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Michelle was 22 years old before she learned thatlsed a twin
brother. Apparently he was living in Greece wheee Had been
brought up. She traveled post-haste to meet hime tlend Georgi
welcomed her with delight. The same, unfortunatebuyld not be
said for Georgi's stern stepbrother Andrea....



CHAPTER ONE

MICHELLE felt nervous and excited at the same time as ablet
down at the tiny speck in the ocean that was thadsof Savra. There
were many similar small islands in the Aegean, tewd of them
looked big enough for a plane to land on, but she leen assured
that Savra had its own landing field and, after somitial
apprehension, she felt she could safely leave riblglggm of landing
to. the pilot, and she gave her attention to thendsitself and the
problems that were likely to be facing her aftex Ended.

She had seen little of Greece so far, but whahsleseen she liked,
and she was completely enchanted by the scenspestd out below
her now. The Aegean lay like a piece of crumpleduaise silk, shot
with gold and gently swelling into movement, witltlé islands
scattered across it like jewels, all the way betwde Greek and
Turkish mainlands. The sky was more clear thanstieyhad seen at
home in England, and the sun bright and gleamikg tiurnished
brass, making it incredibly hot inside the smalicaift, despite
air-conditioning.

Ever since Michelle left Athens she had felt a grmaxsense of doubt
that by now almost amounted to panic as the joutoeAvra drew

to an end, and it gnawed at her confidence asitbeaft circled the

island before coming in to land. Maybe she shoutd have

come—maybe it would have been wiser to have lefighas they
were instead of revealing secrets that had beendkesely guarded
for so long.

It was still unbelievably exciting to suddenly rieal that she had a
twin brother, and Michelle had set off in such higipes to find him,
but the nearer she got to this tiny island in tleg@an, the more she
realised what a step in the dark she was taking.



The man she had come so far to see would not bieadicher twin,

as she had envisaged him ever since she firsddarinhis existence,
but a young Greek who had been Georgi Davoloslfoost twenty

of his twenty-two years. Michelle hoped they lookethething alike,
for it would make her feel easier somehow if th&; dut she had no
idea what he was like, because the photographathasked for had
not been forthcoming, and more and more she woddehat was in

store for her when she landed on Savra.

She knew little about Georgi Davolos or his faméycept that they
were incredibly wealthy, much more so than her oguite
comfortably off family. It was true that Aunt Fayéegacy had made
her an unexpectedly rich heiress, but even heurferdwindled to
nothing beside the immense wealth of the Davoloses.

Michelle thought once more about Aunt Faye, aslidj& plane

turned and manoeuvred to land on that speck of iartde ocean
below, pondering again on the almost unbelievablelations that
Faye Cassidy's death had brought to light. Fortloing it had been a
distinct shock to Michelle to learn that the wonséue had for so long
thought of as a cousin of her mother's was in fectown natural
mother.

The family had always been quite proud of Aunt Fageause she
had done so well, although Michelle always somelgont the
impression that her mother disapproved of her im€meso
way—discovering her true identity explained it. Kkietle had
thought it was perhaps because Faye Cassidy wastiass, albeit a
successful and well-known one, but there had nleeen any hint or
suspicion that everything was not exactly as itesppd to be—until
Faye Cassidy died, prematurely and tragically, mura very
successful West End run, and the truth came out.

She left Michelle everything, and the amount wassaterable, for
she had never lived as extravagantly as some atdrgemporaries,



but it was the staggering news of her own parentaafchad stunned
Michelle. After the will was read, Aunt Faye's siibr had handed
her a letter in which his famous client had reveaet only her true
identity but the further news that Michelle wasfant, one of twins.

As a young actress Faye Cassidy had married briefigllow actor
from whom she parted after less than three mowihg,twins were
born to her several months after the break-up—aamalya girl who
were christened Michael and Michelle. A busy stage film career
left little time for motherhood, and Faye Cassidglagreed to let her
children go for adoption while they were still veiryy babies.

A cousin of Faye's, and her husband, had willitgken the little
girl, but they already had two boys of their ownr&uctantly, it was
agreed that the babies should go to different homkshael was
adopted by a Greek couple living in England, and imother
apparently never saw him again.

For twenty-one years Faye Cassidy undertook to play most
difficult role, that of courtesy aunt to her ownildhwith Michelle
none the wiser until the letter which revealed ooty her true
identity, but a hitherto unsuspected sense offtarsiser children.

All her money and jewellery came to Michelle, buthat went a plea
that she use some of her new-found wealth to ty taace her
brother, so that they couldmeet at last. It hadrnadmost a year, and
made quite a hole in Michelle's fortune, but evatyuher solicitor
came up with the information that Michael had bfsemd.

His adoptive mother had been widowed very shortlgrahe was
adopted, and had returned to Greece, where shearrethalakis
Davolos was a widower with children of his own wrsdre married
him and he willingly took his new wife's adoptedldinto his family
circle. So that for more than nineteen years nawthung man who
had started life as Faye Cassidy's son, Michael,likad with his



Greek family on the small island of Savra, scarcetgembering that
he had ever been other than Georgi Davolos, a mewshbee rich and
powerful Davolos family.

It was rather like plunging into an exotic jungléem the little plane
landed on a grassy strip that ran longways, fooatra quarter of the
island's length, and Michelle's heart missed a Wba&in the engines
were cut out and the pilot turned briefly and géns a politely

inquiring smile. He had informed her when he metdiéAthens that
he was employed by Mr Davolos and she knew he sprkellent

English-

'l hope that you have enjoyed the fligthtespinis?’

Michelle nodded. She had enjoyed it, even thougd wlas so
preoccupied with other things. How could, anyone ergoy flying
over the smooth beautiful Aegean to an island phainised to be a
veritable- Eden, if the present surroundings warg guide? She
smiled and accepted his help to free herself fioey safety belt.

'It looks beautiful!

He smiled and nodded without speaking, then leftphce to come
round and assist her from the plane, glancing rasde did so, as if
he expected to see someone there to meet her, @ikl too
glanced curiously around her.

It was so quiet, and after the noise of the plameigines she
appreciated it, but the clearing seemed desertéidgsaglance and
once more she felt that sense of misgiving. Shehladfdexpected to
be met at Athens airport, but she had acceptefhtu¢hat in view of
the brevity of her stay there, it was perhaps hetliest place for a
first meeting with her brother. rBut shadexpected someone to be
there when she landed on the island, and thelfatthere was no one
there aroused every doubt and misgiving she hadhak



A riot of flowering bushes and trees surroundeddiearing and the
warm soft air was filled with their scents, her yazzled by the
yellows and pinks and purples of flowers she cauidy vaguely
identify. It was as she looked around at them,catgibelieving them
to be real, that she caught sight of a car, haltiém by the lush
undergrowth.

The pilot saw it too and murmured something in Greehe turned to
lift her suitcases from the plane. A car door sladrmsoftly on the
still air and a young man came across the cleaowgrds them. He
too said something in Greek that apparently disedigke pilot, for
he put down Michelle's luggage on the sun- browgesks and
briefly touched the peak of his cap before he mmfédeaving them
alone.

Michelle had no doubt who the newcomer was andhleart was
beating hard and fast as she met a pair of eyels@sand blue as her
own and felt a flutter of excitement at somethimgannily familiar
in the good-looking features.

Her own features were small and pretty, with ahghjgtiptilted nose
and a wide soft mouth that at the moment was sgiéinlittle
uncertainly. Her blue eyes were fringed with lasihes were several
shades darker than her long, golden blonde halrshe recognised at
least two of the same features in the young manfahthhe moment
stood regarding her steadily.

His skin, instead of being fair as hers was, wasi¢d to a deep
golden brown by the Grecian sun and contrastedhsigly with a

thatch of hair that was even more fair than hdesdhed by the sun
to almost white. He was several inches taller thanfive feet three
inches, but not really tall, and the eyes were stakably the same,
as was the wide mouth that on him somehow lookerk reensual
and was not, at the moment, smiling. It was alraest he was seeing
something he could not quite believe and Michadled momentary



flick of fear in case he should decide at the lmement to disown
her.

‘Michelle." He said her name as if he was tryirgrthe first time and
she noticed that he had an accent, something shedtanticipated,
although it was reasonable enough in the circurasgnThen his
face broke into a smile suddenly, and it was asdfirtain had been
drawn back. The blue eyes warmed and he reachdusohands for
her, pulling her into an embrace that was almestély enthusiastic.
‘You are my sister, | can see that it is so!"

So he had doubted it! Secure in her own convictehre had never
considered he might have doubts about her claitnsie could see
that he had grounds. Being a member of such a hyealhd
influential family trust make one subject to anynher of fraudulent
claims, and understandably suspicious.

He was saying something in Greek which she had oye hof
understanding, but it mattered only that whateuspgions he might
have had were obviously allayed and he was readgkome her as
his sister. The relief she felt made her come ctosiars, but she
managed to smile a little uncertainly when he edat arms' length
at last.

He studied her for a second with undisguised istetken kissed her
solemnly on both cheeks. "You are very pretty, maies’

It was only then that Michelle realised she hadtouted nothing at
all to the conversation so far, and she smiledmatalittle shyly. She
had grown up with two brothers, but somehow it Wifscult to see
this very attractive young Greek in the same leghfiohn and James,
and she laughed a little unsteadily.

'I—I'm not quite sure what | should call you," sieefessed. 'I've been
thinking of you as Michael, but --'



'l am Georgi—I have been so for all my life, fan fong a time for me
to recognise any other name, even for you, Miclielle

‘Yes, of course.' She looked at him again, studyimg from the
shadow of her lashes. 'I'm so—excited | scarcelgvwknvhat I'm
doing! | never really thought I'd see you, Geotgstill can't quite
believe I'm actually here! It's very good of youotimer to let me
come and stay, and | hope she realises how myagbréaiate it.'

It seemed to Michelle that a slight frown drew & brows for a
second or two, and he lifted his shoulders in algaperceptible
shrug. 'lt is not to Mamd that you owe thanks fourybeing here,’
Georgi told her. '‘Andrea is responsible for youmpenvited, my
sister, it is he whom you should thank?

'Andrea?"’

Michelle sought rapidly among her sparse knowleafgbe Davolos
family and remembered that Andrea Davolos was G8or
stepbrother. Madame Davolos had been widowed &acand time
some years ago, and Andrea Davolos was now hethe afnmense
business built up by his grandfather and his fathkso, in the Greek
tradition, he was head of his family and as suchldvtnave a very
definite say in family affairs.

No matter if Madame Davolos had agreed to Michetiming, and
something in Georgi's manner suggested that shenbadAndrea
Davolos would have had the last word, and she aonilglbe grateful
that he had favoured the idea of her visit. Shet msember to thank
him when they met.

‘Andrea Davolos, your stepbrother?’

'‘My brother," Georgi corrected her gently but fiymHe is a very
understanding man.’



‘And I'm very grateful to him for letting me comedasee you.'

Georgi smiled, and she noticed how strong and wintéeeth looked
in his tanned face. Hen twin brother was a vemaetive young man,
and she had every reason to be proud of him—itsuak a pity that
Aunt Faye could not have seen him just once bedoeedied.

He picket! up her suitcases and walked with hessscthe clearing to
where his car was parked. 'lIf I do not bring yowrsoit will be
thought that you have not arrived after all,’ Hd teer. 'We have so
much to speak of, Michelle, have we not?'

‘Twenty-two years to catch up on,' Michelle agred&ti a laugh. 'We
shall never stop talking!

‘The island must have been larger than it lookedhfthe air, she
thought, for otherwise Georgi would surely neveréhased a car. to
fetch her, and she took the opportunity to lookuacbas they drove.
The idea of actually owning an island and living ibrseemed- a
privilege in itself, but when it was a veritablerpdise like Savra it
was surely the last word in luxury.

Hibiscus and oleander bordered the narrow, dustg mn one side,
and on the other tall dark cypresses grew almotdavater's edge,
where the Aegean lapped gently on to a small wdateded beach
that was dazzling in the sun and completely dederte

Orange and lemon trees grew in clusters of shadese@anted the air
with their perfumes as well as offering their ripait to anyone who
cared to reach out and take it, and palms castitexrshadows across
the road. It was all breathtakingly beautiful andcihlle saw no
reason to disguise the fact that she found it albslyl enchanting.

It is pleasant.'



Georgi's offhand acceptance of something he hadikrior most of
his life made her smile, and she pulled a wry faseshe glanced at
him. "You'd be a little more enthusiastic than tifigtou spent your
life in London," she told him, and he glanced atdwiously over his
shoulder.

'You have never travelled from London?"

Michelle hastened to correct the impression thatlifeehad in any
way been restricted, and she shook her head agtiddu'Oh, I've
travelled a bit on the Continent—to France andyltald a couple of
times to Spain, but never anywhere like this. Tisis-paradise,
Georgi!

'‘Andrea will be pleased to hear you say so, hengesimes angry that
| do not—how is it?—appreciate my good luck.'

‘Well, you're certainly lucky to be living here psanently!

'So Andrea tells me!' His smile was pure mischied dor a few
seconds Michelle felt something of that mysterioajgport that, is
supposed to exist between twins. 'But he has spemhuch time
away, you understand, and to him it was good toectnmme for
good, even though it was because Pateras died.’

‘Your stepfather?'
‘My father.’

As he had once before, Georgi corrected her gdmilyleft her in no
doubt that he saw the Davolos family as his owd,Micthelle felt for
a moment as if she had been firmly excluded. It svhsto feel that
way, of course, for she would just as firmly ingatcounting herself
as much one of the Dorset family as John and Jamees even now
that she knew she was no real part of them. Bathaslkd Georgi had



the need to cling to what they knew and loved, radten what new
conditions evolved, or perhaps because of them.

The surprise of suddenly being confronted with gehwhite villa
that literally spanned the end of the road remirftksdhat this was an
island that needed only to serve the Davolosesfadighat the only
road petered out at their door denied anyone wiwhed enough to
land and drive along it access to any other pattt@island.

From road to driveway was a barely noticeable tt@ms except that
the bordering shrubs and trees suddenly opened o@ake way for
gardens that were in every way as beautiful andeas the wilder
parts of the island she had seen.

Smooth lawns and mosaic terraces led to wide steps the
impressive front door of the Villa Davolos, and emore Michelle
experienced an almost sickening sense of anticipadis Georgi
drove straight up to the house and stopped the car.

Somewhere she caught the sound of voices in the ape and

laughter that sounded like that of a child, buttiia was quiet when
Georgi took her up those wide shallow steps amal anhouse that
once more left her breathless with admiration.

The floor was patterned with mosaic tiles in sb&autiful colours
and scattered With Turkish rugs, but almost evengtielse in sight
seemed to be white—the walls and the ornately esdabseiling, the
wide, curved stairway and even the urns that shydtie walls and at
the foot of the stairs, embossed with mythical feguand filled with
fringed palms and various flowering shrubs.

To Michelle, used to the conventional comforts stiaurban villa, it
was palatial, but Georgi did not even give her timeok around and
presumably accepted it, as he accepted the beanftidse island
itself, as a matter of course. He put down heicasés, then led the



way to a door at the far end of the hall, pausmgniile down at her
before' he turned the handle.

‘First | will introduce you, and then you wouldéiko refresh yourself
after your journey, yes?'

Michelle nodded without speaking. Her heart wastanmg hard is
he opened the door and she had never before knemleds to feel as
If they were about to let her down because theywesy weak to hold
her.

The room he took her into was big and cool andyebé#ras palatial
as the hall, but at the same time unexpectedly axatile-looking.
The furniture was obviously very old and heavy, ahdwas
beautifully carved, and polished to a gleaming stnithat went
perfectly with white walls and high curved windovms|f-shuttered
for coolness.

The sound of laughter she had heard from outsidedsx louder in
here, and Michelle realised that the half-open tedwdoors at the
opposite end of the room led out into the gardéhgre were two
people in the room already, as Georgi led her admthe windows,
and one of them was getting to his feet unhurriedhd watching
their approach with the most fiercely dark eyeslsie ever seen.

The woman remained seated and was obviously lassusuthan
disapproving, a fact her expression did little tneeal, so that
Michelle's heart beat anxiously as she anticipaigpolosition from
Georgi's adoptive mother. She appeared to be tplifalthough it
was difficult to be sure while she was sitting downd her black,
hair was liberally streaked with grey. Her age dobhbhve been
anywhere between fifty and sixty and she was thstmigcouraging
person Michelle had met so far.



The man was neither easy nor encouraging to lo@ndtMichelle
preferred to make her first assessment from theeament of her
lashes. Tall and lean, he nevertheless looked f@oherfully built,
for the fine silk shirt he wore showed the rippliamoothness of
muscular shoulders and there was an almost aggeessiabout the
way he stood with his hands clasped behind hinlinguihe shirt taut
across a broad chest.

He was black-haired and black-eyed and his comphexias a deep
bronze that was stunningly effective with the wiskert. Light fawn
trousers showed lean hips and long, muscular ledis,the feet set
slightly apart in a stance that suggested arrogandeauthority, a
combination that she felt unable to cope With infresent state of
mind.

Georgi bent and kissed the forbidding matron ingtmachair with a
lack of diffidence that implied that her presentnmar was not her
usual one, then he turned and smiled at MichéMlama, .this is
Michelle, my sister from England. Michelle; mypama,Madame
Fedra Davolos.'

Michelle smiled in the face of discouragement, ahdok hands,
murmuring polite greetings, but she was dismaydlkeabbvious lack
of welcome in the eyes that looked at her narraamigt suspiciously.
The greying head nodded briefly.

‘Hero poli, thespinis."

Being greeted in Greek rather surprised Michetlestirely Madame
Davolos must speak moderately good English aftenigaspent
some years in England with her first husband. Meittad she given
her her name, which was surely not polite in amgileage, and the
Greeks prided themselves on their good mannergadt plain that
one person at least did not welcome her reunidmat twin brother.



‘And my brother, Andrea.’'

Andrea Davolos's greeting was very little warmeanththat of his
stepmother, but it was not hard to guess that he avanhan who
preferred to judge first before he committed hihgelbeing either
friendly or not.

He took her proffered hand and strong fingers grippers warmly,
almost engulfing them. The black eyes made no pecet®f doing
other than study her boldly, noting everything abloer from her
small blue shoes to the top of her fair head. I veasteady,
speculative survey that seemingly satisfied himhfnodded briefly
as he released her hand, and his wide mouth shawgtbst of a
smile as he looked down at her.

His English proved to be more precise than eitiestepmother's or
Georgi's. - You are welcome to Savra, Miss Doldebpe you had a
pleasant journey.' It was not a question and hadlideally expect an
answer, Michelle thought, but his voice provedamther asset to a
man who was already stunningly attractive in aegatustere way,
being deep and quiet and very faintly accented.

Michelle remembered Georgi's advice to tell histhieo her opinion
of the island if she wanted to please him, and shded at him
despite a small niggling sense of doubt. 'l fouhd flight from
Athens really lovely, Mr Davolos—your island lookeautiful from
the air and even better from the ground.’

His swift glance at Georgi suggested that he kriesburce of her
attempt to get on the right side of him, and héned his head briefly
but did not smile. 'We think so, Miss Dorset.'

Georgi put an arm about her shoulders and his &yes issued a
challenge as he looked at his mother and his stépdn: "We are the



same, are we not?' he demanded. 'The eyes, the-thairalike,
hmm?'

The black gaze once more turned on Michelle and@lned herself
hastily avoiding it while he did as his brother demed and
compared them. 'There is some likeness,' AndrealDs\conceded
cautiously. 'But since you are claiming to be twiinat is only to be
expected.’

Michelle looked up quickly, struck not only by higords, but by
something in his voice. Her heart was thudding taard she felt a
cold warning flutter in her stomach as she heldé¢hblack, frankly
appraising eyes for a second or two.

‘We aretwins, Mr Davolos, there's no doubt about it.’
'l have conceded a definite likeness,," the quoetesallowed.
'‘But you have doubts?'

Her cheeks were flushed and she looked at him sdynd she was
honest, she had expected a certain amount of- itippofom
Georgi's family, for upheavals of this nature waiseomfiting to. say
the least. What she had not expected was thatuldrmme quite so
early on, or from the man who, according to Gesrgibrd, had
sanctioned her visit.

Their unwillingness to have their family unity thtened was
something she could understand, but having alldveedo come and
see Georgi it was difficult to see why they shooddso reluctant to
recognise her for who she was.

She looked round at Georgi instinctively, seekingaaswer, and that
alone suggested that there was no doubt in herromd at all, for

she felt closer to Georgi, her twin, at that momiain since she
arrived. If they doubted her identity, why had tHey her come?



Unless—the alternative ran wildly through her h&lélieving
mind—it had been the alternative to letting Geaane to her.

'l don't quite understand why you should doubt sig'said when no
answer was forthcoming, only a strangely pregniarice. 'You saw
the proof that we were born twins, didn't you?'

'‘We saw proof that Georgi had a twin sister whenwas born,’
Andrea Davolos told her quietly, 'but that was stimmg that we
already knew.'

Thoroughly confused, Michelle looked from one te thther, then
shook her head. Georgi was no help at all; he ulasdware of what
lay behind these disconcerting doubts, she knewat .tftom his
expression, but she found it hard to imagine wimatioubts were and
why they should exist.

'‘But—you don't think—you donhelievel'm that sister?' --'‘Madame
Davolos would have said something, Michelle thoudhit her
autocratic stepson denied her the opportunity.de&dd at Michelle
steadily and for a moment his eyes narrowed, e iWivas debating
with himself whether or not to impart some itemrdbrmation.

‘There are reasons why we doubt your identity, Nliesset, family

reasons which we need not explain at this poinmhdges you are who
you claim to be, and now that we have seen yousivedl have less
difficulty deciding, | think, but it was thought tter for you to come
here for a few weeks rather than that Georgi shgaltb England. |
hope you will understand, and | hope that you wesjoy your stay
with us.'

Michelle's brain was still reeling from the unexjget; and she looked
at Georgi once more, seeking guidance. His gookithgoyoung face
was flushed with embarrassment beneath the goldenand it
somehow made him look very much more English. Hie eyes



were downcast, but it was surely anger that gasevide mouth that
tight look and she could feel how tense he waseasldwly let his
arm slip from her shoulders and ran one hand thrbigywhite-blond
hair.

He said something in Greek which was obviously piaad forceful

despite its quietness, and he looked at his stémphrowith a

glowering passion that could only have been acduirénis country
of adoption. Andrea Davolos's reply was short andorssingly

gentle, and it further surprised her to realis¢ lnosv fond he was of
the brother they both laid claim to, although sbeld not think why
it should.

Glancing at Michelle, he reverted to English, hogce still quiet and
reasonable, unaffected by the same passion thatucwd Georgi.
‘Would it not be polite to have your guest showrhé& room?' he
suggested.

and Georgi held his steady gaze for a moment, nbeded.

'l wish that you would trust me,' he said, and ¢dgrronce more to
Michelle. 'Would you like to see your room, my erst

That rather, touchingly possessive 'my sister' $tagick her as no
more than quaint when he first used it, now shédceee that it had a
certain defiant insistence about it, and she smaledim, fully in
sympathy with anyone who had to live in permanenkimity to a
character as forceful as Andrea Davolos.

'I'd love to,' she said.

He took her arm and as they turned to go, AndreelDa called after
them. 'When you are refreshed, Miss Dorset, Gawilfjintroduce
you to the rest of our family—and to his fiancee.'



She looked back over her shoulder, her eyes blattksurprise, for
she had heard nothing of that piece of news, amtrenDavolos's
black eyes held her uncertain gaze steadily uhél lsastily looked
away again. Georgi said nothing, but that fainslilwvas in his face
again and his hand on her arm tightened as he dadlkside her.
There seemed no end to the surprises that weterafer her on this
beautiful little island.



CHAPTER TWO

IF only Michelle had not had so much on her mind shld have
been more appreciative of the true beauty of thie island. The view
from her bedroom window suggested that it was rdilgger than it
had looked from the air, and the sea was only gadpat between the
towering plumes of cypresses, with a seeminglyessipanorama of
flowering bushes and trees beyond the gardens.

Her bedroom was well in keeping with the luxury $tael found in
the palatial hall and thsalon downstairs. It was big and far more
exotic than anything she had ever slept in befand, it had its own
bathroom, equally luxurious in green marble anduglieg white and
gold porcelain. The windows had slatted shutteksetp out the heat
of the sun but still admit the soft warm breezed ttame in off the
sea, laden with scent from the garden below.

The gardens below looked beautiful, as much asistiseen of them
so far. When she ventured to take a more positigk she caught a
glimpse of several people sitting around a tiledlpeelaxing in the
gardens that surrounded it, shaded by the wideadpyEplane trees,
and she drew back hastily rather than be seen.

She could hear friendly-sounding voices and lauglted she dared
to hope that when she came to meet the rest ofDiénolos
household, she might be welcomed more warmly tihanhad been
by her host and his stepmother.

She bathed and changed into a simple rose pink'dheg made her
look very English, and enchantingly fragile and ydul. She chose it
not only because it suited her, but because itthedest thing she
had, and she was going to need every scrap ofdmrde she could
muster to face the rest of the Davolos family. 8heshed her hair
until it shone like silk, then left it loose abdwer shoulders in the
style that suited her best.



Downstairs once more, she stood in the hall tryamgemember
which was the door into thealon, a small, lone figure in the
emptiness of that huge hall. She had been thesraeseconds when
a toy aeroplane came skimming over the marble tralls and
brushed the top of her head before landing atdwer f

Startled, she turned swiftly and saw a small iniguesface watching
her from about half way down the staircase, therlesinThere
was\no response to the smile as yet, but the boghwd her steadily
as he came down to join her. He was about six y@drshe guessed,
and very slightly built with huge, almost black sya a small dark
face, and he was far more curious than, shy, ihede

‘Hello!" She had no idea if he spoke English, bhugny case he would
understand a smile.

Without hesitation he came across to where shestaxling and
retrieved hif toy before he spoke. Then he lookedtuher with a
questioning frown, and absolutely no sign of shgn&su are from
England?'

‘That's right!" Michelle smiled encouragingly. 'Yepeak very good
English.'

'l have a tutor.'

He accepted the compliment coolly, taking it in $tisde. He was a
disconcertingly self-confident child, she thouglrtd wished her own
confidence was as un-shakable. As it was she dgtier helpless
standing there with a strange child, and not eveoming which
room she wanted.

‘Maybe we'd better introduce ourselves,' she sigde$ly name is
Michelle Dorset.’



The hand she proffered was at first regarded wa@rtain amount of
suspicion, but then he grasped it suddenly witlpresing firmness
for one so small, 'l am Pondikos.’

'‘Pondikos?' she queried.

It sounded unusual, even for a Greek name, buidlgevas nodding
and regarding her still with that curiously adypesulation. 'l am
called Pondikos—my name is Dimitri Takis Pavlos dtvas.' He
reeled off his impressive list of names with sunhaa that Michelle
would have been tempted to smile, except thatealhsure he would
take offence as easily as a grown man would hawe.dAre you the
one that Thios Georgi expects?'

He was obviously well informed, so she concludedhst be one of
the family. She had a vague recollection of heaairfild's laughter
among the voices she heard when 'she first arrivéds, I'm
Georgi's—visitor.'

She hesitated to claim relationship with Georgiféar he might find
the situation too complicated to understand prgpafthough he was
nodding solemnly, as if he knew all about it. Hd baen about to ask
guestions, Michelle thought, when someone opeaEdaacross the
hall, and they both turned as one to see who wamsngp

Michelle, for one, heaved an inward sigh of relsdfen she saw it
was Georgi. Coming across the hall, he took herdhanhis, a
movement that the observant Dimitri noted with ieg¢, then looked
down at the boy with an expression that spoke rabexasperation
than affection.

He said something to him in Greek, and the youmgstelently did

not like what he said, for he frowned over it.dlmbt wish to go back,’
he declared firmly in English, and from the waydweked at Michelle
it was pretty clear that he had chosen to speakding the hope that



she would lend her support. 'l am tired of beingniy room, Thios
Georgi, and | wish to come down now.'

"You will wait until you are sent for!'

Michelle would not have believed he could look Eoraingly fierce,
although the boy was not in the least deterred.siall dark face
looked stubborn and there was a set, determinécdloout his mouth
that told of a strong will, quite at variance wghbch a diminutive
Stature.

Firmly in sympathy with anyone who was confinedhi® room when

there was bright warm sunshine outside, Michelakéal at Georgi
appealingly, at a loss to understand why the cthiould have been
excluded from the family gathering. '‘Oh, but sute®ycan be allowed
to come down now, Georgi! It seems a little haré&aep him in his
room on such a lovely day,' she added, and Mtshfaf colour in her
cheeks when both Georgi and the boy looked at mesbvious

surprise.

She was probably being far too presumptuous img¢gpkp sides in a
purely family matter, but despite his precociouswn&, she felt a
curious liking for the small black-eyed boy who wred her with
such disconcerting steadiness as she pleadeduss.ca

Georgi looked down at him once more, and then hadWichelle,
obviously in doubt as to what he should say andHkis not one to
give a good first impression, Michelle," he told.hi is better that he
stays in his room.’

'‘Oh, but that seems very harsh!'

She spoke without thinking, realising only whemvds too late that
she was implying criticism of the child's upbringjrand once more
both pairs of eyes looked at her in obvious sugprighe boy, she



thought, saw her as a possible means of escapeGéngi was
unwilling to take matters upon himself and decide.

Eventually, however, he shrugged. 'l suppose hétnig allowed
down now," he conceded. 'lf Andrea agrees.'

Michelle blinked, taken by surprise. She had naualised that
austerely magnetic man as a husband and fatherwBah she
thought about it, it was to be expected that a msrstunningly
attractive as Andréa Davolos undoubtedly was woeldnarried.

‘Dimitri is your brother's boy?"

Georgi seemed to find the idea amusing, for he was sgniind
shaking his head. 'Oh, no,. Michelle! Andrea isanédther, nor is he
married, but it was because of Andrea that Dimiais sent to his
room.’

'‘Oh, | see!
‘I may come downstairs now?'

To Michelle the plea was irresistible, but Geotggeemed was less
affected, and he hesitated. 'l suppose it is plessifat you will be
allowed to stay, especially as Michelle has reaegf but you must
ask yourpapaand Andrea, Dimitri.'

‘Ne, Thi'osGeorgi!

The child's bright dark eyes gleamed with satigbactso that
Michelle doubted if he had ever needed an advodd&e.was
probably quite accustomed to stating his own cas®] his
self-confidence made it certain that he had newsnbcowed.
Sighing resignedly, Georgi tucked Michelle's arndemhis and
together they crossed the hall, with the boy foitaywclosely behind



them in a manner that suggested he was not taarcerhat kind of a
reception he was going to get.

Georgi smiled at her as he opened #adon door. 'Everyone is
looking forward to meeting you, Michelle.'

‘Are they?'

She could do nothing about the uncertainty in loéce; and the blue
eyes that were so like her own scanned her facg $econd. Then he
covered the hand that lay on his arm, and squdeaefthgers. 'l will
be with you, Michelle. You will see—all will be wél

Michelle had no doubt that his words were meabgtoeassuring, but
in fact the effect they had was rather the revdmethey suggested
that her fears would be realised. That the resiofamily would be

no more warm in their welcome than his mother asdstepbrother
had been.

In that moment, as they walked into gedon she would have given
anything to be able to take the first availablenpldback home to
England. Only it was much easier to say than towdeen she was
virtually stranded in the private domain of the Dimges.

She was not quite sure what she expected to fiachaps that the
room was full of people, but whatever she had gdted, at first
glance nothing had changed. The same two peopli& saljoining
armchairs with that same curiously expectant anualthem and, as
before, Andrea Davolos got to his feet when thegye@to the room
and stood watching her as she clung to Georgi'sarting arm.

'You are refreshed, Miss Dorset?'

Although he spoke quietly, his voice was distinetrefrom the other
side of the room, and as theywalked towards himbilaek eyes



missed nothing of the way the pink dress flatteard clung to her
shape and enhanced her fair colouring.

It was a bold uninhibited appraisal that stirrechedkind of urgent

response in her, although on the spur of the momsieatcould not

determine whether it was a pleasurable sensati@resentful one.
Only that it aroused in her a startling degreevedr@ness of the man
who made it.

'| feel much better, Mr Davolos, thank you.'
‘Your room is to your liking?'

He indicated a chair and she smiled up at Georginwie saw her
seated, glad to have him close by. 'It's a bedutifom, thank you.
I'm really very grateful to you for letting me copMr Davolos.'

He barely inclined his head because in that morhergpotted the
boy, Dimitri. He had crossed the room concealednkeiGeorgi,
obviously hoping to remain undetected as long assipte, and
Andrea Davolos's black brows drew into a frown aspoke to him
sternly in Greek.

Coming round into the open, Dimitri looked up amhwith a

strangely appealing mixture of pathos and defiabagjt was clear
that he realised here was one person who woulbdeniwifluenced. He
replied, also in his own tongue, and Andrea Davglasced swiftly
at Michelle.

Obviously the child sought to explain his reappeegaby involving
her, and it became even more obvious when Geapt Bwiftly into
the fray, his hands making violent denial®hi! Mia stighmi,
Andrea --'He cut short his protest and changednigligh, as if he;
wanted to make sure she knew what was being saldsfa minute,
Andrea! It wasotMichelle who gave permission for him to leave hi
room, he had already!



left it. Michelle merely --' He spread his handsh&ssearched for
words. 'She said that he should be allowed dowsdaijoin us.'

He had made things worse, Michelle thought, altiobg did not
realise it, arid Andrea Davolos's black eyes weargarding her
steadily, as if he could not believe she had begwesumptuous. 'Do
you not approve of punishing wrongdoers?’

She met the jet-hard gaze uneasily, wishing that Istd never
become involved. Passions ran too high in thistiel&amily and she
felt completely out of her depth with them. 'l—HtdIt realise he was
being punished.’

'‘Why else did you think the boy was confined torbism,thespinis?'

The cold formality of the title was curiously affexgy in that deep
attractive voice, and she shrugged uneasily.

'l simply thought he --' Her voice trailed off, fehe hesitated to put
Into words the suspicion that Dimitri had been gadrout of sight so
as not to impede adult conversation. She would mesee the nerve
to voice such an opinion with those accusing begks on her.

'His punishment was for an act of childish savageligs Dorset. We
do not punish our children with any less reasoaryr more harshly
than in England, | think!

To Michelle it seemed scarcely credible that she h&come
involved in a family matter so soon after her akhand she felt far
more apprehensive than she would have believedbp®sss she
shook her head without saying anything. It was omoege left to
Georgi to take up her defence, and he did so wiibraeness that
surprised her. He was quite startlingly Greek, thewly found
brother of hers, and it could still surprise her.



'You cannot blame Michelle for what she did, And¥dae declared,
passionately indignant. 'She acted from kindnesssuggesting
Dimitri be allowed to come downstairs—how could gmew what
an unspeakable brat he is?'

The insult seemed not to trouble Dimitri in thesigaalthough he
regarded his judge more anxiously. Michelle feke sthould make
some attempt to pour oil on troubled waters, ssite seemed to be
taking a share of the blame, although she consideesincident had
become exaggerated out of all proportion, by teaipental Greek
pride.

'I'm sorry if you feel I've done something to offieyou, Mr Davolos,
| had no intention of doing so.'

She looked at him with a half-defiant sparkle im hiie eyes, and
Georgi looked startled. It was hardly the meek reff@ appease that
Andrea Davolos was probably accustomed to, busateno reason
to eat more humble pie. For a second she met thiofoe of those

black eyes, deep and disturbing and perhaps vaguefyised, she
thought.

Then Georgi squeezed her arm gently and she lagked him for a
moment, and in that moment the tension eased. Aridagolos had a
temper that flared with passionate fury and swdtebut it died
almost as quickly, and he already regarded' thdl ssubprit less
fiercely, although he still frowned.

‘Your papa sent you to your room to punish you, iDirhave you
now learned your lesson?' The boy nodded earnéatig. you will
remember that wild 'Creatures are to be protectetdsavaged with
your toy guns?'

'Ne, Thios Andrea!'



The black eyes glowered at him fiercely. 'If you rdot remember
your papa will thrash you—or | will if | catch yagain, is that clear?'

‘Ne, Thios Andrea.'

A barely restrained sigh admitted reluctant sureenagainst his
better judgment, and the stern features remaineelaming.'Poli
kala—ask your papa if you may stay!"

A large hand dismissed him, and the boy fled thhotige louvred
doors into the garden beyond, his voice shrillisgha went. It was
quite unexpected, to Michelle at least, when Anddasolos looked
across at his stepmother and made a rueful grinsacagging his
broad shoulders in resignation—unexpected, but Bomevery
human.

Georgi, obviously relieved that the incident wasmgmiled down at
Michelle and reached for her hand. "Shall we nowagd find the
others in the garden, Michelle?'

'‘Oh, yes—yes, of course.'

The glance she gave in Andrea's direction was guitenscious, and
she saw the way one black brow arched swiftly mpsse. Her legs

felt very shaky suddenly and they were alreadyhi& half open

doorway before she realised that Andrea was sugdaside her as
well. Looking up with sun-dazzled eyes, she thougjte¢ caught a
glimpse of a smile, a flash of white in the dar&ttees, but she could
not be sure.

‘No one will eat you, Miss Dorset, you have no néedlook
so—apprehensive!'

The levity of the remark was as unexpected as lihaf resigned
grimace over the boy had been, and she felt a ifasim of colour in
her cheeks as she walked out into the sunshink,hwit and Georgi



on either side of her. Andrea Davolos was sometbfragn enigma, it
seemed, and she wished she did not feel suchemsistible desire to
know him better.

The scene around the blue-tiled pool was relaxed@endly, and it
made her feel better that the two women and a niemnsat there did
not immediately fall silent as they approached. &lder of the two
women and the man turned and smiled, albeit a liutiously, but
the younger woman had eyes only for Georgi. Sag,eskes that
watched him anxiously as they joined the group.

The man got to his feet, waiting to be introducaal] of the three,
Michelle thought he was the least reserved. He shast and stout,
though probably not much over thirty years old, &edwore white
tailored slacks and a striped shirt that made ook leven more
plump, but he seemed pleasant enough, and to Nedhelt was what
mattered most.

It was automatic for Andrea to perform the introglues, Michelle
thought, while Georgi simply stood beside her vindr hand still in
his. 'Miss Dorset, may | introduce Pavlos Prasingsy
brother-in-law—Miss Michelle Dorset, our visitoofn England.’

‘Thespinis Michelle!" A warm soft hand enclosed shesnd she
thanked heaven for the obviously genuine welcomghenstrongly
accented voice. 'lt is a pleasure to welcome you!'

‘And my sister, Medea Prasinos.'

The mother of the small, waiflike Dimitri was pepsaa little over
thirty years old, like her husband, and enoughAikdrea Davolos to
make the relationship obvious. She was less e#ushan her
husband, but she extended a hand and murmuredlpdiiat she was
pleased to meet her, while excusing herself frottirgeup because
her son was sitting on her lap. She was curioush#lie could see,



much more curious and concerned with her likene<sdorgi than
her husband was.

She had noticed that the younger woman got to dwr dimost as
soon as they appeared, and she stood beside her athaously,
uneasy. She would be about twenty years old, Miellessed, and
possibly a rather naive twenty, if her manner wasguide.

Very short and dark, she had a mass of black Inainmtas drawn back
from her face in the traditional but rather sestyée. It was a round,
almost childish face, redeemed from actual plaigr®s a pair of
huge and beautiful dark eyes that seemed transfingdeorgi.

It was not hard to guess that she was the fiandemwAndrea
Davolos had mentioned earlier, and Michelle wastlsth to
recognise a quite unexpected twinge of jealousg.&d known her
twin for such a short time that she was admitteaiyilling to share
him so soon with an adoring fiancee.

Andrea put ah arm about the girl's shoulders, drgvier forward
and treating her with a gentleness that was alrmpatgrnal. 'Miss
Dorset—Natalia Palides, Georgi's fiancee.'

Michelle could feel him watching her as he madeitieduction,
and she wondered just what reaction he expectettisey. Maybe he
had detected that slight sense of resentment,ugjthshe did her best
to stifle it. The Greek girl's reaction puzzled ,htar she barely
touched her hand with cool fingertips while hastlyiding her eyes,
and she could not imagine why it should be sucbrdeal for her to
meet her fiance's twin sister.

Michelle was convinced the betrothal was an arrdroges, although
she could not have said what made her, so cerfdey still
happened, she had heard, and she rebelled atrthielea of her twin



being coerced into marriage by an alien customdhae him little
say in the matter, though Georgi seemed t accept it

Georgi, anxious as ever to convince everyone of #inity, put an

arm about Michelle's shoulders and invited thensde how alike
they were, as he had invite his brother and mathadrer. 'You see
how much the same we are?' He appealed to hisigtpm

particular, she thought. ‘Do you not see it?'

Medea Prasinos studied her face carefully withatualy meeting
her eyes, and it seemed to Michelle that she aslelddser answer to
Andrea rather than Georgi. 'There is a likenebg,'c®nceded. 'You
see it, Andrea?'

He too was studying her. Black-eyed, and inscretabla bronze idol
with his features chiselled into non- commitmehthave said as
much," he told his sister quietly.

Doubts or not, Medea seemed to make up her own,@mimtishe gave
Michelle a tentative smile as she hugged her sdreto’'l hope you
will enjoy your stay with us, Miss Dorset. Do yokid Greece?'

In her relief Michelle was perhaps a little toousiive, a little too
anxious to please. 'l've seen no farther than itipera at Athens so
far,' she said, ‘and this island, of course, bmtthrilled with what |
haveseen.'

It seemed for a moment that she had said somethuh@f place,
although why and how she could not imagine. "Youehaot been to
Greece before, Miss Dorset? Not to Athens, foraimsg?'

Andrea Davolos's deep quiet voice seemed to begttyi persuade
her, and in her confusion she turned once moreergs. He said
nothing, but there was a flush in his tanned chaekisa bright gleam
of resentment in his blue eyes.



'l've neverbeen to Greece until now, Mr Davolos. Neither thehs
nor anywhere else, but I'm hoping Georgi will shoe/the Acropolis
at least before | go back.'

‘We will be delighted to show you anything you wishsee, Miss
Dorset—any of us.'

Once more she had that strange feeling of beindpetately kept
from looking on herself and Georgi as a pair, dratoused a feeling
of resentment and defiance that she sought haodritrol. 'That's
very kind of you, Mr Davolos, but I'm sure | sham&ed to trouble
anyone else. Georgi is my brother and | thought --'

'‘We are his family, therefore you must considealigs willing to
make your stay as pleasant as possible.’

The deep attractive voice was persuasive but adanmivet
concealing the hardness of iron, Michelle thougirgd shivered
inwardly at some warning bell triggered in her brdlatalia Palides
with her hands clasped in front of her, unwilliogteet her eyes and
looking desperately unhappy about something. Theiowas,
searching gaze of Medea Prasinos and even litttetidiand Andrea
Davolos's unwillingness to recognise her likenedsar twin.

There must be some explanation for it all, somee samd logipal
reason why she was not simply accepted as Gebtwgisister, and
she wondered what emotions, what passions, rarwbigle polite
surface of this rich and powerful family that heother was part of.
Perhaps the next few days would show.

It was only when everyone retired for the night thiechelle learned
of the existence of another house on the islammpaller villa quite
close by, but almost concealed by the lush growtiurad it, and



facing thesea. It was where Medea and Pavlos Pagived with
little Dimitri, who called himself Pondikos.

Nowadays only Madame Davolos with Andrea and Geocgupied

the main villa, with a number of servants, of ceyand the fact of
Dimitri having a room there was explained by theoant of time he
spent under the benevolent eyes of his grandmuthiée his parents
were abroad. She adored the boy and made no sédred fact that

Michelle counted in her favour, despite her owrepgion.

Breakfast outside was a pleasant thought. Eatan fiotable set
beside the pool, and with the shady spread of pi@®s overhead,
nothing could be better. Strong black Turkish ceffeith hot rolls
fresh from the oven, butter and delicious mountaomey from
Hymettus; it was idyllic. Michelle thought so evemhen she
discovered she had come down rather too early,candequently
found herself in the exclusive company of Andread@eas.

Her first instinct had been to turn and go backh® house until
Georgi put in an appearance, but the smell of fedted rolls and
the shining softness of the morning sun had tempéedand she had,
after all, joined her discomfiting host. He gotfupm his seat when
she came over, and saw her seated before resumiogih breakfast.
Whatever faults he might have, his manners werghenwhole
impeccable.

First impressions remained this morning, for heeaped no less
stunning, and Michelle wondered if he , had theesaffect on every
woman, or if she was particularly vulnerable. Aaareshirt took on a
golden look where the bronzed body beneath it sdatweugh, and
a glimpse of dark hair shadowed the Opening oveblnad chest.
The shirt had short sleeves and revealed brownggaldooking

arms, like the big hands that at the moment hetting more lethal
than a breakfast knife, yet still somehow managdddk dangerous.



Black eyes appraised the light blue dress she veasimg, and were
frankly approving of what they saw, so that sheHel colour rise as
she hastily avoided looking at him. He was a desing companion
for first thing in the morning.

‘You slept well?'

The question was more polite than concerned, stfgested, but just
the same she answered as if she expected him o Vary well,
thank you, Mr Davolos. | was very tired after thight, and my
room's extremely comfortable.’

‘Kalil'

From the shadow of her lashes she watched the nmemtsnof his
hands, fascinated by them without exactly knowiritywHe spread
more honey, then bit into the warm bread with lvergy teeth, and
she caught herself up hastily. There was sometipimg incredibly
sensual about this man that she found disturbingeryghing he did
seemed larger than life, and he compelled attentmatter how
small or commonplace the action.

She poured herself coffee from the fresh brew pleyiby the maid,
and he watched her as she sipped it. ‘Do you likecoffee, Miss
Dorset?'

It was thick and very black and much stronger tishe would
normally have drunk, but she did not dislike it,ig¢thwas what he
expected, she thought. 'It's a little stronger thasually drink, but |
quite like it, thank you.'

She met his eyes for only a second, but there watttaring
suggestion of amusement there that surprised hdradint of it in
his voice too. 'Would you admit it if you dibt like it?"

‘Well, yes, of course | would!



He was playing with her, she felt sure, trying tstutb her so far
Intact self-confidence, and she felt not only angbout it, but
puzzled too. She could not understand why he shgaldo such
lengths to try and unsettle her.

‘You are perhaps used to Turkish coffee?’

There was something more than the obvious motit@ndethat
question, she knew, but for the life of her shddowt think what he
was trying to get at, and before she could answey Georgi put in
an appearance. Perhaps it was as well, she thatglats not a good
idea to start off her first full day on the islamy tackling his
formidable stepbrother.

She still had difficulty in recognising that thisaddsome young
Greek was her own flesh and blood, but already thgdterious
rapport was growing between them, and she had @ogiyen a
thought to how much harder it was going to be i@ to part next
time. Georgi put a hand lightly on her shoulded &ent to kiss her,
uninhibited by the black-eyed gaze that observeel gesture
interestedly. ~

'‘Good morning, Michelle, yoare an early riser!" He nodded to his
stepbrother and took a seat between thalimera, Andrea!'

Georgi seemed a little on edge. It only becameais/io Michelle
when he had been with her for several minutes shedvondered if
Andrea recognised it as well. There was a symph#tyween them
that was hardly surprising, for they had been latHoreclose on
twenty years, but she refused to admit that it maghing like the
natural rapport she had with Georgi.

Georgi talked brightly enough, and he smiled oftant, she thought
there was some underlying tension that became apparent as he
talked. It was a remark of her own that revealedctiuse and she was



once more made aware of Andrea Davolos's firm apldis family's
affairs.

'If you haven't anything else in mind today, Gepighe ventured as
he poured himself coffee, 'l wonder if you'd likethke me to one of
your lovely beaches and we could sit and talk. Weget so much to
say and we could Kill twp birds with one stone—sathle and talk as
well!’

Instead of eagerly agreeing with the idea as sipeat&d him to,
Georgi glanced at his stepbrother, stirring thdemofn his cup with
quite unnecessary force.

'l would enjoy that very much, Michelle, if --' Agethat half defiant,
half appealing look at his stepbrother. 'If Andvedl --' He did not
finish the sentence because Andrea was alreadynshhis head,
slowly but firmly.

To Michelle it seemed that Georgi was seeking p&sion before
agreeing to take her to the beach, and she faltldes upsurge of
anger, not only against the out-of-hand refusdl ttira shaking head
implied, but at the idea of his feeling he hadsk.a

What right had this man to deny her brother a fewrs alone with
her? They had so much to talk about and yet up oot they had
had no opportunity to talk together without , aade one other,
member of his family being there. It was wrong thagrown man
should seek permission before he acted, like d elsiing a favour of
a stern parent.

'Oh, Georgi!" Her blue eyes had the brightnesgwe]s in her small
flushed face, and she directed her anger at the sh@n saw
responsible for her brother's humiliating positi@o you have task

If you can take me to the beach?'The words wereeaddd to Georgi,
but her eyes remained steadily on his stepbroth#rat there was no



doubt who it was aroused her anger, and it wag gietar that Andrea
Davolos got the message. 'My brother was aboutkaore to take on
a duty that is his, Miss Dorset; it is that whickefuse him, not the
pleasure, of taking you to the beach. | cannotlsgrawledge- ably
of your own country's customs, but in Greece ia$ customary to
delegate the duties of a fiancé to one's brother!

Michelle's heart was thudding hard when she lookethe dark,
saturnine features and realised her mistake. Stiariisinterpreted
Georgi's half-formed question, that was obvioust that was
unlikely to make it any more excusable in Andreg'ss.

‘Natalia is entrusted to the care of Georgi's famiily because she is
the daughter of a very old friend as well as hasi¢ee,' he told her.
'He has promised, as he always does on these oasa® return her
to her home this morning and to spend the remaiofdire day with
her family. It is a promise I-cannot allow him teebk, even for you,
thespinis.'

'I—I didn't know." Michelle almost wished the gralbwould open up
and swallow her, rather than she should have torgfacing that
black-eyed scrutiny. Her glance was evasive antidwaicealed by
thick brown laches as she sought to justify hers&bu couldn't
expect me to know anything about that, Mr Davolos!

Slowly and deliberately his eyes scanned her fldskece, and a
sardonic smile eased the tightness of his moudid thotexpecto be
reprimanded with such fervour either, Thespinis hite—you
come to the defence of my brother with the fierssnef an angry
tigress!'

He sounded as if the idea amused him, but it sthitllichelle to
realise that she was trembling like a leaf. 'l caondne defence ahy
brother, Mr Davolos—perhaps | was prompted by tfi@ity that
exists between twins!'



‘Gemini? The heavenly twins?'

The mocking tone of his voice matched the look i dyes, but
Michelle refused to be drawn. As she faced him sxtbe-table she
felt a shivering tension between them that to leaficsed senses had
a kind of excitement. They would seem to have mgtiim common
and yet for a few moments there existed all unddaieapport that
she could neither explain nor understand.

She was brought swiftly back to reality when Georgntured a
compromise. 'Andrea, is it not possible for meaiet Michelle also
when | return Natalia to her home?'

Andrea looked as if the idea was in some way offensind yet again
Michelle felt irritated that he should have thentigp approve or not.
‘It would not be diplomatic, | think, to take yoguest to Natalia's
home—you must see that, Georgi. There will be plaifttime for
you to spend with Miss Dorset after you have taKatalia home.'

Georgi's compliance annoyed her and she would maade her
irritation known, but she was here in a strangentguand there were
different codes of behaviour to abide by, thoughvlea knew what
possible objection there could be to him takingdmsser to visit his
flancee's family;

Because she was unsure of her ground, she ren@uinetdand, after
a second or two Georgi lifted his shoulders in tiepless gesture of
resignation and reached for her hand. Tomorrowh#®lle. It shall be

tomorrow, | promise.’

Michelle nodded, but when she looked again at Aadravolos his
eyes were dark and fathomless, and she knew itdameitomorrow
only if he allowed it.



CHAPTER THREE

IT was disappointing having to contemplate spenderditst day on
the island more or less alone while Georgi, obdd®icustom, was
on the mainland with Natalia, and Michelle foundnipossible to
blame anyone for it except Andrea Davolos. He gurekd not have
been so adamantly against Georgi taking her witihwahen he took
Natalia home—the Greeks were a very hospitablelpeop she felt
sure they would have welcomed their future soraim's twin sister
on a brief visit.

As it turned out, the day passed quite pleasaiathghe spent most of
the time in the company of Medea and Pavlos Prasiamd
discovering that she had a mutual love of Parieammon with
Medea was an unexpected bit of luck. It gave thesargd for hours
of conversation, and they happily compared notedso@mions while
Medea's husband amused his small son and teasedwlie an
easy-going tolerance about their enthusiasm.

Michelle had rather dreaded the prospect of hagtinger alone with
only Andrea and his stepmother, for she anticipataeslsomething of
an ordeal. It was a tremendous relief when sheodesed that the
Prasinoses shared the meal with them, as theydraat lunch-time,
and by the end of the evening she felt she hath#lengs of a friend
in Medea—something that Andrea seemed to view satimething
like surprise, if his expression was any guide.

Georgi did not arrive home until some time aftercchMille went to
bed, and when she heard him arrive she vowed letepspend
tomorrow with him no matter what Andrea Davolos taday about
it. With Natalia no longer there to be used as»auge, there was no
reason why she should not have Georgi to hersel fohile and if
Georgi did not say so to his formidable stepbrqttiean she would.



She had not anticipated quite so much oppositioenwshe was
invited to visit the island and stay with Georgihis home, and she
had certainly not expected to find as formidableagier as Andrea
Davolos opposing her. His attitude puzzled hergesly when it
had been Andrea, according to Georgi, who had éstheeinvitation,
and she wished she could get to the root of thabteoinstead of
feeling that she was constantly under suspicion.

The bed was huge and comfortable and the scentstfie garden
below her windows filled the room, lulling her &éf sleep even with
the enigma of Georgi's unfriendly relatives on hmnd. Perhaps it
would all look more hopeful in the morning, andestst she had the
hope of Medea Prasinos becoming an ally.

It was disturbing to find her dreams that nightaded by the constant
recurrence of fathomless black eyes that watchedssteadily as a
bird of prey, and by the sound of a deep, persaeasice that refused
to be silenced, and ran through her dreams alltiaiy. Andrea
Davolos was not an easy man to either forget avrgnand she felt
she had little hope of doing either while she sayeder his roof.

The following morning she was careful not to comewd to
breakfast too early. She had no desire to repeatengay's
discomfiting tete-a-tete, so she waited until sheught Georgi
should be about ready to put in an appearancahandnade her way
downstairs, crossing the hall on her way togh®nand through to
the garden.

The door to one of the other rooms stood slightly as she passed
and the sound of angry voices brought her to aolumtary halt
suddenly. She could understand nothing of what leiag said
because they spoke in Greek, but it was recognisiag/oices and
the fact that they were quarrelling that startled h



Andrea's was unmistakable, and Georgi's too—tiné balonged to a
woman who she thought was Madame Davolos, but ineknew
what they could be quarrelling about so early i dlay. One word
gave her the clue, just as she was about to move on

Clear and unmistakable she recognised her own nanahantingly
accented, unadorned by a title and spoken in An@ra@olos's
fascinating voice, it sounded as it never had leefand she. found
herself listening almost without realising she wasg so. She hated
to think they might be quarrelling about her, bimyvelse would her
name be mentioned&nceGeorgi was involved it was safe to assuir
that it con- concerned his desire to spend more tth her and if
that was so, she could only agree with him.

She heard him exclaim angrily, and pulled hersplthastily when
she realised-he was coming nearer the door alltithe he was
speaking. Almost running, to try and be out of sigefore he
appeared, she hurried across shéonand through into the gardens
without knowing just how close behind her he was.

The morning was soft and beautiful, and the scetiieolemon trees
in the growing warmth of the sun overrode almo&rgwther scent
in the garden. Even so the musky perfume of genamiand the
velvet fragrance of roses spilled in profusion frbandering gardens
that were still cool under the sheltering planeedreandthe pool
glittered, artificially blue under a sky that nedd® artifice added to
its reflection.

No one should quarrel in such surroundings, andhitreght of being

the cause of dissent, especially such violent dissmade her

unhappy. She lifted the heavy head of a crimsois¢uis and pressed
its cool petals to her cheek. If only she couldehbgen welcomed to
this tiny paradise instead of unsettling Georg@sify so much, she
would have been much happier.



‘Michelle—good morning!'

Georgi put an arm about her shoulders and kissedHeemanaged a
smile, but it was not his customary uninhibitedrbeand it did not
reach his eyes. They looked dark and rebellious,lfeshad been on
the losing side in that garrulous argument. Theustrbe something
in the supposition that environment influenced terament, she
thought, for surely her brother Michael would nekiave grown into
this passionately explosive young man, in his reabisckground.

She said nothing for the moment about the quaneehsd overheard,
although she thought she must mention it beforg;ltmere was too
much to understand that so far confused her. Thewtsthe table,
alone this time, since Andrea had already breakflaahd Madame
Davolos seldom did, and the maid brought them basak

'‘Georgi --' Michelle had watched the maid depafbizeshe ventured
to say anything, and her breakfast remained untxlieinile she tried
to find words to 'explain what was on her mind. Wwhen | was

coming across the hall just now, | heard—I coullelp overhearing
you and Andrea, and your mother too, | think. Yowwgounded as
if you were quarrelling.'

Georgi stirred his coffee slowly round and roundis cup with no
real idea of what he was doing, she thought, ardicheot look at her
while he spoke. 'Oh, it was simply a family disagnent,
Michelle—you know, these things happen.'

‘Georgi!" She stilled his hand with hers and heesefztad a deep
anxious look as she tried to make him look at Hetrl heard my
name mentioned. | couldntielp overhearing,’ she insisted agai
when he looked up suddenly. 'l didwantto hear, but, even in
Greek, | recognised my own name.' Her fingers durtghtly over his
and, disposing of the spoon, he clasped her hand.ifGeorqi, if it's



going to—to make trouble between you and your famil you're
going to quarrel about me coming here—I ought tagway again.’

'‘Ohi, Michelle!" He searched her face anxiously, seekmndiscover

if she meant what she said. 'You cannot go beferbave had time to
talk—it is why you came! | will not let you go nowefore we know
one another!

'l don't want to go, Georgi, but --' She lookedhetir clasped hands
for a moment. It was not easy admitting to hergef her twin might
after all be happier if she did go back home anthlags stay as they
had been before Aunt Faye made her disturbing agweak. 'I—I
don't like to think of you quarrelling about my bgihere, Georgi. |
find it hard to understand why Andrea and your reothislike me so
much, although—I suppose | can see that they rigghit disturbing
having someone arrive suddenly who reminds themybare not
really part of them at all, but a—a stranger.’

'Oh, but it isn't that, Michelle!
‘Then what is it? Why are they so—afraid?"

Georgi covered their two hands with his own otheg,and they sat
like that for several seconds while he sought Hardwords to
explain. He made no denial of the fear she hadestgd, and she
suspected that Mvas a kind of fear that prompted that polite bu
resentful reaction from his family.

'It is not an easy thing to say, Michelle, but—thagy not trust me
and—the fault is mine. | hate it that they do most me, it makes me
very unhappy, but --' He shrugged resignedly, éugeshat Michelle

found oddly touching. 'l cannot blame them too much

She looked at him for a moment, her hand in hig, éges
sympathetic, anxious to understand. 'Tell me,'sbenpted gently.



'It is a long story, and you would perhaps not usidad.'

‘You could try!" Impulsively she leaned across &mssed him. 'I'll
understand, | promise. I'm your twin, Georgi, anel lvave a special
understanding of one another.’

He seemed to take heart from her assurance andeme seiled,
though even now it did not reach his eyes. 'lttsthwnhile | was at
university—until last year | attended the universit Athens, and |
met—someone there. An English gir—Mary Darnley.’

The first piece fell into place, and Michelle lookat him with
understanding. 'You met her at the university?'

Georgi was shaking his head, and he still did ook Idirectly at her.
'l was there, she was not. She was very pretty-athdhoughtl fell in
love with her. She was living in Athens with hemmid, you
understand, her - father was a diplomat, a govenhro#icial of
some kind, I am not sure, but we met quite oftewals not simply a
holiday affair.'

'‘But you were engaged to Natalia Palides?'

He looked ashamed to admit it, and Michelle couddl wnderstand
how he felt, thoughfher sympathy was still with hitnknow | was
wrong; Michelle.'

'l didn't blame you!" She did not blame him, butdfga Davolos
would, of course. He had probably arranged theoti®dl between his
young stepbrother and his old friend's daughteceshe was so much
older than Georgi, and stood in proxy for his fatite would not like
to see the arrangement threatened. '‘Georgi-She looked at him
earnestly. 'Was this— this arrangement between amai Natalia
Palides— organised?' He looked briefly puzzled, gtmelhastened to
explain. 'l mean, did Andrea arrange the betrothal?



'‘We have been betrothed since Natalia became eightears old,
and we are to be married next year. It is an aga@nt that is
pleasing to both families.’

‘But you don't want to marry Natalia?'

Georgi looked both puzzled and uneasy. 'Of courshall marry

Natalia," he said. 'l am not unwilling, Michelleutbthere was a
time—last year when | saw so much of this girl,tthavas not so

happy. | told Andrea that | wished to be free & lietrothal and to go
back to England with Mary when she went with henifg.'

It was all too easy to visualise it, Michelle thbtigGeorgi would not
have stood a chance of breaking that so suitalgjagement, Andrea
Davolos would make sure of that. Once more shetlfielt fiercely
protective instinct spring up again, bringing asfiuof anger to her
cheeks when she thought of Georgi being parted &aml he truly
loved for the sake of satisfying old customs. Wingtit had Andrew
Davolos to dictate to her brother whom he shouldrynget still
remain a fancy-free bachelor himself?

‘Andrea refused to let you break it off?"

Georgi kept his eyes on their clasped hands a®tiéed. 'l can see
now that he was right, of course.’

'‘He was not right!" Georgi looked up in surprise at her brigh
indignant eyes and the small flushed face. 'Noh@seany right to tell
someone else whom they shall marry! It isn't—ittisttivilised!

‘But, Michelle!" He squeezed her hands tightly timdp her back to
reality, and she looked at him for a moment, atlyjry and indignant,
so that he half smiled as he sought to reassure™au do not
understand, my sister. Andrea was right to refuse tm make me
think more carefully before | stepped into someghiiat --He
shrugged lightly. 'l would not have been happyhihk, but at that



time | was so angry that | threatened | would fadne way of being
with Mary, even if | ran off and never saw my fagndr my home
again!'

That, Michelle realised, would be far more of a@es decision and
far more of a wrench for a family orientated Gretflgn for one of
her own countrymen, and, no matter what his origsorgi was a
thorough Greek in his outlook.

She looked at the young, good-looking face withgiéden tan and
the blue eyes so like her own, and admitted todgoaina loss to
understand him completely. 'Did you try to run a®/ay

Georgi was shaking his head. 'Andrea persuadedanit) can see
now that | was wrong. | was foolish to let my sesisecome confused
to such an extent, but for a while | was so suné, we—Mary and
[—wrote letters. It continued for several monthat then'—Again
that expressive shrug, the resigned spread ofamdd+'| began to
realise that it was not the same when | could eetrer, be with her.'
He looked at her and smiled ruefully. 'l think tldiot truly love her,
Michelle, or | would not have felt so, hmm?"

'l suppose not." She admitted it only reluctantby, she was still
convinced that he had bee-a forced to follow a fathout for him
by his autocratic family, and by Andrea in partaaulShe considered
where, in all this, her own position was concernafy it was that
she was viewed with such suspicion, unless it \Wasght that her
very Englishness would once more send Georgi harkeifter his
lost love. 'l can't quite see,' she told him, 'vatlythat-should make
them take exception tb me.'

He looked uneasy, watching their clasped handshagdher than
look at her directly, and there was a small frovatween his fair
brows. 'This also is my fault in some way,' he essed, obviously
with reluctance. 'l was so—so insistent that | wdoohe day find a



way to be with Mary that, even though | am now ottes—the
episode, they do not altogether trust me. When areesponded
about this matter of our being twins, they felt tthe
somehow—somehow | am not being completely honetst thiem.
They are afraid, | think, that if | go to Englandill not come home
again, but also ---'

He hesitated for so long that Michelle frowned ah lturiously.
‘Also, Georgi?'

He took several seconds to find words and all e this fingers

moved restlessly over hers, his eyes remained dastnand he

seemed quite incredibly reluctant to tell her wiias in his mind. 'No

one in the family ever saw Mary, you see, Michelleey know only

that she is blonde and very lovely, with beautiule eyes.' He took a
deep breath and hurried on, blurring the words ame another, his
accent far more pronounced than it normally walseyTcannot be
sure that | have not fooled them after all, MicaeHthey think that

you might be Mary Darnley!'

Michelle stared at him, her eyes wide and incradsildBut | never
heard anything so—so ridiculous! I've produced pribat we're
twins; Mr Evans, my solicitor, sent letters to peovho | was, didn't
he? Haven't thegeernthe proof they need?'

She remembered then Andrea Davolos's remark tegthad seen
proof of Georgi being born a twin, and that he haain sister, but
that was something they already knew. Georgi masge tbeen very
convincing, very passionate in his insistence tigatvould somehow
see Mary Darnley again, if they thought he would@such lengths
to achieve his object.

'‘Oh, Georgi, surely they can't still believe tren they?'



He shrugged and his fingers twined in hers as loeksliis head
slowly. 'l think that by being here you have almostvinced them,
Michelle. It is why Andrea wanted you to come haethat he might
see you for himself and decide.’

'‘And he really believes that any girl would comeegh@as bold as brass
like that?' It was just possible that Andrea Dagaaw her in just that
light, Michelle thought a little wildly. Perhaps teaw her as a
bold-as- brass English girl determined to follow ealthy lover
even into his own home. 'Does he really see me as beld as that,
Georgi?

‘Not you, Michelle,' he hastened to assure heygheshe was in no
mood to be appeased. 'He does not think so badigLof

'If he still has doubts that I'm not Mary Darnléyen he must think |
have all the nerve in the world!

Michelle insisted. 'Ooh, Georgi, | couldate that stepbrother of
yours!'

The violence of her reaction seemed not to surgrise and she
wondered if after all they were so very differamtémperament. Or
perhaps there was something in this idyllic, hawbled environment
that was already affecting a change in her nornesbygoing nature.

Georgi squeezed her fingers gently and shook haadh his eyes
anxious still. 'l hope for my sake that you willtt@ate him, Michelle,
but learn to love him as another brother.'

A brother! Michelle thought about those disturbinigck eyes that
appraised her each time they saw her, and the desmn
sensuousness of his voice, and she doubted verk ihsbe could
ever learn to love Andrea Davolos as a brother.



Michelle would have liked to say something to Arad@avolos about
his suspicion of her in the light of what Georgdrtald her, but for

her brother's sake, she said nothing. During thx cauple of days

there were opportunities for her to talk to Geoagig she wondered
if, after all, the suspicion was lessening the Emrghe stayed.

Perhaps the likeness between them was becomingappegent and
would eventually be considered undeniable, shedconly hope so
for Georgi's sake. In the meantime they swam awelddin the clear
silky water of the Aegean, and Michelle seldom gavleought to the
time when she would have to leave the island arck onore be
parted from Georgi.

It was something she preferred not to think aband, she had a habit,
one which her two adoptive brothers had often tk&se about, of
putting things out of her mind if she found thent twoher liking. She
did so now, with the problem of once more leadingeparate
existence from her twin.

It would be difficult not to enjoy herself in suslirroundings, and
Michelle thought that during the past two days Maddavolos had
begun to regard her with a little less suspicidme &It sure that she
was not an habitually unfriendly woman, and sheébabty found it
hard to keep up her initial hostile and unwelcomiatjitude,
especially when Medea so readily accepted her.

Little Dimitri could easily wrap his grandmotheroand his finger,
even though he was her grandson only through heriage to her
second husband, and Michelle could well imagine st would
dote on any children that Georgi might father, wieweheir mother
was. Georgi was the pivot of her existence.

It should not have surprised her that on his twefitgt birthday
Georgi had automatically been appointed to a se#fi@board of the
immense Davolos business empire, but somehow itldidas not



easy ta imagine her own brother being part of @mairmous and
complex enterprise, it made him more of a strarager she hated
that.

He had taken his place alongside Andrea and Medesband,
Pavlos Prasinos. Being the daughter of the famégemo difference
to Medea's standing, and she had no hand at #gdeirunning of the
family businesses. The Davoloses were far too steap tradition
still, for a woman to be given an active part tayagh business affairs.
Georgi was a Davolos son— adopted or not.

Even being involved in the affairs of the businesd& not allow
Georgi to travel, for he had the use of an offitehie villa and was
expected to apply himself - diligently to businedfairs for three
days each week, so he informed her rather ruefiilhe fact that
Andrea took charge of the Athens office, with Palddhelp, rather
left him on trust not to play truant, and he walficently impressed
by his stepbrother's authority not to flout it, es8 he had very good
reason.

The fact of his sister being there was not, shestele, considered to
be a good enough reason, and she was faced witldisgevirtually
all the next three days without seeing him. It \gaarcely credible
that she had been on the island for almost a veaekihe sixth clay of
her stay began with the same golden softness ¢énakded them all, a
state of affairs she could still marvel at.

She could have spent the day beside the pool watidd and Dimitri
as she had yesterday, but somehow she felt stsarggtless as she
came down from her room again. Georgi was alreaahkwg in his
office, and she glanced at the closed door a Wtifully as she
passed it. She had not heard the light aircraibtp&ff with Andrea
and Pavlos for Athens, but it was possible shenhiaded it while she
was in her room.



The door of the office opened as she crossed theahd she turned
swiftly when she anticipated seeing Georgi, a balile already on
her face. A smile that vanished in,a faintly emassed flush when
she found herself facing Andrea instead of Geagd the steady
black eyes regarded her for a moment before heespok

'Have you arranged to do anything in particularaiodThespinis
Michelle?"

The semi-formal title seemed to have become acdqpictice, at
least with Andrea, and Michelle was becoming usei, tout there
was something, so incredibly lyrical about thatpjesensual voice
pronouncing her name that she could never corelstvift, cold

shiver that fluttered along her spine wheneverrsad it.

'—no, | don't think so, Mr Davolos.'

Warning of the question would have given her achaosound more
sure of what she was saying, but he had takenyhsurprise and she
felt her heart thudding hard as she tried to imagimy he should
suddenly take such an interest in her activities.

He came across the hall towards her, and shededeli shaking. It
was ridiculous to react so intensely to a man whd ho good
opinion of her, and in all probability saw her adhing more than a
bold-as- brass fortune-hunter who wanted to masydung brother,
but there seemed nothing she could do about it.

He looked no less dangerously attractive in themédity of a
business suit than in the more casual clothes siseused to seeing
him wear, and she tried not to notice the lithe aady way he
walked. Expensively tailored trousers showed odinldnips, and a
cream silk shirt gave a bronze look to those cladeleatures that
were not quite handsome, but very Greek.



'l have rather an inactive day ahead of me andught perhaps you
would care to pay that visit to the Acropolis yqoke of.'

Michelle stared. It was quite involuntary and skealised after a
second or two that she was being rude in simplyngtaat him the
way she was, but he had startled her so much treatcsuld not
believe her own ears. Georgi was busy in the oHitg would be for
the rest of the day, so the invitation must havenlbreade because he
seriously thought she wanted to go and was nosawerhaving him
as her guide, rather than to defeat their beingtteg. - "You
mean—go with you?'

‘You wished to go, did you not?'

He asked the question quietly, but she detectadtaohimpatience
behind it, and she nodded. 'Oh yes, | wanted tdogbl| thought. --'
She glanced instinctively at the office door behind, and he raised
one brow inquiringly.

‘You think Georgi a more capable guide, perhapsadked.

'‘No, of course not!" There was nothing she could doutalihe
breathless quality of her voice, nor the brighsffiun her cheeks and
she knew he had noted both. 'l—I was just surpritieat's all, Mr
Davolos. | thought you were—I mean, | thought yoauld have
something more important to do than show me ardldcropolis.'

She would have thought it beneath his dignity tceader guide, and
she guessed he followed her train of thought jugldiy the swift

elevation of that expressive brow once more, ardglitter in his

eyes. How on earth she was going to get on, spgrairtour or so in
his exclusive company, she could not imagine, mias quite the
most disturbing man she had ever met, and she aiglere was
something she could do to stop herself being soasged by him.



'‘We have promised to make your stay as pleasaninas@sting as
possible, have we not?' he asked, and Michelle eshdd

'Yes—and I'm very grateful—thank you.'

She felt rooted to the spot, hot quite knowing wbato next, and the
black eyes watched her for a moment, quizzicalspedulative, then
he half-smiled, showing strong white teeth agaitis¢ bronze

sculpture of his face.

‘We leave in ten minutes,’ he told her. 'Try torbady by then,
Thespira's Michelle.’

'‘Oh yes, | will"'

She almost literally fled back upstairs, and knewtegwell that

Andrea was watching her, probably with one of thHoaé&smiles that
were so enigmatic that she never really knew whatdake of them.
She had very little to do to be ready, but she ededfew minutes
alone to put her thoughts in order, and she cldsedoor behind her
and leaned against it for a few moments with heseyjosed.

She hesitated to call in the office and see Gdwefyire she went, and
yet somehow he was her only touch with reality rgveng else was

going a little too fast for her, and she felt asdhe of it was quite
believable. Glancing at her wristwatch, she crossdéte mirror and

peered at her reflection curiously.

It showed a small flushed face with huge shiningeldyes and a soft
mouth that was tremblingly uncertain. An expresdioat was not
quite apprehensive and yet could be taken as dgladespaired of
the change that only a few minutes in "the compahyAndrea
Davolos could bring about. She was not an impressile schoolgirl,
and yet somehow she felt like one after contadii ikndrea for any
length of time, and heaven knew how long it tookaok over the
Acropolis.



The Acropolis was everything Michelle expected, &odh the first
moment she saw it, drawn against the summer bipevih veils of
white cloud trailing like draperies, she was entbdnThere was a
sense of occasion about the place, even afterlesandenturies, and
it touched her even before Andrea parked the catlzay walked up
through an avenue of cypresses to the Propylaea.

That masterpiece in timeless marble spanned thddWestern face
of the Acropolis, and it was an impressive intrdaducto the glories

to come. Huge Doric columns, deceptively fragileppearance for
all. their size, were fluted to give the impressajrslenderness, yet
strong enough to have survived numberless centofiedbuse by

man and the elements, to a remarkable degree.

The view was breathtaking, and Michelle stood awcky plateau
just outside one of the five gateways, gazing ire at the golden
marble columns of the Parthenon. The effect wasytig and she
could easily forget the crowds of tourists and jtirable of broken
marble that littered the once statue-lined approact imagine
herself back among the ancient glories, the pagtes rand
ceremonies and the beauty of the complete buildings

‘You art impressed?’

Andrea's voice, soft and deep beside her, brougih$\iftly back to
earth, and she glanced up at him, her eyes sstymiith the effect of
her dream. 'Oh yes! It's—it's incredible.' Her wiwas hushed and
slightly breathless and she did not consider thatrsight have been
too deeply impressed. 'lt's unbelievably beautifwld so—so
impressive.'

Andrea smiled. Not the enigmatic half-smile that glas accustomed
to seeing, but a full smile that lent warmth to thlack eyes, and



softened the chiselled features, making them lamkisnly younger.
It was a face that fitted somehow among these ahomarbles and
fragments of the ancient gods.

'It is always a pleasure to bring someone herthifirst time, and to
see the look of pleasure it inspires.’

'Is that why you brought me?'

The question was probably provocative, she realtsedlate, but
Andrea was still smiling, though perhaps less fuisly. 'Of course,’
he said. Briefly the black eyes held her gaze dieddo you mistrust
my motives, Thespinis Michelle?'

She shook her head hastily, for the very last trshgwanted to
happen was for them to quarrel. It would 1 seenoatrike sacrilege
somehow, among so much? beauty and endurancesgectithim of
anything other j then a genuine desire to show ther classic
treasure®f his country.

'Oh, no!" she said, huskily earnest in her anxi€gase don't think
that!'

He murmured something in Greek, but apparently dsltshe did
about keeping the peace, and when she turned avest e tucked
her arm firmly under his, his hard strong fingemsssing into her soft
skin, and she felt the sudden more urgent beatofhkart as he
walked beside her. Admittedly the ground was unengaces, but
it was such an unexpectedly intimate gesture tiatondered at his
making it, and it gave her a curious sense of featisn to realise
how considerate he was being.

To the parties of tourists, they encountered thagtrhave looked a
stunning couple as they walked arm in arm amongteéh®les of
honey-coloured marble, Andrea so dark and herseléis, and she
found the whole prospect of the Acropolis even mexeiting



suddenly. Not that she would have enjoyed the thsige saw any
less in Georgi's company, but as she walked be&mirea she

wondered if she would have experienced quite tineesieeling of

excitement and exhilaration.

It was incredible how quickly the time passed andias not until
Andrea suggested they had lunch that _ sfee rddiie® long it had
been since they left the island that morning wistviBs. Lunching
with him was not something she had anticipatedjtbmas a logical
end to their tour, she could admit, and she wagtyunow that she
realised the time.

Driving back down into the city again they saidéitand it occurred
to Michelle as they walked into a restaurant thet kad not yet
thanked him for giving her so much of his time. Teiter departed
with their order and she looked across at him thindhe thickness of
her lashes.

'I'm—I'm very grateful to you for sparing me so rhuf your time,
Mr Davolos, thank you..'

He inclined his head gravely when he accepted lretkis and she
thought how very Greek he was, and yet suddenlyedhgtrangely at
ease with him as she never had before. It wassieeihad got closer
to him without quite knowing how, and it gave hesatisfying sense
of belonging that she never thought to question;ifashe had
suddenly been accepted.

'l, am pleased that you enjoyed it, Thespinis Miehe

'Oh, please,' she spoke impulsively and almostrbdfe had finished
speaking, 'won't you just call me Michelle, as @edpbes? He is your
brother and—I mean, we both claim him as a brothed that

means --'



He came to her rescue with a faint smile that par@liched his
mouth but showed in the dark depths of his eydsydu are
suggesting that | see myselfysur brother alsopethi mou,he told
her quietly, 'l cannot see myself in that roley aorry. | have no
objection at all, however, to using your very attnge first name,
Michelle.'

The effect of that fascinating voice pronouncing hame affected
her as it always did, and she felt the inevitalblzres of sensation
trickle along her spine, but at the same time i @#ficult to know
how to respond to such a statement. She had nevigether or not he
meant her to be equally free with his own first eamand she
hesitated to try it until she wass sure.

She had thought herself closer to him, only minaggs, but now she
was not so sure any more. He was as ; much an aragnever and
she was no nearer to' knowing whether he beliekedv&s Michelle
Dorset or Mary Darnley. Oh well—she sighed inwardligile the
waiter served them with the substantial lunch Aadrad ordered for
them and set about it with a certain air of resigma

Prawns in tomato and cheese sauce whetted heritepfmat an
excellentmoussakawhich was followed in turn by a stickadaffof
nuts and honey bound with shredded pastry. Not allyna wine
drinker, she was persuaded to tripalini and found it light enough
to enjoy without making her feel too heady. It walsile they sat
sipping the inevitable dark thick coffee that sk Andrea watching
her, and she looked around her rather than mestk thsturbing
black eyes.

His gaze was too intense to be borne for too lomigout responding
to it, and she suspected he was well aware of ot &s she
reluctantly gave him her attention. A half-smilevgaa slightly
crooked look to his wide mouth and his eyes glovesdf something
was amusing him.



'‘Parndon,Michelle.' He put down his coffee cup-and shoakhead
slowly. 'l was'—a large hand sought the word h
needed—'speculating—hmm?"

Her heart was thudding hard at her ribs and Miehé&lt oddly
lightheaded suddenly as she met his eyes for a moiferds such
a word,' she agreed, knowing he was fully awathefact, ‘whether
it's the one you want --'

'It is the word | seek—to wonder, hmm? To wondelwhis that
such a lovely young girl is still unmarried.’

The very personal remark stunned Michelle for a mwoinand she

could only stare at him with bright, unbelievingesy Then she shook
her head slowly, the tip of her tongue relieving tdinyness of her lips.

'l —I haven't met anyone yet thaivantto marry,' she told him.

A dark brow questioned the wisdom of allowing sdiddedom of
choice and he once more half-smiled in that distiglp enigmatic
way that always puzzled her. 'If you were indeed sigger, pethi
mou,| would have found you a husband by now—there ditalve
been no difficulty!

‘There is no difficulty, | simply haven't met thght man so far!'

Michelle's blue eyes sparkled indignantly. Not esritwith marrying

Georgi to Natalia Palides whether or not he waittdg now had the
temerity to hint that she would be-better off madroff in the same
way. She had learned that an avid interest in tivate life of one's
friends was not considered outrageous by the fiyermlitgoing

Greeks, but it was the motive she suspected wasdéls remark
that angered her. He still did hot trust her.

'l can't think why you're so keen to see everyoreried off, Mr
Davolos,' she told him in a tight little voice, '®inyou're still happy
to stay a bachelor!'



Andreas helped himself from the littheiki of coffee and did not look
at her while he answered, his voice smooth and dedpnfinitely
affecting. 'l am not, as you appear to believeg@klor, happy or not,
Michelle. My wife died in childbirth more than twa years ago, so
did our child." He gave her no time to speak, éwashshe felt capable
of doing so after such a numbing statement, butddoup at her.
suddenly. 'If | ever consider marrying again, hoareVwill keepyou
in mind, for you offer a challenge | find hard &sist!’



CHAPTER FOUR

CHOOSING the right moment to broach the subject of Andree
ill-fated marriage was not easy, and it was possiit Georgi would
not see any reason for her to concern herselfitvithwas more than
a week now since the visit to Athens and, whileatl certainly not
monopolised her thoughts by any means, Michelleeggpced a
small but persistent niggle of curiosity that kefipping up every so
often regarding Andrea's unfortunate wife and child

She and Georgi had been swimming and they nowttajcked out

side by side on the hot white sandy beach. Behuednt the tall

plume-like cypresses-that lined the road to thia\atrode like dart

guards against the china blue sky, almost to thensaedge, and in
front of them, lapping just short of their recumblerown bodies, the
silky blue Aegean rippled creamy lace over the sa@Ver quite

reaching them. It was an idyll that Michelle refdise see an end to,
her mind firmly closed against the prospect of ieg¥eorgi behind

when she went home to England.

Two weeks in the Grecian sun had tanned her slandglicious pale
gold and added a lighter touch to her fair hairkimg the physical
likeness between her and Georgi much more evidéott.that she
could hope to achieve in a couple of weeks the samederful

bronze colour that it had taken Georgi almost etitiie to acquire,
nor was her hair bleached to that silvery blond tha was, but the
increasing similarity pleased her, and she tookyewpportunity

available to be in the sun and deepen her own oalpu

By just turning her head a little she could see Irather's lean
bronzed shape, clad in brief red swimming trunks hlands clasped
under his head, as hers were, his eyes closedsagfamfull glare of
the sun, even though he wore sunglasses. She stdLué&kperience a
jolt of surprise every so often when she lookedhat handsome



young Greek beside her and realised he was noth@nliprother, but
her affinity.

Gemini, the heavenly twins, Andrea had once rathneckingly

referred to them. But no matter what Andrea sagy much doubt he
cast, there was some special feeling between thHeah éven
twenty-two years apart had not completely oblitedat

It was possibly that special sensitivity that m&orgi turn his head
suddenly and look at her, smiling lazily. ‘What gl thinking of,
Michelle?'

The little trill of laughter she gave was becaugs, again, he had
what she privately termed walked into her mindvds wondering
what I'd have done if I'd ever come to Greece didap, and met you
without knowing who you were,' she confessed, aadr@ laughed.

Rolling over lazily on to his stomach, he propp&adelf up on his
elbows, and pushed his sunglasses up and ovdritksforelock of
blond hair as he Smiled down at her. 'Am | not yalter-ego?' he
teased. 'We are so much alike, my sister, thahktyou would have
found me irresistible, hmm?"'

'‘Quite probably,’ she admitted, and believed it was. 'Although |
prefer dark men as a rule.’

'S0?' The blue eyes that mirrored her own twinkigith mischief.
‘Men as dark as Andrea, perhaps?'

She had not stopped to consider when she spoke,siwbacould be
letting herself in for, but now Georgi was quizzihgr with such
affectionate amusement, she felt a warm flush lafuzon her cheeks,
and turned her head away.

'Hardly!" She spoke lightly and laughed as if thea was quite
unthinkable. 'l said dark men, but | didn't speaifiyyone in particular,



certainly not Andrea! There are a lot of dark hamas men in Greece
who I'm sure would be far more easy conquests yban autocratic
stepbrother!

Georgi looked at her for a moment with a frown dragat his brows,
shaking his head slowly. 'You still do not undenst@ndrea," he told
her, almost accusingly. 'He is not the—the unfeghran you see him
as, my sister. He is strong, that is true, as atlnefr was, but he is also
gentle and sensitive. You misjudge him, Michelle] ghat makes me
sad.'

Lying back with her hands clasped under her headhan fair hair
spread on the sand behind her, Michelle considereeimoment just
how true that could be. Georgi's hasty defencernfiias not always
easy for her to accept, and she had to allow #addjisy played some
part in her reaction, and probably coloured heniopi of Andrea.

‘Maybe you're right,' she conceded after a momett@. 'l shouldn't
judge too hastily when I've-known him such a litttee. My trouble
Is that | so often seem to put my foot in it withdkea.'

Georgi frowned. 'Put yourthen sas katalavendjichelle! | do not
understand you—what is this, put your foot?'

She laughed good-naturedly, as she often did wkenidd to cope
with colloquial English. 'l always say the wrongnidy,' she explained,
and recalled the most recent and the most embargasscasion that
she had said the wrong thing to Andrea. 'For irtgtarf only you or
someone else had told me that Andrea was a widawdrnot a
bachelor, | wouldn't have made such an awful gaffen he took me
to Athens last week.'

He looked interested. 'How so?"

Michelle explained, briefly, exonerating herselffasas possible. 'l
practically accused him of marrying off everyoneseelexcept



himself—I said he had a cheek to try to marry yéfi) and—well,

never mind; while he was happy to stay a bachdalosélf 1 And

when he told me about --' She shook her head astimeent came
back to her. 'l felt terrible, Georgi.'

'"You did not know that he had been married?'

'Of coursel didn't know, Georgi! How could 1?' She sat updenly,
seeing this as the right moment to broach the stibjee had puzzled
over for more than a week now. Swinging her haakband forth a
couple of times to shake out the sand, she satilydgr knees, her
bare feet wriggling into the sand. 'l felt awful kg such a remark,
when he'd lost a wife and baby. But | didn't knowesrly wish | had.’

'‘Perhaps | should have told you." Georgi trickladdsthrough his
fingers and did not look at her.

'‘Perhaps you should,” Michelle echoed ruefullym 'I'so—so
incident-prone where Andrea's concerned. For heaveske, if
there's anything else about him that I'm likely ¢stumble on
accidentally, tell me about it, Georgi, before Ikmanother mistake
like that.'

Georgi's blue eyes were brightly curious when lokéal up at her,
and one brow was cocked in a fair imitation of Aeals quizzical
look, so that she once more realised how much #hi&g were. Not
physically, of course, that was where Georgi weslher, that was his
Englishness. But in character he was as Greek dseAror Medea
and it was something she did not like to admit.

'‘What did Andrea tell you about his wife?' Georgked, and she
brought herself hastily back to earth.

'‘Only that she died in childbirth about twelve yeago—and the
baby too.' She turned her head briefly and lookegindat him before



resuming her study of the ocean. 'What was she (Be®rgi? You
must have known her.’

He considered for a moment, seriously. 'A litthee' admitted. 'She
was pretty and about twenty years old, | beliewga$ no more than
ten years old myself, you will understand, | was swobservant of
such things.'

She must have been no more than ten years oldlfhdvsehelle
realised, when Andrea was already a married mastiligashe shook
her head to clear it of intrusive and discomfitthgughts—it was of
no possible concern to her what Andrea Davolods mad been like,
nor how mature he was compared to herself and Georg

'l shouldn't ask such—such personal questionsfati€seorgi with
a short laugh. 'I'm sorry, Georgi 1'

He regarded her for a moment, she knew it evengthashe did not
turn and look at him. 'But you are interested, Mitd are you not?'
he asked, and she turned hastily to deny it, nsetyes and turned as
hastily back. He did not wait for her to confirm deny his
suggestion, but went on talking. 'Her name wasal.igsd she came
from Athens—but we saw very little of her beforedke@a married
her, although Papa and Andrea called, of course later Andrea
used to call upon her, when all was settled.'

A small chilling shiver slid along Michelle's spirend she knew the
answer to her question well enough, even beforeasked it. 'Was
she—did Andrea-— choose her? Did he love her?’

Georgi gave it serious thought for a moment, thierugged his
shoulders lightly, apparently unsure of the answehink she was
very anxious to marry Andrea, and he saw the adgast of such a
marriage, for Litsa was an only child and her fath@as a very
wealthy man.’



'‘And the Davolos fortuneneededmore added to it?' She spoke
bitterly, though heaven knew why she was takinglliso much to
heart.

‘It was a good match," Georgi assured her, obwounist following

her reasoning, 'and they seemed to get along velytegether, as |
remember. Papa and Andrea were pleased with theoroet

especially when Litsa was having a child.’

His matter-of-factness stunned her for a mometitpagh she had to
admit that Georgi was hardly likely to see thingshe same light as
she did herself. Her own reaction was to rejech quracticalities as
unacceptable, but to Georgi, who was as Greekyasfams adopted
family, it was the accepted way of things.

She shook her head urgently, ostensibly to remowe reand from
her hair, but in reality to dismiss the idea thatane as passionate a:
she believed Andrea Davolos could be, would ch@ogdfe for the
sake of good reason alone.

'So it was all arranged! Neatly cut and dried! Ly and Natalia!

Her voice betrayed something of the way she feit, @eorgi was
looking at her steadily, his blue eyes regardingdteangely bitter
reaction gravely, as if he sought some deeper nefmoit. 'Not
exactly like Natalia and me, Michelle. | have knoWatalia for most
of my life, we saw each other as children.'

'‘But Andrea married a stranger!

'He was very sad when she died," Georgi assureddhemnly, ‘and
the child was a son—it was very distressing for.him

Michelle looked ahead at the bright, glittering dlaf the Aegean,
and tried hard to see things as Georgi saw thedon't think I'd ever



understand, Georgi, not if | lived here for a themus years! It seems
so practical, so—so unfeeling.’

‘Ah, Michelle!" He sat up beside her and put an amound her
shoulders, so anxious that she should accept tingstithat he
accepted, but unable to realise how hard it washinr 'Many
people—mostpeople, marry for love, but if it is possible ateanake
a good match, is that so bad? To choose caretuily/s life partner is
surely not to be condemned —someone who meetstatfamily's
approval.'

'‘And suppose theglon'tapprove, Georgi?'.

Perhaps it was unkind to remind him of his own éappem family

approval, and his brief love for Mary Darnley, iutvas a point in
case, and surely relevant to his argument. He ¢ghutlewn the

Concealing dark glasses again and looked straigiitbcsea, his arm
still about her shoulders.

'It is usually with good cause, Michelle. | woul&ve regretted
leaving my home and my family, | know it now, andnh grateful to
Andrea for being-—firm."

‘Andrea!" Her sigh was deep-and exaggerated. 'Evagy on this
iIsland seems to revolve around Andrea, doesn't it?"

'‘But of course." He seemed surprised that she dhewtr have
doubted it. 'He is Andrea Davolos—the elder sontaechead of our
family.'

He spoke with as much pride as if he had been inborthe family,
and in that moment Michelle realised that he wandder see himself
as anything else, no matter how determinedly hieneld her as his
sister. 'Only until you and Natalia marry and hawes, surely,’ she
guessed with a wry half-smile. 'It will b@ur sons who eventually
carry on the name, won't it?'



'Oh, but no!" Georgi looked surprised. 'It will Aadrea's sons. He is
not yet thirty-six years old, a man in his primey, smster, and he will
undoubtedly marry again when he finds a suitablee. wOh no,
Michelle, it will be Andrea's sons who inherit Sawand the Davolos
tradition, not mine.'

She said nothing for a moment, but in the eventsefast week or so
she recalled a brief cool, statement made by Andteke they were
lunching in an Athens restaurant, and she smildittla uneasily,
glancing at Georgi from behind the dark lensesanfdunglasses.

‘Would it surprise you to know that Andrea has desd his intention
of keeping me in mind if he ever considers marryagain?' she
asked.

She expected him to share her amusement at thebidemstead he
seemed to be considering it quite seriously, atet afsecond or two
he nodded. 'lt would be very suitable,’ he decidealely, 'and |
would like very much to have you here for alwayscille.'

‘Georgi!" She stared at him, hardly able to belieeeould be serious,
and yet there was nothing about him that suggesédvas not.
‘You—you're not seriously suggesting that—oh rapn't believe it!

‘Would you not agree?' Georgi asked, obviously rssed at her
response, and Michelle shook her head firmly.

'‘Andrea Davolos is the last man any free-thinkimbvgpuld consider
marrying!' she told him. "You certainly don't knome very well yet,
Georqi, if you think I'd even think of such a thing

He turned his head and regarded her gravely fooment, pushing
the concealing dark lenses up on to his brow agaihnarrowing his
blue eyes thoughtfully. There was a hint of smiehts mouth and
the confidence with which he spoke was somehowyodigturbing.



'‘But | doknow Andrea,' he reminded her, 'and if he is aerang you
for his second wife, then sooner or later you adcept him, my
sister! Andrea does not let slip what he has a rtortthve!

'‘But it was a—a joke! He wasn't serious, he cotildave been,
Georgi, he was just—just paying me back for whsaitl about him
being a bachelor.’

Georgi, she discovered, was not easy to discoueemgehis blue eyes
gleamed mischievously, while strong even teeth gabwhitely in
the tanned gold of his face. 'Andrea does not gikeer, not about
such things as marriage! Be warned, my sister!ladghed and the
arm about her shoulders tightened to a hug as thieiptace close to
hers. 'Andrea has earmarked you for his bride—thahebe no
escape for you!'

‘Georgi! Will you stop it!" She shrugged away frévmm, hoping he

would not detect the hard, breathless beat of Bartlihat made her
feel strangely lightheaded. 'l've been here exdeily weeks, and
even Andrea doesn't make up his mind that quickly!

He laughed, his eyes watching her, wickedly teasidg you not
know my brother's reputation in the islands, Mi&f&lDo you not
know that no woman is safe from him if he decidesis for him?'

‘Georgi!" She took off her own dark glasses and&ddoat him for a
moment with a flush in her cheeks and a glimmeurafertainty in
her eyes. 'l don't believe you for one minute,'tskeehim, 'but even if
| did, | can assure you that unlike—whoever she,wasouldn't
allow myself to be led like a lamb to the slaughter

Georgi shook his head, then, still smiling, he flep back on to the
sand again and closed his eyes against the suhahds under his
head. 'We shall see," he said. 'Andrea cannot eesisallenge!’



And that, Michelle thought a little wildly, was eotyy what Andrea
himself had told her. That she was a challeng@ted hard to resist.
Hugging her knees tightly, she gazed at the giittesurface of the
ocean and tried to still a small fluttering sermatin her heart that
conjured up Andrea's black depthless eyes, anstittieg timbre of

his voice.

Maybe she should not have come to this small exatiadise at all,
maybe she should have stayed where everything ates and
familiar. Safe, but not nearly so exciting, she tmddmit, and once
more shook her head to dismiss ideas that weremising in their
insistence.

Time seemed to have passed so quickly that Micleelléd scarcely
believe it was getting on for three weeks sincecdree to Savra. It
had all seemed much more strange and uncertaier tinén, and she
had even thought of leaving within the first weblkcause it had
seemed she would never convince Andrea and hisistepr that she
was indeed Georgi's twin.

Thank heaven the uncertainty was over now, angdse few days
had been more relaxed for everyone. Even Madame|bs\had
seemingly convinced herself that Georgi had sim@pted to see his
twin, and had no plans to leave with her when sleatvwhome.
Michelle could understand her feelings, now thatlsimew her better,
and she knew Madame Davolos trusted her hot tccater beloved
son to leave the home he had known for the pasttjwears.

The sheer peace and beauty of the island inducethta that

amounted almost to lethargy, and blinded her tqptssage of time,
so that when one day she realised just how londhaldlstayed and

thought she should consider leaving before sheusted her present
welcome, she found it unbelievably hard to suggest



Sitting with, Georgi in thealonone night after dinner, she mentione
it to him and, as she half expected, he frownedlisigke of the idea.
'S0 soon, Michelle? Must you go so soon?'

‘But I've been here for nearly three weeks now,r@ieand | really
think it's time | went home."'

They were not alone in the bggalon,but it was doubtful if anyone
else could hear what they were saying even thobgi made no
attempt to keep their voices down. Georgi, seekmgport for his
cause, looked across at Medea, then back at Meclaglhin, an
anxious look in his eyes that she found infinitelyching.

'l wish that you would stay longer, Michelle—areuyoot happy
here? Do you not like my country?"

She looked at him for a moment and was more than @nvinced
that there was no trace of Englishness left iniske-up at all. He
was one hundred per cent Greek, and those blueagykethe blond
hair that made them look so alike were a mere flokeature. She
would like to have recognised some other charatierihat made
them of the same race, but apart from their singtdouring there
was nothing, and it saddened her somehow.

'Of course | like your country, Georgi,' she asdunanm, .'and your
family too, but there's a limit, even to Greek htajy.'

'‘Medea!' He called across to his stepsister armingéviedea's smile
of indulgence, pressed on. ‘Medea, will you nophmeé to persuade
Michelle to stay for a little longer with us?'

It was not Medea who answered, however, but Andned his black
eyes rested on Michelle with a disturbing steadirfemsm across the
room, narrowed slightly behind the smoke from a thlack cheroot.
Relaxed and at ease among his family, he even ddhad aura of
sensual excitement about him that she found iefydisturbing, and



the black-eyed gaze was inescapable, steady amoiikgss in the
yellowness of artificial light.

‘Are you not happy here, Michelle?'

The effect of his voice trickled along her spind ahe found it easier
not to look directly at him, but through the coroegathickness of
her lashes. 'l love it here,’ she told him, 'buah't stay for ever,
Andrea!’

‘No?'

It sounded loaded with meaning, that one softlpksnm word, and
instinctively she flicked a swift anxious glanceMédea. Medea's
dark eyes, however, showed only gentle inquiryerthaps a hint of
speculation, and Michelle slid the tip of her toagwer her dry lips
and laughed a little unsteadily as she shook hadl.he

'‘Well, you wouldn't want me asgermanenguest, Andrea, and I'm
afraid | could all too easily get used to all tlsisnshine, and the
wonderful lazy life I've had for the past three k&le-

'‘Ape- you required to return to your home for apga@al reason,
Michelle?' Medea asked, and she shook her head.

‘Not immediately, but --'

It wAs quite automatic to glance in Andrea's digettand she Was
caught once more in that black-eyed gaze, so Heahastily looked
away again'Haveyou any special reason for returning home at onc
Michelle?'

Her heart fluttered anxiously as she tried to timelright answer. She
could stay as long as she cared to, as far ashelyfin England was
concerned, but she could not forget Georgi's lighited warning the



other day about Andrea's intentions. It was noreseoifscourse, and
yet there was something about the very idea thatimesistible.

Looking down at her hands in her lap, she shookhbad.
'I've no special reason, no.'

‘No special—-Large brown hands swept outwards in a descripti
gesture there was no mistaking, and she felt tkmucahat flushed
her cheeks as she glanced up to deny it.

'‘No one!" she denied swiftly, and Andrea's moutlitctved for a
moment into one of those enigmatic half- smiles.

‘Then why do you not stay?'

She was not prepared for such a direct invitattomfhim, and she
looked at him for a second with a slightly dazedklan her eyes.
Georgi, reaching for her hand, squeezed her fingads his voice
brought her back to earth. ‘Michelle?'

Madame Davolos speaking up when she did decid@athity, for it
was an invitation she could not resist. 'Micheltay have perhaps not
had such a happy stay as you could have wishedsast in her firm
quiet voice. 'Some of this blame | must take upgsetf, but now
that is past, will you not stay and give us theapmity to make
amends?'

'‘Oh, Madame Davolos!" Michelle looked across atdratefully. It
meant a lot, somehow, to be trusted at last by @g'sodoting
adoptive mother, and she appreciated the efforhaifing such an
admission of blame in front of her family. 'I'd Yo stay on for a
while and—thank you!'

Seated next to his stepmother, Andrea caught heefagya moment
and half-smiled, the smoke from his cheroot malkirsgreen in front



of his dark strong face. 'lt seems you are moretadepersuasion
than | am, Mama,' he told his stepmother, and Ravtasinos greeted
the admission with a hoot of laughter.

‘Do you say so, Andrea?' he teased him. 'Thatnsetddng for the
record books, hey, Medea?' He too looked acrdslchielle, and his
plump face beamed good humour as he winked onatdyar.

Medea, it seemed, preferred not to comment onro¢ndr's prowess,
but she leaned forward in her chair and smiledfiviea weeks from

now, Michelle, Pavlos and | will be flying to Parier business
reasons, can you not stay until then? We woulddespd to take you
with us, and from there to London is not so farts

‘But that is excellentagape moli Pavios applauded his wife's
suggestion with another beaming smile. 'And in riiantime we
have another guest joining us shortly who mighvbeinterest, eh?’
He caught Medea's eyes and raised his brows mdwriiDgle Carter
Is very handsome and | am sure that Michelle willl him excellent
company, hmm?'

A broad wink made it easy enough to follow his megnbut Medea
frowned at him in half-serious reproach, then géhapologetically
at Michelle. 'Pavlos !" She scolded him softlyheit own tongue, and
Pavlos shifted a little uneasily in his chair andKed at Andrea, but
said nothing.

Geerrgi, however, apparently took a different vider, he was
frowning. Squeezing her fingers, he shook his h#&ad.you do not
needthis handsome Englishman, do you, my sister?' ldecgd at
Andrea as he said it, his meaning as obvious a®$&abut far more
embarrassing.



Michelle, despite her embarrassment, did her besgriore both
attempts, and smiled across at Medea. 'l didnWwikymu had English
friends to stay, Medea. It's quite an English invasisn't it?'

‘Dale Carter is merely a business acquaintancelte®’s soft, deep
voice informed her, and she felt he was relegatiegexpected visitor
to his proper place. 'l did not know you were bmgghim to the
island, Pavlos.'

It was obvious that Pavlos had spoken impulsively had revealed
something that he did not yet want his brotheram-to know, so that
for a moment Michelle felt rather sorry for him.ddi plump, friendly
Pavlos was impulsive and outgoing, and certainly nmatch for

Andrea when it came to a battle of wills.

It surprised Michelle to see Medea leap to her Andls defence with
all the fierceness of the strong protecting the kweand she
recognised suddenly that Medea was more like Antir&a anyone.
She could, on occasion, even outface him, thougloticasions were
rare, and on the whole she allowed her autocratihbr to rule their
Island without argument.

'‘We have invited Dale to stay in our home, Andrseh¢ told him,
with a hint of his own autocratic coolness, 'beedusis also a friend,
but you will not see him unless you wish to.’

'l do not propose to see him,"' Andrea told hehtditdo not expect to
meet business acquaintances in my home—it has beearour way
to admit strangers to the island, Medea, as youkmelw. Since you
see DaleCarter in the category of a friend, howevef

'He is!'

'‘As you will, Medea!'



He added something in his own tongue that made Bétiek and

look at him in surprise, and Madame Davolos algueaped startled,
glancing briefly at Michelle before frowning at h&tepson, though
Michelle felt the frown was more curious than angBeorgi, she
noticed had a small and rather discomfiting smilehts face and he
winked one eye slowly at her.

It seemed Medea already regretted her brief exaamigh her
brother, and she pulled a wry face as she gotitdelet, smoothing
slim hands down over her dress. 'l believe | ang tiegd,' she said, as
if she sought to ex-" plain her previous sharpnésaould perhaps
be a good idea to go to bed and sleep. Pavlos?'

He took her hand as he got to his feet, and sqdelee fingers
murmuring something in Greek that was obviouslyeadearment.
Looking down at Michelle he smiled, only a littkesk broadly than
his usual beam; but none of them like crossing Aadshe thought;
‘Goodnight, Michelle; Georgi.' He went with his e/t kiss Madame
Davolos and Michelle saw the way the older womamesged her
stepdaughter's fingers, as if in encouragementtla@dylance they
exchanged when Andrea could not skali nikta, Mama!'

Michelle too was tired. She was not yet accustotadaeping quite
such late hours and she sometimes wished that rdoowdd have
been earlier than the customary ten o'clock attnighe glanced at
Georgi and smiled. 'l think I'd better go too," st him. 'I'm rather
tired.'

She got up from her chair and felt Andrea was watcher again as
she smiled down at GeorgKali nikta, MicheUe!" Georgi took her
face between his hands and kissed her gently, nlder for a
moment while his blue eyes searched her face. Wilustay, as
Medea suggests, until she and Pavlos go to Paris?’

I'd like to."



He kissed her again, and smiled. 'Then stay, ntgrsis

Madame Davolos had urged her to stay too, but sisestill uncertain
about Andrea and it was purely by instinct that &lieed to him as
she left Georgi. A cloud of blue smoke rose befoie face, half
concealing the strong, stern features and the shafiblack lashes
hid the expression in his eyes, but as she lookéthashe saw the
corner of his mouth twitch into a smile.

‘Do you wish me to persuade you too, Michelle?akked, and a
warm thread of laughter added dimension to the ,dsefp voice,
making her -shiver inwardly at the effect of it.

She blinked-at him for a moment, her brain sligislgwed by the
need for sleep, and her blue eyes with a heavgpgléok in her
flushed face. 'Not—not if you don't mean it, Andresne told him
huskily, and gave him no time to answer, but smilestead at
Madame Davolos. '‘Goodnight, madame.'

She left a silence in the big room when she lefand it was only
when she was half way up the stairs that she btegaonder if she
had not perhaps been too pointedly rude in notngagoodnight to
Andrea too. It was too late to go back, but shendidlike the way it
stayed with her as she undressed and got readheéor

She was brushing her hair in front of the dressialgle mirror when
she realised that the small gold cross that she woma chain around
her neck was missing from its chain. She put upradland gazed at
her reflection in dismay. One of her brothers haemit to her for
her birthday a couple of years ago, and she waoaltlel to lose it.

Since she remembered having it when she went dowmnber it was
fairly sure to be somewhere in the house, andtsloel $or a moment
wondering if she should wait until morning or gaddnok for it on

the stairs and along the gallery. She raised had lwehen voices



reached her from the gallery and a moment laterhg@d doors
closing.

At home she would not have hesitated to go thedelzan to look for
the cross, but this was not home, and she couldenoértain whether
she had heard three bedroom doors close or onlyTtemore rapid
beat of her heart and the slight tension she fallerher less sleepy
than before and she stood facing her own reflectanseveral
minutes before she made up her mind.

There was nothing too revealing about her rob&adhit was almost
Victorian in its style, with a high neck, fastengith a bow, and long
full sleeves, yet she hesitated a moment behindldsed door, then
opened it and slipped out swiftly on bare feet gatk silently into
the deep pile carpet. It was not Georgi or Madanadbs she
hesitated to meet, but Andrea, and she hoped,eamabe her way
along the gallery, looking at the floor as she wémat he too had
gone to bed.

She reached the top of the stairs without findingtleing, and was
about to turn and go back when a large hand titegst into her line
of vision and brought her swiftly upright with aelathless gasp of
surprise. Andrea was leaned against the wall avéng top of the
stairs, looking incredibly tall and shiveringlyraittive as he watched
her with that glimmer of laughter just discernilofethe shadow of
black lashes.

The little gold cross lay in his palm and he heldut to her as she
stared at him, lips parted in surprise and the wdghtness of
consternation in her eyes. 'You are looking fos?hi

She nodded, reaching for the cross as it lay ip&lis, but before she
could touch it he closed his hand, his strong fiagaclosing it, and
she looked up at him. Her lieart was thudding atrites and she



licked lips that were suddenly dry, her hand si®tended for the
Cross.

'It's mine, Andrea, | must have dropped it earlidease may | have
it?'

'Of course!'

She glanced up once more, still puzzled, and ygtiely aware that
this had to do with that snub earlier on. She Hhedd hand palm
upwards, and for the first time the all-concealioge felt flimsy and

inadequate as she stood there with him, the blgek anflinching,

challenging, until she put a hand to her throat simook her head
slowly.

‘Andrea --'
'l am not accustomed to being snubbed, Michellebg@nyone.’

Glancing up briefly, she felt the flush of warmthher cheeks and
made no pretence of not knowing what he referretine—I'm sorry,
Andrea, | didn't mean to be rude to you, but --'

He glanced behind her along the empty gallery, strel was made
aware suddenly of how quiet and still the wholed®owas around
them. He reached out and pressed the little galslsanto her palm,
folding her unresponsive fingers over it and hajdthem there.
‘Goodnight, Michelle.'

She opened her mouth to answer him, but found hessddenly
drawn into his arms, slowly but irresistibly, and hands slid around
her, drawing her closer until the hard firm toudhhs body sent a
shaft of flame through her. His arms wrapped hénta strong and
fierce but oddly gentle too, and his mouth was ers fior a moment,
lightly like the promise of a kiss, then hard sudgle and
breathtaking, spinning her away from reality ang ifantasy.



She clutched the little cross almost desperatght,ther hand against
his chest, and the gold pressing into her soft pdlnen, suddenly
and unexpectedly, she was standing alone and lusr flett oddly
chilled, as if its source of warmth had been widvdn. Andrea was
standing with his hands thrust into the pocketsisislacks and there
was a dark, fathomless look in his eyes, so thatvstindered if she
had merely dreamed that brief kiss.

'Andrea- --'

Her wide, sleepy eyes looked up at him uncertaialyd he half
smiled. One big hand reached out and curved al@uthHeek and he
bent his head once more to brush her lips lighity \Wwis mouth; a
gentle but evocative touch that stirred her senses.

‘Goodnight," he whispered, and strode along thieryaio his room.



CHAPTER FIVE

MICHELLE met Dale Carter for the first time when she walkedr to
the Prasinos villa one morning some time after kfeest: She had
quite forgotten that their expected visitor fromgkand had been due
to arrive the night before, until she found Meded avlos in the
company of a tall, brown-haired man. They werangjtout in the
gardens talking, and laughing at the antics of Binwho was
dressed in a Robin Hood outfit that the visitor ap@arently brought
for him from England.

After a month on Savra, Michelle felt quite at hothere, and lately
she had got into the habit of slipping across &stimaller villa to see
Medea. Seeing that their visitor had arrived, slas weady to turn
back rather than intrude, but then she realisechalldbeen seen and
there was nothing to do but carry on and join them.

It was the newcomer who spotted her, a secondmbaéfore either of
his hosts, and he got to his feet as she emergetthe exotic growth
of shrubs that hid the house from the main villavIBs followed suit
a moment later and turned to her with his customaggm of
welcome, his dark eyes gleaming with friendly wdrrand a hint of
mischief.

‘Michelle!" Pavlos's plump hands urged her forwaitth extravagant
gestures of encouragement. 'Come and meet ourdfrieom
England!" He took her hand as she came near enegghezing her
fingers as if trying to convey a message—a mes@jeshe feared
she was all too well aware of. 'This is Dale Caftem London
—Dale, my friend, this lovely young lady is the tvgister of our dear
Georgi—Michelle Dorset!

He made the introduction with the flamboyance afraus master
,and Michelle could not restrain a smile; it wobklimpossible not to
be affected by Pavlos's exuberance and good hurAtao.it was a



heavenly morning and she felt her best in a patgs of soft blue
cotton shantung, so what better to complete a sehgeell-being
than to be introduced to a good- looking visitor?

And Dale Carter was undoubtedly good-looking. Lighay eyes in a
curiously pale face expressed appreciation whesho®k hands,
briefly and courteously, and it took her a secontho to realise that
her own colouring had been similarly light when &ngt arrived on
the island a month ago. Since then she had Beconused to the
golden tanned complexions of the Davolos familyt tkhe had
forgotten how light- skinned her own countrymenl|ddae.

He had light brown hair that could possibly becajude fair after a

week or so in the sun, and a high broad foreheadhwduggested an
intellectual rather than a physical man, but hed@atl looks enough
to attract most women and Michelle smiled as shk toseat next to
him. He might not have the same stunningly viriteagtion that

Andrea Davolos had, but he was attractive in aeckffit and very
English way.

'‘Whereabouts are you from, Miss Dorset?'

She brought herself sharply back to earth and gmif@h, from
Surrey; just outside Guildford, actually.'

The brief survey of her sun-tanned features watslgug enough to
be appreciative but not long enough to give offelacel Dale Carter
smiled. 'You've acquired a marvellous tan since yame to
Greece—it evidently suits you." .

'Oh, it does!" Her blue eyes shone enthusiasticdily a wonderful
place—I adore it!"

Once more that momentary scrutiny led to a snilet 50 much that
you're thinking of deserting the old country, | b8p



Michelle caught Pavlos's brief but telling glantéia wife, and only
just prevented herself from frowning. She liked trevcomer well
enough on first acquaintance, but, seeing that mgarn glance, she
was reminded of Pavlos's broad hints when he hatrfientioned
Dale Carter's expected arrival, a week ago, anddshi&ed having
him hurry matters along with such indecent haste.

Matchmaking seemed to be a favourite occupatiothefDavolos

family that even their in-laws indulged in, and $bend it curiously

inhibiting. What startled her most was to realise/lshe was, almost
unconsciously, comparing Dale Carter's very Anghoeth good

looks with the more darkly brooding sensuality ofdéea Davolos,

and she gave herself a hasty mental shake whearealed.

Dimitri came running to show her his new game, she gave him
her attention thankfully. His small thin face alwaloked more
animated and childlike when he was involved in purhildish
pastimes, and it brought home to her once agatrhjus lacking he
was in company of his own age.

He was a lonely child rather than a naughty onlisgwo uncles
seemed to think, and it was not the first time gta felt sorry for
Dimitri in this childless paradise. He did not evesve the normal
child's opportunity of making school friends, foe thad a tutor
instead and, knowing him as she did now, it wagee&s understand
why he seemed so curiously adult when she firstimmet

She admired the Lincoln green suit with its featldecap, and the
bow and quiver of arrows that went with it, but kcbunot help

noticing how curiously alien the familiar costumeemed in this
exotic setting. 'Do we call you Robin now, insteddPondik6s?' she
teased, and Dimitri looked puzzled.

'I am still Pondik6s,' he insisted. 'Am | not, Maphd



Medea smilingly agreed, but Dale Carter drew thg taohim and
adjusted the green feathered cap to a more jawmgtg aYou'll soon
be too big to call a mouse, won't you?' he asked.

'Is that what it means?' Michelle laughed at hem-owack of
knowledge. 'l never knew! I've been here for a rharmaw, and I've
never thought of asking what Pondikos means—I gintipbught it
was a nickname with no special meaning.’

'It's Greek for mouse,' Dale Carter assured helsamled directly at
her for the first time. 'lt's not derogatory in ghinstance—just
affectionate.'

'It was Mama who called him so first,’ Medea toét,ldrawing her
son to stand beside her. 'Dimitri was such a tiejicate baby and he
looked so like a littlgpondikossometimes that we used it more ofte
than his own name when he was very young.'

'It's rather cute." Michelle looked at Dale Cangth undisguised
curiosity. 'You speak Greek, Mr Carter?"

‘A little—I meet a lot of people in my business ahdind a.
smattering helps.’

His deprecating answer brought a guffaw of laughtgop "Pavlos
and he was shaking his head, waving one hand tpttersmattering
as an understatement. 'You are too modest, mydfri2ale! His
Greek is very good, Michelle, so much so that we @averse with
him i» our own tongue! Is this a smattering?'

‘And | don't speak a word of it, even after a monéne," Michelle
confessed, 'Everyone here speaks such good EnbhsH haven't
had to make an effort.'

'Oh, but one or two words, Michelle, surely,' Metieatened to claim
loyally, and Michelle smiled at her ruefully.



'‘One or two words,' she echoed. 'Easy things ld@dgnorning and
goodnight, but you couldn't converse jvitie in your own tongue,
Medea, could you?'

'‘One wouldn't expect to learn in such a short tiMess Dorset. |
spent three years studying it, so you wouldn't ekp@ know more
than a few words in a month.' Dale,Carter's smmitmaraged her, and
once more she caught that swift meaningful glahe¢ Pavlos sent
his wife.

‘You would help to improve the good beginning, iy, friend?' he
asked, and the smile Dale Carter gave her apolbgise the
heavy-handed efforts of his host, but at the same did not dismiss
the idea but of hand.

'I'd be pleased to do anything | can to help,'d&é, sbut with a Greek
twin brother | can't imagine there's much call foy services as a
teacher!

It was almost as if Georgi made his entrance on and Pavlos
beamed his usual welcome, his exuberant greetinghdsog
incredibly raucous on the still morning air, sottihichelle wondered
if he ever did anything quietly and discreetlywls impossible not to
like him, but he was as boisterous as a schoolbmetmes, and not
at all like his more sober relatives. Medea addred, and for the
first time Michelle Wondered if their marriage tbad been arranged,
or if Medea had followed her own inclinations.

'‘Hey! Georgikalimera, kalimera'.'

Georgi accepted his brother-in-law's enthusiasr wiblerant smile
and came across to shake hands with Dale Cartemwie had
apparently met before since no introduction waseméatd turned to
Michelle, perching himself on the arm of her chamd putting the



now familiarly possessive arm about her shouldand, Dale Carter
noted the gesture with a nod.’

"You and your sister are very much alike, Ki'rieo@g.'

The formality of the address surprised her at,fustil it occurred to
her that Georgi would almost certainly follow Andieexample and
dislike having business men visiting his home. §iiote her own first
few minutes on the island had she come acrosstiicys- formal
side of Georgi's character, and he seemed very mauBlravolos
suddenly, accepting the deference due to him aateenof course.
Not Mr Davolos, naturally because Andrea was thadhef the
family, but Mr .Georgi, the second in line.

Pavlos's manner suggested defiance and it was idank eyes also,
when he looked at his brother-in-law. 'You are Hereielcome our
guest, Georgi?' he asked, although it was certainlid not for a
minute believe it.

The arm about Michelle's shoulders tightened fometily, and
Georgi smiled down at her without committing hinisela welcome.
'l am here to remind Michelle that she has a dag®otswimming this
morning,' he said. 'Are you ready to go, my sister?

It was news to Michelle that she had made a datgtewimming

with him, but she hesitated to say so in frprrtfed others. Instead
she got to her feet looking rather bemused. 'l'adyavhen you are,
Georgi.' Smiling at Dale Carter, she held out adhdm sorry to rush
off so suddenly, Mr Carter, but maybe I'll see ymain before you

go.'

He nodded, taking her hand and retaining his ho#d @& fraction
longer than was necessary, while Georgi still kepiarm about her.
'l hope so, Miss Dorset; | shall be here aboutweeks, so it's quite
likely we'll bump into one another again.’



She saw the swift frown on Georgi's face, as iffteposed length of
the visitor's stay was greater than he expected,h@nglanced at
Pavlos quickly. He spoke to him in Greek, quiethg aapidly, either
unaware or forgetful of the fact that the visitould follow what was
said.

Pavlos had no time to reply for Dale Carter spokst, fspeaking in
English, but smiling ironically at Georgi's brigsdomfiture. 'l hope
your brother doesn't tak®@o much exception to my spending twc
weeks here with my friends, Kirie Georgi. | spedktie Greek,' he
added mildly, 'l thought you knew.’

Georgi's arm about her shoulders felt taut, andcsld sense the
sudden tensing of his muscles, when he resentecethmder, his
arm dropping from her shoulders suddenly. As h&ddadirectly at
Dale Carter his blond head had the same arrogase pbe had seen
so often in Andrea, and she felt a curious thrilpade when she
looked at him.

Then he inclined his head in a "lightly stiff lgtbow of apology; 'l
apologise if | have offended you, Mr Carter—I hatgbtten that you
speak our language.'

'Oh, I'm not offended.' Dale Carter was smilingnfigi, as if he knew
exactly what was going on. 'But please assure oather that I'm
here as the guest of my very good friend Pavlod, @ot in my
capacity of a business man. | certainly have nentdn of intruding
upon his privacy.'

Once more Georgi inclined his head in that incrgdibrmal little
bow. 'As a friend of Medea and Pavlosl am sure wdube made
welcome, kirie." Another brieef nod seemed to indicate that t
considered the conversation closed, and he once pudrhis arm
about Michelle's shoulders, smilifig across atdisser. 'We will not
be seeing you and Pavlos for lunch today, of coWsslea?'



It was as good as saying that Dale Carter waswdaeéd, nor likely to
be, Michelle thought, and wondered what happenedGteek
hospitality in Dale Carter's case. Medea acceptedfdict with a
solemn inclination of her head, and Georgi shrugiggtly as he
turned again to Michelle.

'‘Will you now go for your swim, Michelle?' he askeand she
nodded, feeling slightly dazed by the events ofpghst few minutes.

'‘Why not?' she said.

Georgi stood looking at her with a hint of laughtehis eyes when
she came downstairs again, and Michelle frownelirat puzzled
and not altogether happy about what could be amgusm. The blue
shantung dress now covered a swimsuit, althoughvalsequite sure
she had not arranged anything with him, and shed dyen
suspiciously as he took her hand.

'l didn't promise to go swimming with you this morning, dffd she
asked, and he laughed.

'‘No,' he agreed quite readily. 'But this is Sunday it is a lovely
time for a swim—also you have changed into yourtwoos quite
happily, have you not? You did not deny this date ave!

'Only because | didn't want to make you out a'liahle retorted.
‘What's the matter with you, Georgi? Have you gatathing against
Mr Carter?'

He shrugged lightly, and his answer was evasive falh 'Only that
he is—in the way.'

'In the way?'

He chose to ignore the question and asked one aim instead. ‘Do
you not wish to go swimming?'



'Yes, of course | do, but | don't expect you to eawunding me up
like a lost sheep. Why was it so important to getaway?' She gave
him no time to answer, but spoke the questiondhate into her mind
suddenly. 'Andrea isn't trying to stop us fratangswith the
unwelcome English visitor, is he?'

‘Andrea did not know where you were or he mightehewme for you
himself," Georgi informed her blandly, and sheedaat him.

When they walked outside into the sunshine, thelsadazzling
change of light made her reach hastily for her glasses. 'l think
you're letting your imagination run away with yahe told him as he
made a way for her through the thick growing oleaado the road.
‘Andrea’s unlikely to bother his head about whemm, and he
certainly wouldn't object to my calling on Medeaglbeen doing it
for a couple of weeks now without anything beiniglsa

Georgi turned and looked at her over his shouller,blue eyes
sparkling with mischief. 'Ah, but then the handsdvtreDale Carter
was not there!'

'Oh, Georgqi, for heaven's sake!" She glared in pe@sion at his
unconscious back, and felt suddenly as if she wasme kind of
exotic trap. 'Everyone on this island seems prguedu with
matchmaking," she complained. 'Pavios seems detednio make
me fall for his good-looking English friend, youese equally set on
marrying me off to Andrea, and Andrea—well, heaatne knows
what he has in mind for me, but he assured meutavoe easy to find
me a husband! Don't you people ever think of amghelse but
organising each other's marriages?'

They were walking through the shadowy tall plumksypress, and
Georgi took her hand again, smiling down at hehvatfectionate
tolerance. 'Is it so bad to wish to see our loweesdappily married to



suitable partners?' he asked. 'We wish everyonintblove and
happiness, my sister, is that so bad of us?'

‘Not bad, no, it's rather nice that you care solmbat --'

She broke off when they emerged from the shadowls startling
suddenness into the dazzle of white sand and ltheldue shine of
the Aegean, and her legs were strangely weak stydddren she
caught sight of the lone figure at the water's edgehat point, had
she been alone, she would have turned and gonethacakay she
came, hoping to remain unseen, but Georgi's fingelid hers tightly
and his smile when he looked down at her had & gfitiumph in it.

'‘Georgi!' Her eyes reproached him, but he was @amt@mt, she could
see that, and there was nothing to do but follaw, lais he led her like
a lamb to the slaughter, to where his brother was.

Andrea stood thigh-deep in the glistening waterlamtlrned as they
approached, his eyes narrowing slightly for a sdcas if the sight of
her surprised him, flicking his black gaze betwéen and Georgi.
His hair had the glossy blackness of a raven's vangd there was a
taut, exciting suggestion of authority about hinerwressed as he
was, in the briefest of swimming trunks.

She had never before been quite so aware of hish@asvas at that
moment, tall and lean with his powerful arms Midslders rippling

smoothly when he put his hands to his hips as ¢edstiooking at

them for a moment before he spoke.

‘Georgi,' he said, 'should you not have left f@& tmainland by now?"

Michelle turned swiftly, fully understanding at fasnd met her
brother's bright, amused gaze with a quick frowiou' tricked me,'
she accused, trying to keep her voice low in theehihat Andrea
would not hear. "You'd no intention of swimming lwihe, had you,
Georgi?' She felt herself caged between the twahem and



uncertain what to do next. 'Oh, you just don't shb@nything, do
you?'

‘But you wanted to swim, Michelle!" He indicateck tbcean behind
her with an extravagant hand, and the tall, distgrbgure of Andrea
who, as yet, had made no other move. '‘Andrea wijbye your

company, and | am sure you will enjoy being witimnhmore than
with the Englishman.’

‘You're an Englishman!" She flung the challenge at him
desperation, but Georgi merely laughed and reachkedvith one
hand to stroke her flushed cheek soothingly.

'‘Oh, my sister, | am Greek!

‘And you don't mind offering me to the husbatdiwant me to have,
whether | want it or not, do you?'

'‘Ah, Michelle,ligho athelfi mouwould | be so cruel?' He bent swiftly
and kissed her cheek. 'l must leave you, my Ktdeer, | have to visit
my fiancee on the mainland!

'And leave me here with Andrea?"

He glanced at his stepbrother with a raised brow,Jaughed. 'There
are much worse fates, my sisteadio! Enjoy your swim!'

His laughter made a mockery of her hesitation as stbod and
watched him until he disappeared from sight amdreg shadowy
cypresses once more. It was so quiet; so tranqdilsa lovely, and
behind her the ocean lapped gently and lazily anvthite sandy
beach, silkily soft and inviting.

Inviting too, though in a much more disturbing wayas the tall
bronzed figure who watched her from the water, ltke god
Poseidon might have watched Thetis. She turnexkaahd looked at



him, meeting the black eyes only briefly, and he&hae smiled nor
frowned, only waited patiently to see what she Wald.

‘Are you coming in, Michelle?"

She hesitated for only a moment. She was quitebtapahe told
herself, of taking care of herself even with soneedike Andrea
Davolos, but she nodded her head, almost withalisneg she was
doing it. With an upward sweep of her arms sheeplulhe blue dress
off over her head, tossing back her hair from heefas she steppec
out of her sandals.

The brief white bikini she wore seemed much moreaéng-than
usual with those steady black eyes watching hersae walked with
an unconsciously provocative grace down to the nvatece again
swinging back her hair from her face.

'You can swim?'

The soft-voiced question reminded her that evesr afimonth he did
not know that much about her. She had swum withr@geaften, and
in the pool with Medea and Dimitri, but she had erevefore shared
such an occasion with Andrea, and she felt strgngley of him
suddenly. Her laugh when she answered him hadleylaunsl slightly
unsteady sound that fluttered out after a second.

'‘Not expertly—Georgi always manages to leave medatg—he's
very good.'

A slight nod admitted Georgi's prowess, and shedsoed how much
better he was himself. When he reached out a ltahdrtshe put her
own into it, allowing herself to be drawn furthata the water until it
lapped about her, almost as high as her hips.

By silent consent they slid away into the silky sitfobocean, their
bodies cleaving creamy echelons through 'the blagenyside by



side. Across the narrow distance that separated e caught the
black eyes watching for her each time his headetliiand the long
powerful arms swept up and over, glistening likenze in the sun,
and her heart felt incredibly light suddenly.

It was only when she found it impossible to keepthg pace any
longer that either of them paused, and Andrea's egarowed as he
looked at her. 'You are all right, Michelle?"

She smiled to reassure him, and tossed back herlmifine, but |
can't keep up the pace! You go on, Andrea, I'llnsvaiack to the
beach.'

"You will wait?'

The question was unexpected, and she took a moaretto to

consider, then she nodded. 'I'll wait,' she prothised dived down
out of sight for a moment while she turned, hidihg flush in her
cheeks.

When she got back to the beach all she could séendfea was a
distant black dot, but all the time she dried aressed again she kept
him in sight. Even if she had not promised to wstig thought, she
would probably have done so, for the temptation thhase, too much
to resist.

He had not taken it for granted that she would viantait for him,
and somehow that pleased her. There was a cunggestion of
intimacy about the situation that she did not fulhderstand, but she
felt a kind of warm contentment as she sat hugbelgknees, and
watching Andrea’'s gleaming black head coming slowelgrer all the
time.

She had not put on her sun-glasses again whenrehged, so that
when she looked up at him as he came ashore sh@ mouhelp
narrowing her eyes against the dazzle. Droppingdosside her, he



ran his hands through his hair, his arms glistenwitg salt water,

then he glanced down at the sun-glasses lying lestwieem on the
sand. With one finger he traced a tiny line at¢bener of one eye,
where the sun had made her squint against itselaaztl she felt the
fluttering response of her pulse when he touched he

'You should put on sun-glasses,' he told her, Wdliruin those
lovely eyesjigho ena.’

Picking up the sun-glasses, he offered them to lingrpefore she
could take them, they slipped from his wet fingamsl dropped back
on to the sand between them. With the same imemind, their two

hands reached down swiftly, with Andrea just aticacslower, so

that instead of the elusive sun-glasses, his hanered hers.

Michelle caught her breath involuntarily. Glancung, her eyes had a
wide and slightly dazed look while her pulses ralsadd and fast as
the long strong fingers closed over hers. His blag&s gleaming
darkly, he held her uncertain gaze for a breattldessnd before they
came even closer, his face and head blocking thiafce of the sun
as he leaned over her.

His hands on her shoulders pressed her downwartilsshe was
cradled in the warmth of the sand and his mougiht land searching
at first, became firm and hard suddenly, like theald chest that
pinned her firmly to the shifting sand, and foewfdizzying seconds
Michelle scarcely seemed to breathe.

The breathless excitement of Andrea's kiss wasnitbing she had
ever known before. Even that brief kiss, when shetwearching for
her missing gold cross, had not prepared her isr #nd the hard
strength of his body, the big gentle hands thatl lngr so firmly
where he wanted her, were a dizzying experienc®, toeher. Her
hands slid over the smooth dampness of bronzedddrsuhis skin



like fire to her touch, her fingers stroking and ogrthing, like
someone in a dream—a dream she was reluctant tceavan.

When she opened her eyes at last it was to findeHelooking
directly up into the darkly passionate face ofrargger, and she felt
the first shivering tremor of uncertainty. Her moutrembled,
tingling and warm from his kiss, and the soft s&inher arms and
shoulders was damp with salt water.

She neither moved nor spoke for several secondsodked up in a
kind of hazy disbelief at the strong, dark faced tiavered above her.
Bending his head once more, Andrea lightly kissedftrehead, and
her eyes briefly closed at the caressing touchsofmouth.

'Michelle --'

The rest of what he said was in Greek and it sodinderedibly
beautiful spoken in that wonderful voice that s&dlike a caressing
hand along her spine, even though she could notrstahd the
words he said. She shook her head without in thst lenowing why
she was doing it, and he drew back after a secohda taking her
hands in his and helping her to sit up, watchingwiéh that black,
intense gaze until she hastily looked away.

Her heart was beating so hard and fast that shid tear it, like a
drum pounding in her ears and, venturing an upvegatice, she
sought the truth in his face. 'Did—did you knowttlizeorgi was
going to bring me here, Andrea?' she asked, andskinering
unsteadiness of her voice dismayed her.

He got to his feet and reached for a towel in thees swift, easy
movement, his long shadow falling across her, loglkiown at her
while he removed sand and salt water with hardyraigs use of the
towel. He said nothing for a moment, then she thosge caught a



glimpse of a smile that just touched his mouth lamefly softened its
firm straightness.

‘I am not flatteredpethi mou,that you think | need my brother
to—procure young women for me!'

'Oh no, Andrea, | didn't think --'

His wording, his bluntness startled her, but he @afaso mind to be
interrupted, and he went on as if she had not taedake her protest.
'‘Why Georgi brought you here when he would not tagisg is
something | can only guess at, but no doubt yolraite the matter
with him as soon as he returns from the mainland!’

'‘Oh, knowwhy he brought me here!'

Andrea paused, his eyes half concealed by thickkblashes but
disturbing nevertheless. 'Then | wish you wouldigiien me,
Michelle, since you seem to be in his confidenad @me with him
quite willingly!"

'Oh, but you don't understand at all'' She shoakhead earnestly,
horrified to think that he saw her as Georgi's agalace in his efforts
to bring them together. 'l—I didnknow he wouldn't be staying
himself, he didn't tell me that!'

He still held her gaze and it was difficult to tkinlearly when she
remembered the way he had kissed her only momefaseb 'If you
did not know he meant to bring you here to swim tuah leave you,
how can you be sure what was in his mipethi?'

She felt dismayingly small and helpless, sittingrénon the sand
while he towered over her, and she got to herdditie unsteadily,
brushing sand from her dress, her cheeks flusheshwhe found it
clinging and damp over the soft curves above héstwa



She could not simply stand there where she cowddhsa, for she
was still far too aware of him, of the strength aethsual vigour of
him, and she wanted to think clearly. Walking offesv paces, she
stood at the water's edge with her back to himlaokled instead at
the ocean, her eyes narrowed because the sunglatBelay
somewhere on the sand—forgotten.

'Michelle?'

She lifted her shoulders uneasily, trying to thiikvords that would
explain Georgi's plans for them both, without giyithe impression
that she in any way went along with them. Sincelsgt stayed and
gone swimming with him, he might be even hardesaovince.

'‘Georgi—Georgi has the ludicrous idea that he wasitsat --' It was
no use, she could not put it into words, not to rag and she bit her
lip anxiously when she heard him move behind her.

His hands rested on her shoulders for a seconaeba®turned her
round to face him, and she registered a little lpathat he was
dressed again, in dark slacks and a shirt of saellithg whiteness
that it seemed to cast a reflected light up indark features. One
hand raised her chin gently and she thought hehalhsmiling in the
way he so often did.

‘Georgi is what you call turning the tables, ig tivhat you are trying
to tell me, Michelle? He wishes to see me marryragad he would
like it to be you that | marry, is that his plan?'

Once again his frankness startled her, and shdheltolour that
flooded into her face as she tried to avoid thedhamder her chin.
'I—I told you it was ludicrous,' she reminded himedthlessly, but
Andrea said nothing for a moment, only stood stugyier face with
that inscrutable gaze.



Then he bent his dark head and pressed his moh#rsan a ghost of
that head-spinning kiss earlier, looking down iher face for a
second before he let her go, and she thought shadwaer seen him
so unbelievably gentle. Without speaking, he toek tand in his,
holding it while he bent and picked up the toweld ber sun-glasses,
handing her the latter with a slight tilt of onedk brow.

'Do you find it so ludicrous, Michelle?' he askadd without giving
her time to answer, led her across the beach tsthiadow of the
cypresses, and the road back to the villa.



CHAPTER SIX

MicHELLE found it difficult to be sure exactly what Andredrue
reaction was to Georgi's determined efforts to theam off. When he
had spoken of it so frankly to her on the beachdhg, he had given
the impression that he found it less unlikely tshr did herself, and
yet she could not believe he found the idea acbépta

Nevertheless, with the idea of avoiding anothehstisconcerting
incident, she had taken care to, avoid being alerie him again

during the past week or more. He made her feel sloyeaand uneasy
than any man had done before, and she was not eyt it—

avoiding him, she felt, was the best solution.

There was no shortage of opportunities to enjogdieand she made
the most of them. She could swim and sail with @eon the days he
was not working, and she had visited Marathon \Righe Carter, as
well as swimming and sunbathing with him by the lp&he found
him good company, and he was a much less demacdmganion
than the volatile Davoloses, though, she had toitadiess exciting
too.

Several times, when she found herself comparingvhitm Andrea,
she pulled herself up sharply, but it was discangito realise just
how often it happened. Georgi made no secret ofattethat he did
not like her being with Dale, but she simply laugjla¢ his objections,
telling him that she was perfectly free to makeden friends. Dale
Carter, she felt, helped to keep her feet firmlytbb@ ground. Her
friendship with Medea continued too, and they hai @ couple of
visits to Athens to replenish Michelle's wardrobe, extravagance
they both enjoyed enormously, although in the myvaf her room
she had been stunned to discover just how muchahspent.

The sophisticated versions of traditional Greekestgold in some of
the smarter boutiques so suited her that she baagketal, including



one or two long dresses. Made in the classic,ysoftlped styles, they
had Georgi in raptures of enthusiasm, and broughdrk gleam of

appreciation to Andrea's black eyes whenever she ileem to

dinner, so that she felt both the effort and thpesse had been
worthwhile.

Now that everyone accepted without reservation $tatus as
Georgi's twin sister, she found Natalia Palidesemendily receptive
during the couple of brief visits she made to #land, although she
was still a quiet and rather shrinking partnerdomeone of Georgi's
extrovert nature, she felt, and said as much toeded

Medea smiled, her gentle and resigned smile, amdggkd her
elegant shoulders. 'Natalia is not the bright, lydppde | would have
wished for our brother," she admitted, reluctaMighelle guessed,
'but she is a—sweet girl, Michelle, and | do wisko@)i would show
more affection for her.'

'‘Maybe it's because he's been forced into becoeniggged to her,'
Michelle suggested, and watched Medea's face fgnssiof
confirmation.

Instead she shook her head and frowned. 'No, y®unstaken, for
he loved Natalia dearly until --'

Dark eyes flicked a swift glance from below shadayashes. "You
know of the English girl?' she asked, and Michetidded.

‘Majry Darnley? Yes, Georgi told me about her, Med&hen | first
came here he thought—he had the idea that younalight 1 was
Mary Darnley, and if you did, it explained quitéo&'

Medea met her eyes with a frankness that was disgy@and smiled
ruefully. ‘Andrea was more certain than Pavlos lamdit most of all
Mama was convinced that you had come to take Geovgy from
his home and his family." Her eyes asked for unideding of her



stepmother and she shook her head to deny artyestigg of
unreasonable prejudice. 'Georgi is Mama's wholddydiichelle.
You would perhaps not understand how she feltwhen we first
heard about you; that Georgi was thinking of gam&ngland to see
you and—we did not know for certain, you see.'

‘And you really thought Georgi would bezeuldbe so devious?"

Medea's shaking head lacked certainty, but her dyab that
irresistible appeal still: 'It was so hard to degitichelle. If Georgi
had gone—Mama --'

Michelle nodded. 'Yes, | think | understand how &g although |
couldn't make sense of the—the antagonism whest ldirived here.'
She sighed in genuine relief. 'Well, thank heavext's all over now,
and you know I'm Michelle Dorset and not Mary Darnley." She
thought for a moment about Georgi's assuranceshthato longer
loved the English girl he met in Athens, and remeratl the way he
spoke of her. 'Medea—did Georgially get over her, do you think?"

Medea took a moment or two to reply, and while sla¢ched her

dark, thoughtful face, Michelle felt her heart betp thud hard at her
side. Suppose Georgi still loved Mary Darnley ariehd simply been
pressure from Andrea that made him give her uphatedenied it

when he spoke to her, but he was loyal to Andrdar®eanything

else, and she trembled to think of it being trigeMedea's hesitation
seemed to suggest it might be.

'l think it is all over between them," Medea sdithat. 'But—she was
so different from Natalia, you see. So bright anad-golden, like
Georgi himself. | think perhaps he misses that—Hirigss in
Natalia.'

Michelle was looking at her curiously. Georgi haadsthat none of
the family ever saw Mary Darnley and yet Medea s@saking as if



she knew her, at least by sight. If she did it wiadcount for why she
had so much more readily accepted her as Geongls t

'‘Did you know her, Medea? Did you ever see her?'

The dark eyes were hidden for a moment by loweaskds. 'l did not
know her, but | was the one that Georgi talked tos-ynderstand?
He told me everything about the girl and about hewelt for her—.
he sought my advice.'

She did not want to believe it, but she had to kfomsure. 'Was it
you who talked him into giving her up, Medea?'

The denial was much more firm this time. 'l coutst narry such a
responsibility alone,’ she said, 'so | spoke tdd%aHe forbade me to
have anything to say on the matter at all, and eaveé it to
Andrea—and so, of course, | did as he said.'

It was not easy to visualise Pavlos, plump amidtdelos, laying
down the law to the extent of forbidding his beldWwedea anything,
but she supposed that even he, when it came dovity) Was as
traditionally Greek as any of them, and his word \&av in his own
house. He would be unwilling to let Medea act iredi opposition to
his formidable brother-in-law, of course, and Medeauld be

happier not to do so.

'So it was left to Andrea,' she said, ‘who putfost down on the
romance without even considering Georgi's feellngs.

'Oh no, Michelle!"

It was amazing, she thought, how they all cameadalfence, even
those who had the most reason to blame him, likergse and she
pulled a wry face and laughed. 'l should have knbetter, than to
criticise Andrea, shouldn't I?'



Medea was looking vaguely uneasy, trying to undestwhy their

close, unquestioning loyalty to one another showddem

Unacceptable to her. 'If you knew Andrea betteghdile, you would

see that he is a wise man as well as a strongTéne—feeling that

Georgi had for the English girl was no more thgrassing fancy and
he would have regretted not staying with Natalibpm he loves. It
was necessary to appear —ruthless, is the worchih@e-in order to
prevent him taking a step that would have lost taras and broken
Mamd's heart.’

*You don't think it broke Georgi's heart?'

The jibe was irresistible, but Medea seemed ntdike it amiss, and
she shook her head as if she was quite sure of sWteasaid. 'Oh,
Michelle, does Georgi seem to you like a young nvah a broken
heart?'

'l suppose not—»but then I'm not an expert!.'

'‘He and Natalia are well suited in almost every wayd | am sure
they will be happy in their marriage." There wasmsthing
reminiscent of Georgi in the way she glanced ableéore she spoke,
as if weighing up her reaction to what she was atwsay. '‘Did you
know that the marriage is to take place in four kgééme, so that
you can see Georgi married before you leave, Miefel

Michelle stared, so startled by the unexpectedokesshat she could
not really have said what her true reaction wast Mear, Georgi had
said, and now Medea was telling her it was to deum weeks' time.
'It—it seems so—soon.'

'We have postponed our business in Paris for a vesethat we can
all be here," Medea went on, apparently quite egdily the prospect.
"You will wish to see Georgi's marriage, will yoat@'

'‘Oh, yes—yes, of course!’



If only she could be sure, she thought, whetherr@eawas so happy
about being rushed into marriage or if, as seeniady] he was
simply going along with what was planned for hinmeQway was to
ask Georgi himself, of course, but since he hadsamt anything to
her about it maybe even he did not know yet.

Whatever happened, she felt she must, make it bsinBss to see
that he was not forced into something he was likelsegret for the
rest of his life. No matter how often the Davolasily, and Georgi
himself, claimed that he was Greek, and had ndengs except as
one of them, he was still her twin brother, and@hdd not stand by
and see him made to do something he did not wad.to

It was one of Georgi's working days and the litllicraft that was
used to fly Pavlos and Andrea to the Athens offied long since
gone, so that Michelle fully expected to find thikavquiet,, and only
Madame Davolos about at that hour of the day. West why she
stared in surprise when she opened the door oddlme and found
Andrea there.

He was reading a letter, standing with one elbastirrg on the high
marble mantel, and a thumb and forefinger pullimgghtfully at his

lower lip, and he seemed not to notice her at fireen he looked up
suddenly and eyed her curiously, a hint of smilédisrmouth, as if he
knew all about the efforts she had made latelywtadahim.

Her heart was thudding heavily, and she almostetiand went out
again, but it was not so easy now that he had keenand she
hesitated instead in the doorway. She seldom samohiGeorgi on
the days that they worked, and she had not expectéaday, his
being there was disconcerting and unexpected.

'Kalimira, Michelle!'



It was his habit now to greet her in his own tongue she murmured
an answer as she stood for a second, undecidetievietstay. The
decision was made for her a moment later, whenge land vaguely
impatient hand waved her further into the room,oenmand she
obeyed instinctively.

‘Come in,pethi,' he invited, and there was a hint of laughter & h
eyes as he watched her cross the room. 'l promaigeniot bite you 1'

Colour flushed her cheeks and she felt a swifkfo€ resentment at
his teasing her, when they both knew full well whais behind his
remark. He could not have done other than reatisednd why she
had been avoiding him, and she hated the idearoffimding her

evasion amusing.

'l expected to find Madame Davolos in here,' sh@damed, and he
shrugged.

‘Mama is busy at the desk in her study—she has quiit of writing
to do.'

'‘Sending out invitations for Georgi's wedding?' Speke in haste
and left her opinion in no doubt, so that Andreakkxd up sharply.
'l've just learned about it from Medea,' she talath.iDoes Georgi
know he's to be married in four weeks time?"

'Of course he does, you silly child—what kind obpke do you think
we are?'

‘Sometimes | wonder!" The brusque rebuke was a# auiclame for
her flush of resentment as any fears she had thatgbwas being
pressured into marrying Natalia, and she objectexhgly to being
called a child in that patronising way. 'Why araiyo such a hurry,
Andrea? You can't still think I'm a danger to yglans for him,
surely?'



There was a deep and infinitely disturbing gliitehis eyes, but he
spoke quietly still and his voice was steady andtratied, though
she doubted if the man himself was as cool as peapd. 'You
never were a danger to any plans of mine, Michéllganted you
here, it is true, where | could judge you for myiskut having seen
you | knew that you were not Georgi's lover andripdy dismissed
you as a threat to his marriage to Natalia.'

She was trembling like a leaf, and she could nahtully have said
why she was so angry, although she was certaiastnet entirely on
Georgi's account. Perhaps it had more to do wiahahmost scornful
dismissal of her, and his obvious contempt fordsea threat.

'If that's true,’ she said, 'why did you treat lasnf he was a prisoner
when he wanted to take me out in the first instanded when he
wanted to come to England to see me you stopped-hyou always
keep a tight rein on him, don't you, Andrea? Y@athim as if he has
no mind of his own, and Heas.He's English and --'

‘Ftani pyd That will do!" His voice cut her short and it wag longer
quiet and soft as she was used to hearing it, émat &nd angry like
the bright glitter in his eyes so that she feltskertrembling. "You
speak without knowledge of what you are saying—es@opinions
on something you know nothing about!

He moved from his place by the mantel and stoaeéats by the open
windows, a tall vibrant figure that was somehow a@@ng in its
brooding anger. She had seldom felt so disturbeahioyher's mood,
and yet she could not explain what it was thaudwstd her so much
as she looked across at his broad, unresponsikeviatit a curious
sense of anticipation.

When he spoke he did so without turning round. "fook because
Georgi has not told you of the wedding date thaag been arranged
without his knowledge or consent?’



'I—I'm sure he'd have told me if he knew.'

She wished he would turn and look at her so theatshld at least see
his face and try to guess what was going on innhmisd as he
questioned her. But he kept his back to her, amdettwas a
dismaying suggestion of relentlessness in itsgitastern posture.

‘Have you seen Georgi this morning?’

Michelle shook her head, realised he could noitssed hastened to
make a verbal reply. 'No—no, | seldom do on workilays, | have
breakfast later than you and Georgi as a rule.’

The raven-black head nodded, as if to drive homeesooint he was
making. 'And you returned from a walk with Dale téarto go
straight to your room last night, did you riot?'

It was beginning to dawn on her at last just wieatMas trying to tell
her, and she flicked the tip of her tongue overlipsras she realised
what must have happened, when that important faseitysion must
have been made. 'l—it was fairly late when we gatkh and you
were all in here, talking. You seemed—engrossedmething and |
didn't like to --'

He turned at last, swinging round swiftly and sudgehis black eyes
fixed on her like glowing jet. 'Exactly!" he sagbft-voiced.

Michelle hastily lowered her gaze. Her heart waslthng painfully
hard and she spread her hands in a curiously apgegdsture, the
palms uppermost. 'l —I didn't know, Andrea.’

For a moment he did not speak, but he studied dreowly with his
face shadowed, away from the light outside, theshwok his head
slowly. 'How often have you said that to me, Midd&bgho ena?he
asked, and she raised her eyes at last and looketh.a



'I'm—I'm sorry, Andrea. | know,' she added hastllknow I've said
that before too, but—' Her shrug was neither casater despairing,
but simply resigned to something inevitable. 'L misvays seem to do
and say the wrong thing where you're concernednlt¢&now why it
should be.'

'You think | am to blame for that?' The questiorswat seriously
asked, she felt sure, but she hastened to deowyatlfthat. 'Oh no, of
course you're not! It's just that --'

She had not realised even that he had moved frenvitidow, but he

was in front of her suddenly and regarding her withalf-amused,

half-resigned expression that she was uncertain toldo about. His

hand lifted her chin, the long fingers firmly in®st, and he held her
for a second or two before he spoke.

'l had thought to please you by suggesting thatr@end Natalia
should be married while you are still here, so §@i can see the
wedding, Michelle, but it seems that | too haverhsfortune to do
the wrong thing foyyou,hmm?"'

'‘Oh no!" She looked up, holding his gaze for a sdaw two, her own
eyes a deep and shining blue between thick brogimekand she
tried hard to steady her voice. 'You—you suggedigdging it
forward for— formysake?"

A slightly crooked smile tilted his mouth at itsrners and a brow
arched above the jet-black eyes. 'Not altogetheydar sakeligho
ena, although your being able to see Georgi married mgsfirst
consideration. But | do not think you will find Ggoany less willing
to have his wedding date brought forward than atiheroyoung
bridegroom!’

It was the very subject on which she had been ubyahe matter on
which she had been prepared to challenge him ongiaedehalf,



only somehow it was different from when she hakidlabout it with

Medea. Now, suddenly, she had fewer doubts, fouteks hard to
accept that Georgi really wanted to marry Natalias even anxious
to do so if that broad hint was to be believed.

Almost as if he guessed what had been on her mMindrea raised
her face to him and his voice was soft and quesiiprDo you doubt
that, Michelle?'

'l did, but --'

When she put up her hands to ease the fingersupped her chin, he
turned his hand quickly and enclosed hers, holtheg to his chest
while he studied her face, the faint flush of porka pale gold skin,
and the shadow of her lashes on her cheeks.

'‘But?' he prompted, and she shook her head.
'I—I have to believe you,' she confessed. 'You seesure, Andrea.'
'l am sure, Michelle.'

The situation had a certain familiarity, a curi@emnse of repetition,
and she could feel her heart pounding like a drestskher legs, weak
and trembling as she resigned herself to the ialeMat No matter how
long she had managed to avoid being alone with éadsooner or
later this same situation was bound to arise agaith,she stood with
her hands in his, a churning sense of excitemedtaaticipation
curling in her stomach.

‘Thespini's Michelle, Thespini's Michelle!

Andrea turned, his eyes glittering blackly, hisvesodrawn in to a
straight black frown and he swung round swiftlyheg very moment
little Dimitri ran straight from the garden intoetlsalon, his small,



sharp face flushed with exertion. He came to a sndwhlt when he
saw Andrea, and looked a little uncertainly froomhio Michelle.

By now he was quite used to her and indeed lookexh tner as an
ally against Georgi's sometimes malicious teassogthat he came
across to her after a second or two and lookeditip his huge black
eyes looking incredibly knowing.

Andrea said nothing, but Michelle put a hand onheiad and smiled
down at him. Her heart was still pounding hard, e could not
help -but wonder what Dimitri would have reportechis mother if
he had Come in a moment later.

'Ki'rios Dale asks that you come with him to setheatro,' he told
her, and she caught sight of Andrea's swift daokvéevhen he heard
the invitation.

‘Tell Ki'rios Dale that Michelle has already arradgo come with me
to Athens, Pondikos,' he told the boy before shddcanswer for
herself, and Michelle stared at him.

He sounded abrupt, almost possessive, and shetwdsss to know
what to do for a moment, then gradually, as Dinstood looking at
her, she remembered telling Dale Carter that slsegwang to be free
today. It was a temptation to go along with Andsedeceit, much
more of a temptation than she would have beliewesiple, but she
resisted it for reasons she was not even surerséle

'‘Andrea --' She looked at him uncertainly, anddtveas a small tilt of
smile to his mouth that she found curiously distugb

'You do not wish to come with me?'

The appeal almost disarmed her, but then she thoafhhe
speculation it could cause if she was to break eerapless firm date



with Dale Carter and go instead with Andrea, arelgtook her head,
though with obvious reluctance.

‘It isn't that | don't want to go with you, Andrémut | remember, dlid
tell Dale I'd be free today, and | arranged to gt \wim to see the
theatre of Dionysus,’

'So?'

It was difficult to know just what interpretatior tput on that
non-committal, single-syllable response, but shendbit infinitely
disconcerting. Searching his face from the shadoleolashes, she
frowned uncertainly. 'He—Dale seems to know Athgquoge well,
Andrea, and he says I'll find the theatre quitenesting.'

Andrea's black brows expressed a not very complangiopinion of
Dale Carter's abilities as a guide. 'l think hesdnet know Athens
quite so well as he would have you believe,' he e frankly, ‘or he
would suggest taking you to see the Herodes Attiogtead. It is
much more interesting, and in a much better statepair, and no
more than three hundred metres from the DionyBusdd shoulders
shrugged carelessly, but still somehow managed ciovey a
suggestion of contempt. 'However --'

To Michelle his attitude was puzzling, though norenso than it was
to Diinitri, judging by his expression. Andrea w&igl frowning, she
noticed, and a curious little shiver of sensatibthered along her
spine for a moment as she shook her head.

'I'm—I'm sorry, Andrea.’

For a second only she held the steady black gazeséiemed to see
right through her, then inevitably lowered her eyég®n she felt the
faster more urgent beat to her heart. "You haweason to apologise,
have you?'



'No, but I --'

'‘Or perhaps you were not apologising?' he went soft-voiced.
'‘Perhaps you were rather—expressing regret. Whiads W,
Michelle?'

If only Dimitri had not been there, she thought stould not have
felt quite so inhibited. But he was standing theeside her still, his
interest undiminished, like some small, dark golatirfolklore, the
kallikanzaroi,small and mischievous and incredibly knowing.

‘Thespim's Michelle,' he said, apparently tiredvatfting, 'shall | tell
Ki'rios Dale that you will go with him to Athens?’

‘Tell Ki'rios Dale that Thespim's Michelle will lgoing with him to

Athens, please, Dimitri I' Andrea's deep, firm wicut across her
own half-formed answer, and Michelle flicked hinswaift uncertain

look from the turners of her eyes. He held her daza second, his
own bright and jet-black below straight brows, antdfathomable

enough to defy any attempt to guess what was gmngehind them.
"The aircraft is returning home for me at elevengiille, | suggest
that you and Dale Garter fly over with me to thantaand.'

It was an unexpected invitation when she thoughtisf barely
disguised opinion of Dale as a visitor to his islaand she viewed it
with some suspicion, taking a moment to try andsgué@e reason
behind it. "You—don't mind giving us a lift?' shekad.

‘Should 7'

Once more an enigmatic half-smile questioned resareing and she
hastily shook her head. 'Oh—no reason, Andreayétty good of
you, thank you.'



‘It will be my pleasureligho ena!’

It seemed to Michelle there was a hint of laugimethe deep, soft
voice and it sent trickles of response along harespnce more, so
that she looked down at Dimitri, seeking a distoact'Will you ask
Kirios Dale if he will meet me about eleven o'cloeit the
landing-field, please Dimitri—tell him that we shiké flying over to
the mainland/

Dimitri's puckish little face weighed up the sitioat for a moment,
then he cocked his head to one side and regardealithebig, dark
eyes. 'Do you wish that | also tell Kirios balettiai'os Andrea will
also be flying with you, Thespinis Michelle?'

There was nothing she could do about the smiledap unbidden

to her lips, but she hastily stifled it, and instsook her head at him.
‘Thios Andrea has kindly offered to fly us oveitth all,’ she told the
boy. 'If you will tell him that, Dimitri.'

He flicked those huge dark eyes from one to therotivo or three
times, then turned and ran out of the room, and &®cond neither of
them said a word, nor made a move to go. It wasnwiehelle
looked up at last that she found Andrea's blacls eyaching her, a
deep glint of laughter in their depths, and thepiton was too
much to resist—she burst into laughter.

'He's absolutely incorrigible!" she said, her vdiosky with laughter,
and Andrea seemed to agree.

He reached out with one hand and touched her digkeky with an
evocative finger-tip. 'And you should laugh moreeaf ligho ena
mou—it makes you beautiful!"

Her eyes had a jewel brightness in the pale goldeofface and a
flush of colour brightened her cheeks, heightengthle drum-beat
pulse at her temple. She could not move becauselsmsnher legs



felt too weak to support her, and she was tremblkega leaf as he
leaned forward suddenly and bent his head. The malte
remembered so well as fierce and compelling orolgr was gentle
and light when it touched her lips for a second/onl

'l will see you in a few moments,' he told her.vela good time with
your friend,oreo mou!'

Both theatres, that of Dionysus and the Herodesust were on the
southern slope of the Acropolis, and both proveterasting,

although, as Andrea had said, the Herodes Atticas nwch better
preserved and indeed was still used through thersurfor a festival

of drama and music.

The ancient places never failed to thrill Michebed set her
imagination working, and she enjoyed herself imnegnseven
though she suspected Dale Carter's enjoyment waselsow
tempered by the fact that during the flight ovemirSavra, Andrea
had asked them to lunch with him. It would haverbddficult to
refuse in the circumstances, but it was obvious t¢bald he have
done so, Dale would much rather have lunched wathalone.

They were making their way to the restaurant belzake confessed
how he felt about the invitation, taking their tinterough the
tourist-crowded streets, even though they weradira little late for
their appointment with Andrea, and Michelle hadnglked up at him
once or twice, trying to judge his mood. It wasikmlAndrea to have
issued such an invitation to include a man he haite gopenly
declared was no more than a business acquaintance.

'l wish there'd been some way of turning down kinich invitation,'
Dale said, confirming her suspicion. 'But what cbuto when he'd
flown us over?'



‘You'd rather Andrea didn't give us lunch?'

'I'd rather | knew what that Machiavellian Greeksw#p to!" Dale
retorted, then grinned a little sheepishly. 'I'mrgoMichelle, | keep
forgetting he's a kind of relation of yours!

"Not of mine," Michelle denied, 'of Georgi's.’

'‘Quite! That's what makes me wonder what he's ud et the
distinct impression that Georgi doesn't "like tded of you coming
with me, and I'm wondering if there's some schefetdo --' He
shrugged, as if he drew the line at actually pgthrs suspicions into
words.

Perhaps it was sheer bravado, or perhaps that hffnbst teasing
kiss was still too fresh in her memory and she tf@it uncertain of
herself, but she looked up at him and laughed,eyess a bright
defiant blue. 'Oh, Georgi has plans to marry met@fAndrea,' she
said, and Dale looked taken aback for a secondar t

'You don't mind?' He sounded as if he found thad ba believe and
her laughter once more had the shivering ring ckuainty.

'‘Only because | don't take it seriously—it's neuidely to
happen!'His hand was under her arm as he steeretthroeigh the
holiday crowds, and he glanced down at her astilveed in to the
entrance of the restaurant where they were to Aregiiea—the same
one he had brought her to before. 'l wouldn't lzestiare about that,’
Dale told her. 'It could be what's in that deviousd of his when he
asked us to lunch with him—making sure he can keepye on you
even if you did turn him down to come with me.’

'Oh, Dale!"

Colour flushed into her cheeks, but when she loaadss to where
Andrea was already seated at a corner table, \gaitin them, it



occurred to her to wonder suddenly if it was sudardetched idea
after all. Andrea had acted out of character, ingitDale to lunch
with him, and then there was—She shook herselfilhastalising
that she was venturing along paths that could pmowe adventurous
than she could cope with.

'"You think he treats it as lightly as you do?' Dalice spoke close
to her ear as he guided her across' the restatifake my word,
Michelle, I've dealt with Andrea Davolos for yeansthe way of
business and | probably know him better than yquatall he's your
brother's family. He's completely ruthless whemiaats anything!

‘Well, in my case that hardly applies!" She spoker dver shoulder, a
swift, husky whisper, anxiously denying somethihgttshe was not
entirely sure she wanted to deny.

The voice in her ear persisted, however, as theyedethe table
where Andrea waited for them. 'He's got the gleathehunter in his
eye, Michelle, and at this moment it's fixed firnaly you!'

It was true, Michelle realised a little dazedly.

Whether it had the gleam of a hunter or not, Andrelck gaze was
fixed firmly on her as she came towards the tahth ale, and she
experienced a curious unsteadiness in-her legs idgot to his feet
and smiled at her, one of those curious little-satfles that always
confused her.

He greeted them both in his own tongue, then toak the task of
seeing her seated before Dale could do anythingitabe-a neat
manoeuvre that Dale noted with narrowed eyes. Takis seat again
beside her, he addressed himself to her, withdualg appearing to
ignore his other guest.

"You have enjoyed your sightseeing?' he askedshacdodded.



'‘Very much—it was wonderful seeing that old theathe Herodes
Atticus, and realising that it'still in use after—ooh, hundreds of
years! It gives me a funny feeling when | thinkouéd actually sit
there and watch a play today, where someone ghtalime ago and
watched thesameplay.'

There was a smile hovering about Andrea's widetesgive mouth
and it gleamed in his black eyes as he looked at'Yieu are very
impressionableligho ena mou,he told her, and his voice had it
usual effect on her senses.

Not only that either, for Dale Carter was lookingass at her with
raised brows, and she told herself she must firtdezactly what
ligho ena moumeant in English. Laughing a little unsteadilye sh
picked up a menu, simply as a means of distractiod to occupy her
hands.

'l suppose | must be a—a Grecophile, or whateweright word is,’
she said. "You shouldn't laugh at me, Andrea!'

There was a curious and unfamiliar air of exhilarabetween them
that was electrical in its effect, almost headse ioo much wine, and
she found it hard to ignore the fluttering urgeméyher pulse. The
black eyes were more intense in their scrutinggegémed, and her
heart responded more urgently suddenly.

'l do not laugh at youlijgho ena,'he denied, and glanced at Dal
Carter, as if he suddenly remembered he was tigdall we order
lunch?' he asked.

Michelle nodded only vaguely. At that moment sheilddave given
much not to have Dale Carter sitting across thie tabm her, and yet
it was probably much better that he was theresli@ was not at all
sure that she could think clearly for herself. Gheam of the hunter



in his eye, Dale had said, and she felt quite alagiyn vulnerable at
the moment.



CHAPTER SEVEN

IT was obvious that Georgi was going to find the wehibling very
much to his liking, Michelle thought ruefully, biitwas beginning to
dawn on her that she had made a mistake in askingrbther to be
her interpreter. Perhaps Medea would have been ra discreet
consultant, and she would certainly not have eyadim the same
mischievously amused way that Georgi did "whenagieed him to
tell her what the words meant.

She had long wondered about the Greek names thdreArcalled
her, and Georgi had seemed the obvious persorkiceasept that
now she had done so she could see he was goiegdosomething
significant into her quite casually asked questions

His blue eyes twinkled mischievously when she asked a
translation ofligho ena,the name that Andrea seemed to use mc
often, and she already wished she had not askedWimo has called
you little one?' he asked, although she was coedite was well
aware who it was.

'‘Oh, | just heard it and wondered what it mearat'shall.’

She shrugged, but offhand or not, Georgi was ntgroexl in the
slightest and his smile quizzed her quite opeAlydrea,' he guessed.
‘It is Andrea who calls you little one, is it nMjchelle?"

'Yes, sometimes he does.'

She made the admission grudgingly, but. Georgi madding his
head in a rather smugly satisfied way as he sditleld in his chair. 'It
Is a beginning,” he declared complacently. 'lt iscl@arming
endearment, is it not?’

'‘An endearment?’ She supposed it was, but thougbssible Andrea
had not used it as such.



'l would term it an endearment,’ Georgi insistead’ you cannot
dislike such a name, surely, Michelle?'

'l suppose not.' They were stretched out besid@dloé on canvas
chairs, and she felt rather pleasantly lazy withghn on her barely
covered body. For several seconds she said no omotiee subject,
but she was still irresistibly curious to know ethaavhat it was
Andrea called her, and after a moment she probadhabger eyes
behind dark glasses staring up at the amethyst 'Blat—when
there's a word likenouat the end of it, Georgi? What does it mean

Georgi turned his head and laughed. His teeth kbakartlingly
white in his golden tanned face below silvery haind his eyes
behind the dark lenses quizzed her for a secormrdoék answered.
'‘Ah, then, Michelle, it becomes more --' His exgres hands left no
doubt of the nature of its meaning and he lauglgathaat her hastily
averted head. 'Theouis for—my, and is more, how is it?—More
possessive, huh?'

Michelle put her hands behind her head, claspéddlyigogether as
she recalled just how many times in the past weedodAndrea had
used that possessiveou when he addressed her. 'Apdthi? she
asked, pressing on recklessly. 'What does that Phean

This time Georgi turned his head and frowned, sb $she wondered
for a moment if she had inadvertently used the gnord.'Pethi?’
he repeated. 'Who has called you child, Michelle? Ahdrea?"

‘More than once,' Michelle assured him, and feltegunexplicably
disappointed at being referred to as a child, i w@mething of an
anti-climax, she felt. 'Oh well,' she said, 'itypgloes to show that in
the long run he regards me in the same categddynaisri!’



'Ohi!" Georgi denied firmly. 'l do not believe that, mster! Tell me,
are there other names by which he has called yaygpe mou,
perhaps?’

She shook her head, although the words were faiiba she had
heard Pavlos use them quite often to Medea. 'Ng newer used that,
but I've heard Pavlos say it.'

‘To Medea™Ne,of course you have—it means my love.'

‘Then Andrea isn't likely to have called me thathe? You're on the
wrong track again, Georgi!'

'l think not," he argued blandly, 'but when Anddeges call you his
love, then | shall know that my plans are goingliel

‘Your plans!" She sat up in her chair and lookeeroat him
reproachfully, trying to understand his single-n@ddess when it
came to her and Andrea. 'l shouldn't have thoughthad much time
to spare for planning other people's lives, wheur yavn wedding is
less than four weeks away!'

It was impossible to tell what his reaction wastie reminder
because of the dark lenses that concealed his apdshis facial
expression gave nothing away. He stretched lathiysting his arms
above his head. 'Being the bridegroom | have leg®hcern myself
with," he told her blandly. 'The planning and tkeieement are for the
women—I have plenty of time to think about you @dlrea.’

‘Time maybe, but no cause,' Michelle denied. "Ymba&rass me,
Georgi, with your attempts at matchmaking, and ymst embarrass
Andrea too—I wish you'd stop it!"

He seemed mildly surprised by her reaction andetirinis head a
fraction to regard her through the dark lensesu'Would prefer to do



as Pavlos has been trying to encourage you to b, choose the
Englishman, Dale Carter?'

'I'd prefer it if you'd both stop trying to marryeroff, and let me make
my ownchoice, Georgi! You really have no right to keeegsing me
to marry the way you do!'

He looked rather as if he had been accused unjtstiygh only for a
moment, for he was not that easily deterred, arall isounded so
logical and reasonable put in such simple termg. B wish to see
Andrea happily married again, and | also wish teehgou stay here
on Savra, what better way to achieve both thanawng you marry
Andrea?'

'‘But suppose | donwantto marry Andrea?'

Georgi reached out lazily and ran a forefinger delwenlength of her
spine, his voice quiet and deceptively careld3s.you not wish to
marry him?' he asked.

Michelle shivered, and it was not only the effefcthat tracing finger
on her spine, she suspected. The thought of beargad to a man
like Andrea Davolos opened up all sorts of prospdwt she did not
even care to think about at the moment.

‘More to the point,' she said, determinedly keemnsteady voice,
‘would Andrea want to marry me?'

'‘But of course!" He sounded so confident abouthft tshe was
silenced for a second or two, and heard the resisateply in a kind
of hazy uncertainty. 'Andrea needs another wifd, yoou are young,
pretty and healthy—are you not ideal for him?'

Michelle found it hard to find an answer right away



There was a curious coldness running through heatesly, and she
thought of Andrea in that restaurant in Athensspagsthe opinion
that if he ever thought of marrying again, he wdgép her in mind.
She had not taken it seriously in the beginnind,tbat was before
various incidents had led her to the conclusion Aradrea actually
found her attractive, even to his sophisticatetetaBecause of that
she had been less hasty to dismiss the idea frorfribed of late,
although she had never admitted as much, evernrselhe

Hearing Georgi's cool and calculated appraisalesfds a suitable
wife for his beloved stepbrother made her wondshé would ever
really know him as well as she hoped to. It madeitse too to think
that Andrea more than likely shared Georgi's vieav&]l saw her as
suitable—he had already questioned her lighthealsadissal of the
idea, she recalled. The fact that he had kissedhseway he did
meant little in all probability. A man with a natuas passionate as
Andrea Davolos's undoubtedly was, needed a wonrahwe@men
were in short supply on Savra, this paradise isI&he had happened
to be handy—-presented to him, it might almostdid, oy Georgi.

'‘Michelle?' Georgi sat up in his chair so that beld see her better,
his voice bringing her back to reality, and sheefidly avoided
looking at him. 'Do you not agree that you wouldken®&ndrea an
ideal wife?' he asked.

Hugging her knees close to her chest, she restedHie on her
folded arms so that her hair slid forward and haktrof her face. 'l
suppose it doesn't really matter whether or notréadvould make
me an ideal husband, does it?' she asked, and iGeakgd vaguely
startled, as if the idea had never occurred to him.

'‘But Andrea is perfectly suited to you, Michellg'told her, and as if
to impress upon her how serious he was, he swundebt to the
ground and took off the dark glasses so that shkl s®e the earnest
look in his blue eyes when he spoke. 'He is weadthy from a good



family, and women find him very attractive. What nmaould you
ask of a husband, my sister?’

She gazed at the dazzling surface of the pool fooment without
answering, and her mouth had an uncharacteristioater twist to it

as she considered the points in Andrea's favourouioled her that
she found Georgi so hard to understand, and thaeémed not to
understand her at all.

‘Would it be too much to ask that the man | mahgudd love me?'
she asked, and Georgi took a second or two todmednswer, for it
was obviously some' thing he had not taken intoact

‘That would come with time,” he suggested, and tchblle it
sounded far too much as if he was reciting somgthahad learned
by heatrt.

She took off her sun-glasses with a quick nervoosement, and
looked at him with bright defensive eyes. 'Like yoope to love
Natalia in time, instead of Mary Darnley?'

It was perhaps going too far to remind him of teatrecent past,
when there were only weeks to go to his wedding,dait she had
spoken hastily and she regretted it almost befarevords were "out
of her mouth. His fingers toyed for a moment wiik sunglasses in
his hand, and he did not look at her when he spmitact she noted
with dismay, for it suggested her shaft had gomadnonore deeply
than she meant it to. ,,

'It is true that | was foolish about Mary," he atted in a voice that
was slightly more accented than usual, she thougut,you are
wrong if you think | do not love Natalia, Michell®nce | loved her
very much, with—passion?—you know? But | hurt herywvmuch
too,- because | was thoughtless and foolish. Nowtis-expressive
hands and shoulders admitted perhaps more tharswordd have



done. 'Natalia is not pretty in the way that Magswbut now | think
that | love her in a—different way that is muchderto explain.’

'Oh, Georgi—I'm sorry! I—I shouldn't have said whaid!

She took his hands in hers and her eyes had § sufity look that
begged for forgiveness, so that after a secondore smiled and
raised their clasped hands to press his lips .to fimgers. 'l

understand you, Michelle, perhaps better than ywderstand me,
eh?' The blue eyes were warm and affectionate,shedcaught a
glimpse of that familiar mischievous smile for ament. 'Maybe . |
am a wise man, like Andrea, hmm?'

‘You're a veryniceman,' Michelle told him fondly, and looked at he
handsome twin with pride. '‘And I'm certain Natalidl make a very
pretty bride, because she loves you very much.’

He was quite serious, and he held her hands stileanodded his
silver-blond head solemnly. 'l know," he said.

Medea and Pavlos invited her over for dinner treneng before Dale
Carter was due to leave the island at the end ®thbliday, and
Michelle accepted gladly. Pavlos was a firm belidnelove at first
sight, so Medea had confided one day, ever sincleademet and
fallen in love with Medea in the space of a few slafle would
probably be disappointed when there was no tetafelvell between
her and Dale, but that could not be helped.

Georgi, on the other hand, would most likely seéeBaleparture as
the removal of a threat to the plans he had in pattiough he was
not so happy about the idea of her being invitea dgsner partner for
the departing guest. She seemed fated to disappeinple, she
thought as she dressed for dinner, but she haaemtion of planning
her life to suit anyone, even Georgi.



In fact it transpired that Dale was not actuallgMieg Greece, but
simply transferring to an hotel on the mainland fowhile. His

holiday was finished, but he had some busines®ttte doefore he
flew home, and in view of Andrea's attitude to Imgvbusiness men
on the island he had insisted on changing his astmaation for the
more usual hotel.

'l hope it means | can see you again, at least loefcge | go back,' he
said, and she smiled agreement.

'l don't see why not, Dale.’

It was fairly late, but Dale had suggested thay tlake a stroll along
the beach before he walked her back to the vilid,she had agreed
unhesitatingly. The island always ~ seemed evererheautiful by
moonlight, and tonight it was breathtaking.

The sea just ruffled over the white sand with bagelmurmur of

sound, and they walked against a background ofdatk cypresses,
with the scents of oleander and hibiscus headyias @n the warm
night air. It was indeed a paradise, and Michdilmught she could
quite happily settle for living there for the re$ther life, if it was not

for the countless personal problems it would ineolv

Her sandalled feet whispered across the sand, mepé&mm below
one of the classic styled evening dresses shedwaghbin Athens. It
was a bright, light blue and fastened with palbaits that shaped and
showed off her rounded feminine curves, then flattedown like
silver streamers in the light breeze. Her fair Islie wore with a
jewelled slide on top of her head, then flowing domearly to her
shoulders, and Dale Carter made no Secret of thdlfat he found
the whole effect very attractive.

He held her hand with just the slightest suggesifantimacy as they
walked along in the moonlight, and his eyes smiledn at her when



he turned his head, so that she responded aut@thati®Vill you
really miss me when | go, Michelle? Or am | simfptering myself
when | hope you will?'

‘Well, of course | shall miss you!" She laughedsing back her hair
in a gesture that her English family would haveoggused as slightly
anxious. 'lI've enjoyed knowing you the past cowdleveeks, and
maybe we'll meet again some time."'

Dale said nothing for several minutes and she thbhg seemed
rather preoccupied, so that she prayed h# wasaiog go suddenly
become more serious about their parting. It had Ipésasant having
him around for the past two weeks and she had edjbis company,
but she had no desire to do anything more thargeaglbye to him
when the time came and vaguely hope to see hinmagane time in
the future.

She felt pleasantly relaxed wandering along theeeddhe tide with
him like this, much too relaxed to suddenly finddsdf involved in

something she would rather did not happen. The msld@mmering

across the water gave it the look of dark silk,tS¥ith silver, and she
thought the island had never looked lovelier befosgen by
moonlight. It would be so easy to become involved.

Then Dale turned and looked down at her once mmileshe noticed
the ghost of a smile hovering about his mouth dedrging in his
eyes. He was very good-looking and in the shadaftyness of the
moonlight he somehow looked slightly mysterious anery

intriguing.

'Will you consider staying on here for good?' hieeds and Michelle's
heart gave a sudden hard thud against her rilbe atrtexpectedness
of it.



'‘Oh no, of course not!" she denied hastily. 'l Isbalstaying on for a
week or so longer than | planned because of Geavgidding, but I'll
be going back after that.'

Obviously there was something about her answehtstruck him
as meaningful, for he seemed to be quizzing heafmoment, then
he laughed and shook his head. 'l notice you sayl )& going back,’
he pointed out, 'not going home—is there anythiggiBcant about
that?'

Michelle did not even realise she had made thendisin, but it
struck her suddenly that perhaps the slip had laesabconscious
expression of the way she felt about Savra asagdler reluctance to
leave Georgi. Not that she thought any less ofdrarly in England,
she thought of them with as much affection as $ways had, and
she was in regular touch with them.

If was simply that during the past weeks she hahlmn Sdvra she
had come to think of the island as a kind of secache. It was

Georgi's home and perhaps she had absorbed sdm®love of the

place, for love it he undoubtedly did, for all hismarks about
wishing he could leave it more often. She did matkl forward to

leaving, even to go home to England, and she hathpuhought of

doing so firmly out of her mind, as she was intiabit of doing with

matters she preferred not to think about.

'l suppose it's because | feel so at home hem said. 'l don't think
there's anything significant in it.'

'l see. | just wondered if perhaps you and --' tdé@ed short, using
his free hand with just as much expression as regk3riends would
have done, and he glanced at her in a half-apotogedy that

suggested he knew he was venturing on to delicatend. 'You

know that Andrea Davolos won't like you leaving,ndoyou,

Michelle?'



Once more her heart gave a sudden breathtakinlg, land she said
nothing for a moment. Had he not appeared so obljaserious

about it, she would have simply laughed at the sstygn and treated
it as an attempt to tease her. As it was she didjuite know how to

react. He was obviously not teasing her but firbbdyieved what he
said, and she could feel her heart thudding awdyeatibs as she
sought for the right answer, trying to keep heceateady.

'l hardly think so, Dale! You and Georgi seem twéhdhe same
misconception about Andrea and the way he feelshioks—about
me, but you're both quite wrong, you know!'

'l don't think so, Michelle, he --' Once more heugjged, shaking his
head as if to deny himself the right to commenit iBisn't really any
of my business, is it?' he remarked with a wry enifter all, I've

known you for only two weeks, and you must havaeganough of
that kind of suggestion from Georgi. | hardly gfafor the right to

make such personal observations!

'Oh, please, don't feel badly about it, Dale!" Siiled uneasily. 'As
you say Georgi's very insistent on the subjecthgoe's no reason
why you shouldn't have your say too.'

‘Maybe you'll even start believing it!"

Michelle shook her head firmly. 'Oh no! When slaighed it
sounded dismayingly unsteady, and she did hertbdstle the fact.
‘It must be something in the air here,' she skierybodytries their
hand at- matchmaking, and unfortunately | seemetthle favourite
target!

'‘Maybe because you're such an obvious choice," f2gjgested, and
pulled a face when he smiled at her. 'Maybe if $milaquite so—so
English, I'd have given Pavlos more cause for eragmment, but
there you are! I'm sorry, about all that eye-rgliand those



heavy-handed efforts of Pavlos's to make a pasggi@omance out of
our very pleasant friendship—you must have foundeitribly
embarrassing at times!'

'‘Oh, please, don't worry!" She laughed, remembejugj how
embarrassing sieadfound it at times. ‘It was no worse than Georgi
efforts to marry me off to Andrea—rather less,antf'

He looked down at her steadily for a second, areltbbught he
looked more serious suddenly, stronger and olderekow in the
shadowy moonlight, but no less attractive.-'‘Geagn't give up until
the very last moment, you know, Michelle:—he's@dligh Davolos
I'l'm sorry," he added hastily, 'but you know whatean.'

Michelle nodded without speaking. She shook baak Hasr and
looked across the shimmering silver and purple mocaiathe fat silver
moon like a benign god looking down at them fromgr@bus. Georgi
never would give up, she knew, but her main coneersjust how
far Andrea went along with his schemes. If Andresesiirmly and
definitely uninterested then she would know juseveshe stood and
nothing Georgi did would make any difference, bhbere was
something about his manner on occasion that susyést was not
completely indifferent, and that was what she fosoddisturbing
about him.

She glanced up at Dale and smiled, a slightly dushile because
there was so much she did not understand. 'Songetifimel Georgi's
family a little more than | can cope with,' she famsed. 'l feel as if I'll
never understand Georgi, even though we're twins.'

'‘And he, | imagine, feels rather as if he fallswesn two stools. He
has a natural affinity with you, and yet you'recempletely unlike
the family he's known all his life.’

'"You like Georgi ?'



She sounded quite anxious that he should, and $pailed. 'Yes, |
like him very much, Respite the fact that he'ligied to see the back
of me tomorrow!" He laughed and shook his head wstenwould
have denied it simply for politeness' sake. 'Oknéw wh"y, of'
course, Michelle, and | don't hold it against hinm+fact I'm flattered
that he considers me any sort of competition fomesane like
Andrea!

She liked Dale Carter, Michelle decided impulsiyalye really liked
him a lot, and maybe thewould meet again. 'You're very
understanding,' she said.

His hand tightened over hers and he smiled dowregtone brow
slightly raised. 'And you're a very lovely girlg bold her. 'So lovely
that | don't intend saying goodbye to you withosskg you at least
once!'

There was nothing intense or forceful about it.eD@ok her in his
arms and held her only lightly, while his mouth gzed firmly but
almost dispassionately on hers in a kiss thatdaséxeral seconds.
When it ended he held her for a moment with hedhagainst his
chest and his face resting on her hair—a gentlenotienal embrace
that was pleasantly undemanding, and certainly ingttike the
emotional assault of Andrea's kiss.

'l shallmiss you," he told her, his voice slightly mufflegher hair. 'If
you ever do tear yourself away from this gardekdén, Michelle,
I'd like to see you again—very much.'

She raised her head, her eyes dark and jewel-brighé moonlight.
'Oh, | shall be leaving here—once Georgi and Na&ie married and
away on their honeymoon, there'll be nothing topkee here!

Dale said nothing for a second or two, but stoadilag at her with a
faintly quizzical look that she found rather distung, then he turned



her around and put an arm about her shouldersg$tgan to walk
along the beach again.

‘That's not for another month yet,’ he reminded bhed laughed
shortly, shaking his head. 'The Davolos brothers ar pretty
formidable pair, Michelle, and | wouldn't give muicit your chances
if they've both decided you'd make Andrea a godé!Wwi

She did not look up at him when she spoke, butheatthe fleeting
glimpses of her toes as they slipped in and owigtit below her
dress with every step. 'Georgi thinks I'd make Aadsuitablewife;
I'm not sure what Andrea's view is, but Georgi seemthink he
considers | have most of the right attributes.itingood health and
I'm young and passably good- looking, which is appty what is
required for a Davolos wife." She laughed, an alagiy unsteady
sound that shivered uncertainly on the warm afrfélel a little like a
thoroughbred, horse at times!'

'Oh, Michelle!" The arm about her shoulders hugbed briefly,
though with what intent, she was not quite surd biatspoke. 'l can't
believe that Andrea is that cold-blooded, your Iheotwas teasing
you!'

'l rather hoped he was,' she confessed, 'but heuesserious, Dale,
and | can't help wondering if Andrea looks at méhwihe same ideas
in mind.'

He looked down at her, saying nothing for seveeaosads, then
drawing her close again for a moment when he arevker, his
voice quiet and serious. 'Would it hurt very mudhhe does,
Michelle?'

They walked through the cypresses and, into thsteling scented
shrubs that surrounded the garden and the pooklantbok quite a



long time to find an answer. 'l don't know," shiel sehaking her head
slowly. 'l wish | did.'

They emerged into the moonlight again beside tha, pnd she
stopped him there. No need for him to come to th&, Wor nothing
could happen to her on this peaceful, quiet islaamtj she was
curiously averse to either Georgi or Andrea se€afg bring her to
the door, if indeed they were still up.

He took her hands in his and kissed her mouth befbe could say
goodnight to him as she intended, and he smildgkiafaint look of

surprise. 'I'm very reluctant to say goodbye to yatil | have to,' he
told her, 'but I'm flying over to the mainland wiavlos and Andrea
in the morning, and you probably won't be arourehftwill you?'

'‘Probably not—they leave quite early.'

He held her hands, his hold firm without beingha teast possessive,
and his eyes swept over her shadowed face for@adduefore he
spoke. 'lI'd like to ring you some time next weekc¢helle, if | may.'

'Of course I

‘At Pavlos's!" He laughed shortly. 'l don't wantdéea Davolos taking
exception to my calling you.'

'‘Oh, but he wouldn't, Dale, really he wouldn't. Hoauld he?'

'‘He could and hevouldif he has got those particular ideas in his he:
about you,' Dale said wryly. 'As soon as | can nigga free evening,

or afternoon, Michelle, I'll give you a ring, ortgdedea to give you a

message. O.K.?'

‘"You let me know, and I'll hitch a flight over tokil look forward to
it, Dale.'



'‘No more than | do!" He bent his head and kissedni@ith once
again, for longer this time and more firmly, almastif he sought to
make some kind of lasting impression. 'Goodnightichdlle,
and—au revoir!'

He seemed to disappear almost at once among tise defhness of
the shrubs below the trees, and his passage thritegh brought
their scents wafting back to her on the soft wammltwas still and

incredibly quiet with only the remote sound of thaf whispering

over the sand beyond the barrier of cypresses.

It was romantic too, she thought, with the pooleam purple-blue,
scattered with silver and smooth as glass in thenhight. As she
walked along its edge towards the villa she casgjtit of her own
reflection suddenly in its mirror-like surface, ampéused for a
moment to examine the rather exotic stranger wbkdd up at her
from the depths.

Her hair had almost the same silvery sheen as @eadrgthe
moonlight and fell forward either side of her facasting shadows
and making dark pools of the eyes that looked laadier. Her bare
arms and shoulders appeared much paler than ttey the daytime
sun and there was an ethereal shimmer about thdesl&gure that
suggested it, might disappear at any second.

The classically styled gown fastened close at heads, then drifted
about her, softly diaphanous and suggesting anaber another
time, and she felt a curious sense of elation sugidso that she
smiled down at her reflection—a small, secret srtilat glowed
warmly in her eyes for a second or two before chrantp a look of
startled disbelief.

Another, darker face appeared behind her, lookusy ber shoulder,
the eyes a glowing black that gleamed with suchidnce that even
their reflection made her catch her breath and draek hastily from



the edge. She turned so swiftly that she might Hallen if two
strong hands had not taken her by her arms andhleelfirm.

Her pulse was drumming wildly as she looked up thtuse all too
familiar features that smiled, faintly sardonic, ihsher surprise
amused him, and her legs felt so weak that the aowds they could
still support her. 'You—you frightened me," she usad, husky-
voiced, and Andrea's black unfathomable eyes ftickea quick,
brief survey of her features before he spoke.

‘Startled you, perhapfgho ena,'he said, and the deep, quiet voic
had never been more affecting. A glimpse of whit¢hie dark face
betrayed a smile, and he made no move to releasarims. 'l hope
the sight of me does not frighten you, does it?'

'No, of course not.'

‘You are trembling.' The sensual softness of hisevavent shivering
along her back, and she shook her head, a deatdvtbught another
brief smile. 'l can feel you trembling, Michelld. it is because |
appeared so suddenly and frightened you, | am Sorry

His hands on her arms had a light stroking touadsaly, as if he
would calm her fears that way, and she felt herthssating so hard
her head reeled with it. 'l—I wasn't expecting ¢ you—anyone,’
she said in a small and very unsteady voice. 'hw#sinking.'

'Only about that beautiful creature in the pool'snggested with a
smile, and looked down into the purple-blue waterhs own
reflection. 'Did you imagine that it was Pan comeHis Syrinx?' he
asked, and smiled over her obvious puzzlement.

'‘Pan? The god who was half-goat?' She tried tdkthbout the old
legend of mythology, but her mind was racing tost,fahe was too
aware of the man with her to keep her mind on tlkdegods, and
Andrea was smiling again.



‘You remember that he fell in love with the beaudtrfymph, Syrinx?'
he asked! 'But she was so frightened of his appearthat she fled
from him and was transformed into a reed—the reewh fivhich he
fashioned the pipes upon which he played so bedytiand so
plaintively. You remember?’

'I—I don't think | ever heard the story in full loe¢,” Michelle

confessed, her eyes concealed by the lashes thatdérk shadows
on her cheeks. 'l always thought he was a wickedf teast a—an
unsympathetic creature. It seems he must just H@een sad
and—and unhappy.'

'His intentions were misunderstood,’ Andrea decssstusly, and
looked into her eyes, holding her gaze with a kihidresistible force.
'It is an unfortunate fact that such misunderstagslfrequently occur
in matters between male and female.’

It was plain that he meant to convey somethingieyrémark, but for
the moment Michelle could not clearly understanattte was trying
to tell her. 'Possibly," was all she committed Bkrt, and Andrea
glanced, briefly over his shoulder at the treesrelirale had recently
disappeared.’

*You have said goodbye to your Englishman?"'

She glanced up swiftly, ready to deny that Dale waagthing as
personal as her Englishman, but the thought oh&isng seen her
there with Dale was infinitely discomfiting. 'Youene here?' she
asked, and left her feelings in no doubt.

'l was close by." His voice gave no indication thatresented the
implied accusation. 'You caught me unawares when game

through the trees—I was sitting in one of the chainjoying a last
smoke before bed. Everyone else is already in bed.'



He did not actually make it an accusation thatwgae still out when
the rest of the household were retired, but sheghbhe disapproved
just the same and when she lifted her chin slighithwas purely
instinctive. 'Oh, were you waiting for me to com@ iI'm sorry if |
kept you up, Andrea.’

She felt the strong fingers about her arms dig niondy into her

soft skin suddenly, and the black eyes narrowey skghtly in the

shadowy darkness of his face. The drumming beateof pulse
vibrated through her body again and sent a shiwening along her
spine as he looked down at her steadily.

'l hope you are not being sarcastic, Michelle saiel, his soft, deep
voice adding its effect, and she shook her heatiljhas

‘You're hurting my arms, Andrea, please don't—dbold me so
hard!'

'l am sorry.'

It was the second time that night that he had apsdal to her, and
she scarcely believed it was happening. His grgg@and instead his
palms soothed her skin, the long fingers strokati such delicacy

that only the tips caressed her arms, and her Inespbnded with

such urgency that she felt the breath caught inttreat, seeking

desperately for some matter to bring her backedediael of reality.

'I—I haven't actually said goodbye to Dale," shid,sgrasping at the
first thing that came to mind. 'He's staying in &me for another week
at least.’

‘Not here, on Sdvra?"

She shook her head, noting the harsh demandingheasked the
guestion. 'No. He's staying in an hotel on the maaimh while he
settles some business, then he'll be flying home.'



‘And you will be seeing him again?'

It occurred to her vaguely to question his righasi things like that,
but instead she nodded and gave him a simplegbktfarward
answer. 'Yes.'

"You—like him?"

The brief, barely perceptible hesitation gave hemament of
indecision, for she did like Dale, but she doulitédhdrea meant like
In quite the same way. 'Yes, | like him very mudhgé said in a
curiously unsteady voice, 'but I'm not in love wihm, Andrea,if
that's what you're trying to discover!

'In two weeks? It is unlikely, | think!

Suddenly the air between them was tense and elealthough she
had not really noticed the change, nor was sheexaetly why it was
so. His hands on her arms were tight again, hggefi; digging into
her flesh, but she made no protest this time, oahgfully avoided
looking at him, trying to do something about thédwand curiously
excited beat of her heart.

'Dont you believe in love at first sight?' she askedairsmall
breathless voice. 'Pavlos does!

'Pavlos is a fool!" --
'He also loves his wife!'

What he said she had no idea, for it was in Greekshe knew it was
both angry and violent and she shivered when mddiaeld her even
more tightly for a second before she was pulledl lzgainst him,
wrapped around by his arms while his mouth camendover hers,
forceful and impassioned and unbelievably exciting.



One big hand cradled her head, holding hard tandfo&of her hair,
and she felt as if she was being lifted off theugiand whirled away
in to some fantastic other world that left her linesss and uncaring
whether or not she ever came down to earth agamairhs yielded a
fraction when he released her mouth, but only widdoent his head
to brush aside her hair and press his lips todftessented skin of her
neck and throat.

When she opened her eyes at last, the black eyesghmving like
coals in the dark satyr's face only inches aboweol, and she
whispered something, she was never sure what ittheas suddenly
his hold on her eased and he shook his head sldfwypu provoke
me soJigho ena,’he said in a low and husky copy of his usual voic
'You must expect to take the consequences, bwel tawish to hurt
or to frighten you!

'|——' She stared up at him, quite sure that fear wdsthmreason
her heart beat so hard and fast, but unable t& thaarly or sensibly
at the moment. 'Andrea, you——

'l am sorry!" For the third time in one eveningwas apologising to
her, and the small uneasy smile that touched herthmeas quite
without conscious effort. 'So,' he added softlgu'yind it amusing,
do you?'

'‘Oh no, Andrea, of course | don't! | wasn't laughih—I smiled,
that's all, because that's the third time you'velapsed to me
tonight.'

‘And you find that amusing?"Oh no! Please stogryto find a

reason to be angry with me! It's just that --' Sheok her head,
looking down at the place where his dark throat rge@ from the

whiteness of his shirt, and noticing the small puisat beat there.
'You don't usually apologise so—so readily.'



‘No?'

It was hard to sound matter-of-fact when each timeeeyes lifted
high enough to see his mouth she was remindedvohlechad kissed
her. Putting her hands over his, she moved them frer waist and
stepped aside, her head down so as not to misedtarg, and his
reached out to her when she would have moved aw#mef away,
his strong fingers about her wrist.

'‘Will you now run away from me, Michelle? As Syrinan from the
goat-god Pan? Did I frighten you so mubgho ena mou?'

My little one—her heart thudded hard at her ribslas stood there
for a moment her head bowed, the silky fairnesseohair hiding her
face, then she glanced up suddenly and held hesfgaa second or
two. 'You— you don't frighten me, Andrea, but—mayBgrinx
wasn't so much frightened as—as uncertain.'

Briefly his wide expressive mouth suggested a sraiid the glow, in
his black eyes warmed and gentled. "You think is wae of those
misunderstandings | spoke of, between males andlés?

‘Isn't it possible?'

It seemed slightly unreal somehow to be standirgyethin the
moonlight beside the pool and discussing the fgelend emotions
of a mythological creature as if she was real.tBeay both knew that
it was not the nymph Syrinx who was under discusslut her
modern counterpart. Andrea regarded her steadily skeveral
moments, and his black eyes were steady and fagissmthen he
took her hand in his, turning her towards the \altal walking beside
her along the edge of the shimmering pool.

'It is possible," he conceded quietly. '‘Perhapssgasl well as men
grow too impatient!



CHAPTER EIGHT

MiIcHELLE found herself looking at Natalia Palides with erént
eyes when Georgi's bride-to-be next visited thendl She had looks
that were basically promising, if only someone tdb& trouble to
show her how to enhance her appearance. Her hamdtance was
thick and lustrous and could be quite beautiful,ibivas never really
seen at its best because it was always confingdainvery severe
style that did nothing to flatter her small ancheatsolemn face.

Her clothes, too, were expensive but dismayinggbdAll of them,
without exception, were in dark colours and soligles that were
much more suitable for an older woman with austtstes,
suggesting that they had been chosen not by Ndtafigelf, but by
her father's elderly aunt.

Medea had told her that Natalia's mother was deddtzat for the

last ten years her upbringing had been mainly e tiands of an
elderly aunt of her father's - who was known tosbenething of a

harridan. The wonder was, according to Medea, Natalia was

allowed her occasional visits to the island withauthaperone, but
her father apparently had sufficient trust in higl driends the

Davoloses to entrust them with his daughter's frarbrief periods.

With the wedding only three weeks off it was nofpsising that the
event filled everyone's conversation. It was Natsliast visit before
she became a bride and her growing excitementanhiag Georgi's
wife showed in the way her dark eyes glowed, ardsthft flush of
colour that flushed her cheeks whenever she spbkana She
radiated such happiness in her quiet way that Micladmost envied
her.

With Medea and Natalia she had spent the afterbeside the pool
talking about the wedding, naturally. Michelle viasvalk with other
girls in the bridal procession to the church, aeaddwn excitement at



the prospect of a completely new experience wangd. A whole
retinue of girls of her own age would escort theldyrcarrying tall
ribbon-draped candles and with garlands of flowertheir hair, to
the big white church where the noisy and elabaratemony was to
take place.

Such excitement was infectious, and Michelle hadeneseen her
future sister-in-law looking so bright- eyed andigd, so that when
she made the suggestion she did, it was becauseasheaught up in
the mood of the moment—carried along on the tiderdhusiasm
that made anything seem possible.

‘Natalia," why don't we have a kind of—a kind dfearsal for your
wedding day?'

‘A rehearsal?' Natalia frowned at her curiouslyd aMedea was
looking at her as if she wondered what was goinigndr@r mind. 'l do
not think that | understand you, Michelle.’

Quite carried away with the idea now that it hadneoto her,
Michelle's eyes shone with enthusiasm, and she hsedhands to
explain her meaning with as little inhibition asdeg might have
done. 'lI'd love to 'do something with your hainngbhing different,’
she explained. 'lt's such beautiful hair, but yewar wear it loose,
and it seems such a pity because no one evergeds\ely it is. Let
me do it for you, Natalia-— I'm quite good at hagsking, and |
promise you'll be surprised at the difference it miakes!'Natalia's
big dark eyes looked frankly doubtful, but Michellas fired with
enthusiasm for the idea and it was bound to bectioies sooner or
later. 'You—yYyou feel that | have need to be—diffeeyélichelle?

Laughingly Michelle shook her head. 'Oh, rob different,’ she
denied. 'You look very nice the way you are, Natdhut if you were
to- --' She broke off hastily when she realised twhgpression she



could be giving, and Medea was looking far fromheistastic about
the idea.

You wish to change the way Natalia looks, Mich#&lle

Clearly Medea was remembering their conversatiomastt week,
when she had compared Natalia with Georgi's illioite, Mary
Darnley. She had said then that Georgi had founae#iang in the
English girl's make-up that was missing in his ¢e& A kind of
golden brightness, she had called it, and suggestednly that
Natalia lacked the same quality but that Georgsesit.

But there was no reason why Natalia should not iaecat least a
little of that bright quality, all it needed wasli#tle advice and
assistance, and she was more than willing to hilpbeth, if Natalia
would go along with it.

'I'm not suggesting that Natalia changes completdigourse,’ she
demurred, 'only that perhaps --' She

waved her hands rather helplessly, realising sugdéat perhaps
she was being not only hurtful, but suggesting tbmg that would
cause trouble with Natalia's family. 'I'm sorry tala; I'm afraid | got
rather harried away and—well, maybe I've given theong

impression. It was just that—it seems such a shamkeide that
beautiful hair always.'

Medea said nothing and it was difficult to guessatvBhe was
thinking, but it was only a second or two until

Natalia betrayed the fact that even she had aicefaity that could
be appealed to. The smile on her round childisle faas slightly
uncertain, but she seemed to have made up her mind.

'l am so happy that you think of me as a sistenilay, Michelle. This
Is the affection that a sister shows, is it not?h&p one another to



look well?' She looked down at her hands for aiseéar two, then
smiled again, a little more certainly this timewduld like for you to
do this for me,' she fold her, a hand to her ovassgy black chignon,
but her eyes on Michelle's flowing blonde locksouythink Georgi
will be more pleased if | change a littleg ?'

There was something so infinitely touching about aexiety to
please her future husband that Michelle felt a sndteed to swallow
hard before she answered. 'I'm sure he'll loveetalile to see your
beautiful hair,' she told her, but glanced onceenairMedea.

She had never met Natalia's father, and had nooivegowing how
he would react to innovations regarding his daughkée was
remarkably tolerant of her visits to the islandf ln might not
tolerate quite so easily an attempt to change Hsghiter's
appearance, and she looked at the Greek girladiticertainly.

‘Natalia—your father—he wouldn't object, would he?'

Natalia's hesitation was only momentary, then staols her head

with reassuring confidenc#&hi, Michelle,, | do not think that Papa
will object. Thia Leone perhaps --' She shruggéwntlaughed

suddenly, her eyes shining. 'Soon | will be a neg'tvoman, and then
| will have to please no one but my husband!

‘Michelle --' Medea was still not happy about itickklle could see,
and it was the one thing that could deter her n@awv4he was more or
less committed. 'Do not make too many changes,'calaéioned.
'‘Nothing —drastic or too much different, hmm?"'

'‘Ah, Medeaparakald' Natalia was like a child whose treat has bee
threatened, and she made her appeal in her owndomgisting until
Medea at last conceded with a cautious smile. Hnenturned her
bright dark eyes on Michelle once more. 'When ywalu make me
pretty, Michelle?'



It seemed that nothing short of a miracle was etgoe@nd Michelle

began to wonder if she had taken on rather moresha was capable
of achieving. Georgi, she knew, would like whatesfee did. He had
declared his love for Natalia and she would noadref questioning

his sincerity, but there must surely be times whercompared the
almost nun-like simplicity of his fiancee with thaght blonde girl he

had been forced to relinquish in her favour.

‘Natalia, having been promised a transformatiomewer, was not to
be denied now. She reached, over and put a haiiahelle's arm,
her huge eyes vaguely anxious. '‘Michelle? You awlithis for me?’

There could be no going back on her word now, archille smiled.
‘Why don't we present your new image at dinnerdiaf® she
suggested, and Natalia nodded eagerly.

'‘Ne, ne,'she said, and flushed a warm bright pink. "To 15s&p
Georgi,ne?"

Michelle put the finishing touches to her creatithen stepped back
to admire. Nothing could make Natalia into a pregit}, but she had a
kind of glowing warmth that was perhaps more thegitimess, and

she certainly looked different and very attractiVéhether Georgi

would find her just as appealing remained to besard Michelle

wished she could be more sure that she had don@gtiie¢hing.

Natalia's glossy black hair flowed like shiny sitiost as far as her
waist, with a feathery fringe softening her broadvia Cutting the
fringe had been the initial step, and having bekart it inevitably led
to other things. Instead of one of her own darlsskes, she had on a
long pale pink evening gown of Michelle's thattéaed her golden
skin with a soft pink glow and also emphasisedyleing figure in a
way that none of her own clothes ever had. Whenfistiecaught



sight of herself in the mirror, she gave a swifsgaf surprise and
shook her head.

High-heeled shoes gave her a little more heighd, Michelle had
insisted she use both lipstick and nail varnistaimatching pink,
although Natalia had demurred for some time aldwingil varnish.
The transformation complete, Michelle was ratheapéd with the
result, despite a small niggling doubt that s#igsted at the back of
her mind. Catching Natalia's eyes, she smiled.

‘Do you like your new image, Natalia?'

Huge dark eyes stared at the stranger reflectédukitong mirror for

several seconds, then she covered her mouth viidimé in a sudden
rush of shyness. 'l do not know this woman!" she, send giggled in

uncontrollable nervousness. 'Oh, Michelleen ksero!'She turned

and looked at her anxiously. 'Will it be liked?'

'If you mean will Georgi like it,’” Michelle told Inewith what she
hoped was a confident smile! dan guarantee he will, Natalia. You
look lovely!

'You think so?"

'I'm sure of it!" She glanced at her wristwatclddenly realising how
late they were. 'Good heavens, we'd better go, ershall be in
Andrea's black books before we even start!'

Natalia took a last look at herself, smiled adittincertainly then
turned away. They went downstairs together, silmtause they
were both a little uncertain of the reception thatited them, and
they were less than half way across the hall whedréa came out of
thesalon.He looked up swiftly as he closed the door andithelle
his appearance was a signal for the inevitabletimadrom her
senses—nher heart was racing as they walked towards



They complemented one another with their colour@ge so fair in a
dress of deep jade green, and the other so dadd@rose pink, they
had the brightness and delicacy of flowers as thregsed the big,
templelike hall and at first he simply stared alsafdoubted his own
eyes.

A frown appeared between the black brows as he eanoss to meet
them and Michelle felt a twinge of apprehension.w#s going to

disapprove 'of the changes she had wrought inehiporary charge
and she wished she had a better defence, butl fibradl she had no
intention of letting him have it all his own wayydishe looked up at
him, smiling brightly as he joined them.

'You're the first to see the new Natalia,’ she toiah. 'Isn't she
lovely?'

His black eyes had the glitter of jet in the liglkam the overhead
lamps, and his chiselled features a look of deteeohdisapproval as
he swept his gaze over Natalia with such intertbiy she blushed
furiously and hung her head. To Natalia, the exgpee of being
scrutinised in such a way by Andrea was new, arda@bked almost
ready to turn and run.

'It is not my opinion that matters but that of fathered her future
husband,' he informed Michelle coolly, and sheeglaat him.

Her own cheeks were flushed and she angled herircloiefiance of
his opinion. "Youcould say how nice she - looks, Andrea,' she to
him, 'without committing a social gaffe, surely!

Once more he surveyed Natalia, but this time the&ess more
suggestion of his usual gentle, almost paternatcttin in the
appraisal, and he spoke to her in Greek. Somethihgh was
obviously a compliment, because Natalia blusheanlyaonce more



and kept her eyes lowered. Then he looked pointedlyhis
wristwatch and turned to take Natalia's arm.

"It is late,' he said. 'We are waiting dinner.'

At first Michelle thought he was going to virtuailynore her, but he
turned to her just before they moved, and slidnaisd beneath her
arm, his fingers hard and firm, digging into heit s&in lightly, as if
he meant to convey a reprimand. But whether Andmaoved or
not, it was evident as soon as they walked intastienthat Georgi
was delighted with what he saw.

After an initial hesitation, while he recognise@ thewcomer as his
flancee, he came swiftly across the room and toalalM's hands in
his, raising them to his lips.

‘Natalia,agape mou!'

He said more, quite a lot more, but all of it ieithown tongue, and

Natalia was blushing again, her dark elgekden by lowered lashes.
Evidently, with Georgi at least, the result wasieacess, and looking
around Michelle saw other smiles of approval. EM&dea, who had

expressed doubts, was smiling, although Micheltecad her glance

once or twice at her brother, as if she guessedelaistion was less
enthusiastic.

Michelle felt she should have been more pleasedeHerbut
somehow Andrea's reaction had spoiled her triurapt, it troubled
her more than she cared to admit that he had rot jpleased like the
rest. He was at her elbow suddenly, and she looigeth startled
surprise, her heart racing.

'So—you are pleased with your magic, hmm?'



It was impossible to deduce anything from his egpi@n and she
found it oddly discomfiting. 'l—I don't quite seehwyou think I've
done something wrong,' she said. 'Why do you, Aailre

He said nothing, but after gazing for a momenthatcitro in his
glass, he swallowed it all in one draught, therokHhas head. 'If you
do not realise by the time we have eaten dinnertbld her, 'l will
enlighten you, perhaps. In the meantime, it isdaig we have not yet
had our meal.'

Dinner was always taken at a leisurely pace arkdaférwards was
prolonged, so that it could be the early hourshefmorning before
everyone drifted off to bed. Several times durimdr Michelle had
glanced surreptitiously at Andrea, but not once l@adboked in her
direction so far as she noticed, and she wishedlinot matter so
much.

At last Pavlos and Medea left and, as usual, g@irg was the signal
for the rest of the party to break up. Madame Dawoétired shortly
afterwards, and Natalia followed her, leaving Mithstill talking to
Georgi about some trivial matter they had start@dhd dinner, and
argued lightheartedly about on and off ever since.

It was when Georgi declared his intention of gotoegbed that
Michelle made haste to follow suit. Whatever Andned said before
dinner about enlightening her about the reasorhi®mdisapproval,
she was wary of being left alone with him at thisihof night, and
when Georgi got to his feet she did too.

‘Michelle!" She paused, part way to the door witofgi, and turned
slowly to look back at Andrea, while Georgi switdhas curious and
interested gaze from one to the other. 'Will yoaystor a few
moments and talk with me, please?’



The request itself was unexpected, but the way mchvit was
worded was even more so, and she felt the thudzbagof her heart
as she looked across the room at him. It had tabet Natalia, she
thought, but no matter what it was he wanted todahbut, the request
had sounded so much like a plea that she coulgposdibly have
resisted it.

Turning to Georgi, she smiled at him a little unagly. 'I'll see you
tomorrow, Georgi—kali nikta.'

Whatever her own feelings had been about staymgealvith Andrea
at that hour of the morning, Georgi obviously hadsoich qualms,
but found the situation very much to his liking.sHilue eyes were
twinkling as he bent his head to kiss her cheek| his voice,

threaded with laughter, whispered against her ear.

‘You see, Michelle, how he begs for your company?'

It was so close to her own impression that she ksl head
hurriedly, pushing him towards the door. 'Gomyht, Georgi!" She
waited until the door closed behind him before attempted to look
at Andrea, and her legs felt dismayingly unsteaslysiae walked
across the room. Nevertheless when he suggesteshsdewn, she
shook her head.

‘No, I'll stand, thank you.'

He viewed her refusal with a curiously raised brden went to
stand by the high marble mantel with an elbow ngstin it, while a
thumb and forefinger pulled - thoughtfully at hasMer lip. For the
moment he said nothing, but she waited patientlyysng him from
the shadow of her lashes while she did so.

His dark features were shadowed by the artifioggits and reminded
her of a few nights ago when he had compared hinteethe
satyr-like god, Pan, and herself to the fearful anfibrtunate Syrinx.



Watching him, some of the magic of those few mosieame back
to her and she watched him with an irrepressibtit@xent stirring

in her breast, her hands tight at her sides. Itsgasasy to recall how
disturbingly that firm straight mouth had kissed,rend she barely
suppressed a shiver at the memory of it—Andreadcallitoo easily

arouse unfamiliar and disquieting emotions, andheekto do so with

increasing frequency lately.

'You thought me unreasonable because | frownedoom gttempt
to—glamorise Natalia." He was not asking her, sladised, bringing
herself hastily back to reality, he was statiraggita fact, and she could
hardly deny it.

She took a moment to compose her thoughts thekedbat him as
coolly and dispassionately as she was able. 'Evergise seemed
quite pleased with the result,’ she pointed owtari't quite see why
you had to be different, Andrea.’

'l did not dislike the result—I complimented Nagaliif you
remember." A brief quirk at one corner of his mogdive her another
unexpected glimpse of the humour that he could stifprise her
with. 'lt was upon your instruction that I did sou will recall!”

She ignored the gentle dig, and shrugged lighlgyway, Georgi
was pleased, and that was the object of the exercis

‘To please Georgi?' He was nodding as if some siaspof his had
been confirmed. 'l thought perhaps that Was sovBiyt Michelle?'
She looked up, frowning curiously, genuinely pudaby his need to
ask. 'Why try to change Natalia? Georgi has be@pyhaith her as
she is, until now!'

'‘But hewasn'talways, was he?'

She had answered him impulsively and without amscimus desire
to remind him of Mary Darnley and his part in bregkup her affair



with Georgi, but he did not like the reminder, thats evident from
the way his eyes narrowed. Maybe, she thoughtla tiazedly, he
had a conscience about the girl, although it seamékiely, knowing
Andrea. He was, however, a man full of surpriseshe knew to her
cost.

'‘And you did not approve of my action in that im&ta either, did
you!" he said in a hard cool voice. 'ltis to bp@&osted, of course, since
your views on marriage incline more towards theaotic than the
practical!

'l don't approve of anyone who tries to run anofhenson's life for
them! And as for my views on marriage—I've alwagskled upon
marriage as the natural sequel to romance. Theenthoig becomes
little more than a—a cattle market otherwise!'

'What nonsense!'

‘To you perhaps—you're a man! But the thought afdse-looked

over for good points, and approved or not as sk@taiould make me
physically sick, Andrea —no matter who happeneldedooking me
over!'

The black eyes swept over her in a swift intensiwevey that was at
once scornful and startlingly explicit and she ipdboked away

from it. He was no longer leaning against the mantdat seemingly
relaxed pose, but stood tall and straight, looklogin at her as if he
found her even more of a fool than he had feared..

'‘And what becomes of the women who are less forgunian
yourself, Michelle? The ones who do not have tlodioice of a
husband? Who do not have soft, golden looks thattwa a man's
head and bring him to her feet? Are they to goughdlife without a
husband, when they have other qualities, moreipedcfualities, that
make them good wives?'



'You know | didn't mean that!

‘Do you think they are not happy to be chosen ama's wife? As
happy as a woman who is chosen for her beauty 2lone

'l didn't suggest they were—oh, you just never ustdad, do you?"

That reference to soft golden looks seemingly reteto herself, she
felt almost sure, although it was practically tteame words that
Medea had used to describe Mary Darnley. She cooidstill the
hard, rapid beat of her heart, but the silence éetwthem was taut
and electric, almost stunning in its intensity, ame was trembling
like a leaf, yet when Andrea spoke next it was tueet, soft voice
that suggested he was well under control.

‘You simply do not understand our customs, Michéelleings are
different here than in England.’

She nodded, not trusting herself to speak for arskor two. 'l
know,' she said, her voice small and slightly huSlgmewhere in her
chaotic thoughts she recalled the original subjett their
conversation, the reason he had called her baack,sha glanced
briefly and despairingly at. the dark, strong fasendering how it
was that they became so inevitably involved in aorarsy.
'You—we were talking about Natalia,' she reminded tinsteadily.
'Or was it only to yell at me that you called meksa

'l was not aware of—yelling at you!

'‘You've criticised my views on love and marriaged any efforts to
help Natalia! If you didn't actually yell at me, y@ame close to
it—and | don't like being lectured like a naughhyid, Andrea!'

She had half expected anger, but instead he simgd his eyes
briefly and appealed to the almighty in his owngioa, then turned
and put his arm along the mantel with his headngsin his forearm



for a moment, as if in despair. When he turned batier a second or
two later, there was something in the way he loakduer that made
her heart flutter urgently in her breast, and bhiagstrange lightness
to it suddenly.

'Why do you always seek to anger me?' he askeldeirdéep, soft
voice that could do such incredible things to hemses, and she
spread her hands in a gesture of helplessnesangishe knew the
answer herself.

'Why do yougetso angry?' she whispered.

Andrea said nothing for a moment, but stood reggrtder with those
deep, unfathomable eyes, thée shook his head and a smal
half-smile plucked at one corner of his mouth astn@ghtened up.
'‘Perhaps because you are a woman who alwapsayswithout fail,
tries to make things difficult for me. That is thay it seems to me,’
he went on hastily when she would have objectedu thake me
angry because you do not—you do not react in thelveapect you
to, but seem always so determined to do the opdsitoppose my
wishes.'

It was a startling confession coming from Andrea] ahe could find
no answer to it for a second or two. Then she Idakeat him again
and a smile tugged at the corner of her own monthsione in her
blue eyes. 'And you're not used to being opposedy@u, Andrea?'

Slowly the black eyes searched her face, bringiagi#t and urgent
response from her pulse. 'No," he admitted at IAst, | am not
accustomed to opposition, nor do | relish the semsat arouses,
especially; when my opponent is a woman.'

She laughed, a small soft and very uncertain sotirat: shivered
through the silent room. 'But I'm not the type aman you approve



of, am |, Andrea? | don't take kindly to being arged or moulded to
someone else's idea of how | should be—I speakbumyself!"

‘And for Georgi, and Dimitri too! Is there no limib your causes,
ligho ena mou!

The softly spoken endearment was unexpected inrteiance, and
she felt her senses respond as. if to a caressydiez soft and
breathless. 'l don't always stop to think,"' sheiddd 'Maybe that's
why you get angry with me.’

He did not deny it, but the black eyes continuegktard her steadily
and, because she could no longer stand the scratieyhastily turned
away to perch herself on the arm of one of thershaAnd now you
have undertaken to provide Georgi with a dark wersaf Mary
Darnley.'

‘Andrea!" She got to her feet again swiftly, theeasy truth
recognised at last, and he held her gaze steadily.

'Is that not what you were trying to do?' he chragied.

It was, she realised rather dazedly. She had htipgive Georgi a
girl as like Mary Darnley as possible, although Bhd scarcely been
aware of the full truth until now, and it stunnegt ior a moment to
realise it. .She did not deny it, but shook herdhewly, and

Andrea's eyes had a curiously gentle and undernsiaiambk.

It will not work, ligho ena,’ he told her, ‘'unless it is
achieved—gradually. Can you not see that? Natl@i the same as
you, or Medea, certainly not the Mary Darnley, Bas been brought
up to no other world but her own small and ratlestricted one, and
new ventures alarm her if they are too sudden. Atsoadded with a
wry twist to his mouth, 'how am I to explain to fngend Palides that
the quiet daughter he sent to my care has sudteotyme a stranger
he does not recognise?'



'‘Oh!" Michelle raised anxious eyes. 'l did thinloabNatalia's father,
but she seemed to think he wouldn't mind.’

‘He will mind if the change is too great,’ Andressaed her
confidently. 'And she is still his daughter untiesbecomes Georgi's
wife.'

'l see.'

He shook his head, a hint of smile on his moutheat®oked down at
her, his elbow resting again on the mantel. 'l diothink you do see,
Michelle, but as long as you realise that the pgscrust be gradual,
if Natalia is to be changed to suit our brother. b suddenly turn

our quiet little dove into a bird of paradise, lhetr' get used to the
iIdea, and her father too, then she will be mordident. Take time,

ligho ina’

Time was something that was rapidly running out Her on the
island, Michelle thought, and wondered if he reslist. 'l—I may
have to leave it to Medea to finish the transforamatf it's to take
time,' she ventured with an uncertain smile. 'Sbeld/I'm sure, if |
asked her to.’

'‘Possibly." He made the response absently, ashledoubts about
his sister's competence in that direction, theneshiaintly. 'One

thing is certain, Michelle, Georgi will expect thiew image you
have created, to be maintained!

Her hands were clasped together much more tightlly she realised
and she felt her heart rapping hard at her ritshasarefully avoided
looking at him. 'Medea will help,’ she said, 'uiN#talia learns it all
herself. There's no other way.'

A large hand slid beneath her chin suddenly atediher face and
she caught her breath. The overhead lights caktstiadows where
her lashes lay on her cheeks, and there was & shgteadiness in the



softness of her mouth which he studied with dishghbntensity for
several seconds before he spoke.

'Is there not, Michelle?' She did not answer afiéy @ moment, he
bent over and kissed her mouth lightly and withniité gentleness.
‘Think about itJigho ena mouwhen you have slept!

Michelle moved like someone in a dream until stod,tg the door,
then she turned briefly and looked back at himaJlaahd oddly lonely
figure standing by the elaborate marble mantel, lmedheart was
beating hard and fast while she held his gaze.

‘Kali nikta, Michelle.' The black eyes glowed warmly in the rinead
light, and it startled her to realise how much sfated to go back to
him.

Turning swiftly, she opened the door of tkalon. 'Goodnight,
Andrea!’

It was later than usual when Michelle came dowibreakfast the
following morning, and she had barely sat down &obtary meal
when a maid came to tell her that she was wantgetherelephone. It
would be Dale Carter, of course. She had been &rgedo hear from
him for several days now, but apparently he had ey, for she
did not believe his not calling was deliberate.

Follpwing the girl through into the house, she pitkip the telephone
with no doubt at all in hemind who the caller was. 'Hello, Dale?'

The silence that followed was enough to tell haw kwong she had
been, and her heart was beating hard and fast abbsesven before
Andrea's deep and unmistakable voice spoke to'lhem sorry if |
disappoint you, Michelle—but this is Andrea.’



'Oh, yes, of course—I mean, | recognise your volcelrea!
'You were expecting to hear from Dale Carter?’

She had been expecting to hear from Dale, butdesissl to the back
of her mind now that Andrea was on the phone, Ardras intrigued
to know just why he was calling from Athens. 'llveen expecting
him to call me all this week, Andrea, you know idsso.'

'‘Ah, yes, so you did.’

She hesitated, still intrigued. 'l can't quite khiwhy it is you're
ringing me,' she told him with a rather breathlé@ts laugh. 'Is there
something | can do for you, Andrea? Is somethingng?’

‘Unless | have misjudged the timing of this cdlere is nothing at all
wrong," Andrea said, and sounded faintly amuseslytu will know,
Michelle, Georgi Will be flying over to the mainidrvith Natalia this
morning some time, taking her home to her fathdarad thought
perhaps you would like to fly over with them andééunch with me.
Would that please you?"

'‘Oh yes!

She had not meant to sound quite so frankly e&gethe invitation
was unexpected, and he had taken her by surphsecéld think of
nothing she would rather do than have lunch witidiea, though
admitting it, even to herself, gave her a stranggted feeling in her
stomach—a kind of heady sensation that she coulduite explain,
and she could tell from his voice that Andrea wasisg, perhaps on
the brink of laughter, so that she smiled instiredy.

'I am flattered that you make up your mind so glyicMichelle! |
shall meet you at the airport when you arrive.'

'‘Oh, but you needn't do that. | can find --'



She got no further, for his amusement was moreeavidow. 'You
surely do not think I will allow you to find yourvn way around
Athens ligho ena,he laughed. 'l will be there to meet you, be siire
it! Audio!’

‘Goodbye!"’

At some other time she would probably have beeroyeuh at the
implication that she was incapable of finding heyvaround Athens
alone, but she was not in a mood to be annoyedhipthiag at the
moment, - especially anything that Andrea said, simel laughed to
herself as she put down the receiver and stood faoment beside
the table.

She almost cried out in surprise when an arm sbdired her waist
from behind suddenly and she was . hugged closern@eone who
murmured in her ear. 'Now why are you standing h&mee laughing,
and with a strange and dreamy look in your eye siater?' Georgi
asked.

Shaking her head, she moved out of the encircliagty and went to
stand by the window, looking out into the gardedidn't know | was
looking dreamy," ' she denied, and Georgi laughed.

'You were—and there is always some reason for suldok, he
insisted, his eyes twinkling. "You— day-dream, Huh?

'l was simply pondering on my phone call," Mich&dld him. '‘By the
way, Georgi, I'll be flying over with you and Natathis morning—I
hope you don't mind having me along.’

'Of course not!' He was quizzing her, she couldhel, even without
turning round. "You are coming with us to see Natfamily?'

‘No, I'm staying in Athens.'



'‘Alone?"

She had never been to Athens alone, nor anywhseesaice she
came to the island, and Georgi must know, or &t lgaess that she
was meeting someone, but she was curiously shyeslbddf
admitting that her date was with Andrea. When stiendt answer he
came across the room to her.

'‘Who are you meeting, Michelle?' he asked, plasugpicious, and
she thought ruefully how much like Andrea he cowdund

sometimes. He frowned suddenly and looked at lnerdappled with
the sunlight from outside. 'lt is not your Englishmthat you plan to
see, is it, Michelle?'

‘Georgi, | do wish you wouldn't always refer to ®8ke that! Hasn't
my Englishman, and it isn't a very polite way téereto someone
whose name you know quite well!’

His eyes gleamed for a moment at being correctadydwas smiling
again a second later and putting an arm arounevaist. 'Whatever
he is called,' he sailVasit Dale Carter who called you?'

She walked away from him, back across the roonit ia sne of the
armchairs. 'lt was Andrea,' she told him, as c@gaal possible. 'He
wants me to meet him for lunch.'

'‘Ah-hah!" His blue eyes beamed with satisfactiosh la@ came and sat
in the chair facing her, his elbows resting onkmnees and leaning
towards her, anxious to learn more. 'So you- angad to lunch with
Andrea, huh? And for this he calls you on tiefono?'

‘Yes.' She could sense him watching her, tryinggteess what she
was feeling, although it was probably all too evidi& her face that
she was delighted with the invitation. But she feliriously
vulnerable suddenly, as if every sensation shereeqpeed showed on
her face, and Georgi was missing nothing. 'I'm Justhing with



Andrea,’' she reminded him a little breathlesslye 'lone so before,
Georgi.'

‘Ah-hah! But to call from Athens to ask. --' He keooff when the
telephone once more shrilled its summons and Geagogiup to
answer it.

‘That's probably Andrea again, to say he can't nia&ier all,’ she
called after him, and laughed unsteadily, prayingas a bad guess.

Georgi turned after a second or two and frownedszscat her. 'For
you,' he said, his hand over the mouthpiece, 'bis koo late, you are
to see Andrea!

'It's Dale?' She took the receiver from him, notithg gleam of
satisfaction in his blue eyes. 'Hello, Dale?"

‘Michelle! At last | have a chance to call you—el'lseen absolutely
rushed off my feet since | left Savra, this is fingt opportunity I've
had.'

'l guessed you'd been kept busy. Is everythinggdt?'

‘Everything's fine! Look, can you possibly get ot@rithe mainland
today?, | rather hoped we could have lunch togetiien off back to
England tomorrow and | shan't have another chaacset you,
Michelle.'

'‘Oh, Dale, I'm sorry! | really am, but I've promilsi® meet Andrea for
lunch. He rang only just before you did as a mattdact.’

'Oh, | see.'

Somewhere in the back of her mind something toidgshe could ring
Andrea and explain; it was just possible he wouidarstand and



simply postpone their date, but she realised hdwctant she was to
do it and rejected the idea without really consiugit.

'‘Dale, I'm sorry.’

'So am I!I' He laughed shortly, and she guessdxhtiexpected her to
put off Andrea to see him. '‘Oh well, I'll be baokdngland when you
come home, I'll see you then, won't I?'

'Yes, of course.'

A brief silence followed, then he laughed agaire same short,
brusque sound as before. 'Well—goodbye until wetragain in
England, Michelle!

'‘Goodbye, Dale, andben voyage!'

'You should say-kald taksithi,'he told her. 'And that is as far as
ever got with those Greek lessons we spoke alsmnit,ii? Goodbye,
Michelle!

She replaced the receiver and turned to find Gesrgiing rather
smugly. 'So,"' he said with evident satisfactiome 'tast obstacle is
removed!'



CHAPTER NINE

IT was only when they were already in the air andhamw way to
Athens that Georgi revealed the fact that they wkedy to run into
adverse weather if they delayed much longer. It saasething that
Michelle viewed with some doubt as she sat besider@ and
Natalia in the comfortable little cabin of the aaft, with the pilot
who had flown her to Savra initially at the consrol

She looked at Georgi doubtfully, finding it hardlelieve that the
Aegean in August could produce anything but thetnpesfect of
weather. 'Georgi, you're, joking, surely,' she tolch. 'We don't get
storms in August, do we, not here.'

'‘Ah, but we do, Michelle,' her brother assured $&@emnly. The
meltemiblows, and we have violent storms!

Still not entirely convinced, Michelle looked acsoat Natalia, the

other side of him, but Natalia too was noddinghesad in agreement.
'It is so, Michelle,' she said. 'Timeltemiblows and sometimes there
Is much rain and noise. Very bad sometimes!'

Not yet anxious, but a little less sure, Michelb®Kked out of the
window at the sea below. 'And there's one of thesterm winds,
forecast?' She asked. 'Should we have taken dffatrcase, Georgi?'

'‘Oh, we shall be in Athens before it is due,” Geasgsured her
confidently. 'Do not worry about it, my sister. mhkiinstead of your
lunch with Andrea!"

The. suggestion was one she had no difficulty llofang, for she

looked forward to lunching with Andrea with a quiteredible sense
of excitement, and she thought no more about tteatbned storm,
but rather about why Andrea should suddenly havey rup and

invited her to lunch.



It was only when the little aircraft gave the ficdtmany hiccup-like
bumps that the matter was brought back to mind,asather glance
from the window showed the surface of the sea wddgpto a flurry
of white horses, and the sky around them ominadestl. It was only
seconds later that the pilot spoke to Georgi in lon
tongue—shortly and urgently.

Georgi looked troubled, and reached for Nataliaisdhas he spoke,
catching his breath when the little plane lurcheithvsickening
suddenness, and brought Michelle's stomach intooeith. "We are
going to catch the storm,' he told them, an anxe&y&son the pilot. 'It
has happened sooner than was expected, and weatrabe caught
In --'

He got no further, for the storm hit them with sting suddenness
and with the force of a huge hand, a loud, eattsmiroar of wind
heralding its arrival that slammed the little plaagehard as if it had
hit a solid obstacle, and swept it upwards befonashing it down
again while the pilot struggled to regain control.

Georgi looked paler than Michelle would have bedyossible, and
he drew both girls into his arms, Natalia hiding head against his
shoulder. He spoke to her in Greek, consoling,-sadken words,
while the pilot cursed the storm in the same tonguod for a moment
Michelle' felt curiously isolated from them, sotlsae too turned and
hid her face as the little craft was bounced heilleabout the stormy
sky like a child's ball.

In the few moments when she raised her head, Melteuld see
nothing above or below them, but the ragged, ragfiogn clouds and
the jagged brilliance of lightning in startling proity. The noise
was unbelievable, just as Natalia had said it wad, her heart was
thudding wildly, appalled as much by their compleg&dplessness as
anything else.



She thought of Andrea waiting at Athens airport. iByw he was
possibly aware of what was happening, perhaps seswen familiar
with the same sense of helplessness as she wagyfeerself. He
could do nothing, of course, but somehow it digphelknow that he
was there, waiting.

It seemed like hours, although it could not havenhe¢hen the pilot
said something to Georgi, shouting to make himsedird above the
storm, and Georgi nodded, his mouth set tight,laoking suddenly
older. The pilot pointed, downwards, and Michellgaia looked

through the window, but she could still see nottbngthe storm, and
the steely glitter of rain hammering at the windoarsd at the
fuselage of the plane as if it would force its viry

'‘Costas is going to try and bring us down as gea#lypossible,’
Georgi explained, in English for her benefit. "Wy to come down,
there is no choice—the instruments do not work smave do not
know exactly where we are, and one of the engiassgone, but --'
He shrugged with a certain fatalistic resignatlgvie can do nothing
but pray.'

Michelle took a brief stunned look out of the wimdbeside her and
almost unconsciously registered a low hillside aghaiat seemed
like an endless mountain range, and in the fewrskcthat she was
aware of anything definite in the flurrying, deafen noise of the
storm, her eye caught a glimpse of a house of skne on the
hillside. It was a reassuring sight, somehow, aftiry of the storm.

It was no more than a second's glimpse, thoughausec Georgi
hugged them both to him suddenly and , kissed timeturn before

persuading them forward, so that they all threethant heads bowed
towards their knees. Costas, the pilot, was stiliggling desperately
and muttering in his own tongue against the elemémt seemed
bent on destroying them, and his voice was thethasg Michelle

remembered hearing for a while.



She had expected some kind of bump, but not thdesudending
crash with which they hit the ground and for a selcor two she lost
consciousness, slumped forward with Georgi's ptotearm still
around her shoulders. She curved her own arms drben head
almost instinctively at the moment of impact, andas probably that
which saved her, and enabled her to recover cansugss in a matter
of moments.

It was still raining, although somehow the funtloé storm was much
less frightening than it had been in the air, amellay for a moment
with her head spinning, trying to realise just whatl happened.
Apart from the wind it was so quiet, and the armoas her shoulders
was curiously and dismayingly limp so that she skr&rom it
without fully realising what she was doing.

There was a numbing pain in her head and every iindmer body felt
as if it had been beaten and bruised, but she srescious and a few
tentative movements showed that nothing was brokeming to her
brother, she looked at the pale, still face ancedtéor a moment, her
hands hovering above him, not yet daring to touoh h

‘Georgi?' She touched his face and realised oely that the roof of
the aircraft was caved in and the rain was pounngn to them. He
was wet through and getting wetter every secontptaucifully he

was still breathing. '‘Georgi!"

He did not move, and neither did Natalia beside. ltis arm lay
limply across her shoulders and their two head® wkrse together
like sleeping children that even the cold soakaig could not rouse,
although both were alive.

Breathless and only half aware of what she wasgjditichelle
clambered over the broken debris of the cabin terevthe pilot lay
slumped in his seat, unconscious, as Georgi araiblatere, and she
felt the coldness of despair.



‘Costas—Costas, wake up!'

He did not stir, although he was breathing, asotiers were, and
their being out of touch gave her a dismaying seh&meliness, and
made her feel even more helpless. Outside themeskt® be nothing
but rocks, barren wet rocks, steeply sloping, stautk gloomy in the
storm rain, and there was no sign of another hupeamy.

Her head ached, and she was not sure what to do mexsome
instinct reminded her of the house she had glimpsstdbefore they
crashed. A house meant people, and people megnt swlit was
imperative that she find that house. No one elseaapable of going,
So it was up to her to go and find what help shalcc@and send
someone for Georgi and the others.

Somehow, she never really knew how, she scramblg¢dobthe

shattered aircraft and stood for several momentkardriving rain,

trying to get some kind of bearing on that only waly remembered
building on the hillside. It had been a hillsidee$elt quite convinced
of that, not a mountainside such as surroundedhdwer but a lower
hill, if only she could guess in which directioriay.

The thin summer dress she wore clung to her, sgakat and useless
in the present circumstances. She was shiveringlgt with the
driving rain lashing about her, stinging her fleghere the material
had torn and one shoulder lay bare and scratchedjrazes washed
clean by the downpour. The hem of her dress tootaras and she
tried to tear it free because it impeded her assshembled over the
rocky terrain, tugging dazedly at it with vague t@asly hands, until it
ripped away almost as far as her thigh at one aiut|eft more of her
skin exposed to the chilling wind .and rain.

She must get help, that much she knew, but it na®nly thing that
was clear in her mind as she set off along theystamge, seeing
nothing but that small house in her mind's eyembting along on



shoes that threatened to send her rolling dowsttep incline if she
did not dispose of them, impatiently pulling theffito lie where they
fell.

Nothing mattered but finding the house on the ldidsand sending
back help to the others, it was that that kept d@ng for what
seemed like hours, but she found nothing. No honeesign of
human habitation at all until suddenly, in the aiste, a small figure,
looking oddly bulky and bowed against the rainyithg a small flock
of bedraggled sheep before him:.

How she managed to hurry, she had no idea, butishe nearer
gradually, calling to the boy as she came, andcsieel with relief
when he turned at last and stared at her, his bdgte stunned, his
eyes wide in disbelief. He could have been no rtiwag fifteen years
old, but even so hi? reaction was such that hetléadbrain, for all
her preoccupation with finding help, registered teaction with
some surprise.

She could have no idea how she looked, with hessci@n, and her
bare feet and legs below its tattered hemline; her wet and

bedraggled, clinging to her face and neck, andhaspproached him
the boy stood transfixed for a second or two &e ifiad seen a ghost.

Snug in his sleeveless, bulky sheepskin, he lod@dvarm and
comfortable that she reached out to him appealitgdfore she
actually got within touching distance. The wind heaked slightly
and the rain was a little less furious in its doounp but it was still
wild enough to set the imagination working.

It startled the young boy to find himself faced lwia wild but
curiously pretty creature emerging from the storke lone of the
nereids of folklore. The creatures were known tbifalove with

handsome young shepherd boys, so who could blaméf lie took
to his heels and ran, hurrying his protesting flbefore him? For



everyone knew that the chosen ones eventually rseckand wasted
away.

'Please!’

Michelle's cries followed him, but he ran the faséad she could not
hope to go after him, her strength was spent, &edceuld only

watch what seemed like her one hope disappearomg ffier sight as
fast as he could go.

She stood and watched him go, then resigned hatdalt to the fact
that she could not go on. Once more she was sutealiny nothing
but the inhospitable mountains, and tears ran doamcheeks to
mingle with the rain that was still falling, thougiith a little less fury
than before. She felt so utterly tired and hopeleat she could not
have gone another step had her life depended tipon i

She had no idea where she was, nor how far shedrad from the
crashed plane, only that her attempts to get hedidoeen completely
without success, and there was still no sign ofnitxeése she had set
out to find. It had been there, she was almost, salteough in her
present state she was not nearly so sure of agytmad her head
ached unceasingly.

There was a kind of crevice between two of the saohkd it was here
that she had slumped after the shepherd boy ftegave a certain
amount of shelter, and at least it kept the chifidvat bay to some
extent, and she leaned back against the cold reckf & was
something soft and comforting.

The last thing she thought of as she closed hey wgs the warmth
and strength of Andrea's arms as she remembenex] &mel the tears
once more slid down her cheeks, though they weheeted now,
because she was insensible to everything.



'‘Michelle!" The voice seemed at first to be comiram a long way
off, but it sounded closer every second as sheghtcher dazed mind
back to realities. ‘Michelle! ' It was repeating hame over and over
again, with a stream of soft spoken Greek wordsbétween.
‘Michelle!"

The voice was familiar, wonderfully and excitinglgmiliar; deep
and resonant and seemingly anxious, and the aah&e¢ltd her close
were just as she had been dreaming of them irettensls before she
drifted into unconsciousness. Holding her tightblpse to the
comforting, masculine warmth of his body, bindirgy o him with
the strength and reassurance she needed.

Her eyelids fluttered open for a second and shkeldaip into his
face, but scarcely recognised it. It seemed to heo®me so much
older since the last time she saw it, and the dgokgjen tanned
complexion had a greyish tinge, the mouth drawin wiorry. Only

the eyes burned with that unmistakable fire, blaic& shining as jet
below the straight black brows, and they looked ml@w her for a
second or two with such intensity that she turnexdflice and buried
it against his chest, and the damp softness gabiet.

He was on his knees on the wet ground, she reabsedwas startled
to find such humility in him, and his clothes wel@mp, as if he too
had been out in the storm, although he was nothikg as
drenchingly wet as she was herself.

‘You are safe nowigho ena moliHe cradled her in his arms and the
voice whispering close to her ear was slightly neaffby the wet,
tangled mass of her hair.

She had so far registered nothing else but Andpea'sence, but he
turned and spoke to someone behind him suddenlslamdealised
he had brought help. There were other voices npealsng quietly



in Greek, then suddenly she was lifted into Andraams and carried
a short distance.

Her eyes remained closed because she felt tooeuably weary to
open them again, but she did make a brief murmpraiest when the
arms that cradled her were withdrawn and she se&rtaglput on to
a stretcher and a blanket tucked in around her.gemly rocking
movement of their progress almost lulled her inb@ansciousness
again, but she was vaguely awar£ of what was gamng

The rain had stopped, that much she realised,r@darmth of the

sun touched her eyelids at last, and warmed h#edliace. She was
so very tired that it was hard to summon the necgssnergy to do

anything other than simply lie there and be carogdr the same
rock-strewn trail she had taken on foot, but aftsecond or two she
opened her eyes again.

The heavy lids lifted uncertainly and her gazeintsively sought out
the familiar tall, dark figure walking beside thieescher. Slipping a
hand from beneath the blanket, she reached outntdAndrea!'

He smiled, but it was a tight, tense smile thaelyareached his black
eyes, though his hand took hers and his fingersed@round hers,
strong and reassuring. 'Do not try to tdigho ena mou,he said
quietly. 'Until we know how badly you are hurt, eietly, hmm?’

Her tongue flicked swiftly over her dry lips, arftedried to shake her
head, although the effort cost her dearly. 'l—I'ot urt,’ she
whispered huskily. 'But Georgi and --'

‘They are all safe," Andrea assured her, soft-doi¢konly you had
stayed with themligho ena,you would have been found so mucl
more quickly.’

He was scolding her! Feeling as she was, she waartsgnsitive to
any suggestion of criticism, but it hurt ratherntlzengered her and she



felt the tears start again in her eyes as she tbogeat him. 'l—I tried
to fetch help,' she said, in a small, dry voicesaw a house before
we—before we crashed, and |I—I tried to --'

'‘Ssh! Do not talkagape mounot now! All that matters is that you are
safe!' He squeezed her hand and smiled reassuringly

'‘Andrea --' She stopped short, her eyes fixed dazmd the dark
anxious face, her confused brain trying to recedicly what he had
said.Agape mouwshe felt sure he had sadape mouand Georgi had
said-—She clung to his hand tightly and licked Hey lips once
more. 'Andrea --

'Ssh!" He frowned in mock severity, and gently mesher hand back
under cover of the blanket. 'If you insist uporkitad | shall walk
where you cannot see me !

‘No!

‘Then do not talk, hmm?' The black eyes warmed avgéhile and she
felt her heart respond to it, her chilled body glogvsuddenly.

With a suggestion of a sigh, she closed her eyasmagradually
sinking into sleep as the gentle rocking sway of Stretcher
continued. The rain had stopped, the sun was ghama she knew
that Georgi and the others were all right; bestllioAndrea was there,
although heaven knew how that had come about. Nat it

concerned her at the moment, how he came to be,tsbe only
thanked heaven that he was.

Michelle was almost startled to realise how fit #lewhen she woke
in her hospital bed. Her head ached still and wétes moved too
suddenly she experienced one or two unexpectedésiaf pain, but



otherwise she felt fine, and wished there was som@bout that she
could tell.

The nurse who came in a few minutes later smilednnghe saw her
and nodded, as if everything was as she expected. h@d an
overnight bag in one hand that Michelle recogniaedher own and
smiled when she placed it on the stool at the dbdine bed.

'‘Am | to be allowed home?' She sat upright, igngpartwinge of pain
in her head, and looked at the nurse anxiously.

‘Ne, thespinis-Kirfos Davolos is waiting for you.'

Andrea! Of course it had to be Andrea who camehfar... it was
unlikely that Georgi was sufficiently recoveredase her home, but
she had to be sure. 'Mr—Kirios Andrea Davolos?"

The nurse had obviously recognised her renownddrcand she
nodded her head with a smilde', thespinis.'

Michelle sat with the sheet held close under her fdr a second or
two, then she smiled and turned back the bedclgihesto getting
out. 'Will you tell him that I'm on my way?' shekad, and from the
way the nurse smiled it was evident that she thbagh knew the
way things were.

‘Ne, thespinisl will tell him!'

Michelle's heart was thudding hard, beating witle founding
rhythm of a great drum, and her hands trembledwsdhrthat she had
difficulty fastening the zip on her dress, andtlad time she dressed
she was wondering at the depth of her own emotions.

For a moment or two as she stood in the hospitainrghe felt
strangely lightheaded, as if nothing was quite, tba&in she took out a
small mirror from the handbag that had been seet ovith her



clothes, and. studied her reflection for a momatit & curious sense
of anticipation churning away in her breast.

There were still dark shadows under her eyes andheeks were a
little pale, but there was something else aboubker face that was
curiously different and unfamiliar, and it took lelemoment or two to
realise what it was. There was a certain expressibar eyes, and on
her face too, a look of shining anticipation, ahdvas there, she
knew, because Andrea was waiting for her.

She had recognised and admitted for some timeAhdtea could
affect her in a way that -no man had before, butai$ only now, as
she looked at the small, pale reflection of her dace, that she
realised how deeply she was in love with him. Naoghelse seemed to
matter to her—she had not even asked how GeorgNatalia were,
because the nurse had told her that Andrea washg/ddar her, and
once she had known that, it had put everything @gef her mind.

The nurse appeared again, smiling inquiringly as gt her head
round the edge of the door. 'You are ready to |gespinis?’

Picking up the overnight bag, Michelle smiled. "Yi® quite ready,
nurse, thank you.'

Andrea was in a glass-walled waiting room and hteugofrom his
seat when he saw her coming, one of those smaiijmartic
half-smiles hovering about his mouth, and she lieklt heart turn
completely over at the sight of him. It was lesmtbwenty-four hours
since she had seen him last, but it seemed so longhar somehow,
and it was strangely like meeting again for thstfirme now that she
knew how much he meant to her.

A pale beige business suit threw his dark tan stimning contrast,
and no trace of that dismaying pallor remainedwds far more the
man she was used to than the one who had walketelibe stretcher



yesterday when she was carried from the mountas\ntdnner was
one of quiet confidence, of arrogance even—the lfamAndrea

Davolos who expected and received obedience, bwastthe look
she saw in the black eyes between their thick E#hat brought a
sudden flush of colour to Michelle's cheeks. A watowing look

that stirred her pulses into violent response aratlenher feel
suddenly lightheaded.

'‘Michelle I' He took her hands in his, his eyesamrg over her face
in a Scrutiny that set her heart racing wildly aadalled how only
yesterday he had called her his love. '"You arerfge&juite well?'

It was only to be expected, of course, that he dbalvery formal” in
front of the nurse, but it struck her suddenly thathaps that easy,
gently spokenagape mouhad been merely a consolation to he
anxious spirit, and she felt her legs weaker sulgdesio that « she
smiled almost without realising she "was doing it.

'I—I'm fine, thank you, Andrea.'

The nurse departed at last, and she had bareltheefoom before a
hand slid beneath Michelle's chin and raised e $& that the black
eyes could see for themselves how pale she wasYsili look too
pale,ligho ena,'he said softly. 'l think | shall take you home ded
Mama look after you.'

'Oh, but | really am quite fit, Andrea I' She srdilence more, though
she did not look at him directly, despite the h#mat kept her face
turned up to him. 'There's no need at all for Magl@avolos to look
after me. I—I haven't heard how Georgi and Nataha,' she told
him. 'Are they very badly hurt?'

‘A little concussed, that is all, and Georgi hapained arm,' he told
her, turning her towards the door. "If you wish, wil see them
before we leave, and then you can report to Mamavirell they both



are. | fully expect to bring Georgi home tomorramd Natalia will
be going back to her father.’

'l tried to get help, because | thought—I meambw | saw a house
on the——=

A finger was pressed firmly over her lips and wisée "looked up
the black eyes were smiling. "You will tell me aliout it when | have
you safely home," Andrea insisted. 'l will take yowsee Georgi and
Natalia, and then | will take you home and you nell me about
your—trek, hmm?'

His hand was under her arm holding her close tsills, and she had
no inclination at all to argue with anything hedsaso she simply
nodded. 'Yes, Andrea.'

It had been a wonderful relief to see Georgi ankinlmw for herself
that he was only slightly concussed, although he&new how they
had escaped so lightly. Costas, the pilot, was#jigvorse off, he
had a broken leg as well as being concussed, mgidering the
conditions they had crash-landed in, their escag® wemarkable.

Georgi had been the first to recover consciousaedsrealising that
Michelle was missing, he had decided to seek higfjiscown accord
without knowing whether she was already doing snatr He had a
better knowledge of the area so that his searchhdtp had been
much more productive, and he had insisted that @andbe told that
Michelle was missing.

Andrea had joined the search party, looking forihehe foothills,
and it was his finding the torn hem of her dresd ave them their
first clue as to the direction she had taken. Hecatded shoes had
led them on further, and finally she had been disced crouching,
chilled and unconscious, in the cleft of rock.



'l suppose | should have stayed with the planesandd everyone a
lot of trouble,' she said, looking at Andrea throldngr lashes, and she
saw him smile.

‘But it would not have been like you to do nothiwguld it Michelle?
You were so sure you had seen that house on frenbdilyou wanted
to find it and get help for the others.’

'I'm sure Idid see it!" Her blue eyes challenged him to doubt dued
he was smiling and shaking his head.

'So did youagape mouhut it was in the opposite direction to the wa
you took. No wonder you got lost!

Michelle caught her breath. He seemed to be usiagendearment
with increasing frequency, and there was nothirggcgiuld do about'
her heart's urgent response to it, or the senseaittment it gave her
each time she heard it. It had surprised her wheddd, Pavlos and
Madame Davolos had so readily left them togethat, dhe liked
having Andrea to herself, and the fact of theingdeft alone seemed
curiously significant somehow.

'l was so—so fuddle-headed that | didn't know whats doing in
fact,' she confessed.

She had been seated in one of the armchairs, bdoshd the steady
disturbing regard of those black eyes too mucthérsuddenly, and
got up, moving over to stand by the window, lookmg in to the
garden. Half turning, she looked over her shousddrim when she
heard the deep, soft sound of his laughter.

'‘Fuddle-headed?' he echoed. The expression wasndlyichew to
him, but he found it amusing and he was shakinghbed. 'This |
have hot heard beforiggho ena,but | would not disagree if it means
that you were very courageous to set out as youtaliget help,



knowing nothing of the country or the language awdy half
conscious. | know that Georgi will be very proudyos!'

‘Georgi?'

She turned her head again, asking the questioromitstopping to
think, and she saw Andrea coming across the roomards her
before she hastily turned back. He came and ststdbehind her and
the warmth of his nearness was almost like a phlsientact that
sent a thrill of pleasure shivering along her spifks breath
whispered against the nape of her neck when heestikring the
strands of golden blonde hair.

'l too am proud of you, Michellmou,'he said, and the deep sensu:
voice had never been more affecting to her senses.

'I—I succeeded in getting myself lost,' she remthtan in a small
breathless voice. 'l began to feel there was noetsein the world
but that boy who ran away when he saw me.'

‘The shepherd boy—»but for him, we would have prbpbahken
much longer to find youligho eng mou) am grateful to him." A
finger moved aside a tendril of hair and the toofchbrushed against
her neck like a caress. 'That little shepherd thbygu were a nereid
come to take him for your lover. | had to persulmhe that he need
not have fled in . terror from you, and make hirowshme where he
had seen you.'

'l frightened him?' She turned and looked up at, fiinding him so
much closer than she expected that she triedpdosiek, only to. find
a chair blocking her way. 'l—I don't understanddéea. Is that why
he ran—because he was frightened?'

'‘Oh, but of course—the nereids have the reputatidalling in love
with handsome young shepherds, but the unfortupateg man,
once chosen, quickly wastes away and dies, salbgoes.’



‘And he really thought | was --'

Andrea reached out, lifting the hair from her negth a gesture of
such gentle sensuousness that she briefly clogexys on the effect
of it. 'But of course!

You were lovely enough, even wet and half-naketfasnd you, to
deceive a simple shepherd boy—I could not blame fommunning
from you, agape moualthough | would not have done so in hi
place!

She felt her legs almost too weak to support hddenly, and her
whole body trembled as if with a fever. The stromgent beat of her
heart made her head spin, and she could not tHedlg about
anything. She was so tinglingly and irresistiblyaagof him—of the
arms that could hold her so tightly, and the vigsromasculine
strength of him, that nothing else existed in tloglevfor her but the
fact that she loved him.

She said nothing, but she lifted her eyes to hitasit and the truth
that she had recognised in her own face via thatlsmrror in the
Athens hospital, Andrea saw and recognised nowelehed out for
her, drawing her into his arms until the touch iof kvas like fire in
her blood.

Wrapping her close with his arms, he bowed her bily to the hard
strength of his own, his mouth seeking hers, pngsker lips hard
until they parted and she made a small, soft sasrste slid her arms
up around his neck. It was like nothing she hadr dugown
before—like something from her most fantastic dreadfrawing
from her every ounce of inhibition and caution.

From her mouth to the soft skin of her neck andstnall vulnerable
pulse at the base of her throat, his kisses wemne¢ fierce and
gentle, and with them banished every last doubthstte When he



lifted his head at last and looked down into hexsgyhere was that
glowing bright blackness that she had glimpsedregflip at other
times without understanding it, and she held hmegeoow with a new
and exciting confidence.

'l love you, Michelle.'

It was so simple and yet so exciting that she tfedt colour in her
cheeks, and her own eyes had a bright bluenesw#salike jewels.
Her arms still encircled” his neck, and she wiskleel need never be
apart from him again, even for a moment.

'Andreal'

With one hand she stroked his cheek lightly, andshatched it
suddenly and pressed his mouth to the warmth op&lken, and then
to his cheek, kissing the inside of her wrist, lasen dark head
bowed over her. Looking directly at her suddenky slwept his gaze
over her face.

'l said | would keep you in mind for my wife, dichdt?' he asked, and
she felt her heart skip, briefly reminded of heuloks in the past.

'I—I never thought you meant it,' she confessetthadtght—I mean,
Georgi had all those ideas——

‘You thought | would marry you because Georgi wdnte to?' he
teased gently. 'Oh no, Micheltaou, | have to please no .one bu
myself—I choose my own bride!

The memory of his first tragic young wife aroseefy to disturb her
happiness, and she looked up at him, her eyes wheadfor a
moment. Andrea, your --'

His mouth on hers silenced her firmly. 'She wasca,rgently child,
my beloved, and | cared for her, but notieveras | care for you!



Will you believe me, and marry me? Make me happghelleagape
mou,as | have never been happy before in my life 1'

Michelle lifted her face, her mouth soft and treoud in the small
golden oval of her face. 'l love you,' she saidat only be happy if
you are.'

He drew her close again, a strong possessive hatdhere was no
escaping, and she knew suddenly that this momedt een

inevitable from the day she first saw him in thasne room—Georgi
had simply been a little quicker to realise it.



