep
warm chuckle.

‘The night's young yet," he said with husky mockangd-she knew he
was thinking ahead to when they went back up taiessto bed, her
teeth ground together and she shredded lettucewsrtbm into the
salad bowl. That's what he thought—he wasn't getier back into
bed tonight!

'‘Warm plate, warm plate,” he muttered, pouring egge the
delicious mixture cooking in the pan. 'Two minutBs;ole—is the
dressing ready?'

They were working together smoothly; in any othecuomstances it
could have been such fun. If she hadn't overhaarddiking to Irena
she would have been walking on air right now anthgarazy
waiting to make love with him again. How else haddeceived her?
she wondered, tossing the salad in the dressing.rilach of what he
had already told her had been true? How could gbelelieve him
again? He had neatly led her into this trap andhstieblithely been
so sure she would be able to avoid the manipulati@had not been
so dumb she hadn't anticipated. He had shown battbese and the
trap and she had flattered herself she wouldn'tgeght; she would
snatch the cheese and escape. It was maddeniray¢ogiessed in
advance that Frazer would try to stop her findingtbe truth about



Melanie by any methods he had to use—and yet tarlehoodwink
her just the same.

He had looked her straight in the eyes and saidl suith convincing
anger: 'No!" Of course he wasn't having an affaithwrena
Vourlamis, how could Nicole imply such a thing?

Whatwasgoing on between them, anyway? How much of they stc
he had told her about his marriage to Melanie reshlirue?

'‘Ready?' he asked, turning with the two omeletézdIy arranged on
warmed plates, and she summoned a brilliant, tatsée.

‘They look delicious.' They did; he was obviouslyand cook.

He poured her some wine and helped himself to surtiee salad; a
twisty red candle burnt between them, the flamangivoff soft

blueish wisps of smoke as it flickered in the disufrom the

window. Moths flapped against the glass and lefigery glistening
smudges where their wings brushed it. Nicole forkettlette into
her mouth and felt languid and sleepy; anger wamti

That's the fourth yawn in five minutes,' Frazer agked, and she
looked at him, trying to stifle the next yawn.

‘Sorry, | must be tired.’

‘Worn out, are you?' he mocked with enjoyment siggait flush rose
in her cheeks.

' must be, it's the sea air.'
'Oh, is that what it is?'

She laughed, hiding her resentment. He was detedrim have his
fun, let him; if he could act his head off, so abshe.



'I'm having trouble keeping awake,' she said.pitesf this gorgeous
food—where did you learn to make omelettes as @gsathis?'

‘Spain, where else?' He talked about a trip henmadie there a year
ago, to do publicity for his latest book, and shehed with drooping
eyelids, careful to let him notice.

She cleared the table later while he got the cplfaeshe only sipped
at her cup, and after a time Frazer smiled at ldrwhat might have
been a totally convincing display of tendernesshé hadn't known
better.

'‘Look, why don't you get off to bed? I'll wash Mmu look asjf you're
dead on your feet.'

She pretended to hesitate. 'But. . . you won't fhinglean . . .'

He knew what she meant and he laughed softly, gakan cup away
and kissing her mouth with lingering warmth.

‘That can wait, well have all the time in the wot@dnorrow. My
cleaner only works in the morning; when she hasgea'll have the
house to ourselves.'

'‘Good,' she said, letting her arms go round hik.n8be linked her
hands in his hair, suppressing a desire to phtid, and kissed him,
‘Goodnight, then, see you in the morning.'

All the way up the stairs she was shaking withebiinger. He was so
damned convincing, she had found it hard to beltee¢ his tender

amusement was phoney. He was a great loss toaye, $te would

have been a natural actor.

When she was back in bed she found that her petdrimeing sleepy
had become the truth; no sooner was the lightraut she felt herself



drifting heavily into the shadowy borders of dreand half-waking
consciousness. Her tired mind was trying to makeseef all that had
happened to her today; all that she had learnttaheypast and what
she suspected about the present. It was a confusgdonfusing
jumble; her subconscious made strange work oféalie at a party,
laughing, while she and Frazer stood in a crowdedrand looked at
each other and talked in low voices; Nicole fgliexrcing intensity of
desire as he brushed his fingers against her haadsecret caress,
and then Irena Vourlamis was there and Frazer al&s¢ to her
while Nicole watched them and felt so unhappy #iet had to turn
away. The dream kept changing; backgrounds ande@eame and
went with bewildering rapidity, and once she bedgvshe was
awake. She sat up in the bed thinking: the phopdgadbum, | forgot
the photograph album. Then she was dreaming agditvasting in
the tumbled bed with restless uneasiness.

She woke up in a gold and rose morning; the room fuvk of light
and the sound of birds in the mulberry tree indbertyard. Frazer
was sitting on her bed, she realised that he hakleshher. He held
out a cup of coffee, smiling.

'You're a restless sleeper; what a mess you've ofaties bed!

She sat up to take the cup and he looked at hdr &yes that
smouldered, dark blue as midnight, travelling sioaxer the smooth
perfect curve of her bare shoulder down over thié-éxposed
roundness of her breasts which her movement akeahed forward
had brought into his view.

'Did | tell you you were beautiful?'

'Yes,' she said, and was angry with herself becthusdreathless
confusion in her voice was real.



'l wish | didn't have to work today," he mutterstill looking at the
warm cleft, where a faint shadow lay between hddeoskinned
breasts. Bending forward, he touched his lips théteu smell of
roses,' he whispered against her flesh. His toffigekeed softly and
he whispered: '"You taste of them, too.’

'‘How doroses taste?' she asked with a shudder runniogghrher.

He laughed, the sound half smothered on her skihiasnouth
explored deeper sending icy trickles of a pleasloge to pain along
her spine.

'‘Don't you know the poem: gather ye rosebuds whlenay?'
'l hope you haven't forgotten that roses have 8®rn

She pushed his head away because she was enjolgatghe was
doing far too much.

He sat up, running a hand over his ruffled black, rend Nicole

watched the morning light gleam on his brown skid the muscular
tension of his throat. Her mouth was dry; she ras®y the symptom
with impatience at her own stupidity. She wanted.niVhy pretend
she didn't? Her skin was heated and tingling wheréps had grazed
it, she hadn't wanted him to stop touching her, whe aching to
touch him. She had never felt like this about argnrbefore; the
primitive unreachable throb of desire inside hersvaaiving her

crazy.

'l just had an agitated phone call from my publiste wants my
manuscript as soon as | can finish it; I'm up asfamndeadline. I'm
sorry, Nicole—could you find something to do todafile I'm
working? | should have polished it off by this ewvenand then I'll be
free of all responsibilities.' He grinned at hesttong up with a lazy,
graceful movement she watched intently.



"'l probably sail over to Delos," she said, amdZer frowned, his
smile vanishing.

'‘Why Delos? The site's closed today, | think, wioy leave Delos
until I can come with you and show you round? |\Wno like the
back of my hand.’

Her eyes innocent, she said: 'Okay, that's a déalbe I'll just
sunbathe this morning and sail around Mykonos éneitternoon.’

Frazer's frown smoothed out. "You'll enjoy thatneoof the beaches
are very beautiful and inaccessible from the ldfdve you got a
chart? I'll look out mine."

‘Thanks, that would be a help; your charts are glsbbmarked in
more detail than mine.'He got up, but he wasletiking at her with a
fixed and urgent gaze which was bewilderingly dégepshe would
have sworn it was genuine, just as she could sty éase believed
the unsteadiness of his voice as he said: 'My Ga@nt to get into
that bed,' and then laughed roughly. '‘But you kiioat, you wanton,
sitting there with that inviting look in your eyes.'

Inviting? she thought. Inviting? Is that what ibks like? The only
invitation you'll ever get from me is one to jumip thhe nearest cliff,
and you won't have to jump— I'll push you.'

What she actually said was: 'Darling . . .'in tolles melting honey,
what she actually did was lie back with her hamalseld behind her
head and the warm curves of her body in the seansprarent silk
nightdress stretching with sensual awareness \ilalevatched her
and breathed audibly.

'‘Breakfast,’ he said with a slur on the word asig¢fnohe had difficulty
getting it out.



'In five minutes,' she promised.

'Five?' He looked disbelieving. 'Be down in ten #tdbe surprised.’
He walked to the door, paused there to look backeat and she
hurriedly snatched her alluring smile back from whet had

vanished to, her green eyes wide and glowing.

'If you don't want me to come and join you in thatl get out of it and
get ready,' Frazer said with teasing laughter the was gone and
Nicole threw her pillow at the door, soundlesslyti®ting curses
after it.

She got up, then, showered and dressed in whites jead a white
t-shirt which dived down to the cleft of her bresaahd left all of her
arms and most of her shoulders bare. She brushelalre lightly
applied pink lipstick to her mouth and went downstto find Frazer
reading his morning Greek newspaper, the radiotigumaying
Greek music and the sunlight picking out blue alvésflashes in his
thick black hair.

He looked round, glanced at his watch. 'A miradhaly seven
minutes!’

She joined him at the table, retaining her smileabgtruggle of
will-power against feeling, poured herself coffew delped herself
to an orange. Frazer watched her deftly peel it.

He started to talk about the morning news from Athaead her
passages from the paper, translating them withesitdtion. Nicole
ate her orange, drank her coffee and listened whitker the cover of
her smile her mind was murderous.

He shot a look at his watch, groaned. 'l must getdrk. Come into
the study and I'll give you the chart.’



She cleared the table, washed her hands and dme, tthen
followed him into his study. He began to rummageaga pile of
charts in a cupboard.

'l know these waters like the back of my hand nbmgver use my
chart,' he said without looking at her, then exuokdl: '‘Ah, here itis .

Nicole took it and smiled tightly. 'Thanks, I'll k& sure | let you
have it back.'

He put his arms round her waist and she felt hiis ch her hair. 'I'll

see you later, then,' he said, and again his wva® unsteady. He
kissed her eyes and then her mouth, his lips wardliagering.

'You'd better go or I'll never get to work,"' hedsas his head lifted,
and she hoped the passive yielding of her moutm'hashde him

suspicious. She smiled at him and walked awayingehe taste of
him on her lips, and wondering if she would be hadmy the taste of
Frazer Holt for the rest of her life.

"Take care,' he said.
T will.'
'l wouldn't want to lose you.'

'You won't.' Lose me? she thought bitterly, yogoeng to wish you'd
never seen me, and that's exactly how | feel apout Loving and
hating, walking the dark edge of emotions which iotb you like
razors, how could anyone bear such extremity dirfg@ She had
thought when she was nineteen that Frazer Holhbacher so much
that she would never know such pain again; shedvees to that. She
had grown a hard shell of self-sufficiency and cioalifference to
everything but her tested affection for Sam andgassion for her
job, and it had seemed to work, she had been doateugh during



these years. Why had she been such a fool as te tmking for
Frazer Holt after what he had done to her last?ime

She went down to the quayside and the fishermdmgplas they
mended nets, the boys hanging around watchingwalk by, stared
after her and whistled and grinned, but Nicolegmded not to notice
any of them. She was in no mood to talk to anyone.

She needed to get away by herself, to be out obltleewater with
the wind filling the sails and tossing her hairiard her face.

'‘Hey! Nicole!'

She was just moving away from the quay when theevalerted her.
Looking back, she saw William Oldfield, gesticuhafj his brown
hair whipped back from his forehead and his shapgding in the
wind.

'‘Aren't you coming this afternoon?' he bellowed] ahe waved and
nodded.

'See you later,' she called, her hands cuppinghdrbar mouth.

‘Midday!" William yelled back, and she saw all theen on the
waterfront staring and listening. William turned awand Nicole
watched as the men quickly became blank, lookingyaBhe stared
back across the widening gap of blue water, naitiat nobody said
hallo to William, nor did he seem aware of them.virdked past and
might have been invisible. Why didn't anybody onkdiyos like
him? But the answer to that was pretty obvious—feetike you
when you like them, and William didn't care twopemhar anyone but
himself, he was full of complaints and self-pitye Mas living here
but hadn't made any friends that she could se&task was limited
and ungracious and his manner was offhand.



She turned her back on the island and headedleagtthe coastline
with Delos hidden in pearl and turquoise mist onright and behind
that tiny island the larger one of Rhenia; sheagtimpse of them
both some time later as the mist drifted and laadred through it.

An hour later the weather was clear and brilliastiyny; the water
danced and glittered in fragments of light, alnmastding her as she
kept her course, with the barren, rocky hillsidédgkonos rising
high above to meet the vivid blue of the sky.

She thought about Melanie and Irena Vourlamis ardbsband and
Frazer—she still hadn't worked out the tangled rekeof their
relationships, how could she when none of them da¢ell her the
truth? If Frazerhad been lying to her consistentdw much reliance
could she place on what she had learnt from hinty WMée. Which
brought her back to where she had been when shaffiived; except
that now she had more scattered pieces to fithatgigsaw and none
of them seemed to fit; she couldn't make senseybéit.

Melanie came and went like land hidden in driftmgpt; Nicole kept
thinking she saw her clearly and then she woulgdme again only to
reappear on the horizon, mysterious, ambiguouz|ipgz

Or was it Frazer who was the key to this puzzle® étplanation of
how he had come to marry Melanie seemed far td gibuld a man
like that be tricked into a marriage he did not tvawwhy should he
have accepted Melanie's word for it that Nicole wesretly in love
with Bevis? When he told her, he had plausibly axy@d that he
hadn't been thinking clearly, the way he felt haabehim swallow
Melanie's lies, his own uncertainty had made whealaiie said seem
possible.

Uncertainty? Nicole laughed angrily, glaring atudl gvinging down
from a cliff which soared high above the foam-taphpsea that
crashed into its base.



Frazer Holt had never been uncertain about anyihihgs life! Even
then, eight years ago, he had been aggressivélgadident, very
much in command of himself and anyone else he heguzpéo find
littering his path."

Glancing at her watch, she turned back towardptreand saw in
the distance a white shape lurking like a shadowhenthin line
marking the horizon. The cruise ships would stagesaring soon;
maybe that one was headed for Mykonos? The sprag iw full
swing, the season had begun, tourists would thtteegarrow streets
and pour into the little shops and the taver- nas.

When she was back on land she walked to the ndaxesha to have
a coffee. While she was slowly sipping it, Irenaudamis walked

past with a basket on her arm. Her eyes met Ngabe smiled, and
Nicole was startled by the apparently genuine wlaiimher face into

smiling back.

Irena halted. 'Frazer finishes his book today?"

Nicole nodded. She looked at the other woman's hgpbasket.
‘Doing the family shopping?'

It was polite small talk, but she sensed Irendiefren her casual
manner. The other woman's friendly smile widened.

‘My husband cannot stand to eat fish after he bas bandling them
for days on end! He told me: get lamb, get veal,dan't show me
any fish!" She laughed and Nicole laughed, theigimhalf blinding
her as she looked up at Irena.

‘You are going to eat here?' Irena glanced athiatked menu.



Nicole shook her head. 'l just used the lavatod/rmow I'm having a
coffee while | wait for William Old- field, he's kieng me to Delos.’
She told Irena that deliberately, watching her witient eyes.

'‘Delos?' said Irena, visibly stiffening. Nicole tfehe thrill of the
fisherman when his line tightens and he knows tigeeefish on the
end of it.

‘That's right; I'm sure I'll find it very interesg, don't you think so?'
Irena stared at her, transfixed, and Nicole snuleig.

'l must go,' Irena said with husky unsteadinessd, laurried away.
Nicole finished her coffee a few moments beforelidm arrived. As
soon as she saw his thin figure, in old blue shorggle out of
cut-down jeans, and a blue t-shirt, she stood utss@me coins on the
table and walked to meet him.

'‘Got a lifejacket?' William asked as they madertheily towards his
boat.

'l left it in my own boat—hang on, I'll fetch ishe said, and when she
got back to him was just lacing the orange lifegcliShe watched
William critically as they sailed out of the harbippthe was a
competent enough sailor, but as he clambered &gowas frowning
in that petulant way and swearing under his brediténever he had
to dive out of reach of the swinging beam. He dienjoy his sailing,
he clearly didn't get the same thrill from fightitige elements as
Nicole did. Or Frazer, she thought, and frownece 8idn't want to
think about him any more.

'‘Won't take us half an hour to get there,' saidligvil, beating for
Delos with a stiff wind behind them. 'I've brougioime food; | know
a few sunny spots out of the wind where we canipié®elos is even
more windy than Mykonos and there's very littleltdré



The island looked like a tiny green and brown spadke sea at first,
but the speck grew larger as they came closer.I®&watched it; you
could probably walk from one end to the other ahihalf an hour,
she thought; it was amazingly small when you renmenedh how
powerful it had been during the centuries of Greekver in the
classical age. It was baffling that such a tinyansl could have
become a great commercial centre, until you remeacbtihat it had
first been a great religious centre; the most irgrdr shrine of
Apollo, the god of light and reason, of music ahdgsophy.

'‘Apollo was supposed to have been born there, ofseg said
William, breaking into her thoughts. 'They've remitad a palm tree
on what they think was the spot where he was bosmother, Leto,
was supposed to have given birth under a palm Tieere was one
there for centuries; the sacred palm tree, pilgnusesd to lay gifts
under it.'

Around the base of sheer cliffs Nicole saw nottbag sea breaking,
there were no beaches, she thought. How had Mdlaovened from
one?

‘There's the bay of Phournia,' said William, paigtsuddenly. 'That's
where your friend's clothes were found.'

Nicole leaned on the side, the creaming wake wgshehind her,
and stared at the minute stretch of sand; hardjyebhbugh to call a
beach, and now that she actually saw it she relabbe had been
crazy to imagine she would find out anything froeeisg it. What
could it tell her? Rocks and a strip of pale samdl lalue, blue water
beyond them. What on earth had Melanie been doéng alone at
night?

Had she been alone? If not, who had been with Bel@s wouldn't
tell her that, it wouldn't tell her anything; inettsunlight it had an
ambivalent, secretive smile that hid what it knew.



They landed on the tiny jetty and walked a few gawlthe entrance
of the site. William carried a wicker basket oves &rm, the food it
held covered by a red-checked cloth. He paid theece fee and the
man at the gate handed him two green tickets.

They walked through the gate and stood staringsathe flat, empty,
windy island. The grass was still green at thissseacovering the
dry ground in whispering waves, but in two or thneenths it would
be parched and yellow. Mount Cynthus climbed upirzekthe flat
plain on the edge of Nicole's vision and in theefyound she saw
white stone shimmering through grass and ruinedsvggéaming in
sunlight. The sun was hot but the wind blew fieycédeeping the
temperature down.

Nicole felt a frisson of poignant awareness atlihek of her neck.

This was the last place Melanie had ever seen—higght haunted

her. The place had a timeless, atavistic air; i wad had been the
home of a god, it was easy to believe that staning in the sunlight

with endless fathoms of blue air arching above souihat however

hard you stared your eye drowned in an unimaginaizon.

She couldn't imagine Delos when the walls stoodghiprroofed and
full of people, instead of lying like broken teetinong the grass.

'‘We'll take a look at the temple first, shall wé@lliam asked. He
seemed pleased with himself; he was enjoying ptpyguide,

demonstrating his knowledge of the site. Nicoléflekd at his heels,
staring around her with fascination.

‘That's the Agora,' he told her, pointing. 'Ovearéyou have the ruins
of houses and shops and workshops— a lot Of pdwgl@ here in
those days; it must have been like an ants' neststreets are so
narrow you can almost touch the houses on eachlsid@s a very
regimented society; very commercial and very riht,some of their
laws were meant to make you remember that it whsly place.



People weren't allowed to die here, they couldnblried, they had
to leave the island if they were thought to be dyMhen a woman
was about to give birth she had to go over to Mylsoar Rhenia; if
she was delivered before her time she had to undaugfication.
That was because Delos was Apollo's birthplace—therochild
must ever be born here, and death was an offerfuentdoo.’

It's an offence to all of us, Nicole thought, shing; the ending of
something like the beginning, was separate, pdinfukemorable,
oddly melancholy. Between birth and death life laysprawled,
disparate confusion. How strange that Melanie shcame here to
die, to the place where death was forbidden, whleagep, white light
bathed everything you saw and gave it an undyitenasity; so clear,
so hard a reality of line and colour.

Delos was open and exposed, air and light all retang no shade, no
trees except for the sacred palm tree rising ouhefdried, reedy
mosquito-haunted swamp which had once been a skkedThere
was a quality about the light which made past atgré meaningless,
only the here and now given meaning as you stoexttalive in the
sun, alone with the stone heads of gods and medrkdming in the
grass and littered around them a disorder of wkitee blocks,
fragments of statues, truncated columns with vigiden lizards
running over them, their skins pulsing, pausingdtink in the
sunshine before darting away.

‘These are the famous lions of Delos," William sasdthey walked
down a broken pavement beside the archaic whiteesstatues
poised to leap, it seemed, but for ever motion@sstheir brick
plinths. Behind them a little way off rose severalumns, all that
remained of some ruined temple. While they wer&ilupat the lions
and William was continuing with his lecture the sigrkened, the
wind became colder and the sun went behind clouds.



'‘Going to rain,' he said irritably, looking up. "atha nuisance, | was
just going to suggest we had our picnic now—I'nnvgitay.'

'l hope it doesn't rain; we'll get soaked, ther& iany shelter here, is
there? Nicole looked around and saw nowhere toujdhe ruined
little houses, roofless and open to the wind andties.

'It's only a shower, it will pass,' William saidtopistically as the first
heavy drops hit the pavement, leaving dark splasheashite stone.

They dashed through the site, avoiding the fragmbttéring their
path, and stood close together in the lee of aeddibuse open to the
sky.

'It will blow over soon,' said William, and a montdater the sun

came out and the rain stopped as suddenly as béguh. 'Let's eat
our lunch now,' he suggested, stepping out of thusé. They found a
guiet corner of the site and sat on great stonekblwith the checked
cloth spread between them and on it laid breadfrautdand cheese,
honey cakes and some figs, dried but very swedliawlihad bought

a bottle of water and two cups. Nicole would hanpyed herself if

he hadn't insisted on going on with his lecturebatween each
mouthful.

Her attention wandered to a butterfly flitteringrdn a patch of small
pink flowers to a clump of asphodel, white and glyosven in the
sunlight; from there to a tiny bright green lizgstetending to be
made of stone as he clung to a column, his thraktingg and his
round eye watching for insects. Nicole felt drowpgaceful; there
was no other human being in sight, they were alonthat airy
sunlight and William's droning voice reminded héadee buzzing
in a closed room.

A pebble clattered down the rocky, grey and gréepes of Mount
Cynthus and she looked up, startled. William lookpgdtoo. A young



man was walking down towards them; he waved andlamilwaved
back without visible enthusiasm.

'‘Who's that?' asked Nicole, and William's mouthkttiwat familiar
downward turn, telling her he was offended agaithoagh she
couldn't for the life of her work out what had ofteed him. Was it the
newcomer? Was he another of William's enemies? d¢ened to
have so many; he had spent a lot of time durirggtthp on filling her
in with the minor details of terrible injuries irdted on him by people
she had never met. It had all seemed very pettitole; letters
unanswered, looks interpreted as malicious, ovedheamarks
which sounded to her perfectly innocent. William'snd was as
excitable and likely to attack before it is attatkes a scorpion in a
glass bottle.

Now he shrugged, muttering: 'One of the site teawrkimg
here—he's allegedly an archaeologist.'

‘Allegedly?' queried Nicole, her finely shaped bsoliting in dry
amusement.

'He doesn't seem very good at his job; | showeddomething I'd
found which was quite definitely fifth century ahd told me it was
much later, probably Roman. Bloody nerve, I'm mgka special
study of . . .

'‘What's his name?' Nicole asked, interrupting tbe fand William
sulkily looked at her, his mouth a comically exagged downward
curve.'l don't know—ask him." It was a petulantgsna

'‘Okay," said Nicole, getting up.
‘Aren't you going to help me clear up?' William eglcrossly.

'In a minute; finish your orange.'



Nicole walked away through a litter of stone fragwseand thick
tangled grass through which she saw wild flowe®agng in gay
profusion; the island was full of spring flowersrh the tiny yellow
stars of celandine to the trembling blood-red petafl anemone.
Glancing back, she saw William eating his orangeyéary shape full
of brooding self-pity. She felt a great surge diefan getting away
from him for a while, sitting listening to him shad got the feeling
she was carrying a great weight on her back, likeaa staggering
along with a grand piano. William had seemed pletas@en she met
him first; after a few hours of his company shewwvehy people on
Mykonos avoided him, it was in self- protection.IN&§m—to put it
brutally—was a drag.

Rounding a broken column she found the young manhsid been
tracking. He was in a ruined house and apparendgsoring the
walls, having weighted down one end of his tapesusawith a
small stone he was walking to the other corner immllthe
tape-measure behind him. Nicole watched him saisbmething in
a notebook which he then thrust back into the pockhis jeans.

'Planning to redecorate?' she enquired, and heetbakund in
surprise, then laughed.

‘That's right—what do you think? Some mosaic? Qipaper?’

Nicole held out her hand. 'I'm Nicole Lawton—you'r@n
archaeologist, I'm told.’

He came and shook hand'sn Georgi Vourlamis—yed¢ma...'He
stopped as she drew an audibly shaken breatmgtarher. 'What's
the matter?'

She studied him intently, incredulously. He wais late twenties,
slim and agile with narrow hips and a thin ches, Hair and eyes



black, his skin sallow. He was attractive in a I#lig melancholy
way, but by no means handsome.

'l think | know your brother,' she said slowly. Had to be a relative
of Paul Vourlamis, although they didn't look alike.

He stared, smiling, unsurprised. 'Paul? Yes, ddt @&ld introduce
you?' He had a strangely American twang to his iBhglshe
wondered if he had spent some time over there.

'‘Frazer Holt . . .' she began, and his face liinug charming smiled.

'Frazer! You know Frazer, too? Are you living on kéynos? How
long have you been there? | haven't been over ¢ouple of weeks,
I've been too busy settling back in here; we ldydafing the winter
months, of course, this isn't a very hospitabkendlin the winter, the
winds blow for twenty-four hours a day half the @éin$o we clear off
in the winter and come back in spring.' He looketiex curiously.
'‘What are you doing on Mykonos? How is Paul? Hatkbis he? He
was off fishing when I left, did he have a goog?rPlenty of fish?'

'Irena said he was sick of the sight of fish, sappose he must have
had a good trip.'

He laughed. 'When he gets back he stinks of i &lledo; you get
used to the smell. How are the children and Irekib@kay?'

'‘As far as | know. They're very nice children, arémey? You're not
married?'

His dark eyes smiled. 'l shall be soon—in May. Wdad to wait
three years; she is in Athens at university, herilfawouldn't let us
get married until she had got her degree—they g@veo much to
give her a good education, you know. Maria feels stves them.
They aren't rich; it was a struggle for them, the's clever, going to



be a lawyer. Next year, when we're married, wediagyto the States
and I'll get a job there while she does some patigate work; she's
got a good brain.'

"You must miss her,' Nicole said, her mind workmagidly, adding
two and two together and wondering if they cama teat four.

'Oh, sure,' he said in that American twang. 'ltlcatonely here, but |
like my work, | keep busy.' He smiled at her wryNow you know
all about me—tell me about yourself—what are yoingdere, are
you working, a writer? A travel guide?' He studlest, his head on
one side. 'l can't guess, you could be anythingi'd/better tell me,
what are you doing on Mykonos?'

'Visiting me,' said a voice from behind her, and sthiffened before
she turned, knowing who she would see and evensgugeshat
behind the casual smile she would find Frazer's egehard as flint
and as cold as ice.



CHAPTER TEN

'FRAZER, where on earth did you spring from?' Georgi Vaonis

shook hands with him vigorously, clapping his skdeulwith the

other hand and laughing. 'l didn't even see yothersite and | was
up on the camp working, | should have seen you tuprthere.’

'l only just got here,' Frazer said with a grimenohderlying his tone.
Nicole felt him looking at her and didn't meet biges. Georgi talked
on happily.

"Was that your boat? | saw one heading this wayllit't take much
notice; this is good, | was just asking . . ."Heppied and looked at
her, his hands spread in a very Greek gestureorfjof your
name—sorry!'

'‘Nicole," Frazer said tersely as if the name tabittelr.

'‘Nicole—of course,' said Georgi, smiling at herwds just asking
Nicole about Paul and Irena—everything well?'

'‘Everything fine,' Frazer said.

They heard a plaintive voice calling from somewherethe site.
‘Nicole . . . Nicole . . . where are you?'

'‘Oldfield," Frazer said dispassionately.

'I'd better go,' said Nicole. She smiled at Geoigice to have met
you, | hope we meet again some time.'

'So do |,' he said, smiling back.

She carefully didn't look at Frazer as she walk&drdo the sunshine
and the blustering wind. William was wandering amduwvith his



basket on his arm and amorose look on his face nWWhesaw her he
distinctly pouted; she had to bite her lip notaagh.

'‘Where have you been? I've been looking everywloerngou.'
‘Sorry, l was talking to . . .'

*You might have waited for me," William accusedhad to collect up
all the scraps myself; you can't leave anythingaite like this, you
know, this isn't Brighton beach. This is an ancisité and | don't
think you're taking it very seriously. Why did yasant to come if you
weren't going to take an interest in what you wel&?'

‘The wind is colder," Nicole said, rubbing her barms. ‘Maybe we
ought to get back to Mykonos before the weatherstmasty again?'

'We haven't seen half there is to see!’

'l think I've seen all | want to see,' Nicole tdlom ruthlessly. She
wanted to get away before Frazer caught up with $lee wasn't
going to have a row with him in front of Williamnd if that meant
that William was going to complain and sulk all tivay back to
Mykonos that was too bad.

She began to walk back through the site with Whilliauttering and
growling at her heels; she gathered that she wadlygoining the
ranks of those who had offended William and woukler be
forgiven, but Nicole couldn't feel disturbed byttpbaospect. She had
realised by now that she would merely be one o¥#st majority.

They left through the same gate by which they hatdred the site;
Nicole resisted the temptation to buy some of s qards displayed
in the kiosk beside it, although William urged herdo so. She
hustled him along the narrow concrete jetty in whdiliam
obviously felt to be a very undignified manner.



‘There's no hurry, the weather isn't that bad,mutered as she
dropped down into his boat, and he took so longimng her that
she got irritated and told him frankly why she wahto leave.

'Frazer's here.'

William stared at her. 'So what?' he asked, themt wéunny shade of
green, gulping in his throat in a way that remintled of the lizards
on the White stone whom she had been watchingeeatWill he
mind you being with me? Is he. . .are you. . .'dttepped, visibly
searching for a polite way of asking what was petlyeobvious, so
Nicole helped him out bluntly.

'‘We're sleeping together, yes, and if he catchdseus he may belt
you.'

William almost fell over in his haste to cast dfficole helped him
and wished he would let her do the work without $tismbling,
clumsy aid. He just got in her way, and if he hakdeén so slow they
would have been away before Frazer raced downetitye towards
them. William saw him coming and made agitated emias he
rushed around.

Frazer leapt down into the boat as Nicole equaligldy leapt to the
far side of it, away from his long arm. William gé&al out of the way,
nervous and shrinking, watching without attemptmantervene.

‘Get off,' Frazer muttered through his teeth, giradpiNicole's arm.

'‘Get off yourself!' She wrenched herself free aaditody tensed as
she brought her hand down in a blow that never eciaal.

'‘Oh, no, you don't!" Frazer swerved out of readlfieathe same time
slid behind her. Remembering what happened lagt he got her
into that position, she swung to face him; he wascking her into



that hold again. The next second Frazer had lowkiedead and
butted her in the midriff. She gasped and heardidfil gasp, too; a
peculiar little sound midway between horror andcegle

Frazer hadn't hurt her, merely winded her for @sdgcbut during that
brief space of time while she was off balance raeblged her legs
behind the knee and hoisted her, struggling, oieishoulder in a
fireman's lift.

'‘Put me down, you bastard!" Nicole yelled.

'‘Well, really," William said happily, shocked eitti®y her language or
Frazer's tactics.

Frazer slapped her bottom as he stepped back tretggtty with her
and she squirmed in fury, her face red and her gy#ting fire.

'I'll kill you,' she promised.
'‘Probably," he agreed, walking to his own boat \ugh
'‘Don't think for a minute that you're going to getay with this!'

'Shut up,' he said, dropping her into the bottomhf boat so
suddenly that she sprawled, wincing, and took auteiio recover
enough to get back on to her feet. As she camahipshe saw
William's boat moving away! he was staring at thepen-mouthed,
but he was making sure he put a safe distance bethienself and
Frazer.

Frazer gave her a look which held hard mockeryutYescort just
left.'

'‘Rat,' Nicole muttered, realising that the only v&de was going to
get back to Mykonos now was with Frazer.



"You should know, being a female of the specieszé&r informed
her, getting ready to leave himself.

Nicole sat down, wincing again; her bottom wasl &dre from
making such violent contact with the deck a monagat

'l came here to find out what happened to Melanclzefore | leave
I'm going to know the truth,' she told his back,shg steered for
Mykonos.

They drifted out, the wind roaring through the eh#ails, making
them rattle and flap so loudly it was hard to hgawnrself speak.
Spray blew into her eyes, her hair flew wildly ilh directions, half
blinding her as it whipped across her face.

‘The weather's turning,' said Frazer, standingegubis/ the mast and
looking at the cloudy sky. ‘We're in for a stormitgt, | think.'

'‘We're in for a storm right now,' Nicole assuremhihand he ducked as
the boom swung.

'‘Keep her steady,' he bit out, as the wind trietbke the boat and
blow her out towards Rhenia.

A few moments later they were both too busy to #alithey fought to
stay on course for Mykonos, tacking to avoid thedwvhich wanted
to blow them right off course. They had to zig-zagoss the choppy
water and it took much longer to reach harbour titawould
normally do. They worked deftly and smoothly togeths if they
could read each other's minds and they did notedatiept to yell
warnings to each other when it was necessary.

William was ahead of them when they set out, bay thbassed him
and when they reached the port and looked back gheyhis sails
blowing wildly midway between them and Delos.



'Will he make it? He's a rotten sailor,' said N&s@nd Frazer shaded
his eyes to stare at William's boat.

'He'll be all right, he knows these waters andl ls@bn be in the
shelter of the headlands and then the wind woaoivldo hard.' He
gave her a hand on to the jetty and followed heor greeted them
smilingly. Frazer gave him some coins, pattingdmsulder.

‘Thanks, Adoni.'

Nicole walked on, scowling, and Frazer caught ughwier. "What
was the money for?' Nicole demanded. 'Did Adoni apyme again
and run off to you to tell you we were going to &'

‘Adoni's afriend of mine,' Frazer said, then in an undertone:dli y
don't smile and look pleasant while they're allchatg us I'll beat the
living daylights out of you when | get you home.'

Nicole stiffened, but the hand under her elbow Witisig into her
flesh and his voice had the ring of certainty abgushe hurriedly
cancelled her scowl and summoned up a happy smile.

Frazer nodded and spoke to most of the men thegegasvho
answered smilingly but whose shrewd black eyes veatdNicole as
she walked past in a way which made her realiserhaeh they saw.
Rain began to splash .down on them before theyhesh€&razer's
house; they had to run the last hundred yardshéfatre she had got
into the shelter of the courtyard Nicole's silveair was wet through
and clinging to her scalp in fine strands.

When they were safely inside the house, Frazertbleutioor on the
wind and rain, facing her in the shadowy corridog lean body
suddenly menacing.

'l thought | told you to wait for me to take youDelos?'



‘Since when did you give me orders?' Nicole asgadhing back her
wet hair from her face. 'I'm going up to my rooméake a shower and
get into some dry clothes." She walked past himpegeting him to
stop her, but he made no attempt to do so. It wasiil she was
halfway up the stairs that he spoke again.

'It can wait,' he said, and she felt a shiver rawml her spine at the
way he said it. She decided it was more dignifeedyhore him than
to turn round and yell the sort of things she warttetell him. That
could wait too, she thought. She needed time tokthip some
suitable epithets, ones with real impact and ba@ch would give
him some insight into how she felt about him, alifjo she could
look ahead at years of doing just that, enlivertimg long winter
evenings of her life by inventing insults for Fraklt. Too bad he
wouldn't be around to hear them; that was the aaevlzhck to
walking out of his life for ever, as she fully inteed to do tomorrow.

She barricaded her bedroom door with every piecenofable
furniture and then stripped off and took a leisystlower. She didn't
hurry about getting dressed again, either. Byithe she had put on a
pleated cream skirt and a warm pink sweater wato@mped neckline,
the room was so dark that she had to put on tihé liche storm still
blew outside, the sky was lowering as though thatkex had come
to stay. It was hardly the perfect weather forisgjlshe looked out of
the window, frowning. Unless this storm blew oug stasn't likely to
get away from Mykonos for a day or two.There welk & lot of
guestions unanswered, of course, she would benreguto England
without knowing the entire truth about Melanie'sithe but suddenly
she was tired of probing away and dragging outdiegails to fit into
her picture of the past. It had all seemed so srbpfore she came
here; she had been so obsessed with Frazer andhevelt about
him that she had confused the two things. She bagdere to find
Frazer and punish him—>but for what? She had tolddtkit was to
punish him for what he had done to Melanie, but sberknew it was
to punish him for what he had done to herself. &r&iad been right;



if she kept on digging away all she would do wasugt mud which
would stick on innocent people.

Now that she knew them all—Irena and her husbartd Gaorgi
Vourlamis—she found it impossible to believe thay af them had
deliberately caused Melanie's death. They weranablved, that
much was obvious, but if there was any guilt it diot belong to
them. Who was she to accuse anyone of the guytyay? Guilt for
what? Melanie was dead, what good would it dord but exactly
why and how? She no longer wanted to know.

It took her five minutes to dismantle her barricaae put all the
furniture back where it belonged, and when shedgeinstairs she
found Frazer in the kitchen drinking brandy andchatg the rain
beating against the windows.

It was dark now, the room looked cosy and comfgrtompared to
the weather outside, but Nicole felt cold as Frdaeked around at
her.

'‘Pour yourself a stiff drink,' he said.
'‘Am | going to need one?’

'‘Oh, yes,' he said, and drank some more from hrsglass, watching
her walk across the room and pick up the bottlerahdy and a glass.
She poured herself a finger of the spirit and staipging it, feeling
the warmth of it circulating in her veins, but fegl even more the
sting of Frazer's hostile stare.

‘You wouldn't leave it alone, would you?' he erdpseddenly. 'Oh,
no, you're the great detective—you had to keepstaimg questions,
prying into things that don't concern you, remimgdpeople of things
they preferred to forget. Can't you get it throyghr head? It was an



accident, Melanie drowned by accident, nobody veablame but
her.’

‘Then why wouldn't you tell me the whole truth? Whgke such a
mystery of it?'

He put down his whisky and walked across the rabem swung and
walked back, both hands raking his hair.

'‘Damn you, Nicole, because people don't want ti& tabout
something that doesn't give you the right to nagyauntil they tell
you their secret!' He stopped in front of her, bdyes angrily bright,
his black hair dishevelled now. 'It's such a stumderyday little
secret anyway, if you were as clever as you thmkare, you'd have
guessed by now.'

‘Maybe | have,' she said. 'Maybe | think Georgi Namis started
some sort of fling with Melanie and it was him stent over to Delos
to meet that night." She watched Frazer's facejtlitin't tell her
anything. 'Maybe | think it was an accident, shewdred and Georgi
came over here to tell you, but as she was dead seemed no point
in admitting why she was on Delos, because thatduoean a public
scandal and Georgi might lose his job, not to neentis fiancee. So
you told Georgi to keep his mouth shut and sentldack to Delos to
wait for news, and then when Melanie's body wasidoyou acted
amazed and said you had no idea how she camedn DBelos but
she'd gone swimming alone that night. Nobody toalciminterest
because you were definitely here in Mykonos thghtri-lI suppose
you had an alibi, you were with someone. People gaw You
weren't suspected and the police just put it dosvaaxidental death
and forgot it. It was so much tidier.’

'‘Georgi hadn't committed any crime," Frazer sagtitly. 'Melanie
chased him; he didn't chase her. He was boredosmadlyl stuck over
there with just a few other site workers arounce $las bored, too,



and she wanted to hit back at me for making hgrtstee. She used to
get fishermen to drop her off at Delos in the afben and she'd stay
there all night, sleep out on the beach, swim &rttoonlight. It was
becoming a regular thing with her.’

‘Very romantic,’ Nicole said with dry irony, buside she was aching
for Melanie. Had it seemed romantic? Swimming bynight on a
deserted island beach? Delos was a magic place tbesun poured
down that brilliant light, but it must be even margsterious and
haunting by moonlight.

‘Georgi felt guilty, though—he knew it would getdsato his girl
sooner or later and he wanted to end it. He tolthMe that night, she
mustn't come again; it was too dangerous. They &adw, he
admitted that. He got dressed and was going tcelelant Melanie
wouldn't get in the boat. She swam away from hinenvhe tried to
pull her into it. She was hysterical, she wasmwkiog where she was
going and she swam straight into a rock.

Georgi was too far away to get to her in time, iy time he did get
there she'd vanished. When he realised she mudedd he came
over and woke me up, and when I'd heard what hagdred |

decided there was simply no point in dragging &llus into the

limelight. | told him to pretend he knew nothingoabit. It seemed
the simplest course of action. Next morning | tiblel police Melanie
hadn't come home. They politely pretended to bermead, but |

guess they'd heard she was always with other méenWer body
was washed up and her clothes were found on Da¢oe tvere a few
guestions, but it looked like an accidental deatbbody was

suspected of having done anything criminal, so tirepped it.’

Nicole believed him this time, his tone was flatlanatter-of-fact.
She nodded. 'l only have one last question—why'tydi tell me all
this days ago?' She smiled bitterly at him and 'tait for him to



answer, it was a rhetorical question she meanimswar herself.
'‘Because Irena asked you not to,' she said. "Tringltts isn't it?"

He nodded without seeming guilty or surprised. 10Obsly none of
the Vourlamis family wanted an outsider to know @Georgi.’

'‘But it was Irena who mattered,' Nicole said. 'Y&a to me about
that, too, didn't you?'

Frazer stared at her, his brows black. 'Now whattgll are you
getting at?'

'You and Irena!’

‘Irena and me?' he repeated as though reversingrtiez of their
names meant anything.

'l know Frazer, there's no point in lying about that amore, either.’

His mouth tightened, hard and level. 'Isn't thelne?asked warily in a
voice which gave nothing away. '‘Can | ask exactiatnt is that you
think you know?"'

'l don't think—I'm certain. You're having an affauth her, that's
why you lied to me, that's why you seduced metap sne finding
out about Georgi." While she was spitting the woods she was
struggling not to sound jealous or bitter or hatt she had a sinking
feeling she was not succeeding; the emotions segiiside her were
too strong to be hidden.

'Did | say you were clever?' Frazer muttered, istpat her with eyes
like blue flint. 'l take it back. You're stupid, ¢dile, you're probably
the most stupid woman I've ever met.' While he tuading that at
her his voice was rising like the wind outside] ffl fury. 'What in
God's name makes you think . . .'



'l heard you!
'‘Heard me?'

'On the phone.' She had to speak tersely, in p sharp voice that
threw words at him like hail rattling on a windowyea because if she
opened her mouth too wide the scream pressingstghmtop of her
skull might escape.

'On the phone?' He looked at her blankly, as thoregarding
someone showing signs of incipient lunacy.

‘Last night,' she said through her teeth. ‘Ladtthign the phone.’

‘Last night on the phone?' Frazer repeated sloavig, that was too
much—her temper burst like a cracking dam and hid vage
poured out, she almost screamed at him.

'Stop bloody repeating everything | say, you bloguyrot!" She
knew why he was doing it, to gain time so thatdela think of some
plausible explanation, but he needn't bother, time he wasn't
sweet-talking her into believing anything he said.

He took two steps very fast, Nicole reacted witht-sgcond timing,
her brain so confused with fierce feeling that @t at him at the
same instant, not in the coolly worked out postsine had been
trained to take up but in spitting, clawing furidia cat, her green
eyes flashing.

She didn't get a chance to hit him. The next morhenarms were
clamped around her body, forcing her own arms datvher sides
within that iron ring.

'‘Don't touch me, | hate . . .'she began, and histimavas suffocating
her, ramming the words back into her, his own rggeng a



consuming heat to the kiss he was inflicting on. Ridrere was
nothing loving or tender in the way he kissed heghat moment; he
hurt her and meant to hurt her, he humiliated het meant to
humiliate her. She was helpless inside the rigidleiof his arms,
however much she writhed and struggled she couddcape, and
gradually her body went limp and her mind cloudytrees fumes of
desire filled it, making it impossible to think.

Frazer lifted his head, breathing thickly. 'Doeshdve to be a
goddamned fight every time | see you?' he muttesteding down at
her uplifted face.

She opened her eyes, trembling; green eyes drowgsiaaguid, her
lips parted and moist, faintly swollen by the bhiyeof the kiss.

"Bastard," she whispered, hearing the rapid thudheart, looking
into the intent blue eyes and wishing she couldthiee as windows
into that scheming head of his. What lay behind stare? What sort
of man was he? Why had she had to fall so deeplstrualctively in

love with someone who lied to her, cheated hert her? And why
didn't he kiss her again before she died of theershecessity of
feeling his mouth on her own?

'l love you," Frazer said with husky impatiences Yice so deep it
seemed to be shaken out of his body.

'‘No,' she said, shuddering because she wantedé# toue so much
and she knew he was lying.

'Yes, damn you," he muttered, and kissed her agagarm lifting to
clasp her head, his fingers thrust through her, faigery hair, the
wayward coils of it clinging to his skin. Electrigicrackled inside her
and although she was now free of the cage he hacdheh into she
made no attempt to escape, her mouth clung to his hungry



desperation because she was going away soon—she mexer see
him again, never kiss him again, and the realisatias agony.

She slid her arms round his neck and her handkestrbis nape,
touched his thick black hair, fingered the strongsaotes in his
shoulder.

He took his mouth from hers, curved a hand roundtimat and
pushed her head back. Nicole unwillingly openeddyes to look at
him.

'I've never so much as kissed Irena,' he said.dwa't having an
affair, we aren't in love—you're crazy, | don't knavhat you thought
| was saying on the phone last night, but. . .’

‘You told her you'd dealt with me, there wasn't amgblem any
more!'

'Did I?' He frowned. 'Well, what if | did? How dodsat make me her
lover?'

‘You plotted with her, the two of you plannedshée swallowed, she
couldn't put into words what she knew they had mpdah

'Planned what? | promised Irena and Paul that Gewogldn't be
dragged into any scandal about Melanie's deattis thia'

'Did she suggest seducing me to keep me quiet? &rthat your
idea?' She looked at him bitterly, with hatred, &razer looked back
at her with widening eyes, his face hardening.

'So that's it!"

‘That's it,' she muttered, her eyes hot with unsears.



'How far do you think I'd go to keep you quiet?4fer asked in a
dangerously quiet voice. 'Marriage? Do you thimkriarry you to

shut your mouth? That's what | told Irena on thengi—that | was
going to marry you. Ring her—ask her. If you westehing you

must have heard me tell her.'

She was shaken, staring at him, trying to readttiid in those
deceptive blue eyes. 'l heard you laugh and sayygpesvereclever,
she was right.'

‘What?' He gave a long, impatient sigh. 'l tolcth&rghere wasn't a
problem any more—and before 1 could explain Irengghed and
said she could guess why, she wasn't stupid, linvisre with you,
wasn't I? And | said she was quite right, it wa/\aever of her, then
| told her | was going to marry you as soon asul@dalk you into it.'

Confused and uncertain, Nicole shook her head. yda)re lying
again . ..'

'I've been in love with you ever since | first sgow,' he said harshly.
'In that street in Mallaig. You were everythingdmted in a woman, |
couldn't take my eyes off you, if you hadn't beetysung we'd have
been married then.' He pushed her away violeMy.marriage to
Melanie was one long nightmare—I thought I'd pulitbehind me
until you reappeared and | rediscovered my dreamavg only this
time youwerea woman, not an adolescent who didn't know she w
born. | took you to bed because | was dying to nkake to you from
the minute | saw you in that hotel bedroom. Onéland it started
again, but in a new way. the urgency was much wibrisdime.' He
stopped, swallowing convulsively, his eyes darks ‘iny bad luck
that I'm crazy about a woman with a mind like akesorew!

She felt her stomach sinking, she felt sick. SHewed him, and she
was scared by the bleak expression in his darkepesl. Frazer had



loved her and she had driven him away again, lisitithe she hadn't
had any help from Melanie, she had done it alldiérs

'Frazer. . .'she began shakily, searching for wtrdsll him how she
felt, say how sorry she was, beg him to forgive her

He stared at her fixedly without smiling, his batricture clenched
in that harsh bitterness, then suddenly withouadwurned on his
heel and walked out of the room, leaving her icld@nd in despair.

She heard him running up the stairs, heard hisdo@ardoor slam.
Tears had spurted from her eyes, she couldn't stging, she
couldn't see, blinded by the pain and misery whiati taken hold of
her. Outside in the dark night the rain rushed ddvenwindows and
the house was ominously silent.

Then she heard Frazer moving again, the crastsdéét on the stairs
as he came back. She hurriedly scrubbed her harchev wet face a
minute before he burst into the kitchen.

'‘Where is it?' The snarl of his question made e nervously.
'‘Where's what?"
‘The album.'

'Oh," she said, flushing and feeling him watchimg, fkknowing he
must see the tear stains on her cheeks. She wawddasty little red
eyes for a week, she thought, biting her lip. Logkidown, she
stammered: 'I'm sorry, | thought it might tell mensething about
Melanie. | know | had no right to search your rod'm, sorry . . .’

‘You've seen it,' he said flatly, oddly.

She shook her head. 'Not yet, | haven't had a ehanc .’



‘Get it," he snapped.

Nicole flinched and moved to the door. 'Yes, ofrsey I'm sorry.' If
he had ever honestly loved her, he hated her nbe;fslt him
withdrawn, remote, at a cold distance and it hurt.

She dragged herself upstairs wearily and founcathem under the
mattress where she had left it. When she got atketkitchen with
it Frazer was standing staring out of the rainwdski@dow with his
back to her, and she wished she could think of samg anything,
to say to placate him.

He turned and she wordlessly held out the albuntodk it, staring
at her. 'Looked at it now?'

She shook her head; she hadn't wanted to, she ednt to see
pictures of Melanie. Melanie was dead now, for like past was
buried, but not before it had managed to destreyptesent, and
Nicole never wanted to think about Melanie again.

Frazer threw the album on to the table. 'Well, labk now,' he said.
She looked down, her body cold and trembling. H'dwant. . .’

'l don't give one damn what you want—I said look'af he ferocity
of that made her jump with nerves and she didm# ¢tla argue any
more, she turned and looked down at the album, expenwith
shaking fingers and forced herself to look at thetpgraphs it held.
She saw herself.

Her body stiffened. She was so young; with a I@igery plait of
hair and a smooth laughing face, her long legslgi¢apned, her eyes
looking out of the photographs with direct, opearet



She heard Frazer breathing behind her, she tuheedage and saw
herself again, on a boat, Sam's boat, in a lifeggdier hair whipping

round her face, pulling on a rope and laughing nitrethe next page
again there she was in jeans eating chips andgstth a quayside, in
shorts and a t-shirt leaning over the side of thet land watching the
wake stream behind on the blue water.

Page after page, the same; always herself, onbetieEhe looked at
every one of the photographs and remembered himgakem, and
felt a piercing happiness, an aching pain.

When she shut the book and looked round Frazeedstat her
expressionlessly.

Nicole dared not move, she didn't know what to@ajo, she was too
frightened that she might do or say the wrong thi8ige felt they
were poised on a knife edge of possibility; if tmoment was
mishandled she might never see Frazer again.

‘There isn't anything of Melanie left in this hojid&razer said in a
level voice. 'And she was never inside me—only goer got to me
like that.' He paused and she tentatively, unadytaheld out a hand
to him, her eyes dilated with intense feeling.

Frazer slowly took it and as they touched Nicolk fiee tension
break. She moved towards him and he moved towandsahd then
she was in his arms and they were both talking keoly,

incoherently, but now there was no distance betwieem, now they
understood each other without fear or suspiciolavé you, | love
you,"' was really all they had to say. No other vgarthttered.



