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"You drive me wild and then say "‘Don't touch'! Dauywant me to
lose my reason?"

Who was this man she thought she knew who exeratyecontrol
over his emotions? Four years ago Charley might Haslieved
Sebastian Machado's protestations of love. But experience had
taught her to be wary. It wasn't love, just lusttttirove her husband.
And Charley had no intention of succumbing!



CHAPTER ONE

CHARLEY paid the driver off at Plaza San Francisco. Hethadyrey
eyes of a Berber in a face like a walnut, and tloeykled
appreciatively as she added a generous amounsefgseto the fare,
thanking him in his own language.

At least her Spanish hadn't emerged too rustilyugi Olivia, who
had prided herself on her pure Castilian, wouldlaobt still deride
the distinctive Andaluz dialect she had picked gy her teacher,
Andres, who had tended the sumptuous gardens b&ahdstian's
town house here in Cadiz.

Despite the heat, a convulsive shudder rockeddueslender frame.
She had no illusions. Olivia would spend as mugtethere as she
had done before. Probably more. Facing her agaowing what she
knew, would be as hard, if not harder, than fatiaghusband.

Not that she had thought of Sebastian Machadordsusband since
she had left him four years ago, she reminded Hasshe picked up
the small, soft- backed suitcase which had douldeldaad luggage
on the flight from London to Jerez. She had cut bum of her life
and, with a great deal of input from her aunt Fréda made herself
over, made a career of sorts for herself. And degidat last, to
accept Gregory's offer of marriage had been thal fiamd decisive
change, a change that had irretrievably cancellgdh® trauma of
the past.

The only thing left to do was to ask Sebastiangi@e to a divorce.

And to buy back those shares. Greg had told hénsist on that,
though to her way of thinking nothing was as imanottas her legal
freedom, certainly not the extra money, useful gtoi would be.



Restlessly her tawny eyes ranged around the pseiiare as she
wondered whether to give in to the cowardly temepitato sit at a
table beneath the shade of one of the dozens fetaces and sip at
an ice- coldugo de naranjabut decided against, because she kne
her churning stomach would instantly reject anylshe tried to put
into it—even something as innocuous and refreshsgrange juice.

Besides, she had already allowed herself the ceimesf stopping
off at the square, using the five minutes or seoitild take to find her
way on foot to the home she had once shared—withlegeasures
of rapture and pain—with Sebastian. Time enoughyuell the

unlooked-for flutter of nerves that was, dismayyndhreatening to
turn into a full-scale attack.

Striking off into the narrow, shadowed streetsha& 6ld quarter, she
tightened her jaw, ignoring the trickle of perspoa between her
shoulder blades. Here, deep in the maze of narrbvtevstreets,
glinting with miradores—the glazed balconies that offered protectio
from the Atlantic breezes—she felt drainingly horoks She had
forgotten how much she had learned to love thi®ysy bustling
white city, built on the tip of a headland, thrasgtiso confidently out
into the sea.

There was so much she had believed forgotten,thetgood and the
bad thrust willy-nilly into the dark netherworld loér soul where they
could no longer hurt her. And when she caughtingtrdlimpse of the
ornate iron gates that seemed to overpower thewastreet she
almost turned tail and ran, beginning to wish s followed Greg's
advice and done everything through her solicitor.

But she conquered the impulse as she had learnmzhtpuer all her
fears during the last four years. Beneath the Btestdded ochre linen
suit she had chosen to travel in, her slender bdadyened with
determination. It was just a house. Rather morensjadl than most,



but nevertheless just a house. Beyond the inthcédshioned gates
lay a courtyard and beyond that the ancient, actatiene house,
beyond that the gardens where the magnolia trems gnd within,
somewhere among the dozens of sumptuous roonacawhere she
could quietly sit and collect herself until her baad returned from
his arrogant office block in the commercial aregdrel the ancient
Moorish walls of the town.

And Teresa would bring her some tea.

Inconceivable that her old Spanish friend wouldehgwen up her
jealously guarded position as Sebastian's housekeEpur years
ago Teresa had ruled the household with an iranifdisa very
threadbare velvet glove, and that wouldn't havengad.

Teresa had the tongue of a scold and the heartiah,abut she had
taken the almost painfully innocent girl Charleyheen when she'd
arrived here to her vast bosom. She had been emggars old when
Sebastian had brought her here as his bride—watlexperience and
outlook of a child of ten, as Freda had tartly peihout.But that was
no longer the case, she reminded herself as shieeguat the
Impressive iron gates. A year of marriage had atldsoken her, but
with Freda's initial help she had put her life bacgether, wiped
Sebastian and what he had done from her brailamémerged as a
twenty-four-year-old woman who was nobody's fool.

Sebastian meant nothing to her now. She couldeti be bothered to
hate him for what he had done. So instead of fgatiervous she
would concentrate on her achievement in travelling road to
complete self-recovery!

And when he returned this evening she would beinggitwould
calmly state her business, and the moment she htdned his
agreement—and surely there would be no problenetkshe would



get herself back to the safe predictability of Eamgl and Greg and her
work and quietly look forward to an autumn wedding.

Passing quickly through the scented courtyardgnmbg the vibrant
heat, the perfume of orange blossom and oleandssd seduce her
senses, she entered the huge dim hall, marble-pave&ctool, the
walls clad with dark, elaborately carved wood, terble staircase a
thing of almost ethereal beauty, soaring.,upwaitdsd pathway to
heaven.

And hell, she reminded herself staunchly, her sifaak going stiff
with the determination to block out the instinctaygpeal this land, its
architecture and its people had exerted on hdrdrpast. It wouldn't
happen again. She had learned that appearanced ofteh be
deceptive, that people could lie, silver tonguegrgathings they
didn't mean.

Blinking, trying to get her eyes to readjust aftex whiteness of the
light outside, she absorbed the silence of thet ¢p@ase. Siesta time,
so it wasn't to be wondered at, and, rather thatuidi Teresa, she
would find herself somewhere to wait.

Putting her case down against one of the wallsstlaghtened, her
ears picking up the faint rustle of fabric, a |bil drag of indrawn
breath, and her narrowed eyes fastened on a shiromearhite
movement and she was fixed to the spot, becaused¢teseemed to
have rooted themselves to the pale cold marble Satdstian said
thickly, 'So you return, at last.’

She hadn't expected to see him so soon; it puatreerdisadvantage.
Thick dark lashes drifted down, briefly closing hout. The white
cambric shirt made his olive-toned skin and higppemdl midnight
hair even darker, his narrow black trousers empgirasi his
long-legged leanness, the whippy strength of the,lwaide shoulders
and non-existent hips. She had forgotten the impachade.



She should have remembered, been more prepared.

Forcing her tawny eyes open, she stared at him wittool and
desperate defiance. Looks counted for nothingtaldeherself. The
rare combination of sultry, hooded black eyes andwide,
unashamedly sensual mouth with the harsh ascetiofsbieakly
carved cheekbones and jawline and the arroganijregjoast of his
nose had swept her giddily gullible head off heyudtlers when they
had first met five years ago.

But she saw more clearly now; he had the facefaflen angel, the
face of a man who could coldbloodedly kill his owrother, who
could pluck an innocent out of her own shelterednelint, expose her
to the dark pride and passion that was uniquelpWwis, use her, and
betray her without blinking one of his own londkgiblack lashes!

'For about half an hour,’ she made herself angwyang not to flinch
as he stalked closer, like a black panther. 'lukirt take longer.’

'l am honoured.' His dark, intriguingly accentedcecseemed to curl
around her, and she shuddered. He smiled faintyu 'go to the
expense and trouble to leave your nest in the middf
England—Stanton Bottom, such a curious name—toulyto spend
a mere half-hour in my company. An honour indeed.’

'‘How did you know where | was?' Shock and dismay/lner blurting
the words out without thinking, and she watcheddeissual mouth
go thin, heard a vein of ice creep into his voice.

'If you imagine | would let you walk away from macadisappear,
then you don't know me. But then--' the broodirarkleyes hardened
to glinting jet, '—past events adequately provest ffou know more
about the hidden side of the moon than you knowtlne. Isn't that
S0, mi esposa?He spread one hand almost contemptuously, layi
out the details of the last four years of her digeif they were beneath



notice. 'You spent six months with your aunt in tidar. She put you
through a crash course and made sure you caughtithpyour

abandoned business studies. She then packed ydo thfat place
with the curious name in your English Midlands, vehgou worked
as an assistant to the manager of a hotel-conferegrttre-leisure
park. Is that not so?'

'You spied on me!" Charley felt what little colalire had drain out of
her face. She had thought she was safe, that aasfdre was
concerned she had disappeared off the face ofittie. e

She shifted restlessly from one foot to the other,teeth biting into
her soft lower lip. All that time— the six monthEsheer hard grind
that had earned her the qualifications she ned¢ldedob Aunt Freda
had found through her business and domestic agaruyed away on
the edge of the Staffordshire moorlands. She haddée there, had
been able to come to terms with what Sebastiardbad, had grown
in confidence and independence. And all the timeh&eé known
exactly where she was, what she was doing. It timkar thinking
about. People must feel like this when they canmeéhand found the
house burgled and ransacked, their private possesspewed
around like so much tawdry, worthless debris.

'l prefer to think of it as keeping a watch over own," Sebastian
stated, his aristocratically cut nostrils flaringlwdispleasure at her
choice of words. The accusation of something agvahd as spying
would not fit in with his exalted opinions of hiniséHe liked to think
of himself as a man of honour— and woe betide aayoimo had the
temerity to impugn it—and didn't allow himself taderstand that he
had long ago compromised what honour he might bage had.

And the fact that he had kept tabs on her meanthihanust know
about Gregory Wilson, how they had met and hownotteey had



dated. So at least her request for a divorce wdultbme as a
surprise, she thought, trying to feel tough.

But it was difficult to feel tough and in contrdl the situation when
his lancing eyes informed her thathe knew all thees to know
about her and wasn't impressed.

'If we are to spend half an hour together, theagigest we do it in
comfort.' The drawled sarcasm turned her stomaety, little spirals

igniting inside her as he took her arm and ledtheyugh to a small
salatucked away at the rear of the house. Being ¢tmken, touched
by him, made every nerve end quiver, forcing heietnember how
just one sultry glance from those impenetrable byges had once
had the power to reduce her to a mass of desperatéon needs.

It was a memory she refused to entertain and sbhekdier head as if
to clear it, obeyed the slight movement of his hand sat on a
damask-covered chair, her spine rigid. And all acbher the cool
green light that filtered through the louvres toedhthe graceful
Spanish renaissance furnishings, giving the heaatyed or richly
painted pieces an air of soft mystery that wouldds in the full

glare of sunlight. This was the room she had maateolwvn, often
coming here to read or simply to try to relax, esuley when

Olivia—with all that false friendliness—had beerr@sidence.

Had Sebastian remembered? Had he chosen this nomom the
almost countless others because he knew ,it wouddiger pain? He
must know that it had been here that Olivia hadlignshed her
veneer of matiness and spat out the cruel, devagtatith.

Charley straightened her already rigid shouldes \aishedjie'd sit
down, but couldn't ask him to because to do so avoeNeal that his
endless pacing, slow circling, was getting to &re didn't want him
to know that he could affect her on any level. Almel way he moved
with the insolent grace born of a natural arrogartoeiched a



long-forgotten core of unwanted female responsiveegp within
her.

‘You have changed, Charlotte,' he pronounced &t las

The deep timbre of his voice, that wickedly sensaent, flicked
her on the raw and made her snap without thinkfrwghat she might
be revealing. 'l prefer Charley.' Only her pareats] Sebastian, had
used her full name. She had loved her parents andthey were
dead. She had loved Sebastian and, as far as sheoweerned, he
might as well be dead, too. She didn't want todmeimded.

'l refuse to call you by a name that would be uglya male and
unthinkable for a female, especially a female wlas gQrown into
something quite remarkably sophisticated.'

The level look beneath lowered brows was tingedh \at amused
derision, she noted fumingly, as he lowered hingeltefully on to a
velvet-coverecthaise.lf he had thought of her at all during the pa:
four years it would have been as the slightly plumjde-eyed
nineteen-year-old he had married. Her mouse-brownhaal hung
limply halfway down her back, and the only make-bp sad used
had been a smear of pale pink lipstick.

But she had lost a lot of weight after she'd la&fbh land had never
regained it, and her hair had darkened to a glssaltbrown and she
now wore it cut fashionably short. Freda had beaitially
responsible for the change in her style of dresditag, "You can't go
through life looking like Alice in Wonderland, nibtyou want to land
a responsible, reasonably paid job. | loved myesidearly, but she
had a blind spot when it came to your upbringinige $sisted on
dressing you like the Sugar Plum Fairy since theyda were born,
and you couldn't have been more sheltered if yalyamur parents
had lived out your lives as the sole inhabitanta désert island,' had
hurt at the time.



However, it hadn't taken too much soul-searchingdknowledge

that Freda had been right. As the only child oepé&s who had feared
that after fifteen years of marriage they would erelvave children,

she had been too protected and sheltered.

Her education had been at a private, girls-onlyosthher friends
carefully vetted, her out-of-school activities moseited to a
Victorian miss than a girl of the twentieth century

Her wish to take a business studies course andostag England
when her parents retired to Spain had been gramigchfter endless
and minute discussions. Only when her mother's geyrunmarried
sister, Freda, had stepped in and offered to hawsthy at her flat in
Harrow had her wish been granted.

And even during that year Freda hadn't made moae th few

half-hearted efforts to push her into the real dowhile Charley's

parents had been alive Freda hadn't felt able terfere with the

lifestyle of her quiet, studious and painfully irnemt niece. Besides,
she had been too engrossed in running her own ssfat@gency to
spare the effort needed to try to change someone hvald been
patently happy with the way she was.

But the way she had been then meant that she lmaddoepletely
gullible, quite unable to see through a man likegSéan Machado. A
few kind words, a few careless caresses, had bemigh to turn her
silly, innocent head. No, he had needed to expengllittle effort to

ensure he got what he wanted: a woman who wasdsarmugh,

besotted enough, to play the part he had alloteedrhhis devilish

plans.

'Yes, | have changed." She agreed, stony-voice, highearlier
statement and crossed her long, elegantly sleedemtith a whisper
of honey-toned silk, knowing that the fashionablersiskirt of the
suit she wore, her slender high heels, showed tfeto advantage.



And strangely, the defiant little movement excikest, because there
was a quiet assessment in the way he watchedrméngislide of
those sultry eyes as they roamed down to the tiberdoes and back
up again to her glinting eyes, and it told herwu@ds hadn't been
empty, that he acknowledged the change and accépt&édd that
worked to her advantage.

As long as he realised that she was no longer tueirgy little
doormat who had been willing to submit to the hartd humiliations
he and his mistress, Olivia, had subjected heotdhfe sake of the
meaningless caresses and empty words he deigspaite her, then
they could discuss terms as equals.

That alone would be worth the expense of this the, arguments
she'd had with Greg when she'd told him of herdecito face her
unwanted husband in person. At last she was theubgdble
Sebastian Machado's equal, and she had nothingvérdb fear!

Quickly, before his brooding presence made hergédrer mind on
that score, she folded her hands tightly in healagbtold him crisply.
'l want a divorce.'

'Why?' His expression didn't alter by as much fiisker of an eyelid.
He brought his hands up, steepling his long, stlmmged fingers, the
tips resting against the sweeping curve of his uppe

His cool question almost took her breath awaynaalt in itself, and
anger stirred, making her voice taut as she stal¢, fdeed you really
ask? Our marriage ended four years ago. It's Inngé we tidied up
the loose ends.’

'‘And you think a divorce would get rid of thosedeaends, extinguish
the past? Are you that naive?' His tone was stihterested, the
hooded eyes never leaving her face as he dropp&tbuncould have
asked me for a divorce at any time during the fiast years, or at



least made your intention to seek one plain to meeray solicitor.
Why didn't you, if our marriage had become so mtable to you?'

That floored her. Charley felt her eyes go widarisg into the dark
and sultry depths of his as if she might find theveer there. During
the past four years she had never tried to hidenaeried status, but
she had never spoken of it to anyone except Fredarauch later,

Greg. And even then she hadn't told all the trotarely explaining

that she and Sebastian had had irreconcilablerelifées. Divorce
hadn't entered her head until Greg had proposed.

And she didn't know why. But she wasn't going tofess the sudden
bewilderment his query had produced, because tighit isUggest she
had clung on to the legality of their relationshgrause she couldn't
face the final severance.

She closed her eyes briefly, and when she operesd #ygain they
glinted with cold amber lights. She could nevelighbn him the type

of pain he had dished out to her, but she coul@ tia® satisfaction of
pricking his overblown ego a little. And her voieas tart as she
informed him, "You know why | left you. Do you imiag | wanted to

remember you and what you had done?' Carefully usiiierled the

fingers she hadn't realised had been so tightlgctled and made
herself rest her hands lightly on the slender chweod arms of her
chair. 'l blocked you, and our marriage, out ofmmpd. | never gave
it a second thought until | realised | needed ngeflom to marry
again.'

She thought she had earned herself a reactior isutiden spasm of
a muscle along his hard jaw, but couldn't be stine tips of his
fingers were still resting against his mouth, s@ stould have
imagined it. She got to her feet, suddenly tirdte 8idn't have time
to play games. The sooner this interview was okerdooner she



could book into the modest hotel where she hadvede room for
the night.

His eyes swept up, lazily following her movemens &ttitude still
sublimely relaxed. And she said, 'As we havendditogether for so
long, | can't see how there can be any difficultiespecially as ours
was a civil wedding.' Olivia had spelled out exaatihy that had
been, why Sebastian had chosen not to have aowigieremony,
and Charley tacked on tightly, 'Greg and | wouke: lio marry before
the end of the year—in the autumn, preferably. Wigives us time, |
would imagine, to get the divorce finalised.'

Suddenly, she needed to get out of here. It wdsleesatmosphere of
this house, the watchful presence of the man witbdmce meant
more than life itself to her, was suffocating hgaithering her back
into the web of deceit and cruelty, the bindingustis interfaced with
the wild magic of Andaluci'a, with the dark, irrg#ble charm of this
devil in human guise that had almost broken hethall time ago.

She wouldn't even mention the possibility of hiyibg back those
shares. That could be done later, through solgit&he couldn't
bring herself to spend one more moment with hind Ahe began to
walk out of the room, making herself move slowlgcause if she
once gave in to the urgent desire to hurry she avdinld herself
running until her lungs burst inside her.

'‘No.'

The single word lowered the temperature in the rbymna thousand
degrees, and Charley's feet felt as if they had baded to the floor
as the blood in her veins turned to ice. But hddigupossibly mean
what she thought he meant, she berated herself,svang round
quickly, defensively, because she could hear himvingy coming
towards her.



‘Under Spanish law a divorce is possible if theptethave been
living apart for two years—provided, of course tthath are agreed.’
His black eyes mocked her. 'Unless the desire fiv@ce is mutual,

then the statutory period of separation is fivergea

He smiled for the first time, but it didn't toucls leyes. It was a mere
baring of teeth that sent icy trickles of disbeli@hning down her
spine.

‘You can't be serious!" Her voice emerged thickig ahe had no
control over the flood of dismay that sent hectoar to stain her
cheeks. She stepped back, her poise desertingldavas crowding
her, much too close, making her achingly awardefscent of him,
the warmth of him, the shockingly vibrant, powecked, raw
masculinity of him.

'‘Never more so.' His voice was an assured purr,iantade her
stomach churn.

She was backed against the impenetrability of dtieeowalls, but he
didn't move closer. If he had done, their bodiesulddhave been
touching, but he didn't need to make such an ofsrmsent of his
physical domination, because already she felt veamkgiddy, as if
she were about to faint for the first time in hée.|

There were tiny dancing lights in the brooding klaess of his eyes,
and the graceful, upward lilt of one arched blaxbreinforced his
wicked amusement, the machiavellian satisfactiomdérved from

gaining the upper hand.

'S0, mi esposayou have another full year to wait before you eaen
begin divorce proceedings.'

He placed his palms flat against the wall, on eithée of her head,
and she was trapped, and frightened, yet deternrmoetb show it.



And she told him fiercely, 'Call yourself a man?uife nothing but a
spiteful little worm!" and had the satisfactionrseking him stiffen, his
proud features frozen over as he dropped his heamdistepped back,
his shoulders high and hard.

'‘Explain yourself!' He looked as if he would liteekill her where she
stood, and she didn't even care. She was beyomd feéghtened,
even by a man who had committed the ultimate crirsladghtering
his own brother for financial gain!

She hurled at him defiantly, ‘What reason could lyave for wanting
to delay our divorce? You don't want me. You nediet But you
don't want me to be happy with another man. Thakesiayou
spiteful’’'She sprang away from the wall, side-stegim. Another
year in an extinct marriage wouldn't mean a thongim. Olivia was
content to wait for just as long as it took; shd bpenly said as much.
The two of them had been lovers for ages, well teelfi@ had conned
her into hurtling into marriage, and they wouldlbeers as long as
they both drew breath, whether or not Olivia basetame and wore
his ring! And she told him witheringly, making ftine door again,
'‘Don't think a year's postponement of our marragiemake a scrap
of difference to Greg and me. It won't.'

She was sure of that, at least. Greg was a prags@il. He could be
patient. But her cheeks went very hot when he tbasdier, almost
idly, 'l am not in the least concerned about Grgdiilson. He is no
threat. He is, in fact, beneath notice.’

She glared at him hotly, her worst fears confirm8&te hadn't
mentioned Greg's surname; his spies would haveksed that and
reported back. So she'd been right when she'd hafterically

decided that he'd ferreted out every fact about liey known

precisely when she and Greg had met, how ofterdlieyed. It made
her feel besmirched!



'If you want to marry a middle-aged small-town acd¢anhwith a pot
belly, an aversion to parting with his money anfixation on his

mother, then | can only mourn your lowered stansldrdan't prevent
you, if such is your ultimate wish. But don't ask.no make it too
easy for you.'

'‘Oooh!" Charley couldn't begin to express the disgne felt. Her
mind was reeling. How did he have the gall to aedwer of lowering
her standards when he was the cruellest, mostlésgrivickedest
man she had ever had the misfortune to meet?

And Greg wasn't middle-aged! He was thirty-sevemeae three
years older than Sebastian. And hembtlhave a pot belly—he was
cuddly! And if he was careful with his money it wdsto be
wondered at. His father had died before he'd leffiosl, and his
mother, with whom he'd continued to live until laath from a
stroke almost a year ago, had had to scrimp amgec¢o support him
while he got his qualifications and even afterwarddile he
struggled to get started up on his own. So it wts Wvonder he had
been a devoted and grateful son, averse to throlwsgard-earned
money around, because he had known what it wasdikeunt every
penny.

‘At least he doesn't promise me the moon and steapped up in
gold ribbon,’ she managed at last, hating him,n'tlhand me
something poisonous!’

'‘And what does he promise you?' His menacing bedgdd, his
mouth like a steel trap, his eyes boring into heacdas he utteretNo
importa! It is of no consequence.' The hard, white-cladukters
lifted imperceptibly, then he swung on his heeld pressed the bell
push near the door. 'l have summoned Teresa. Sheithwer show
you to your room, or she will show you to the dodou have the
choice.'



'l can find my own way out. | used to live heraneember?'

No way was she staying under this roof, even fermght. He had to
be off his head even to suggest such a thing! Beikeew his sanity
was not in question, only the depths of his dewiess, as he told her
softly, 'l am willing to meet you part way, Chatkt Agree to stay
here for four weeks, and if, at the end of thattiyou still wish to
marry your dumpy accountant, | will agree to a doeoand will
ensure that all goes through as swiftly as possibbe and you wait a
further year. And be warned, | am well able to makee that the
proceedings crawl along at less than a snail's. (leeve me, | can
make it happen.’



CHAPTERTWO
'HE WANTS you to dowhat?'

Greg sounded as if he couldn't believe his ea$ Girarley gripped
the receiver more tightly and repeated, 'Stay putdur weeks. If |

do, he'll agree to the divorce. If | don't, he worshe lowered her
voice, even though she was alone in the book-lnoeth Sebastian
used as a study. 'We would have to wait another lyefare | could

even start proceedings. | thought it was worttsit¢ added quickly,
although she wasn't too sure about that.

‘What's he up to? Does he want a reconciliation?'

Greg's tone was suspicious, and she couldn't bfameBut the very
idea was laughable, and she assured him, 'Of caowteHe had
never wanted her, except as a body upon whichttargbeir. When
he'd claimed that he'd fallen in love with her, aéton sight, he'd
been lying. Sebastian Machado was good at lying.

But there was no way she could reassure Greg, becghe didn't
know what lay behind her unwanted husband's stipnla A
downright refusal to agree to a divorce she coaltehunderstood and
put down to spite. But his promised agreement &ftarweeks of her
company was beyond her comprehension. Somethingueand
tricky, no doubt...

‘Well, something's going on,' Greg said peeviskifhen Glenda and
| got our divorce there was no trouble. She wallketion me, and as
there were no children...' The word was bittenaofdl then he asked
warily, "You don't have children, do you?'

‘Do you think I'd have kept it from you if | had?harley snapped. If
there had been children, then Sebastian wouldinatigated divorce
proceedings himself as soon as the mandatory tars yead passed,



and made good and sure he got custody—she wouédldean lucky
to get even limited access! And she could undeds@Greg's unease
about this turn of events, but he had no call teuspicious where she
was concerned!

'Of course not, darling,' he soothed. 'I'm sornyt #he whole thing
looks suspect from where I'm standing. Are you sl living with
him again won't prejudice everything?"

It hadn't entered her head, and she bit her lipwring at the
window-panes, which were reflecting the fiery desgoef the sun.
And she answered slowly, 'l don't think so. Ittisi$ if I'll be sharing
his bed.' The very thought of sharing his bed maelewhole body
clench with a huge, painfully intense spasm whible suickly

translated as revulsion, and, gathering hersedfysmt on quickly, if
a little hoarsely, 'I'll phone my boss in the magiand explain the
need for extra leave.'

'‘Dev won't like it." Not any more than he did, Gsegharp tone
implied, but Charley silently excused him, becabhgecircumstances
were exceptional.

'He'll manage. There weren't any problems or uphisasn the
horizon, and Dawn's very competent? Dawn was tbetey she
shared with Mark Devlin, the manager of the compbnd as she,
Charley, had been Dev's personal assistant for thvee years and
never once used her full holiday entitlement shdditt foresee any
great problems where extra leave was concerned.

But it wasn't going to be her idea of a holidaye #fought as she said
her goodbyes to the still disgruntled Greg andaegd the receiver,
promising to keep in touch.

Her original intention had been to spend a weebspain, leaving
Cadiz first thing in the morning, having obtaine&b8&stian's



agreement to a divorce, hiring a car, and takiegést of the week to
say her farewells to this exuberant, flamboyantsspmate yet
hauntingly soulful corner of Andalucia.

Instead, she was being forced to squander her,lstaygng here as a
hostage to Sebastian's no doubt devious schemableuaven to
enjoy this beautiful city, because she would be ¢
tenterhooks—wouldn't she just?—watching and waiting the
smallest clue to his diabolical intentions.

Her mood was self-admittedly foul as she walkedobthe study into
the gloom of the hall. The day was dying quicklgdaather than
hang around, kicking her heels, she would run Eetesarth in the
kitchens. At least with her she knew exactly whelne was. With
Sebastian, she knew nothing!

The housekeeper's face had lit up with pleasurenwdtee had
answered Sebastian's summons and found Charleyingyait
wooden-faced with distaste for the way she wasgoeoerced into
staying here. But Teresa's rapid-fire Spanish, katilding, half
welcome, soon brought a grin to her face as shadpt® in that
language, 'Slow down! I'm rusty—I need more pragdtic

‘Then that | will give you—AnNdres, too. He is stikre—everyone is
still here; all is the same as it was. All waitiiog you to come home.'

It was only Sebastian's cool demand thatsér@ora'sroom be made
ready that stopped the flow, and that only after $hout elderly
woman had imparted, 'All has been in readines$olar years, Don
Sebastian, make no mistake. And now, perhaps, Waaetisee such
a high head and such a long face!'

Recalling the look of smothered irritation on tharlddevil's face,
Charley relaxed her soft lips reluctantly into alsmTleresa was no
respecter of persons—no matter how exalted theyevssl



themselves to be. In Charley's year-long experiavfc@er rule,
Teresa was never afraid to speak her mind, thoungh rerself
doubted if her enforced presence here would makehrdiiference
to Sebastian's 'high head and long face' Unlesasta sly smile of
satisfaction at having forced her, yet again, toceato his tune.

Nevertheless, she might do well to emulate the dlceeper's
bluntness where her unwanted husband was conceshedmight
even be able to cut him down to size once in aewllecause,
although she had given in to his demands on thés amtasion, it
wouldn't happen again. Four weeks here, undepbis was as far as
it would go!

She found Teresa in the kitchen, ordering Pilar—e tl
maid-of-all-work—around in stentorian tones, and hadown offer
of help rejected in the same decisive manner.

‘The kitchen is not the place for yaenora.Tomorrow | will come
to you for your instructions. Have you forgottehlahught you?"

'‘Dare | ever?' Charley riposted drily, remembenmity affection how
immediately Teresa had sized up her lack of expeeiehad thrust
her firmly beneath her wing and taught her all seeded to know
about running a Spanish household of this size. Aod/ the
housekeeper seemed to think she had come bac&ytoasid at the
moment she didn't have the heart or any real iatbn to explain
that she was only here for four weeks, and thaeuddress.

Charley left the room disconsolately, because hglpvith the

preparations for the evening meal would have takenmind off

what she had let herself in for. And not knowingaivlxactly she had
let herself in for, what Sebastian had had in munén he had made
his agreement to a divorce conditional upon heyirsahere, was
going to give her nightmares. Already she had thgirimings of a
niggling headache, and she guessed she oughttlgy room and



try to relax. She would need to be on top formehawvery last one of
her wits about her, if she were to hold her owrhvaitm over dinner
tonight, demonstrate that she wasn't the feebla-pusr she'd been
when he'd first met her.

To her quiet amazement she found her way througpaissages as if
she'd never been away, and laid the palm of hed han the
sumptuously carved door to her room as if she Inbdwealked out of
it an hour or so ago.

She had proudly believed that she'd forgotten ekiemy, erased the
year of her marriage—and all that had gone withright out of her

mind. Now she knew that it wasn't in her power ¢ogét, and

quickly, before she panicked and blindly ran frdme Casa de las
Surtidores and the memories it contained, she pudteedoor open
and resolutely stepped inside.

The wide, long room was exactly as she had lefhg saw as she
flicked the switch down and the lamps in their ci&tleé holders sprang
to glittering life along the length of the room.

Everything—the row of tall shuttered windows, tineraof the carved
and painted ceiling, the ornate furniture and neareless
carpet—everything, right down to the crystal vasé tbe
long-stemmed white roses she had always used tofppok the
garden to place on the table near the bed.

The lump in her throat made her grit her teethvds like stepping
back in time, watching the hands of the clock of h& spin
relentlessly backwards, like finding a part of lkdfrsshe had
presumed lost.

And she couldn't bring herself to look at the bed.



They'd had separate rooms, right from the stae.[&lun't been able
to understand it at first. It had been the firstline had inflicted. The
first of many. Transplanted into this vibrant, aliand, surrounded
by the undreamt-of elegance and luxury of old amdgant wealth,
by deferential servants whose language she coulohderstand,
swept away from her quiet, studious backgroundnfeverything
she was familiar with, she had been too unsurescdélf to question
the sleeping arrangements and had comforted héssdkciding that
it must be a Spanish custom.

Of course he had visited her from time to time, hise"body
dominating her between the silken sheets, swedmn@way on an
avalanche of rapture she hadn't known how to hamile she had
slept alone for many long, lonely nights, willingrto come to her, if
only to hold her comfortably in his strong arms atekp at her side,
then gradually coming to understand the patterrggeise how he
never came near her when Olivia was in residence.

He hadn't needed to.

Only when the scalding of tears flooded her eydsstie take a firm
grip on herself. This wouldn't do! Surely she haorenself-respect
than to weep for the slice of her past she hagdjreonsigned to a
mental dustbin?

Jerking her chin up, she turned and looked at #wk dnd made
herself see it for what it was: simply a superkceief furniture, a
great, voluptuous four- poster, the carvings depycé riot of flowers
and fruit and improbable cherubs, the whole thimggged and
swathed with fine jade-green silk.

At feast she should get a good night's sleep, skok herself
prosaically. If she remembered correctly, it waspremely
comfortable. And of course everything remained shene—why



shouldn't it? She doubted if much had been chasyee the house
had been built!

And as for the white roses—well, Teresa must hameembered how
she had enjoyed cutting them herself from the gexdeinder
Andres's watchful yet friendly eyes, how the srtak had given her
something to do, how she'd enjoyed the way the rbodnad
perfumed the room, the welcome sight of their jpaiigty comforting
her a little when she emerged from her often bdteams.

And someone had deposited her case on the chést &iot of the
bed. Footsteps firm, she walked over and snapped tpe catches.
She had brought very little with her, just onewo ttotton skirts and
tops, a serviceable pair of washed-out jeans, mswt and enough
changes of underwear to last the week she hadedlwsrself.

So if Sebastian still dressed for dinner, toughwaeld have to put
up with her looking like the budget- class touris¢ $1ad planned on
being, driving around the province, staying at lovgtchostels or
restaurants with rooms, saying goodbye to the plabe had grown
to love, knowing she would never return.

Selecting a gathered skirt in fine black cotton andleeveless
cream-coloured cotton top, she laid them on thedmedcarried the
rest of the things over to the cavernous wardrabd, felt her heart
clench with shock as she dragged open the heauwg.doo

All the things she had left behind were still hehe silks, glistening
satins, the froths of chiffon and the elegant sgvef tailored linen
and heavy sleek cotton. Charley stared at the expegarments, her
mouth going tight.

Sebastian had been generous with his money; she mever accuse
him of stinginess. But then—her mouth went eveintég—being



generous when he had enough to keep him in luxarrigdlf a dozen
lifetimes was hardly a big deal!

And she had been so lonely at times—Ilonely forcoimpany—that
she had forced herself to make treats for herselisting the help of
one of Teresa's many nieces, Francisca, arrangmmghér to

accompany her to Seville—even Barcelona or Madritdy#sg a few

nights in luxurious hotels and buying everythingsight. But no

matter how much she'd spent, how beautiful théhelmtshe had still
felt gauche when Olivia had been around.

Olivia had been so beautiful, so svelte and chagnmirat Charley had
felt like a bunchy, overdressed schoolgirl. Sodhe/en up trying to
compete, had stopped spending Sebastian's monead, had

concentrated fiercely on the language lessons siséhaving, mostly
from Andres as she pottered around with him as oked in the

gardens, but sometimes from Pilar, Teresa or Fsaaetrwhoever
could spare her the time.

She hadn't told Sebastian she was learning hisitaygg that was to
be her big surprise. Olivia was able to convenseritly—a necessity,
she had once told Charley, her manner vaguely matng. For

although Cadiz had a longer history than any athgin the Western
world it didn't turn itself inside out to attraairéign tourists. Cadiz
stayed exactly as it was because that was the heyGaditanos
wanted it, and very few people spoke English. Iti yganted to

become accepted, do business with them, or sagidtien speaking
the language was essential. The Gaditanos wereofutiefiant

independence.

So Charley had beavered away, and as soon asaghbedraconfident
enough she had taken the conversational initiatbver the
dinner-table, sure that her achievement would iptaaped, taken as
a compliment, by her very own defiantly independaatlitano.



But she hadn't properly thought it out. If she limse, she would
have waited until Olivia was back in England, starg@mround in her
role of manager of the UK branch of the Machadodrtyexport

company. Because Olivia had raised one perfectliyes brow, her
smile slightly withering as she'd commented, 'Vdethe. But what a
deplorable accent! Who taught yo&gitano?"

Sternly ignoring the sudden ache in the regioneasfireart, Charley
pushed the exquisite clothes as far as she cautd) &he hanging rail
to make room for the few bits and pieces she'ddirbwith her.

This room was having a bad effect on her, bringpagk floods of
unwanted memories. She was going to have to dothorgeabout it.

Beginning with getting rid of all those clothesTéresa didn't know
someone who could make use of them, then Pilarasrdisca would.
She wouldn't be using them herself. No way. Besidee thought
with a heartening quirk of her lips, nothing wofikd

Getting her act together wasn't so difficult, wi@sshe chided herself.
It was an easy matter to push all those unpleasantories aside. As
long as she kept reminding herself that she wilsa'same person
she'd been all those years ago she would managengls

But, coming out of the adjoining bathroom afteeteshing shower,
coming face to face with Sebastian, she wasn'tisa s

A mixture of shock and outrage, coupled with sonmgtishe couldn't
define, had her frozen, her hands above her headeasough-dried
her hair, her fingers turning to stone in the fjufiblds of the towel
she was using. Then the sultry slide of his blagksereleased her
locked muscles and she whipped the towel down, rcoyeher
nakedness.

The gall of the man! The utter, utter gall! Oh, hdared he... ?



His eyes swept up to meet her own, and the lotkahurning depths
made hot colour sweep over every last inch of kar. She hadn't
blushed for years—not since she had taken chargbeofown
life—and the fact that this ogre had the powerddttat to her made
her very angry indeed. And her voice was harslhadarled at him,
'‘Get out of my room, damn you!'

‘You were not always so unwelcoming, Charlotte.'

The velvet, sexily accented softness of his vdive way he said her
name, his despicable reminder of the way she hend, leenfused her
emotions, jumbling them up until she didn't knowetiter she was on
her head or her heels, and through that turmoivgiee need to
retaliate, to hurt him as he had hurt her. Andveéce was thin and
acidic, and she clutched the towel against her tnati knuckles
gleamed whitely, telling him, 'l didn't welcome ydyust put up with
you. There is a difference.’

‘Mentiras!" The lithe, powerful body stiffened immediately,s hi
jawline taut with cold aggression as he accusedhgmg. He could
accuse her, but he could never be sure. The thawggha triumph in
itself. She was learning lessons from him and legrthem fast.
Before she lost the stimulus she manufactured & oo total
uninterest and told him coolly, 'As it's all wellthe past, the subject's
academic, wouldn't you say?' She shrugged, takamg oot to
dislodge the towel by so much as a millimetre. Way, what was it
you wanted?"'

'Simply to tell you that Teresa will serve dinnerfifteen minutes.’
His voice would have frozen a raging inferno, amel ¢old breath of
his anger touched her, raising goose-bumps. Meredaction to the
high she'd been on, she told herself, and nothiad o do with the
way he looked.



As if he would like to kill her but wouldn't demednmself by
touching her.

For the first time she noted he was already dressedinner, in
sleekly fitting black trousers, oyster silk shiridaa superbly cut,
colour-toned lightweight dinner-jacket. He wasgasr, spectacular,
the icy anger of his wounded Andalucfan pride gvira
diamond-hard brilliance to his brooding dark malauig.

It wasn't outward appearances that counted, shendenh herself,
looking quickly away from him, because the merdshgse of him

had always sent her senses haywire. It was whabwtee inside that
mattered, and inside Sebastian Machado was asnra@te a

hundred-year-old egg!

*You've changed your habits,' she remarked, doerghbst to sound
offhand, not willing to let him know that beingtine same room with
him threw up the kind of emotions that were deéiyitbad for her
health. 'Dinner was never served before ten, améhe more often
nearer eleven before we sat down to eat. And I'tvany hungry,

anyway.'

'Hungry or not, you will eat.' His black eyes @ittd into the topaz
defiance of hers. 'The meal was brought forwardabse you have
been travelling for the best part of the day. Yaustrbe tired.’

'‘How thoughtful" Charley made it sound like a sneé@nother
change. Thoughtfulness was never one of your stpmigts, as |
recall." She would have stalked back into the loatt;, if she'd had
the nerve. But she wasn't too sure about the sgairihe towel, and
she wasn't at all sure that he wouldn't stalk radter her and drag her
back. No one left the presence unless expresslynaoed to do so.

But he merely reiterated, 'Fifteen minutes,’ andkeg out of the
room as if he couldn't bear to be near her forrmnee moment. And



that makes two of us! Charley fulminated, her fgomg white with
temper as she snatched up the skirt and bloudeashgut out earlier.

Fully dressed, she didn't look as if she were abmlight any fires.
But then that wasn't the object, was it? And iffibgtures that stared
back at her from the mirror were strained and paaglcould it be
wondered at?

A heavier hand than normal with the make-up sheddddrt with her
didn't make her feel any better, but banished i
wrung-out-old-dishcloth look. Got to keep my end gpe rallied
herself as she left her room. And so far she waggdme. If she was
keeping score she would give six to one and hatfzen to the other!

Rooting around a bit, she discovered a lavishlgraged table in the
smaller, more intimate of the three courtyards thatinded the
graceful fortress of the house. In the centre, @@e fountains for
which the house was named permeated the soft darkmigh the
song of water. The Moors, coming from dry landsd fdeeply
appreciated the gift of water; it refreshed thesessed ears as much as
it refreshed a parched throat. And here, as in nparys of the
province, the Moorish influence was strong.

And the night was richly perfumed, an evocative tomi& of roses,
lilies, rosemary and oleander that went straighhéo head, more
intoxicating than wine. And added to the musiche water was the
rustle of palms from the gardens beyond, and lamp®n brackets
cast a glimmering, magical light, enhancingthe iguabf soft
mystery—merely hinting, never revealing, giving langse of the
curving purity of a white rose, heavy with fragrandrawing a gauzy
veil over the half-seen line of a piece of markégigary...

Charley caught her thoughts and slapped them rguyiwn. Once,
years ago, she would have nearly gone out of hgrmiind at the



thought of dining alone with her idolised Sebastrasuch a romantic
setting. She would happily have licked his bootadoring gratitude.

But not any more. And when he stepped out from daheaded
shadows she put the wave of pain that tore thrdveghdown to a
mangled nervous system— brought on, of course, gt Wwe had
made her do. For some reprehensible reasons ofms-spawned
from that twisted, cruel mind of his—he had for¢ext to stay here
when all she had wanted was his agreement to emdaliy a

marriage that must be as distasteful to him asg @ her.

'Only two place settings?' Charley ran light firgewer the white
damask cloth that covered the circular table. i@Inhot with you at

the moment?' He had already accepted that hergatygppearance
had changed, and now she had to show him that helevattitude

had changed. She was in control of her life anddestiny, was a
fully adult woman and not an overgrown, shelteraittic So to begin

with she could show him that she could mention #hamhan's name
without having hysterics!

paced towards her and pulled out a chair, an eldgoiack brow
drifting upwards as he instructed softly, 'Sit. @i has not visited
Cadiz, to my knowledge, for a long time. Wine?'

She didn't believe him, but wasn't going to give line satisfaction
of arguing. In any case, it didn't matter. The whreegave her was a
wonderfully smooth twelve-year-old Rioja, and evemfdboe
Sebastian had seated himself opposite, lightingctiredle in the
centre of the table and slotting the protectivesgkeovering in place,
Teresa was with them, a grinning Pilar bringingthe rear, both
bearing huge covered dishes.

She was, Charley recognised, being given the worksre were
three delicious salads to dip into: pimentos witiclevy, artichoke
hearts with tuna, and Sevillana—evely crisp lettuce, sweet fresh



tomatoes, tarragon, olives and hard-boiled eggnthene the utterly
delicious legacy of the Moors- spinach with almormahsl raisins,
spiced with cinnamon and nutmeg. And who wouldste$eresa'’s
sizzling hot giant prawns, cooked in chilli andlgarflavoured olive

oil? Charley couldn't, though she knew Greg wowdehfrowned on
such lavish excess.

The relaxing setting, the superb food and wine- t@otmention
Teresa's careful attendance—had helped her to dnvarforget the
vexed question of what she was doing here in tts¢ filace and
remember that she'd been too uptight to eat arakfast, or anything
on the plane coming over, and only when TeresaRilad finally
withdrew did she forget the sensual delights ofghkate and come
back to her senses with a bang.

Subdued, misty lamplight played across the talsig¢he ivory-toned
fabric of Sebastian's jacket, on the lean, oliveetbfingers as they
deftly stripped the peel from an orange, leavirggface shadowy and
mysterious. And although she knew that the fruis ea more juicily
sweet and delicious than any that could be bougbk In England,
Charley shook her head and clamped her lips togethée offered
her a segment.

Greg would have forty fits if he could see her néwd she wouldn't
blame him. Everything, just everything, was a cedgbn of the
senses: sight, sound, taste and scent, a sylqaaidering to all that
was sensual. It was a setting fit for high romaremtainly not a
setting the down-to-earth Greg would have been odatile with.

But it was nothing but an illusion. UnconsciousBharley sighed,
and Sebastian said harshly, 'Missing your portiyeto Charlotte?
Wishing he were here in my place?"

‘Naturally,' she came back at once, stiffeningdpene defensively. It
wasn't the truth, though.



She missed Greg, of course she did, missed his oorsense
attitude and straightforward character. But sheldrouwish him

here. He didn't go a bundle on illusions. He likecknow what he
was getting. A meal like this, in such a settingud have made him
uneasy. He would have preferred a well lit roong twurses of solid
English fare—not this relaxed dipping about all othee place—and
a decent half- pint of real ale to go with it. Tisae had—up until
now,of course—wholeheartedly enjoyed it all woubllvé& annoyed
him, because her enjoyment would not have beentbamgehe could
have shared.

‘Are you Iin love with him?'

The question was posed with perfect seriousnesshéueaned

forward, into the pool of light, and the sultry eyeere mocking. She
met them warily, not knowing how to answer. She baen 'in love'

before, and it had nearly driven her out of heranWhat she felt for

Greg in no way resembled the extravagant, proBigassion that had
made her a willing slave to this dark devil's megance.

He'd made her an addict, destroyed her self-respeatie her
incapable of thinking of anything or anyone but h8o no, what she
felt for Greg was nothing like that. And neithed dhe want it to be!
Never again would any man enslave her to such eadem extent.

But she wasn't about even to try to explain, tbheh that she had
agreed to marry Greg because he would make a gdbdrffor the
children they both wanted to have some day, bedasiseas steady
and sensible and he respected her, and allowdod hespect herself,
and would never, ever try to overwhelm her. lie {dait know how
to begin. So she said baldly, 'None of your busin&ge only thing
that need concern us is the ending of our marri&e finished the
wine in her glass, congratulating herself on pgttamm in his place.
And, just to let him know that he needn't thinkdhggot the upper hand



just because she'd agreed to stay, she pronoumdigd ‘B might
decide to leave in the morning. | could always fite a legal
separation.’

'‘Which would take twelve months, leaving you nadredff than you
are now—without my formal agreement to a divoriee,pointed out
drily. 'Besides, | wouldn't bother if | were youodf're no more in love
with your accountant than | am.' He refilled heasy, right to the
brim, and she knotted her brows at him.

‘Clairvoyant, are you? How can you possibly knovatwhfeel--?'

'l know far more than you give me credit fonj esposa.His voice

had the cutting edge of steel. "You may wonder wiat are doing
here, why | should allow you within miles of my heniet me tell

you..." Lean fingers beat softly against white dskndYou once
accused me of a deed so shameful that | vowedve tevenge, to
make you, too, taste the kind of pain that turessibul to iron. That is
why | had you watched, had your every movementnteddack to
me.'

Silenced, Charley stared into the glowing darkredsisis eyes, her
mouth going dry. Revenge was a hateful word, walkilown the
years, biding its time, waiting for the right, tineost devastating
opportunity. Was that why she was here now, ndedlyped in this
elegant, sumptuous web?

And she had walked right into it. But she wasrraiaf Why should
she be? He could do nothing to her except makeaagifor another
year before she could be completely rid of him.

Her eyes never wavering, she gave a tiny shrugwisted the stem
of her glass between her fingers. 'Bully-boy taction't suit you,
Sebastian.' Then she took the fight right backno h accused you of
two shameful deeds, or had you forgotten? Which @ngie two



made you throw your money away on the expense whfame
watched? Killing your own brother, or carrying oouy affair with
Olivia after we were married?'

He ignored her taunts, merely watched her. His-Hadbded eyes
boring into hers as if he could reach right inte beul, his fingers
stilled now, lamplight playing on those darkly bef features,
making a shifting, unreadable mask of them, a nssk suddenly
ached to tear away with frenzied fingers.

She was beginning to shake inside. He alone coakkrher do that.
But she wasn't going to let him have that effechen She wouldn't
tolerate it. She lifted her glass to her lips andhllowed, and
reminded him coldly, 'If you recall, you didn't we¢ either
accusation. Because you couldn't?' If, at the tihme,had even
attempted to, she would have been only too happyisten,

pathetically eager to believe whatever he saidn ¢lren, even after
Olivia had told her the truth. She had been bewidby him.

But he had said nothing, not a single word to défemself against
either accusation.

'Did | need to?' Inflexible Gaditano pride spikeat® syllable, and
his eyes were coldly expressionless as he leanel indo the
shadows. 'l think the fact that you came here rsq@® instead of
putting your request through a solicitor, speakdtielf.' His velvet
voice dropped, softening hypnotically, sending slsvdown her
spine. 'Had you really believed me capable of trerseful deed of
murder, you would not have come near me—Ilet algmeeal to stay
with me. That tells me you didn't believe, evennth&Vhite teeth
gleamed suddenly against the shadowy darkness ffdue.
‘Therefore, what really sent you scurrying awayckbt England,
where you mistakenly thought you could forget maswhe belief



that | went to Olivia's bed. You were too much ahéd then to cope
with that kind of jealousy, to think it through.’

He stood up, pushing back his chair, looking paigatine drifting,
shadowy lamplight. 'You are a child no longer; Hppeal is still
there, but enhanced by excitement. You have be@mapponent
worthy of my steel. Is that not so?'

He came nearer and she stood up quickly, willirgsthakiness out of
her legs, managing a commend- ably wobble-free \vashe pushed
her chin in the air and argued, 'We have nothinfigtat about, not
any more,' absolutely unprepared for his softlykgpg

'Surely you see the battle that emerges? But derdfraid—it will
reach a successful conclusion.' A lean hand cuppe@lbow as he
escorted her inside. '‘May | suggest that you gmes thought to
what | have said? It would ensure that victory cemare quickly. |
grow impatient,querida. | have waited too long. However..." His
shrug was almost too graceful to be borne. 'Sonmaemg like some
wines, take longer than others to mature. It isaggss that can't be
hurried, yet the results are worth waiting for.'



CHAPTER THREE

IN THE past, Charley had never tired of looking out othex deep
water harbour with its crane-spiked waterfront tegmwith tugs,
ferries, merchant ships and cruise liners, butriosning she really
wasn't seeing anything.

Like a coward, she had crept out of the house early and had
wandered her way through the web of narrow stneseti thirst had
driven her into a bar for coffee, and after tha#'dHound herself at
the harbour without even consciously aiming hert fae that
direction.

And now the sun was burning the mist from the watet the inside
of her head felt as if it were full of unravelledi#ting, because she'd
spent a wakeful, restless night doing her bestvtadathinking over
what Sebastian had said.

In his typical lordly fashion he had instructed bethink over what
he had said concerning her reasons for leavingrhnittme first place,
her own supposed lack of belief in the most damrmahghe two
accusations she'd hurled at him.

Well, she wasn't going to! The time for soul-seargtwas long gone.
Her marriage to Sebastian was over in all but nand,a contented
future with Greg lay just around the corner. Andttivas the way she
wanted it. Yes, most certainly, that was the wag/\whnted it!

Aware that she was squinting against the rapidtyeasing glare of
the sun, she fished her dark glasses out of healbdglid them on to
her nose. And from right behind her Sebastian Saltat a surprise,’
his tone very dry.

Charley froze. And, without turning, she asked skgsWhat are you
doing here?'



Did he have his spies out, even here? Or had leevedl her himself,
a silent, watchful shadow, dogging her footstepk®e Nemesis. But
the dryness increased until his voice was utteritheving as he
reminded her, 'l had business at the harbouritl fvegjuently. Don't
tell me you'd forgotten.’

‘Totally," she lied contentiously, and turned toefdim, feeling, quite
insanely, much more relaxed. She had never so amibknt the truth
in the past, never argued, had always been anxiouglease,
slavishly devoted. Giving as good as she got wassiue decided, her
sparkling amber eyes hidden behind dark glasses.

Of course she remembered his frequent visits tooffiees at the
commercial docks, the times she had walked this waythe
off-chance of seeing him, wondering if he wouldibéhis area or in
the Machado office block on the outskirts of thiy.cHe had rarely
spoken about his work, probably seeing her--afl¢éasbrained to be
interested in the export empire that had been estatlty his
grandfather.

But whenever Olivia had come out to Cadiz he'd spmmy hours
with her, discussing business—or so he-had said.

‘Then | can only conclude that the dreariness efBhtish weather
and the added boredom of your job has damagedbyadr.'

He was grinning at her, calling her bluff, his laeyes sharp and
knowing, and she countered with as much enthusasishe could
manage, 'Far from it. | love my job; it's much mestenulating than
trying to be the dutiful wife of a wealthy Spaniball that sitting
around with nothing to do but attend to the flowsrgeaking when |
was spoken to, wondering what time you'd be horhat kll. So
stimulating, in fact, that unimportant things likether you visit the
harbour or not got pushed right out of my head.’



'Is that so? Maybe | should have asked Ignaciadoht you how to
scrub floors.'

The sultry look was back in his eyes. It did thingsher. And she
couldn't bear it!

She looked away quickly, watching thapor from Puerto appear
through the last few remaining wisps of mist thatdpover the bay as
she willed the too rapid beats of her heart to dlimmwn to normal.

Hitching the narrow leather strap of her bag higheher shoulder,
she said coolly, 'Shouldn't you be at work or sdrngt? Don't let me

detain you." She had never been able to detainbkiimre; he had
spent the majority of his time chained to his dé&stcept when Olivia

had been around, of course.

But she wasn't going to remind him of that. She i oever mention
that woman's name to him again. And Sebastian demeothly, 'l
have taken a holiday.'

As far as she knew today wasn't a public holidagt warnival or

fiesta an excuse for everything to shut down. Budéfinitely wasn't
dressed for the office. She couldn't see him giltehind his huge
desk wearing that sleeveless black body-huggingiff-ahd those
casual white lightweight trousers.

'‘How nice. Do enjoy your day, won't you?' Charleyept off along
the Avenida del Puerto, braving the thunderousfittaher brisk
stride echoing, she hoped, the tart finality of Werds. No way was
she prepared to spend the day with him, or eveartegp it. She had
made up her mind that the best way to deal withctbraing four
weeks was to keep well out of his way, to thinkioh and of the past
as little as possible.

'l have taken far more than one day.' His voice amsmooth as
honeyed cream, and Charley flinched as his big lsantiout to drag



her away from the rapidly approaching wheels ofr@agsnarling
truck. 'Four weeks, to be exact.'

‘Hell"" Charley closed her eyes as she leant weakbk against him,
her body melding into his as if it belonged. Ifwas going to hound
her for the whole of that time she would probaltyngad!

His naked arm slid around her tiny waist, his firsggplayed warmly
across her ribcage. She wondered distractedly i€cwd feel the

frantic hammer beats of her heart and knew thahhst have done,
but had misinterpreted the cause of the flusteennne said silkily,

‘Allow me to guide you. | would hate to think myegence had driven
you to prefer suicide under wheels of a juggerhaut.

Sarcastic lump of hatefulness! Charley fumed asxpertly dodged
the wild flow of traffic and finally deposited heeatly on the edge of
the Plaza Seuvilla.

'‘Coffee?' he asked, one brow lifting urbanely. p@rhaps you need
something stronger.'

'Let's stop fooling around,' Charley snapped auglshands flapping
at him, brushing him away. Enough was enough.nltdeeed you to
see me over the road. | don't need you to buy eaffaag along. In
short--' big amber eyes glared behind sheltering dmses, the line
of her mouth very determined '—I don't need yoallat

'‘Oh, but you do,' he contradicted, his teeth whagainst the tanned
olive tones of his skin. 'You need my agreemeiih¢odivorce you're
so suddenly anxious to get.' He smiled, but thexe mo humour in it.
Just naked aggression.

Charley scowled right back at him. As she had dstichoments
earlier, enough was enough, and she conceded hgrfest hands
slicing sideways impatiently, 'l stand correctedlol need you for



that. But | can't understand why you should inkistay here. And
neither,' she tacked on tartly, 'does Greg.'

If she had hoped that by bringing her next hushatodthe discussion
she could get him to admit that his bargaining fmsiwas as
ridiculous as it was pointless she was disappojritedause all he
said was, 'Good. At last you are willing to tallerFaps even to think
things through. Come, let us walk.'

She had no clear idea of where they were goingoahdthe haziest
notion of why she was still at his side as thegsd from one narrow
street to another. The only thing she knew for stag that to do as he
said in this respect was easier than picking at.figfle was quite
capable of forcing her to go with him.

But even he wasn't capable of forcing her to 'thitkngs
through'—as he kept suggesting. He might be ableotdrol her
physical movements for the next month, but he agubntrol what
was going on inside her head. And why should sedgk up the past,
with all its grief and pain? It was over, and thimk of what had
happened, and why it had happened, would be psstle

Only when they emerged into the brilliant sunlightl she stop
grumbling away inside her head. They had come ¢oGampo del
Sur, the broad walkway On the city's southern Birtihe blue waters
of the Atlantic washing against white stones am®dnling above
them, the awesome Baroque block of the cathedsadjolden dome
glittering in the white light reflected from the wéwashed buildings.

The painful tug of loss hurt her heart. Sebasteohihtroduced her to
this fascinating city, and she hadn't been ableetp falling in love

with it. And then he had driven her from it. Jusieamore thing to
make her hate him!



But she didn't hate him, she reminded herself. Hg mothing to her,
not even an enemy Now.

Thankfully he seemed as disinclined to talk as &, her mouth
turned down at the corners as she noted the fratkiyiring glances
he earned from every passing female. Every lastobtigem would
run a mile if they knew what he was really like e silly fools
couldn't see beyond the superb physique, the bmgpbeautiful face.

Yet who was she to be so scornful? Hadn't she Haerled by all
that potent masculinity five years ago, whirled oluthe reach of any
sane thought, made totally oblivious to her aumai's warnings, by
the blinding quality of his charm?

'I'm sure you must be hungry. | know | am.’

Charley glanced up sharply, his voice, cutting irte quiet
self-condemnation of her thoughts, startling her. déended too
friendly to be true, given all the circumstancest Bhe wasn't going
to question the warmth of his tone. Delving ints motives didn't
pay, not unless you were prepared to face sometarg and
devious and definitely unpleasant. And she wasn't.

She nodded vaguely. 'A little." And looked quicklyay, fixing her
eyes on the hazy distance of the blue horizon diiret want to look
at him.

But when he'd seated her at a shaded table orattmnent outside a
cafe he leaned over and tweaked the dark glastésioheat nose,
and she gasped a protest. Did he always know wastgwing on in

her mind? Was that why he was forcing her to lobkia, see him

properly—-because he had known she hadn't wan®d to



'We are in the shade, so you don't need them.dékp, sexy voice
made her grit her teeth. 'Besides, your eyes atmastiful as ever
they were. | want to see them.’

The compliment, facile as it was, unnerved hewds unfair. But
then, when had he ever been fair?

'l can't imagine why,' she snapped, rallying, flogca brittle smile for
the waiter who had brought out the half-bottle afleth Manzanilla
and the lemon Sebastian had ordered to go with pdugelon
surtido—he mixed fried fish—he had bought from the neark
freiduria.

"You surprise me.' He sliced the lemon into wedgebsqueezed the
juice over the delicious-looking morsels. 'Four geago your
Imagination was almost too fertile to be believée,told her with a
cool glance of perception that brought angry cotouwvash over her
face.

'l didn't imagine the things Olivia told me,' shegnd out, unable to
help herself. 'l don't have that kind of mind!

'‘Perhaps not,' he conceded smoothly, pouring v@harley watched
the pale liquid in the elegantly curved glass, ddiew quickly the
condensation formed on the outside, and wonderathaf had the
energy to get up and walk away. 'But your imagorativas keen
enough to allow you to believe it. Or some oftteast. It helped you
to embellish what you'd been told until, like aldhyou imagined
things that weren't there—all those nameless h®aling in dark
corners.' He shook his dark head, one lock of dllagk hair falling

to brush his arched brows. Charley didn't know Waethe look of
bitter reproof was manufactured or not, and wordlesdy she

should care.



‘There's no point in raking over the past—whethenat | let my

Imagination run away with me. Our marriage is oveended four

years ago, she pointed out, appalled by the woltbleer voice,

afraid to look at him, because when his eyes prbleeslthey saw too
much. They always had done. All those years agwb drdy had to

look into her eyes to know that she'd fallen deeplgl helplessly in
love with him. Had that slavish look of adoratiaren him the idea
of using her? Had it? Had she been almost as nwblaime as he?
There couldn't have been a more willing victim ire twhole of

history!

Unconsciously, she shook her head, setting thg-Sitkt strands of
her short dark brown hair flying around her fage] &ebastian said
with chilling ferocity, 'Don't think that becausewywalked out on me
| considered the marriage over. Nothing changedumseyou were a
foolish child with an over-active imagination.’

'You amaze me,' she countered, her chin juttimyr'years and not a
word. How long would it have taken you—another y@rtYou
considered our marriage far from over and yet yiduindthing. Not a
damn thing!" Except have her watched, set his spredier. The
golden scorn in her eyes changed to dark warirsess,he smiled,
surprising her yet again.

'It's too hot to fight. In any event, my intentianot to argue with
you, merely to help you to see things clearly.'

She didn't want to--Quickly, she chopped off thattigular train of

thought. He was right, it was too hot to snap amatisat each other.
Also pointless. And at least here, beneath theesb&dhe colourful

scarlet and yellow awning, enjoying the welcomeehezfrom the
water, it was cooler. And it could have been réstitiweren't for his

ability to make her so stingingly aware of himtak time.



But it wasn't anything sexual, not now, she toldsbd as she took a
strengthening sip of the de- liciously crisp wintewas because they
were at loggerheads over the divorce, because éheliasuch an
untenable condition on his agreement. That wasAalll, that being
so, she must accept it for what it was and stopngeso wound up.

'So tell me about your work in England.’ His tannetuscular
forearms were resting on the table- top. The glistg skin was
slightly roughened by fine dark hairs. Charley fedt throat close up
and took another drink. Her hand was shaking.

‘It might bore you,' she stalled, not liking theldan thought that her
duties were rather repetitive. Helping Dev run th
hotel-cum-conference centre, with a few forays itlie leisure
activities side of it, would sound pretty tame mmparison with a
trading empire that sent merchantmen ranging dwebteans of the
world with the wealth of Spain, with fruit and winalmonds and
olives, leather from Ubrique, carpets from Arcoslaé&rontera and
colourful capes and ponchos from Grazalema—thenast endless
and far more romantic than routine linen checkshwitie chief
housekeeper and suchlike!

‘Then tell me something that will not bore me. Hdrg this." He
popped a morsel of crisply fried fish into her ntaditell me how you
came to meet the fat man you think you want to ynarr

Charley choked on the battered prawn, and as ss@mhe got her
breath back she told him haughtily, 'Greg is nttlfdon't know how
you got that idea into your head.’

'l have seen pictures. | am not blind." He poppedtter morsel
between her parted lips, his dark head tilted saswthose sultry
eyes drifting across her features, coming to resher mouth. 'l
simply find it incredible that you should even coles replacing me
with him.'



In spite of herself Charley's lips twitched and élesel comment she'd
been about to make on the subject of spying fletvobuner head.
That natural arrogance was almost unbelievable bidipinion of
himself—which would have made her despise any otf
man—merely amused her, made her feel almost tender.

Sternly resisting the impulse to brush that waywac#t of black hair
back off his forehead, she decided that to tell hiat outward
appearances meant nothing, that what lay beneatsutifiace was all
that mattered, would diminish her.

Their marriage was over, whether Sebastian chosectmnise it or
not, and once the divorce came through she wouldyntareg. So
she would be adult about it—one of them had to bed-amswer his
guestion in a civilised manner.

‘There's an eighteen-hole golf course attachedetodmplex where |
work. Greg's been a member since it opened, buit histmother
died, about a year ago, he didn't socialise—refi@x the game in the
bar, or attend any of the golf club functions.'

'‘And after his mother died he took to drink." Selaasrefilled her
glass, and the sympathetic shake of his head waspletely
spurious, she knew it was. But she didn't rise.

‘Hardly." Greg could make half a pint of ale laét&ening. 'But he
did begin to attend the odd function. And that Wwa& we met, since
you said you wanted to know. | was there on on&quéar evening,
standing in for one of the bar staff who'd failedtarn up. We got
talking.'

And although Greg hadn't said as much, not thstt time, he'd been
lonely. He'd been divorced some time ago and hishenohad
recently died and the house had been empty. And hsce
sympathised, because she'd known what loneliness wa



Her unsociable working hours had meant that she''h&ad the
opportunity to make friends outside the other memioé staff. And
they had mostly had their own families. So wheng3drad asked if
they could meet on her next day off, maybe go faalk and find a
guiet pub where they served decent food, she hasgdgShe'd been
tired of spending her time off back in her roongkied away at the
top of the hotel, washing her hair and her smalgatching the bus
into town to watch a film she hadn't really wantegee.

'‘And he asked you to go out with him?' Sebastiamsed. 'How
nice. Did you tell him you were married? Probaldy. What did you
do? Did he make love to you?'

'Of course not!" Charley shot back. Was he implytireg she was the
kind of woman who would allow a man to make lovééo on a first

date? He was beginning to infuriate her. She mustrthat happen.
She had to stay calm and rational.

‘It rained,' she said.

From his expression; her apparenbn sequituramused him
inordinately. She ignored him and concentrated batwas left of
the food.

And yes, in the event it had rained. Walking haerbeut of the

guestion and she had ended up back at his homkingateir meal.

And in the evening he had lit the fire, and theséd in front of it,

cradling mugs of tea in their hands and talkingd Arhad been nice
to be in a real home again, the curtains closethsighe unfriendly

weather, a fire in the hearth, someone to tallsbopeone who was
interested in her and her opinions.

And- gradually, over the following weeks and monthsy had got to
know each other well, to like and respect eachroffieeir dates had
settled into an easy routine. They hadn't needddeav money away



on entertainment; they were perfectly capable dtintatheir own.

And somehow Charley had found herself in possessitine key to
his home. If her day off came on a weekday, Graytbll her, she
could let herself in, make use of the place, anavaiing for him

when he came home from work. It was better thanlemsisty

wandering round the shops or being cooped up irrdw@n back at
the hotel.

So it had seemed natural that, on the days she gm@¥a, she should
tidy up, put the contents of the linen basket theowashing-machine,
have a hot meal waiting when he came home. The dosesticity
was something she had missed. It reminded heredirtie when her
parents had been alive and living in England, eetrerything had
gone so terribly wrong. And it helped her to pukk year of her
marriage even further into the recesses of her ndihthe Casa de las
Surtidores there had been servants to do everytlshg hadn't
needed to lift a finger. No one had needed her.

Now Greg needed her, and that gave her a nice ctabfe feeling ...

'Such a silence.' Sebastian's voice was drily secd@®m | to take it
that there is nothing more to say on the subjectoofr passionate
courtship? I'm only amazed you didn't expire fromermexcitement.’

Her fingers tightened round her fork, the knucldésaming whitely
beneath the fine skin. But her voice was frigidintrolled as she told
him, 'It didn't always rain, | assure you," ancbakd him to make
what he liked of that.

His eyes turned thunderous. A muscle jerked wittdsn menace at
the side of his hard jaw. Whatever he'd made of rearark, he
obviously didn't like it. Tough. He'd been needliveg, sending her to
the brink of fury, so what did she care if he ditlké being pricked in
return?



'In my experience, it is always raining in thatiotry of yours,' he bit
back at her, the tips of his fingers beating a dlattoo on the top of
the table. 'Nothing good ever happened to me there.

'‘Really?' Her voice was stiff with the effort of daining all that
pent-up passion she had never expected or wantecperience
again. 'You spent enough time there to meet Obwid begin your
affair.' Her face burned with dull colour. Damn!eStad vowed not to
mention that woman's name to him ever again, ahtlgre she was,
sounding like a jealous wife! He'd think he stélchthe power to hurt
her. She would have to correct that impressionredtdook root in
his devious brain. Feeling her temper rise to élisg proportions,
she lashed out. 'And if that wasn't "good" enough you, you
inherited the family business while you were in oguntry. Your
brother conveniently died there, didn't he? Andrgiveng fell into
your lap.'

Even before the last syllable had snapped padigseshe knew she
had gone too far, and regretted it. Her fingerkisiga she gathered
her handbag and stood up. Being anywhere near laisnawdreadful
mistake. He brought out the worst in her.

She moved away, leaving him at the table, then gzhuShe felt
awkward now, ashamed of herself for allowing himméadle her into
retaliating so harshly. Turning, a tentative apglbgvering on her
lips, she shuddered, going suddenly cold.

The fallen-angel face had turned satanic in its @audk unforgiving
pride.

Charley dragged in a deep breath and fled.



CHAPTER FOUR

CHARLEY leant her arms on the cool stone sill of one efitimdows

in her room. The night air was still and warm, vgeisng softly

against the upper part of her body through the sin@nsparent
cotton of her sleeveless nightgown.

Below her the garden was a moon-silvered mystepyaee of softly

rustling enchantment, of sleepy seductive fragransé&roked and
caressed by the ever present watery music of thatdoms. She
sighed, her eyes troubled, knowing her unease otasmirely due to

the way she had avoided Sebastian, hiding in theernoé bustling

narrow streets, returning at twilight to tell Teaeshe would eat from
a tray in her room tonight.

She owed Sebastian an apology for the snide tleshgshad said at
the end of lunch today, and she should have fapetb thim and

delivered it at dinner this evening. But the fdwttshe had avoided
him in such a cowardly fashion wasn't the end efvorld. She could
apologise in the morning. No, her melancholia wasentleep-seated
than that. It was this place, she recognised, diieliness of it, the
memories it evoked.

When Sebastian had first brought her here as ide Bhe had been
overwhelmed. In many ways she had been childlisepbher depth

in surroundings of such beauty and opulence. Ngthanhad told her
during their brief and, for her at least, wildly etmonal courtship had
prepared her for this.

Kicking with resistance at first, then with a suddéuid ease that
shocked her, her mind flew back to the first tirheyt met. The
circumstances could hardly have been more fraught.

Three days earlier Charley had heard that botlpaemts had been
killed, their car going off the road in a violeunhderstorm during



their motoring holiday among the isolated whitéagkes scattered on
the southern slopes of the Sierra Nevada. They leéd the
midsummer heat of the coast to find the coolepofithe mountains
and had found, instead, oblivion.

She and Freda had flown out to Rota, too stunnatbtoore than
function like automatons.

The funeral had been very quiet. Charley had baexystered the
presence of the tall stranger who had accompanedphrents’
Spanish solicitor, Senor Avila, until, back at tmedern bungalow
just above the wide, sweeping beaches of Rotah@marthernmost
tip of the Bay of Cadiz, he had introduced himsedf Sebastian
Machado. Her father, he had told her, had been krtovhim. Not
only had they met socially, but the older man hagksted in his
company, buying a small block of shares. Sharesiwiould now
belong to Charley.

He-bad been kind and sympathetic and supportivelitiggathe
grieving Charley—or Charlotte, as Sebastian haidtid on calling
her—had been greatly in need of at the time. Aeddlct that he had
been as fluent in English as he was in his owndagg had endeared
him to Freda to begin with.

'‘Such a blessing when it comes to helping us getgh the tangle of
red tape,' that lady had stated.

‘Senor Avila means well, | know, but his Englisipidgin at best, and
the only Spanish word | know ggacias!'

But later, during the few days Freda had to spame ther business
back in England, Charley had sensed a change ttiteide towards
the impossibly attractive Spaniard. She had bedomeque, almost
surly, her eyes looking at him with suspicion.



Sebastian had appeared ever)' day as they camriedlothe sad task
of sorting through the contents of the bungalow.ddemed to be
drawn like a magnet. Just as she had been. Shé& baén able to
take her eyes off him, and although she seemec tmigue-tied
when he was around she was sure he only had tcaldodr to know
how crazy she was about him. She had never metanijice him

before.

On the third evening after the funeral Sebastiahtaken them both
out to dinner, choosing one of the cosmopolitatargants that had
come into being because of the proximity of thgéadmerican naval
base. Freda hadn't wanted to accept the invitagayng it wasn't
right, not so soon...

But Sebastian had insisted, as only a man posgessah oceans of
unforced charm could do, and Charley—all a-fluttéiad rushed out
to buy something suitable to wear. Black, of coutsa daringly
off-the-shoulder, and when her aunt had seen Heressed up, with
her mousy hair left loose for a change and faléingost to her waist,
her smear of pink lipstick and her incongruous slreshe had
remarked snappily, 'l dread to think what your neottvould say if
she could see you now!

And Charley's eyes had flooded with tears and hautinhad still

been trembling when Sebastian hadarrived. He hfsiedf her his
hand, as if knowing how near her heart was to bingaland she had
taken it, clinging as if to a lifeline. It was tliest time they had
touched each other, and the effect, for her, weth-saattering.

He alone seemed to know how she felt; he alone egdmreally
care. Senor Avila had been kind, of course, butvas a busy man
with little time for anything other than the busssein hand. And
Freda was—well, Freda. Sensible, brusque and unsamtal. And
she had said, over dinner that night, ‘We haveawd the day after



tomorrow; | do have a business to run. And as ywb&en so kind,
Senor Machado, might | impose further on your goatlire and ask
if you would ask the solicitor on our behalf if beuld arrange for
someone reliable to remove the clothing and bedntings like
that—and donate them to some charity? The furniand other
effects will stayin situ until after probate, naturally. And of course
whoever you find must give the place a thoroughmileg before the
keys are returned to Senor Avila.'

Charley's heart had thumped alarmingly. She thoiightght burst

with panic and misery. She had counted on stayomgér. There

were things belonging to her parents she would tikekeep: a

beautiful ecru silk blouse her mother had keptsfoecial occasions,
her father's fishing hat—it had been a family jé&eas long as she
could remember. She didn't want all their thingbadoundled away
as her aunt suggested. It would be like sayingphegnts had never
existed.

And Sebastian had said, with the first touch otlstbe had heard in
his beautiful voice, 'l understand you have busnssmmitments
you can't neglect. But if Charlotte would like tayson for a while |

will make myself responsible for her well-beingsHe spends a little
more time here in the area her parents chose éarrigtirement, she
may more easily come to terms with her loss.’

So of course, that clinched it. It gave Charleydberage to defy her
aunt for the first time since she'd lived with h&nd it was the long
summer holiday, she wouldn't be returning to cdlagtil late
September, and there would be nothing to do batkaimow except
grieve for her parents and regret the haste witlkclweir retirement
home had been cleared out and locked up.

And there had been the other thing, she admittedstty, her cheeks
going pink as she had prepared to go against hd#isauishes. She



had fallen head over heels in love with Sebasgae. couldn't look at
him without feeling giddy. She couldn't bear theught of never
seeing him again.

So she had stayed on and had listened with onfyofiane ear as
Freda, on departing, had warned, '"You're ninetessarsyold and |
can't force you to come back to England. But yoasrevet behind the
ears as the day you were born. And | don't trigtritan. He probably
wants to get you into his bed, but that's only péit. | don't know

what he's up to. But, for your own good, don't sagything until

you've had it independently translated, and denhltiim make love to
you. It might be quite an experience, but you walilthe able to
handle it.'

Six weeks later they were married in a quiet coglemony. She
hadn't invited her aunt. Sebastian had told hematefallen in love
with her, almost on sight, and she had believed Timen.

And on the day they had married she knew no mooaitafim than
the very little he had told her. Both his parengsewdead. His mother
had died when he was two years old, his father wigewas twenty.
He'd had an older brother, Fernando, but he hatitchgically a few
years ago. He was now alone, had no family apam f handful of
distant cousins. He lived in Cadiz, and his worls\wamething to do
with the docks and shipping.

Nothing he had told her had prepared her for thrsthe opulence of
his lifestyle, the size and prestige of his busnesipire. All those
hazy, half-formed dreams of settling down with hkeeping a small
whitewashed house clean and welcoming, preparisg nieals,
bearing his children, had been abruptly shattered.

Charley stirred uneasily, dragging in her breathpas: lanced
through her. Nothing had prepared her for his loaleng, either.



During their whirlwind courtship she had receivedhing more than
the touch of his hand on hers, the chastest ok&isgaguely, her
body had told her that there should be more, butarealways been
circumspect, putting her aside with a soft word mher body, .of its
own accord, had demanded more.

She had never had a lover; she'd been too shektemed not very

interested, either. Certainly, during her year @tege, she'd made
friends with girls she'd instinctively known hereats wouldn't have
approved of. The way they'd talked of their boyfds would have

made their hair fall out! But they had been safelfpain, enjoying

retirement. And, in any case, some of the clinitegdcriptions turned
her stomach. And none of the male students hadveseted to date
her. She'd been too quiet, too studious and sntecest them.

So when Sebastian had come to her room on theidingdight
she'd had no idea what to expect—or only the badsils garnered
from sex education in school and the raunchy, erabsing
confidences of her college friends.

The depth and breadth of his passion had overwliehme making
her nothing more than a quivering, inarticulate snaf shattering
sensation. Nothing had prepared her for this physiapture.

Nothing. She could hardly believe it was happerimgher. And

although she could never put into words how hqg nfestefeel, and
although she was afraid that her clumsy inexpeeenast disappoint
him, she ached for him on the nights when he diciorhe to her,
blaming herself.

And the more she had blamed herself and her ganelperience,
the more woodenly anxious she had been when hesleated to
share her bed. And, of, course, by that time Olnad put in her first
appearance since their marriage. And Olivia had l&kthat she,
patently, was not: beautiful, assured, charmingglges flirting with



Sebastian's when hers, Charley's, could only climp anxious
adoration.

But she had tried to cope, of course she had, e¢do mind that
when Olivia made one of her many flying visits frahe branch
office in Plymouth her husband spent far more tivmgh his
employee than he did with his wife, ostensibly dssing business.

She had tried to improve her dress sense and te raakseful
contribution to the running of his home.

But she had stopped trying when Olivia had toldthe truth about
her relationship with Sebastian, the affair thatl lh@gun all those
years ago in England, the affair that would endn@rriage when
Charley had done her duty and given him an heir emdd be
thankfully put aside.

But it was all over now. Charley blinked, draggimgrself back into
the present. She had been so inexperienced whemashmet him,
deeply traumatised by the sudden death of botmfmar8he couldn't
have been more vulnerable, and he had taken ad)gar8he'd been a
push-over. But not any more.

So why did her heart twist inside her when a pesisea velvet-soft
voice from the garden below suggested, 'Come duvailk with me;
talk with me. The night is beautiful.’

'‘No." Quickly she turned away from the window, Be@mach tying
itself in knots. Did he think she was mad? Did hiak she would
willingly expose herself to the danger of the magimi, the scented
garden and a veritable devil of a man?

But where was the danger? a tart inner voice deathadornfully. If
she was so all-fired adult, so cool and in contrbly should she fear
anything he could dish out?



Crossly, she slapped the voice down and climbeddat, burrowing
her head under the pillows. And surely she couldmtly hear that
soft male laughter from the garden below—not undkr this
smothering lightness of feather and silk?

'Sleep well?' the sexy voice enquired as Charlegecthrough the
mist-shrouded gardens to find breakfast laid in alsmpanelled
dining-room.

‘Very.' It was a lie, of course. She'd barely ctblser eyes through the
long eternity of the night. But she wasn't tellimgn that. She sat at
the table, her denim cut-offs topped by a soft gréeirt at odds
with the dignity of the room.

Taking care not to look directly at him, she stréned her shoulders
and said stiffly, 'I'm sorry about yesterday. | madright to imply that
Fernando's death was good news.'

And she knew, with a clarity that made her wanwveep, that it was
the truth. She had never believed him capable afleruof sneakily
killing his own brother for financial gain. He h&r too much pride
and self-esteem. Even when the facts as read lattlecopies of the
English newspapers had corroborated the thinggeOtiad said, she
hadn't believed, not in her heart. She had usedatisesation of
murder, and pretended—even to hersel—that shes\ssli it to

excuse the way she had ended their marriage.

'‘Apology accepted.' He sounded more amused thahiagy almost
smug, as if he had known her acknowledgement ofnmecence
would inevitably come.

And Charley still couldn't meet his eyes, kept ben fixed on the
glass of fresh orange juice he poured out forBecause, despite his



relaxed acceptance of her apology and the trutinderlined, there
was a dreadful tension between them. It was matkiadhairs on the
back of her neck stand on end, and heaven only kvteat he would
see in her eyes!

'I'm glad to see you have some sense!' Teresa samtepthe room
with a tray of steaming coffee and lightly toastelts. ‘No more trays
In your room,senora.Unless | have a signed statement from tt
doctor saying you lie at death's door!

And the tension was broken, Charley smotheringH#ergas she at
last met Sebastian's eyes. The intimacy of sharemnaries

smouldered in the sultry depths, and his smile avdisect assault on
her senses. Blood roared in her ears, her heartpimg as her own
smile faded, leaving her lips trembling. She fedt i she were
drowning.

But Sebastian dragged her from the strange manasglly amused,
'‘She gets worse. But what would the household dbowt her?'
helping her to get her feet back on firmer ground.

She pulled in a deep, slow breath and poured coffagching him
butter a roll and select a wafer-thin slice of Jabhgm to go with it.
Back to normal now, she didn't feel even the faitérrings of panic
when he decided, 'We'll go to the beach this mgraimd swim before
it gets too crowded. La Caleta, | think.'

'‘Why not?' she agreed, dribbling her preferredeotiv over a hot roll,
her hands perfectly steady. She could hardly speacdentire four
weeks trying to avoid him, strenuously objectingvibatever he
suggested.

Besides, a swim would be refreshing, and althotiglas early in the
season—only May—there would be other people onbech; it



wasn't as if there were any danger of the two efrtlbeing alone
together in the little bay.

But, an hour later, Charley's senses went on taled. True, they
weren't alone—there were several young Spanisharothith their

children playing in the soft yellow sand—»but thadrdt prevent the
danger of the pointedly sensuous glide of thoseyshlack eyes as
she peeled off the cut-offs and T-shirt to revéal sleek one-piece
swimsuit she had put on back at the house.

And her own eyes were riveted to the lean, tanmegefs as they
unbuckled the belt at the waistband of his hip-oggeans. He had
already discarded his loose-fitting black cottontsland the sight of
the oiled satin skin covering those hard wide sthexd, the dusting of
fine black hair around the flat male nipples, santexplosion of
sheet-lightning sensation right down to the tipbef toes.

Alarmed, she forced her fascinated gaze away anddufolding her
clothes and putting them beside the canvas totenbatad brought
along, trying not to show how breathless she hadenly become.

'See you,' she said, not looking at him, and foteadelf to maintain
a steady pace as she walked towards the wateoulidwt do to let
him see how he could still affect her. How it woalthuse him; how
he would gloat!

Steadily she waded into the water, cursing hersielf.mind might be
cool and in control, but her wretched body was 4bing else. And
she wished, with quiet desperation, that Greg vhere. Greg was
safe and comfortable; he didn't set her body afith the slightest
glance—and who needed that? She didn't! Greg madieél secure
and respected and in control of her emotions. Aatlwas what she
needed!



The sun had burned through the morning mist, aedytkeeny-blue
Atlantic swell reflected the bright rays like thecéts of some giant
gemstone. Charley took a deep breath and immersezdelh
revelling in the cool, silky slide of the waterislapped her skin. She
could stay out here for hours, she told herseftkisg out with
strong, unhurried strokes. She certainly wasntigto lie around on
the beach. He'd probably insist on smothering hir sunblock, and
she wasn't falling for that old chestnut!

In any case, the danger she was seeing was prolbdbig her
imagination. He couldn't possibly be trying to mdiex go weak at
the knees. It was a knack he had. Nine times oigrofie wouldn't be
aware that he was doing it!

No, it was just her reaction, that was all. A reatishe shared with
every other woman who happened to be on the rexeemnd of one
of those long, smouldering looks. There was noaeas earth for
him to try and flirt with her. He had never trulyanted her, and he
certainly hadn't loved her, and after a separatbrfour years'

standing he could have no interest in her whatsoeve

And as for the way her body had burned up benéatisultry black
eyes that had wandered at will over its slendevesyrwell, that had
to be down to last night's excursion into the p@stdangerous
exercise, and one she had never previously alldweeself.

She could see herself now, see the way she haddctbe bound
copies of the old newspapers Olivia had dareddeonsult. The way
she had walked out onto the street, hailing attaxake her back to
her aunt's flat in Harrow. She hadn't shed a saply picked up the
phone and dialled through to his Cadiz office. iame, in England,
if you're interested. | won't be coming back. |'téime with a man
who murdered his own brother—even if he did getyawah it

through lack of evidence." She had heard the sdemg of his



indrawn breath and could imagine the blisteringeraighis eyes. But
he had said nothing to refute her accusation. Ngtat all. And when
she could no longer stand the black silence sheshagped out,
‘Olivia told me all about it, and your ongoing affand as far as I'm
concerned she's more than welcome to you!" anddaadgwn the
receiver. And had vowed never to think of the Eastin.

Yet here she was, doing it again! Furious with éér€harley made
her mind go blank and turned on her back, floatfegling the sun
burning her face, gradually letting Greg creep im0 mind, hoping
he could fill it to the exclusion of all else.

But the hands that suddenly grasped her tiny wasljng her
upright in the water, weren't Greg's hands. AndgGreyes didn't
look that wicked—they wouldn't know how.

Sea-water was streaming from his hair and shouldersjriad drops
that glistened in the sunlight, making him lookelisome pagan
sea-god.

Desperately, her feet fumbled for the bottom anddao find it. She
was out of her depth in more ways than one, shegthio near to
panic. But he was supporting her, effortlesslydneg water, his hard
hands dragging her hips against the arch of hdgdtear of what
she knew he could do to her made her voice sharp.

'‘Don't do that! Sneaking up on me that way! Yourlyegave me a
heart attack!

His blinding, charismatic grin was unforgivablesiopped her in her
tracks, the fists that had been lifted to beat biintreacherously
uncurling, lying flat and suppliant against the ywearm skin of his
superb chest. She could feel his heart beatinghandwn went into
overdrive as a big, slow wave crested, thrustingalgainst him, and



he taunted, 'So let me see if it's still beatiagd slid both hands
upwards, curving them over her breasts.

'Like a crazy thing,' he confirmed, his black eyasked, his long
legs entwined with hers beneath the water.

Charley made a strangled sound in her throat, daghe fighting the
insistent need to melt against him, to let him doatvhe would,
struggling against the almost overpowering urgslide her hands
down his glorious body, slip his very brief briefeom their

anchorage on the bony projection of his hips, aadle his rampant
manhood against the willing softness of her belly.

It was crazy and it shouldn't be happening. Shddodustill want
him—she mustn't! It was self- destructive, demegnin

Spluttering, she forced herself to ignore the way lbreasts were
peaking beneath his hands, and gasped out savdgedy believe
Olivia hasn't been around for a week or two—frugirawas the only
thing that ever drove you to stoop to touch mel &en more
hurtfully, the need to sire the child the love ¢ life was unable to
give him.

'Yes. Of course. Olivia.' His hands slid away frber and he looked
at her with anguish in his eyes. And then it wasegdoo quickly for
her to hold and examine it. She stared into thekobdackness of his
gaze, treading water now that the support of hid bady had been
withdrawn. She had expected anger, or scorn—nenguish, if

anguish it had truly been, And her own eyes werziled as he told
her, 'Now that the thing that kept us apart has lae&nowledged for
the lie that it was, we must discuss the othervi@lilt is time.' He

turned his dark head and began to swim towardstibee. Charley
followed thoughtfully, not hurrying.



She was now perfectly prepared to admit that sdenkeaer believed
him capable of killing his brother— quite regardiex what Olivia
thought she knew. She had used the accusatiosmaske-screen, not
wanting to let him know that he had broken her i&olheart,
preferring to allow him to see her as a woman who grinciple
before passion, who had ousted the last few vestijdove and
respect for him from her heart because the crimkatecommitted
disgusted her.

And that was the way she had seen herself, shdtadnlt had been
the only way she had been able to survive thengilhurt of knowing
he had never loved her, had only used her.

But discuss Olivia and her part in his life? They#ought of it
made her blood run cold. Yet if she refused he mgiess... Guess
what? she derided herself with tart defensiverngething. Nothing
at all. So she was a normal woman with a normal adsneeds and
he was the most attractive devil ever spawnedh8dad responded
to his touch. So what?

So she would act as if that bit of embarrassmetib’haccurred, she
decided as she slid her feet to the sandy bottahibbagan to walk out
of the sea, pushing her dripping hair back from faee. And if
he—for the lord only knew what weird reasons—iresiston
‘discussing Olivia’, then she would grit her testld play along. She
would show him that she was a completely diffeneoman, cool,
moderately sophisticated, and perfectly able toudis a part of her
life that was now firmly relegated to the past.

The devil in question had his back to the sea asohgh-dried his
hair, she noted with relief. And, thankfully, hedhpulled on his
jeans, covering his disgraceful swimming briefse 8fasn't a prude,
but really, the brevity of that black thing he'dehewearing was
enough to turn a girl's hair white! She wonderedef did it on



purpose, if he knew the effect he had on womem thecided it

wasn't a subject worth head-room and took the tbeelffered as she
drew level, covering herself quickly to avoid theking glance of

those sultry eyes.

But he wasn't looking at her; he was fully occupiegushing his
arms into the sleeves of his shirt and calling asitey response to
something one of the young Spanish women had gdiinht, her dark
eyes openly flirtatious beneath a fringe of tandikatk curls.

He simply couldn't resist, could he? Charley thduwgghffily as she
reached for her own cut-offs and T-shirt, draggimgm on over her
damp swimsuit. And she wasn't annoyed because wbnleis
attention was coming her way. Certainly not! It gijnwasn't very
good taste on his part to be indulging in remaffia lmghly personal
nature with a stranger on a public beach!

'Ready?' By the time he loomed over her as shelagasy up her
light canvas shoes she had calmed down. What digaiter to her
what he did? He could shout lewd remarks to all sunadry for all
she cared. All she hoped was that she would bendradnen he got
himself arrested!

'‘Quite."' She struggled to her feet, ignoring hitstyatched hand. She
was damned if she'd touch him, ever again.

'l asked Teresa to give us an early lunch. We icahef shady place in
the garden this afternoon. We have things to tadua'

He meant Olivia, she knew he did. But she wasntiggto get her
knickers in a twist about it.

'If that's what you want,' she answered sedatelyedsd the way to
the wide, elegant promenade, 'I'm perfectly agreeab



She was proud of her coolly assumed dignity, Qut aniffed by his
slanting glance of amusement, the way his sensdtroouth curled
up at the corners, and briefly infuriated by Hisl, thought you'd be
perfectly agreeable to everything | want, I'd dieagppy—and fully
satisfied—man.'

But her fury didn't last long because he set hifmsek to be
charmingly uncontentious, seating her at a pavenuafé and
orderingsangriaand then hiring a taxi to take them back todasa,
keeping her amused with wicked, purely local aneeslaintil she
was light-headed with laughter as they enteredhtigge iron gates.

The sangriamust have been more potent than she'd thougletl la
with more brandy than was usual, she thought as tsbtéed
contentedly beside him into the cool, shadowy Hkadl.the past hour
he had seemed like the man she had fallen in lateall those years
ago, and she still wore a stupid smile on her &ésc€eresa loomed up
to meet them, looking as if she'd swallowed a lemon

‘You have a visitorsenora He insisted on waiting. Perhaps you wil
see what he wants. Tell him you can spare onlyriwautes. | am
ready to serve lunch.'

Charley giggled foolishly. Somehow she couldn'tphg! If only
Teresa could see how funny she looked, with hertimall pulled
down at the corners and her nostrils flaring likeoll war horse! And
she was still giggling, despite Sebastian's blaakwvih, when,
presumably hearing voices, Greg put his head romedof the doors
and grumbled, 'About time, Charley. I've been rgittiin this
mausoleum for hours. Where have you been?’



CHAPTER FIVE

THAT brought Charley back to her senses with a vengedhGreg
had appeared on the beach this morning, when lsbetdhaving such
a tough time with her emotions, she might havedlberself at him
and begged him to take her away from all this. Rilgis minute. She
could almost hear herself telling hitmat four weeks here, with this
devil, was too high a price to pay for a quick doa that she would
rather wait for another full year—and then some-antbe subjected
to... well, what she. had been subjected to.

But, oddly, now he was here, looking every inch ivha was—a
reliable, feet-on-the-ground smalltown accountante-slished he
were a million miles away. And didn't know why.

Teresa had stumped off in a cloud of disapprovdl $@bastian had
gone very still and silent. Without looking at hisie knew he would
be wearing his mask of arrogant disdain. And Cyartace had gone
all wooden; it felt like a board.

'‘Well?' Greg prompted, clearly annoyed. 'Am | robé introduced?’

His pleasantly craggy face was sweating, Charleytecho
dispassionately. He looked very uncomfortable mtineed jacket,

grey flannels and neatly tied striped tie. He wagecal Englishman

of the staid and stolid variety. He didn't fit in.

Suddenly appalled by the disloyalty of her thougBisarley pushed
herself into action, skimming across the vast haltking her arm
through his and making herself smile. Of coursdida't fit in. Why

should he? And her voice was annoyingly shaky asagologised,
'Forgive me, darling. Seeing you here was suchoaksi'd no idea
you were coming.' And was that the truth! Nevemlirthe time she'd
known him, had he been anything other than safedgliptable. That



was one of the many qualities she admired. Selpastid put her off
the unpredictable for life!

‘Yes. Well..." He sounded somewhat mollified, aattqrl her hand as
it lay on his sleeve. 'l decided to take a few daf§s There wasn't
time to let you know. I've been waiting hours.’

'I'm sorry." What else could she say? She slickedtbngue over
dry-as-dust lips, wondering how on earth she waspased to

introduce her fiance to her husband! But Greg haththhat problem

for her, walking over the tiled floor, his highlplshed black shoes
making echoes, dragging her with him, his handtcetthed.

'You must be Machado. I'm Gregory Wilson. I've naulok my
fiancee told you all about me."'

'‘Enough.’ Sebastian's tone was utterly chillingaid@y shivered and
was cross with herself for letting him affect hBut the devil had
completely ignored Greg's outstretched hand anthbheswas almost
frighteningly arrogant. And hard. 'And how long gou intend

staying in Cadiz, Wilson?'

He had somehow made the question sound like art.irGoarley
squeezed Greg's arm reassuringly as he answefily Sthree or
four days. That's if | can find somewhere to sthich is why |
came straight here. Charley, shall we go and--?'

"You will stay to lunch," Sebastian cut in with @dden and utterly
surprising silkiness. 'l will arrange your accomrabdn while my
wife asks Teresa to set an extra place at tabiel'tAen he simply
walked away, leaving Charley to stare at the proetfeating back
with suspicious eyes.



What was the devil up to now? From his initial te&aT to Greg's
obviously unwelcome presence she had expectedoins$ the poor
man out on his neck. Instead--

‘Do you think he means I'm to stay here?'

'‘What?' Charley frowned as Greg interrupted herrckedor
Sebastian's motives. Then shook her head, givindpegause only
someone with a first-class honours degree in anali behaviour
would be able to understand what went on insidedbuil's head. 'l
wouldn't think so, would you? In the circumstances?

'‘Perhaps not, though it would save a packet onl Hotis," he
conceded wryly. 'And anyway, you're staying herax—the

circumstances".

Charley sighed. So that was why he'd dropped eweiyto come out
here, acting completely out of character. She dalig, 'l did explain
about that. Anyway, it's not something we can disaight now.'

'‘No, of course not. You're quite right. We'll ch@évover later, once
I'm settled in. When Machado invited me to lunetals about to ask
you to help me find somewhere modest. Clean, thetlglon't want
to be stuck in something squalid. But not over tthg price-wise.
We'll get something sorted out straightafter lun¢al—him he
needn't bother. We can do without his help.'

Which were her own sentiments exactly. Charleyeshtevorried at
her lower lip. Why had Sebastian's attitude tow&dsg undergone
such a sudden change? And why was she lettingdken¢harge of
her thoughts when she should be thinking only okdg3r she
guestioned herself tartly. Then she shook her hasdf, to clear it,
and said softly, "You must be tired. If you domibl your way about,
it can be quite an undertaking to get here, es|he@a you don't
speak the language. Look, sit down while | go aawl Beresa about



lunch.' She steered him to one of the tall-backedechchairs which
stood sentinel against the walls. 'Though we néatiy here,' she
pointed out, feeling a little brighter. 'We don&ve to. There are so
many cafes and small restaurants--'

'No." Greg shook his head, his hands planted slyuanehis knees.
'‘Might as well eat here, since he offered. And g@uight, I'm
whacked. Besides, why spend money on food if wet ¢hawve to?"

‘Why indeed?' Charley sniped, and turned quickly ham heels
towards the kitchens.

She was finding it difficult to be nice to him, sheallywas. He
shouldn't have turned up like that. It put hemnrapossible position.
And would he always—whatever the circumstances—eqaueful

expenditure right at the top of his list of priceg?

So she wasn't in the mood to take Teresa's outapokgaggerated
comments with her usual equanimity when, annountag Greg
would be staying for lunch, she was met with, B ltttle fat man
eats with you! Don Sebastian should have thrownihiothe street.'

Swallowing the denial that Greg was either fat igtel and the
observation that Teresa's girth was three timeofitae lunch guest,
Charley said with cold dignity, '‘My husband has enoranners.'

'So!' Teresa pounced, her black eyes glisteningu "#dmit Don
Sebastian is your husband! Aha! Try to remembesdhora.That
man peers in a phrase book and points at wordsiasdo tell me he
IS yournovio—he isloco and his accent is an insult. | told him so, i
his own language—just to show him! | also told Honcome back
later—much, much later. But he refused.’

Stony-faced, Charley retreated before she losttémper.' Teresa
went too far. The situation was too tangled to axplaway in a



matter of minutes—even if she had wanted to. Amdl heresa ever
bothered to remind Sebastian that he had a wifenwied been
conducting his affair with Olivia right there inisthouse? Of course
not! There was one rule for men and another foir thieves! And
what on earth had possessed her to refer to Sabastiher husband?
It wasn't a relationship she wanted to draw atbento, especially as
their marriage would soon be legally over.

Muttering to herself, she trudged back to the halll found Greg
wandering around. She would like to have escapetate taken a
shower and changed. But there really wasn't time she didn't think
she could leave him on his own. And he said, hisom&ed eyes on
the graceful staircase, 'I've been opening doatdaoking in rooms.
It's quite some place, isn't it? He must be worthitao be able to
afford to live here.’

‘A bit,;) Charley agreed repressively. She had nedscussed
Sebastian's financial status with Greg. Indeed, Bhd rarely
divulged any information, preferring to forget helisastrous
marriage. And didn't Greg realise he was being Bsjmy
rude—peering round doors in someone else's home?d&im't he
feel uncomfortable with the situation?

Apparently not, because as Sebastian appeared—estmvand
changed into cool white trousers and a black shid design and
fabric that positively flowed, making him look gaistunningly male
when, if life were fair, it should have made hinokoeffete- Greg
became quite oily.

And life wasn't fair, Charley mourned as Sebaspaitting on a show
of exaggerated politeness, led them to the lunbketaut in the
courtyard. Sebastian had them both at a disadwantdg looked
cool, fantastic and in control while she was sti#aring her old
cut-offs and unremarkable T-shirt, her skin stilllifgg sticky with



sea-water. And Greg, if anything, looked worse.W#es obviously
stifling in his tweed sports jacket and flannelgs forehead was
dewed with sweat, his short wiry brown hair cluregrgly to his
.skull and his neck was definitely red.

And throughout the meal Sebastian watched themdmadithere was
something in his eyes—something unreadable but nitki
there—that made him look like a man who was condgcan
amusing experiment.

Charley didn't like it. She didn't know what he wags to and she
didn't trust him.

'l must say, Machado, it's very civil of you to gimne such a splendid
lunch—the stranger at your door, and all that. Veirgl indeed!
Greg said, and Charley cringed with embarrassngehedaughed at
his own feeble joke.

Although she knew he would have much preferredtrbasf and
Yorkshire pudding and a pint of beer, he had eatenything in sight
and made heavy inroads into ffime. And now his tongue seemed tc
be running away with him.

'‘But we're both civilised men, | hope; Charley néelle a bone of
contention. No, not at all. After all, you've bespart for four years,
so there can't be any bad feeling.'

‘Charlotte has now returned,’ Sebastian said wilow, disarming
smile, leaning back, idly twisting the stem of plass this way and
that.

Charley could have hit him. He was behaving bddg, a spoilt but
charming child, and when Greg shot her a scowlouak Ishe said
tightly, 'He's playing games. Take no notice.'



'‘Games?' Greg's scowl deepened and just as sudtisappeared as
he added in a quick low whisper, 'He probably daegasp the finer
points. Foreign language, and all that." And befdnarley could tell
him that Sebastian had a perfect grasp of Engksteg was
launching forth, loudly and slowly, 'l know, old mabut only for
four--'

'l asked Andres to bring the car to the front akeéfi Sebastian
interrupted silkily. 'It's almost that now." He eo$o his feet, and
Charley shuddered as she watched all that insglace and saw the
beautiful mouth curve in a meaningless smile. 'Shal find your
luggage? Andres will take you to yourhotel." He ednthe most
prestigious and expensive hotel in the city, thesdry eyes
narrowing in dark mockery as he watched Greg steutgghis feet.

‘Very civil of you!" Greg puffed, running a fingaround the inside of
his shirt collar. 'l left my case in the hall. Coaleng, Charley, don't
want to keep the driver waiting.'

She stared at him with blank golden eyes. He wduldok so

pleased with himself when he was presented witbiliat the end of
his stay. He thought Sebastian was bending oveiwaads to be
helpful, that he, Gregory Wilson, was in control tbe delicate
situation, had come out on top. Little did he m&liln giving the
other man any hospitality at all, in allowing himdtep a foot inside
the house, Sebastian was simply sitting back dadialg Greg to dig

his own grave with his shortcomings.

And as an exercise in pure deviousness, it seemde tworking.
Looking at Greg, she could suddenly find nothingjke.

‘Charlotte has an appointment this afternoon.’

She had been too deep in her own thoughts to beeawfathe
pregnant silence; it seemed that only Sebastidmeringly sexy



voice had the power to penetrate the concentratidrer thoughts.

She blinked, beginning to push herself to her tagt Sebastian made
a wide, flat gesture with one hand, and she, likeiapet, subsided
again.

'‘And naturally, you'll need time to settle in.' &stan was
metaphorically herding Greg in the direction he ntdam to go. But
it was patently obvious that Greg couldn't se&\éere his wits too
addled by the greedy amount of food and wine he thkdn to
understand what was happening? For the moment edpaided of
him, and relinquished him to his fate when he ndditlecomplete
agreement.

'‘Quite. It's been a taxing day—especially the jeyrhetween Jerez
and Cadiz. I'll probably take a shower and catetyfainks. I'll see
you this evening, Charley. I'll get in touch whén tested.’

She didn't answer, and watched Sebastian usheavkay, heard him
say, 'Don't phone us; we'll phone you.'

And she could hardly believe Greg's gullibility—as it a perverted
type of arrogance?—as he replied, all affable ience, 'I'd
appreciate that, old man. | believe the Spanismelgystem takes
some getting used to.'

Did he really believe Sebastian would contact hynpbone and tell
him that Charley was ready and waiting to go outt@town with
him, probably sending a car to collect him? Washia¢ stupid?

With a gesture of annoyance, Charley shot to her &ad made a
hurried departure for her room. She had had no wiséitsoever to
spend the afternoon with Greg, watching him explaa® horror

when he discovered the expensive opulence of thel Bebastian
had booked him into. Greg wasn't short of moneyaiy standards,
but he hated to part with it unnecessarily. Butdida't want to spend



more time with Sebastian, either. Suddenly, sheedanothing to do
with either of them.

A shower helped, and she felt cooler and freshehagpadded back
into the opulently decadent bedroom and flung dpendoor of the
massive wardrobe, pulling a face at the serviceaftedull garments
she'd brought with her. Then, feeling strangelyltgushe riffled
through the clothes she had left behind when shalkled out all that
time ago.

None of the expensive dresses or separates waoudldrfnow. But...
Unerringly, her fingers walked over satins andssillace and velvet
and linen, and fished out a diaphanous negligd, gfaone of the
many sets of seductive nightwear she'd bought terBabastian see
her as a fully adult and sensuous woman on thesmmtawhen he
bothered to spend the night with her.

She had never got round to wearing this one, arghaslipped her
arms into the wide, floating sleeves and felt thoolcdrift of
aqua-green silk touch her body she felt curiougilgrantly alive.
Very much a woman. Wrinkling her nose, she knottezltie belt
around her waist and walked over to the tall winsdw close the
shutters, blocking out the harsh Andalurian aftemdight. And
heard the whispering silk of the long full skirts she moved, and
knew Greg wouldn't approve of such a frivolous gamm

She wished he hadn't taken it into his head to coutenere—for
more reasons than one. Leaving aside the facthibainexpected
arrival had put her in an almost impossible sitwat-and surely a
more sensitive man would have simply booked himsé&df an hotel
and then phoned her to say he was here— Sebaatiandde her see
him with fresh eyes, putting the other man intat@asion which had
displayed both his greed and his insensitivity.



Annoyed with herself for thinking that way, she kam-deep breath
and promised herself that she wouldn't give eitbee of them
another thought for the rest of the afternoon. Bbeld relax, try to
unwind. With the louvres closed, the room was Ekeunderwater
cave. Peaceful. Sinking down on to the huge, saft bhe closed her
eyes and opened them with a snap as Sebastiansaidlook so
comfortable, | think I'll join you.'

'Did nobody ever teach you how to knock?' Charleisted herself
up on one elbow, the tranquillity of the afternstmot to pieces, and
watched with golden hostility the amused directdrnis dark gaze
then clutched furiously at the open edges of thgige which had
obviously gaped so revealingly during her recenirsgngly angry
moments.

‘At the door to my wife's bedroom?' He loped acrb®sroom, his
eyes lifting from her white- knuckled fingers agylclutched at the
fine fabric clothing her breasts to her flushed fmbus face. 'Come,
pome, my little pigeon, you must try to relax.’

'‘With you around—you must be joking! And don't cale that.'
Once, a lifetime ago, or so it seemed, he had c&dlkr his little
pigeon. She had imagined it to be a term of endeatrniKnowing
what she now knew, she knew differently. And onsecblack brow
drew an unthinking explanation. 'You saw me as sbimg plump
and grey and six-a-penny. Well, I'm not like that amyre.’

It couldn't be a reflection of pain that narrowesldyes and made his
mouth go hard. The light coming into the room wams,dnade soft
and green by the louvres, and he was certainlyirstilis irritatingly
esoteric mood as he confidently perched himselthenedge of her
bed and told her, 'You were certainly never six-aagein fact you
were, and are, unique.' His dark eyes glimmereal May have shed
your delightful pigeon plumpness, but the curvesstill all there, as



exciting as ever.' As if to demonstrate hispoiritaad lifted lazily,
and slowly, oh, so slowly, he shaped each breasirm his hooded
eyes following the movement of his fingers as ifwere imprinting
every last detail of the size, the shape, the wedgid increasing,
shaming hardness of each on his mind.

Charley held her breath as her heart fluttered iotemgly in her
chest. She couldn't breathe, she couldn't speakcsuldn't move,
because she was loving every second of this exgfiloration, loving
it, and at the same time feeling painfully ashawiduerself, knowing
she shouldn't be letting him do this to her.

And when his hand at last dropped away she didoWwkwhether her
sigh was one of relief or aching disappointmentt Buough her
confusion she detected a hateful gleam of triunmphis eyes and
loathed herself, both for what she had allowed tardo and for the
way her breasts were wantonly peaking, pushingnagane filmy

fabric of her robe.

And loathed him, too, when he casually swung hig llegs up on to
the bed and rested his back against one of thes @asthe foot,
watching her with alarmingly narrowed eyes.

The soft green light, the huge and opulent bedthe thing she was
wearing, the searing recollection of the way he hwdle her feel
when he'd touched her, all added up to an impagssitiimate

situation. She glared at him, trying to make héfsetjet the way her
body had become so tinglingly alive, and growl&hat do you

think you're doing? Go away!'

The look he gave her was unnerving in its cynicism, beautiful
voice cool as he reminded her, 'As | told that ypressive little man,
you had an appointment this afternoon. With mét lagppens. Don't
try to pretend you've forgotten we'd agreed to.talkad suggested a



shady spot in the garden, remember? However, smg@bviously
preferred the... comfort? ... of your room, I'm nbjecting.’

Too right, he wasn't! Charley's face went red. Aedvas putting this
situation down to her! Was he suggesting that sdeldberately

chosen to close the blinds, drape herself in altnassparent silk and
lounge around on the bed, waiting for him becailsdsknown he
would come? Was that why he'd touched her? Bedamug®ught she
expected it? Oh, shades of the past, indeed—itwasliating!

‘There's nothing to talk about," she said sulKiifere's ,no point in
raking over the past when the future's all settled.

'‘With that dreadful little man? Oh, Charlotte—I ligalon't think so.
Do you?'

She wasn't answering that. She scrunched hersedgamst the
pillows, as far as she could get from him, tuckimey legs beneath
her, making herself as small as she could get, myadiire no edges
came adrift as she moved.

'‘Besides, you owe me. After the thing you accusedofmyou owe
me.' His tone was softly sinister, as if warning he would take no
arguments, take no prisoners in a battle he thowghtright.

And perhaps he was right, she thought on a sitemaid sigh. The
stern and arrogant pride that was so much a pahisotharacter
would have made the accusation of murder—a crinmanatted
sneakily, for financial gain, and not in an opemgsgonate
rage—doubly insulting to a man of his qualities.

'So what do you want me to say?' She braced hefgaling herself
to return his steady, unblinking gaze. 'I'll apadegagain, if you want
me to.'



'‘No. Tell me what you were told. Exactly what yoarestold.’

Why? Because it still hurt him to know that Oliviad lied about
such a thing? He had told her that the other wohsin't been in
Cadiz, to his knowledge, for a long time. She haaklieved him, but
now, flinching from the bleakness in his black eys®e did. Had he
cut Olivia out of his life because she had lieds pride proving
stronger than sexual obsession? Did he still mes dche for her,
even so?

‘Very well. If it helps you--' she offered, but bat across her, his
voice tight and hard.

‘It may. In any case, | need to know. It couldrattes perspective.’

On what? She felt too drained to ask, and saidvmi@ that sounded
lost, "You were away.' And didn't bother to add edthough he made
a great many business trips he always made swasiaround when
Olivia visited. But that time, he hadn't. 'OliviaGod, how difficult it

still was to say that woman's name out loud. Shel tto inject

strength into her faltering voice. 'Olivia was he&he said she
thought | ought to know that you had killed youoter. On the
death of your father everything had gone to FeroaiYbu wanted

control—everything. You were ruthless enough to tal get what

you wanted. She said she was warning me." She shedld
remembering her shock, her utter disbelief at itme.t And tried to

put it out of her mind. Just as long as she ditkwve to tell him what
else Olivia had said.

She simply couldn't bring herself to talk aboueken now, when it
was buried deeply in the past, when her besottedftr Sebastian no
longer existed, her future with Greg was settlead A was settled, of
course it was.

'‘And you believed her?' he probed insistently, stmel shrugged.



'l don't know.' How shameful that sounded. Howalial to the man
she had loved. Yet she had had to believe it.dtlteen the perfect
excuse. She could never have told him the trutrowding he had

taken all that blind adoration, the depth of hereloand used it
against her, cheating on her, sharing her bedrferreason only, had
been a terrible burden to bear. She had neededaltoaway from

their marriage, keeping some dignity. Had that baerh a terrible
thing to do?

Yes, perhaps it had been. Perhaps it had beenusaile. But before
the thought could take real root in her brain hé quickly, 'She said
that if | had any doubts | should consult the neapsps of the time.
You were away, as | said. | went back to Londonraad the reports.
It was all there. The car at the foot of the cldfsd your brother dead
inside it. The missing ignition key. The suspicafrfoul play, but no
proof. Your sudden return to Spain. Olivia fillea the gaps. You
were in Plymouth streamlining the import end of business there.
She was to be the new manager, promoted to takpldice of the
former inefficient one who had been offered eaglyrement. She had
inherited a cottage further along the coast; youewmoth staying
there with her. Fernando had been crazy aboutamer showing it
openly, and you were jealous..." She caught hergelfquickly,
gnawing at her lip, feeling his icy gaze. 'JealotiBernando's power
in the company,' she amended. 'Under the termswf fiather's will
he inherited everything and you were just a hirauaich’

'‘Don't stop there," he commanded drily, his eyasgen&aving her
troubled face. She gathered herself. RepeatingaBilles made her
feel dreadful. How could she even have pretenddebtself that she
believed them?

‘The day it happened, it was a Sunday,' she wemtamdenly. "You
and Fernando had gone to the offices. She'd follewlése forgotten
what for. She overheard you quarrelling. She hé&ahando say,



"You'd be a happy man if | dropped down dead. Ygetthe lot. I'd
like to be around to see you make an even biggesnigt you can't
have it both ways." Or words to that effect. Itsh a long time.' It
had, but she still remembered every last poisonawsl. 'She also
mentioned she'd heard you threaten to kill him.'

'So | had,' Sebastian admitted bleakly. 'But natriy real context. He
had just confessed the extent of the mess he'thgatompany into.
I'd known it had gone downhill after Fernando hakkt over, but |
hadn't known the depth of the mire we were insédl -that | could
kill him for his mishandling of the business—angpeaking, nothing
else—and went on to say he was going to have @ laththe major
decisions to me in future, stop spending a smalufte on his
women, his gambling and all the other pleasuredbdieeved he
couldn't live without. He had already told me.elfSastigation was
evident in the bitter line of his mouth. But he skdis head, asking
her, 'So what else was said to make you belieuwd tigaur husband,
could have stooped to murder?'

She deserved the harsh look that accompanied #stign, but the
business about the missing ignition key had beenmrtbst damning.
She shivered, and her voice sounded thick as $théito, 'She said
that when your brother's car was recovered thesenaeasign of the
ignition key, which pointed, of course, to someoslse being
involved. Olivia found it in your possession—the/keng it was on
was quite unmistakable. She said Fernando haith letiowering rage
and you'd followed him in your own car, persuaded to stop, then
fed him on brandy, pocketed the key and, befored&meto had time
to realise what was happening, you'd pushed thearthe edge.
She'd got,rid of the key for you; she told me tftat and she were the
only people who knew what had happened.’

'How inventive.' He looked almost pleased, andstheed at him in
bewilderment. Of course there had to be some @xganation for



the missing key. But she wouldn't have thoughtasgible that

hearing the true extent of Olivia's lies would haw®ught him

anything other than the deepest pain. After allythad been lovers
for years, had intended to marry eventually.

'Of course you didn't take that key,' she saidyvbéare softening with
unwilling compassion, her eyes going very wide whertold her,

'‘But | did. You were told enough of the truth te itn with the reports
you read, and enough lies to force you to belibeentorst. If you had
read later reports you would have learned thatloviehg the
post-mortem and inquest, a verdict of accidentatid&as brought
in. | gave evidence, repeated what | had alrealdytbhe police—that,
knowing he had had too much to drink, I'd followsdh when he'd
left the offices, caught up with him when he pulidtiat the look-out
point on the headland, and tried to persuade hilattme drive him
the rest of the way to Olivia's cottage, where veganstaying. | said
that he refused to budge, but told me he wasniiggto drive any
further. To make sure he didn't, | took the keyrfrbis ignition and
drove back to town, intending to give it back latehen | returned to
the cottage that evening, believing he would hawesed up by then.
Everything | told them was the truth, but not b truth. My brother
committed suicide.'

His voice held the dreadful ring of conviction, a@tarley bit back
the instinctive words of sympathy. He wouldn't wamthear them,
not from her. Somehow, over the years, he had ¢otsems with his
brother's death, with the way she had walked ouhemw marriage,
accusing him of a dreadful crime. But she did say] that very
quietly, 'So Olivia didn't dispose of "the evidehte

'Of course not. She knew | had the key becaudd hter. | took it to
the police as soon as | heard what had happenedt Wiave never
told a living soul was that Fernando was threatgranicide. The



business was on the verge of bankruptcy—that rowiapartly
overheard was part of his threats; he taunted rtfervait caring, said
I'd be a happy man if he dropped down dead. Andblbed the poor
sod's nose-in it, laying down the law, telling hi@'d have to hand
over control to me, stop living the life of a milhaire!" He swung his
long legs off the bed and began to pace the room.

Charley shivered, hugging her arms around her 8g.said, 'Don't
blame yourself,' but he didn't hear her.

'l didn't take him seriously. | thought it was #@eohol talking. He'd
had far too much wine with lunch that Sunday andth®y time |
caught him up at the office he was drinking brafidyn the flask he
always carried as if it were water. When he storroey | had to
follow. | was concerned about the amount he'd lokarking. As |
told the police, | caught up with him when he pdllen to the
viewpoint. | didn't tell them about the suicidedats. Why should 1?
Never mind that | hadn't taken them seriously—Iwrtbat had he
been in his right mind he would have preferredriovi that his death
would be recorded as an accident rather than sdieichplying the
lack of moral strength to face up to a mess obhis making. | didn't
argue when the police decided he'd tried to draeklio the cottage,
reaching for the ignition as he released the brakiésvas the sort of
thing any man with as much alcohol in his bloochasl had could
have done.'

'‘Sebastian!" Charley couldn't bear it. He lookk&d & man in torment.
She swung her legs off the bed in a flurry of aifid padded over the
floor, resting her head against the wide rigiditys shoulderblades
and twining her arms around his waist. "You mudiiatme yourself

for what happened,' she whispered, her heart adbmigm, for the

wicked accusations she'd been so ready to hunmaalthose years
ago, hiding behind them because she hadn't bemrgstnough to let



him know the whole truth. 'And perhaps the policeravright;
perhaps it was an accident.’

'‘Who knows?' His warm hands covered hers, grippetht 'l have

my own opinions, but, in the end, who really knaWws truth?' He

swung round within the fragile circle of her arrhgs hands pulling

her head down against his chest. 'lt's somethuggdbome to terms
with.' He tilted her chin, forcing her head baakd ghe saw the glitter
of his eyes and stopped breathing, her heart tmgplalbout beneath
her ribs. And his voice was a low caress of dadhantment as he
murmured, 'l understand what happened. | forgive gow. Your

apologies are accepted.’

His lips against hers were hard and hot as he sredhher mouth
with rapid kisses, making her head spin. What veasying to do, to
say? She couldn't think straight, and his powdrsdy was burning
hers through her thin covering of silk. She cowddby stand upright
for the fluid desire that was coursing so hothotigh her veins.

She had to put a stop to it right now. Now, befber resolve
dissolved entirely in this heady rush of need, #ehing, terrible
wanting. Charley groaned as he threaded his firntGessigh her hair,
positioning her mouth to receive the continuingustide onslaught
of those devastating kisses, and pushed at himingtifectual fists,
twisting her head away from that-marauding moutsr, Yoice a
strangled croak as she pleaded, 'Don't'! Oh, dddh! | don't
understand!

'l do.' He dipped his head to recapture her mdhthtip of his tongue
sliding over her rosy, parted lips, and she shusttidrelplessly,
clinging to him because her body had gone bonelgssd. that's all
that matters.' His tongue delved more deeply arati€©nrwhimpered
fretfully, her fingers digging into the hard muscl&f his shoulders.



Her body was betraying her, denying her mind amjrod and her
attempt to fight back was too feeble for words; skenitted that
much because when she managed thickly, "You artdgestard!" he
merely conceded, his black eyes glittering,

'If this is arrogance, then why don't we both enj@yStop thinking,
pull the shutters down on that contentious braigyaefrs, and simply
feel. Feel this, and this..." He slid his handseagim the silky robe,
cupping her breasts, then dipped his dark headdkies possessively
at the swollen peaks, his voice richly appreciaagehe murmured
against her burning flesh, 'Let your body do thekimg; it does it so
beautifully." One careless movement disposed otieghbelt around
her waist, and as the cloud of aqua silk driftedriéacherous way to
the floor to pool around her feet Charley knew Isaé lost the battle
and didn't care.

And when he scooped her into his arms she hadiHesvery last
vestige of self-preservation, her body warm andnssbive, and
when he whispered, 'Come with me to the marriagk Wweere you
belong,' she simply gave in to the sensuous teroptdhat was
Sebastian Machado, twined her arms around himbandd her face
in the hard curve of his neck, her tongue lapphw dlightly salty,
close-grained masculine skin as he carried hémeteast, luxuriously
decadent four-poster.



CHAPTER SIX

IT was like floating in a warm dark sea of pure sensati©harley
thought, her head whirling, her breath a raggedtavdy revealing
gasp as Sebastian joined her in the deep feathan-doftness, his
naked body hard with primitive masculine arousaghammer of
sweat on the hair-roughened olive-toned skin.

'‘Querida .." His voice was ravaged, torn from him as he medilder
body with possessive hands, his hooded eyes fallpwevery
movement of his fingers until her flesh ached fion Bnd she writhed
beneath his touch, arching her back, turning, mdphgainst him, her
own hands wild as they tried to discover every lash of his
tormentingly masculine body. There was an explosiwge of need
inside her that she was too intoxicated by desiteytto understand.

Certainly, it was new to her. Never before, evenesitmost besotted,
had she taken the initiative; she had been overaswdanissive, too
shy to make demands...

Something had happened to her in the interveniagsyshe thought
muzzily as she covered his wide chest with avidlyisinkisses,
following him, her body cleaving to his as he rdllever on to his
back, his thick lashes twin black crescents thétesed the harsh
lines of his cheekbones as he unwittingly gavetherexplanation,
his voice sultry with desire. 'You have grown gprina. See what
you do to me.'

Grown up? Charley held her breath and went velly ld&r skin was
suddenly cold, as if a blast of arctic air had ttwbugh the drowsy
heat of the Andalucian afternoon. Hadn't her pndeer emerging
maturity of outlook been her greatest consolatiamnd) the past four
years? Was she now about to throw away all thaifyléy acquired
ability to turn the key on the past, to grow intee tindependent,



clear-seeing woman she wanted to be, to forgajithesho had been
nothing more than a besotted doormat?

Was she?

Could she allow this man to make love to her, tslaare her all over
again? Was she willing to let that happen, knowimgt Greg was
barely a mile away? Could she jeopardise the figheshad made for
herself because Sebastian had decided he wantak®love to her?

'‘No!" she uttered bleakly as she twisted away, iegathe erotic
punishment of his hands.

For punishment it was; she saw that very clearly.nQuickly she
turned her eyes from his anguished face. Frustratgtdcould be
painful, she granted him that. She wasn't goirigttberself care.

‘Charlotte..." He pulled himself up on his elbowdling over on to
his side as she dragged the top cover around lagmghbody. She
shook her head savagely.

'‘Don't say anything. It was a nice try, but it didmork." And saw his
face go hard.

Standing, she discovered her legs felt as insutistas water vapour
and wondered if she'd be able to cover the distemtiee bathroom
without falling in a heap. That would be the firsdlame, the last
dreadful ignominy.

‘Where are you going?’

His voice was harsh and she answered tightly, hbover.' To scrub
every last trace of him from her skin. 'l don't wém see you here
when I've finished. Don't expect me back for diner going to see
Greg.'



'‘Ah." Devil's eyes glimmered at her between thildck lashes as he
swung on to his back again, his arms folded behisthead. ‘At what
point, | wonder, did you remember he existed?'

He actually had the gall to smile, a slow curviigensuous lips that
made her grind her teeth, reinforcing her opintwat he had decided
to seduce her out of a cold, harsh need for revenge

Hadn't he told her that because of the accusaticrold-blooded
fratricide she had levelled at him four years agdad vowed to have
revenge, to make her taste the kind of pain thatetl the soul to
iron? That, to that end, he had spent lavishlyawether watched, her
every movement reported back to him, biding hi#mnd now the
time had come.

Dragging her eyes from his mesmeric gaze, she czsspd her
mouth and walked away, shivering as his silky-sadtds followed
her.

'Fly, little pigeon. | am content to wait.'

And what did he think he meant by that? Charleynkaging to ask.
He could be as enigmatic and irritating as he likelde didn't care.
She hated him!

She stayed under the shower until she felt satlyrk#df expecting to
hear him hammer on the door. The silence was umgenher
thoughts even more so. She'd been such an utterTio® love she
had once had for him had long since gone, butexaa chemistry
was still there, stronger than ever if her unintebiresponse was
anything to go by.

It was demeaning.



Drying her hair took next to no time, and as shekéd the comb
through the sleek short style she realised herdamie trembling,
and tried to get a grip on herself. She had allomexdody to respond
to the uniquely potent masculinity of his, to th#imacy of the

situation—but how many women could have resisted8idgs, the
fact and the manner of his brother's death stditha power to affect
him deeply, despite the way he'd told her he'd ctwrierms with it.

She wouldn't have been human if she hadn't feltesstinrings of

compassion, hadn't offered what comfort she could.

But the excuses did little to comfort her, and gelden eyes were
apprehensive as she wrapped a smothering bath-sfmetd her
slender body and braced herself to walk back imtdosedroom, more
than half expecting to see him still lying on tleglbdespite her earlier
strictures. But thankfully the room was empty, am# expelled a
long sigh of relief before dragging her clothes dhe-black skirt and
cream blouse—and stuffing her feet into sandals.

Her nervous haste to get away from this house rhadelumsy, and
she growled with annoyance as she dropped heickpmtd watched
it roll out of sight beneath an awesomely carveeltlof drawers.

Leave it.

She would rather meet Greg wearing no make-up abatl run the
risk of Sebastian coming back into the room. Besi@@eg wasn't the
type to criticise her appearance. He never seemadtice what she
was wearing; he didn't mind how she looked.

At the dog-end of siesta time the house was reaggyrsilent, and
she made it to the street without encountering rerosoul and
hurried down the length of it, her spine pricklwgh apprehension,
half expecting Sebastian to follow, to attemptdaé her back.



She couldn't understand why he had allowed her db agvay,

particularly when she'd told him she was going teds Quite sure
now that his attempt at seduction—and, let's facehad very nearly
been successful—had been fuelled by his need feenge, she
couldn't understand why he had given in so easié/had meant to
hurt her, to give her the kind of pain that she \dmever forget, of
that she was certain. It wasn't as if he really tedrher, or felt
anything for her, was it? He would have contactedyears ago if he
had. He had never wanted her, only the child heexpécted her to
give him. He had always loved Olivia.

No, the devil had wanted to make love to her usiie became
addicted, reduce her to the level of a besottedndatball over again,
ruin her relationship with Greg, and then throw bet. So why had
he let her walk away? She would never understam hot if they

both lived to be a thousand years old!

As she reached the imposingly elegant facade ohdiel Greg was
using she made a determined effort to put Sebaatidnwhat had
happened right out of her mind. She owed it to Gasagl to herself.
But when the receptionist she spoke to directeddéis room she
shook her head, preferring to send up a messadesaamown in the
luxurious, marble- floored foyer to wait.

*You could have come up.' Greg looked as if hedrdd just woken,
his face puffy from sleep, his tone enough to m@karley feel both
guilty and selfish. But, for a reason she couldrtilain, not even to
herself, she felt reluctant to be alone with him.

'‘But there's so much to do and see here in Cashe,'returned,
standing, tucking her arm through his. 'We shotildaste a moment
as you'll be here for such a short time."' Did 8waind as if she were
trying to get him back to England with indecentte@she wondered,
frowning at her lack of tact. And offered quicklijknow a bar where



we can get a really good cup of tea, and that'seasy, | promise
you!'

But not even that offer, delivered in her bouncteste, could bribe
the sulkiness from his mouth. And the reason becaradictably

apparent when he grumbled as they negotiated theessive steps
down to street level, 'I'm booking out of here tfiteing in the

morning. | nearly had a stroke when | read thdftdican't think why

Machado booked me into the place.'

| can, Charley thought, her mouth going tight. Séba had gleaned
enough information on Greg to know how he hatesiond money.
But she pushed evil thoughts of thumbscrews ankihgooil to the
back of her mind and said, 'Down here. And aftedsave can walk
on the promenade—or sightsee, whichever you préfesre are so
many beautiful churches and interesting museums'and

'It's far too hot," Greg objected, and Charleylatk the obvious
retort that he should have left his tweed sporkgabehind, changed
into something cooler and more casual. But if he determined to
be fractious, then she was just as determined todeeto him, even
though her motives were flawed, stemming from dflatt
undislodgeable guilt over the way she had behaviéd Sebastian,
she acknowledged uncomfortably.

The small pavement cafe she remembered from hiegredays in the
city was just as she remembered it. And they stitved what Greg
pronounced 'a decent cup of English tea’, theegrmodest enough
to satisfy even him.

‘Better now?' She wrinkled her neat nose at hiniljregrover the rim
of her glass, preferring freshly squeezed orange jouerself, served
with plenty of ice. And he grinned sheepishly batker, taking her
hand across the table.



'Sorry | was such a grouch. Only we're going toehaw find me
somewhere else to stay. | don't see the senseyingpthose prices
just for a place to sleep. | can kip down anywhpreyided it's clean
and reasonably comfortable.'

'Of course,' Charley replied absently, draggingepdoreath into her
lungs and expelling it shakily.

His smile, his touch, did nothing to her. She wardenow if it ever
had. Had she agreed to marry him only becausedlevéd, at some
deep and vulnerable level, that she was missingmtihe securities
and comforts of a home of her own, a man of her,@axfamily? Had
her hard-won metamorphosis made her forget all thgamp
splendour, the sheer heart-stopping ecstasy, afidox man until it
filled fier heart and mind and body to the exclusad all else?

Could she ever respond to Greg as she had respsndedently to
Sebastian? She didn't know, but she didn't thinkNs;y no doubt
about it, she probably wouldn't be able to resgorm@reg at all!

She twisted uncomfortably in her seat, her facshilug as she
remembered her utterly, unforgivably wanton behawvia the huge
bed less than a couple of hours ago.

She had never made love with Greg, using her niasti@us as an
excuse, and although he hadn't been exactly oeenton about her
embargo he had respected her wishes, contentingelfirif that
was the word—with the type of kisses and mild csgesshe had
found comforting at best, and tiresome if she hHdmten in the mood
to be touched.

"You look very hot," Greg's voice impinged. 'Yowsld have had a
cup of tea. It's much more cooling and thirst-quemg than any
amount of cold stuff— it's a proven fact.’



'Oh, is it!" If he said that tea was cheaper, sb@ would scream.

Charley closed her eyes, immediately regretting wla¢ she had
snapped. He had irritated her from the moment ®fahniival, and it
wasn't getting any better. She didn't know what gspening to her.
And Greg said, sounding as if he were accusingoheomething
underhand, "You didn't tell me that Machado is@neenely wealthy
man.'

‘Should | have done?' Charley didn't know what Stlia's financial
status had to do with anything, and her blank esgiom seemed to
put him in a better humour.

'You need a keeper, sweetheart!" He beckoned titeryjaointed at
his empty cup, and instructédos, por favor,at the top of his voice,
as if the poor man were deaf, looking pleased withself as he
closed his phrase book. 'Of course you should haleme.' He
leaned over the table, his voice low, as if afadideing overheard. 'It
could make a considerable difference. Quite a deamnable
difference, in fact. You never told me much aboum;hl always
imagined him to be some type of hobo, one of tieaigow-paid. But
one glimpse of that house he lives in— the styldives in, if that
lunch was anything to go by, not to mention thetbat took me to
the hotel— got me thinking. So when | checked iRateption | got
talking to the head man—thankfully, he does haveneso
English—and made a few enquiries. Machado, it seésnmuch
respected hereabouts, owns one of the most fingnewaccessful
export companies in the country. You could claimniae fat
settlement--'

‘You think so?' Charley butted in bleakly. She msyer wanted
anything from Sebastian, only his love. As he hadrbincapable of
giving that, she wanted nothing.



'l don't just think so—I know so!" He scowled at tivaiter as he
brought the fresh tea to their table. ‘Good loroman, you could
have been receiving hefty maintenance paymentgdars! | don't
know why you separated—you never did tell me th@itte—but,

having met him, and knowing you as well as | dbstake my life on
its being all his fault.'

He pushed her tea over the table and she staiedratvning. She
didn't want it. And Greg was telling her, 'We'rargpto have to get a
good lawyer on to it the moment we get back to &ndl Forget
about a divorce this year—Iet him drag it out agglas he likes. | can
wait.' He ran an impatient finger round the insaddis collar. "We'll
both head home tomorrow and get wheels turningll Yake him for
every penny we can, and then some, and--'

'‘No,' Charley stated, her voice coldly emphatigvaht nothing from
him. Nothing." Not even his love- making? a snid#eli voice
prompted inside her head, and she shook it to dispaunwelcome
truth, and tried to concentrate on Greg. But notendtow hard she
tried she couldn't recapture that feeling of warompanionship.
How could she ever have contemplated marrying lidia? she really
been so lonely, so desperate for her own homegaerfamily?

Coming back to Cadiz, seeing Sebastian again, mgugebastian
again, had made her see herself and her relatpmsth Greg in an
entirely new light. Had opened her eyes to thétrut

The sexual magic, the feeling of being drawn tolamahd to just one

man, was still there, as undiminished and untaedisis on the day
she had first met her husband. And at some levagciousness she
must have known it, right from the moment he hagpiséd out of the

shadows in the great hall to meet her.

And there was more, she recognised with a sens$®mélessness.
She still loved him. She had tried to deny it, ltat else could



explain her acceptance of his insistence that tstyength him for the
period he had stipulated, the utter repugnancdedhas Greg made
his greedy plans to bleed the other man for alidnéd get?

Bleakly, she raised her eyes to Greg. He seemelettaving

difficulty keeping his temper. She wondered why firist marriage

had broken up, but wasn't interested enough tt¢otfind out. And

she repeated, knowing this was the end for theenetid of a cosy
and comfortable illusion, 'No.'

‘Now listen, sweetheart.! He was having to strugglesep his voice
calm, she noted dispassionately, wondering howvstssgoing to tell
him it was all over—the wedding plans, their hofasthe future.
Everything. In the end she didn't have to thinkwlitp because when
he fixed a smile on his face and told her, 'l kngw're the least
mercenary soul alive, and that's one of the thitwvgsalways admired
about you, but you don't want to be taken for &, fdo you? He owes
you, and I'm going to see you collect— you canlgdéave that side
of it to me if you're squeamish about it. Justkhohthe difference it
could make to our future,’ she replied, withoutihg\o think about it
at all,

'We no longer have a future together. I'm sorry.’

But she wasn't sorry. All at once she felt as lightair. Free. How
could she have ever believed they could have madmrdortable,
companionable life together when the very sightiof now put her
teeth on edge?

At the moment he was looking stunned, and Chawrdtytle first,
admittedly small, stirrings of self-disgust. Shaildohave broken it
more gently, with more kindness, could have remeatbeheir
former friendship and allowed it to soften hertatte.



Yet how could she tell him that the past few hduaid opened her
eyes to character traits that she had either osegldb or made
excuses for in the past? That she had finally $s@nfor what he
was: pedantic, mean and greedy? She wasn't prejopened him that
much.

'l don't know what you're talking about," Greg ethat last, looking
and sounding more annoyed than upset. 'Why showdnhave a
future together? That's what I'd like to know. We dave until ten
minutes ago!

'‘Greg..." Her fingers traced patterns on the tédullec'lt just wouldn't
work. Marriage. We don't love each other. We'd epanaking each
other miserable.'

Love had never been mentioned on either side. No¢.oThey had
just somehow—and inexcusably, she saw now—driftegd the

acceptance that they would marry when she was mag&e a life

together. She knew now that it could never be ehppgpbably not
for him and certainly not for her. Knowing what &xeally was, she
could settle for nothing less.

Greg snorted, his face going redder, 'And whenydid reach that
momentous decision? | thought you were adult, butrg acting like
a child. There's more to a successful marriagesbacalled romantic
love. It doesn't last, you know. And when it gosabat are you left
with? At least with us we know where we stand.|ésned forward,
making an effort to speak persuasively, tryingrtols. "We like and
respect each other, you know we do, sweethearth&/e common
goals in life. And when we're married there'll bletamore. Bed, for
instance. I'll make it nice for you...'

'‘Nice!" What she had so recently experienced with Selpasbald
hardly be called nice! Explosive, ecstatic, eartatsning ... but
certainly never as tame amsce'!



'‘And later on there'll be children, of course. Wé&ké two, wouldn't
we? And with a big fat divorce settlement we camtst family much
sooner than we'd originally planned--'

‘No!" Charley glowered at him, her face set. 'lmrgto have broken
it so suddenly, but that's all. Don't ask me td&ixpjust accept it. It's
for the best.’

'In whose opinion?' His lower lip jutted ominouslyours, of course.
And you don't have to explain. | can see it alhéfie was a white line
of temper around his mouth, but Charley faced hitage, his
disgust, because maybe she deserved it, or sorrat téast. 'Against
all my advice, you came in person to ask for a itigowhen
everything could have been handled much more sryotiittough a
solicitor. At the time | couldn't understand whyan now, though. |
didn't know he was as rich as sin. But you did. A&ad decided to try
for a reconciliation. Your earnings are nothingaiwte home about
and | could never give you the kind of lifestyle beuld. So you
chanced your arm. And he insisted you stay fomavieeks, or no
divorce in the immediate future—who's kidding whonYdu
probably refused to leave and he couldn't be beth&r throw you
out. But he will, make no mistake about that! Weald a man like
that want with a woman like you?' He pushed him&eHis feet, the
chair scraping over the paving slabs. 'When | trohkhe money |
wasted flying over here, thinking you might needphsorting him
out—not to mention the small fortune I'm going tvé to shell out
for that bloody hotel room!

He looked as if he were about to explode with fuyyt Charley
couldn't feel sorry for him. How dared he suggés'c lied about
Sebastian's stipulation? How dared he accuse hebeofg a
gold-digger? She stared at him with cold amber eyed said
dismissively, 'So bill me,’ and watched him stalkag in his



unsuitable clothes and wondered whether he'd fiadvay back to
his hotel through the warren of narrow streets. Aith't much care.

And felt blithely, wonderfully, ecstatically freédind for a while she
sat while the tea went cold, people watching, tpaid the bill and
wandered aimlessly through the ancient city, sapkup the
atmosphere. The streets were coming to life agla@nshutters of tiny
shop windows being rolled back, the buzz of thguibous Vespinos
filling the air, vendors plying their wares—fruin@ flowers and
vegetables—outside the huge covered market.

She was content, completely at home in the exatic she had
adopted as her own, shutting out all thought anthgiherself to each
passing moment until, eventually, as dusk closedsie found a
pavement cafe and ordered salad tmal

Everywhere was bustling, and Charley knew from egpee that

when the Gaditanos came out for the evening theyedtout. They
had an enormous and exuberant capacity for enjolyrAad she still

felt part of it. And at last, as so many of theesthdid, Charley
threaded her way through to the wide, elegant spoomenade and
walked until her feet ached, then leaned againstdbping that
topped the carved balusters and listened to thewlthdrawing sigh

of the sea as the spent waves sloughed back atjanstore.

The promenade was thronged with people enjoyingctdw dusk,
laughing and chatting in idly strolling groups, aswutidenly, for no
apparent reason, depression settled around hemlikeavy black
cloak.

She would have to return to England. There wasaean to stay. It
was immaterial now whether Sebastian agreed to/@ah or not.
She wouldn't be marrying Greg, or anyone. She woalcer be able
to love another man, not after Sebastian.



And had Greg been right? Had she insisted on flgingto see her
husband in person to ask for a divorce, actingrsgaall reason,
because she had been secretly yearning for a iéabon? Oh, not

for the mercenary reasons he had suggested, batuseshe still
loved him more than life? Had she never stoppethé¢pkim through

all those dark years of separation, even thoughl shed to convince
herself that he was guilty of a murder she had ydwanown in her
heart that he would have been constitutionally patde of

committing?

It had been such a stupidly histrionic smoke-sgraeahng the truth
that couldn't be borne: that he had chosen to nearyo get an heir
because the woman he really loved was incapaltiearfng children.

And that, at least, hadn't changed. He had takernstep by painful
step, through the time of his brother's tragic khedemanding to
know exactly what had been said. But he had satkimgpto refute
the accusation that at the time of their marriaaged during it, up
until—apparently—he had discovered how evilly Gliviad lied, he
had been deeply in love with the other woman, usieg plain old
Charley, in the cruellest way possible.

No, nothing had changed.

Tears suddenly filled her eyes and she blinked thermusly away.
And heard the slam of a car door, heard him calhbene, and turned
with misery clutching at her heart to face him.



CHAPTER SEVEN

HE was standing directly in the pool of light shed by af¢he many
ornate lamp standards that marched along the tothefstone
balustrade, the sleek black shape of the big Mexcdehind him.
And the light illuminated every hard line of higaaically beautiful
features.

'‘Get in.'

She'd be a fool to defy the harsh command, the hgralty
authoritarian gesture of his hand, and althoughutiexpected sight
of him meant her heart was thumping out of contand left her legs
feeling definitely unsteady, Charley walked to thaiting vehicle
with her head held high, not looking at him.

He said nothing as he slid in beside her and ghsgeloig car out into
the flow of traffic. But the stern remoteness &f siirong profile said
it all. Sebastian Machado was not amused.

She sat woodenly in the luxuriously upholsteredtfassenger seat,
staring ahead, seeing nothing. The shamefully \tntial recall of the
way they had been together in the sumptuous becedvavith the
hopeless knowledge of her love for him and theagat that she
must leave tomorrow morning, as early as posstid.she was glad
he was maintaining that simmering silence, becawsa if he had
spoken she wouldn't have been able to answer auhere

She badly needed to cry, but wouldn't let herdédt now. Time for
tears later, for regrets, for the self-indulgentalbthose endless 'if
only's. If only he had once loved her, seen hangthing other than a
healthy nubile body on which to get an heir, if yorle hadn't
obsessively loved Olivia and didn't still, in thi&dr core of his heart,
regret the inbred fierce pride that had forced honsever all



connections with the woman who had spread sucmiodiz lies
about him and the manner in which his brother had.d

But one thing was certain; tomorrow she would walay, and this
time the parting would be final. No second chanoesmore of the
secretly nurtured hopes she hadn't realised ske'd lharbouring, no
more illusions.

She would never see him again.

But she couldn't bear her final memory of him todoe of aching
silence. So she dragged in a tentative breath amstened her lips
and asked, just for something to say to breakdhesdful silence,
'How did you find me in all this throng? Or wasciincidence
because you weren't really looking?"

'l was looking.'

A sideways, flickering glance revealed the coldstvaf his mouth.
And something more: lines of strain cruelly illurated by
street-lamps and the light from the dashboard. fAkeld been
worried?

Scrub that!

Oh; why did she continually clutch at straws? Ohd seally and truly
enjoy the bitter taste of self-defeat? She knevh&e never cared
about her—and cared even less than ever now,tifateee possible.
So why the hell should he worry?

‘You shouldn't have bothered. It's not dreadfudlie) she returned
with a lightness that was hard to achieve, detezthito keep some
semblance of civilised intercourse during what nigstheir final few
minutes in each other's company.



But he, obviously, had no such scruples, becassedinte was a lash
as he threw at her, 'l bothered. I've been scouhiegtreets for hours
looking for you and Wilson. If I'd seen you togethevould have

known you weren't holed up in his hotel room, caigyon where

you'd left off with me. Do you make love to him thvay you made

love to me?' Not waiting for an answer to his hatefuestion, he

swung the big vehicle into a wickedly narrow straed snapped out
another. 'Where is he, anyway?'

Blood boiled in Charley's veins. Oh, what a bastaedwas! He
actually sounded as if he cared. But of coursedned; she deduced
ill-temperedly, putting the tips of her fingers terhemples, where a
niggling ache was beginning to pulse. If she aneg®rad been in bed
together he would have known his sly plans hadorked. So to hell
with civilised behaviour!

'On his way back to England, for all | know," sketorted bitterly.
'‘One way or another you've ruined our relationstsp't that what
you set out to do?'

There was a slight, almost imperceptible pausdf he needed a
fraction of time to assimilate what she had toldhhbefore he
admitted, 'Yes. But don't blame me. The fat man kisgown grave
all by himself." Then he continued suavely, 'l dynput him in a
position where his greed and mean-mindedness whiildyou

between your pretty yellow eyes.'

But you don't know the half of it, Charley decidgditing her teeth

together and closing her eyes wearily against daglache that was
getting steadily worse. She wasn't about to tet that Greg had
been practically slavering at the prospect of henging a fat packet
of alimony from him.

And she certainly had no intention of mentioning thkst of it. She
had spent a year of her life letting him know howam she loved



him, every glance from her adoring eyes telling ke was his—his
to trample on if he so pleased. And he had pleastedyoy, how he
had pleased! In retrospect her behaviour had bteriydemeaning.
She had been so unknowingly trampled upon thaia#g & wonder
she'd ever been able to scrape herself up ofidloe f

So never again. Never, never again would she gimetline smallest
clue to the way she really felt about him.

Jerkily, she expelled the breath she hadn't rehébke'd been holding
as the car drew to a halt on the main courtyarthefCasa de las
Surtidores. The tension headache which had bedmgeateadily
worse ever since she'd entered the car now begpoutad without
mercy. Yet, perverse devil that he was, Sebastemed totally
relaxed as he turned to her, sliding an arm albedack of her seat.

All that earlier hard-bitten annoyance had goneif séshad never
been, and his features, washed by the glimmeriggt lof the
courtyard lamps, were highlighted by that slow, ket smile of his.

She didn't trust him an inch. Or herself, when dwkéd at her that
way.

Twisting her head aside, she felt for the doorasde wincing as pain
stabbed through her temples, and scrambled otiedfdr, biting her
hp as she stumbled. And he was beside her in secand, even
though the slam of his door had given her warnmgnomentary
dizziness left her incapable of moving.

'‘Querida?' He was so very close. She could hear the soft dfiss
indrawn breath between his teeth, see the darkecomg his eyes as
he gently turned her to face the light, and sheeaunliherself for her
temporary weakness and him for the enormity oelasy charm.



She had meant to walk swiftly into the house, toroem, to start
packing ready for an early departure in the mornigt here she
was, a creature of no will and little substance, bedy weakly
craving the supporting strength and warmth of aisjost sagging
against him as he brushed the pad of one thumisathe hollow
beneath one of her cheekbones.

'So pale," he murmured softly. 'Are you ill, litfpegeon?”
'‘No.'

With an effort, Charley rallied. There was only mach she could
take without giving way to the degrading need & heer aching head
against the warm haven of his chest, anchor hes @mund his
spectacular body, then let the tears fall and sdee herself

completely to his will. The temptation was almosb tmuch to

withstand, but fight it she must, because if slimn'tlishe would find

herself blurting it all out, telling him she stibved him and always
would, begging for whatever crumbs he might be &blspare her.
Her mouth twisted with violent self- disgust.

‘A slight headache, nothing more." She stepped lksdksively,
creating an essential distance, then swayed dianillger feet as the
pain at her temples bit deeply, and he said somgthrofane in a
thick, dark voice and scooped her up into his aand strode
towardsthe house. And didn't stop until he hadhedcher room,
although she did register the terseness of hievasde barked out a
spate of staccato commands to Teresa, who mustbievehovering.

The sumptuous bed seemed to reach out to enfoldshbe gently
laid her down and removed her sandals, but shétdigmt him to
leave her and had to fight the desperate urgditbiocaback when he
straightened up and walked away.



This was simply awful, she thought miserably, om Ibhink of tears.
Why couldn't she stop loving the wretch? Why had sliowed
herself to get into such an emotional mess? Andecliherself all
over again for the sweet relief that flowed throwylery inch of her
body as he returned within moments.

'Lie still," he commanded softly as she tried t@éoherself up against
the pillows, desperately searching for the deteatom to tell him
she was fine now, just fine, and would he pleas@away. And he
calmly reinforced his instruction with the drift loing fingers through
her hair as he sat on the bed beside her. Hisralkesd her face, the
line of the frown between his eyes deepening gsrbe@uced a cool
damp cloth and gently began to wipe her forehead.

It was soothing, soporific, but she didn't dareaxehnd knew she was
right to stay on her guard when he informed helydf¥ou're
obviously not up to what | had in mind.' His wideslders moved in
a minimal shrug, his sensual mouth indenting at comer. 'But
tomorrow's another day, isn't guerida?'

She shut out the temptation of that gorgeous mbuthblosing her
eyes. And she wouldn't even think about whateverg he had had
in mind. And the quaver in her voice was the onl§ication that his
touch, the nearness of him, could affect her in\@ay as she came
back with, 'So it is. I'm leaving tomorrow, so ycan stop playing at
ministering angels and let me get on with my pagkin

He wouldn't force her to stay if her mind was mageWhy should
he? True, she had prevented him taking his attehgsduction to its
conclusion, but that would mean little or nothimghim. He could
take her or leave her; he wasn't that bothered.hbi® already
achieved what he'd admitted he'd set out to do ramued her
relationship with Greg; that was the important ¢hias far as he was
concerned, surely?



She had, albeit unwittingly, been the cause ofotieak-up between
him and Olivia when she had opened his eyes talidgisting lies

his lover had told in her successful attempt torigesf the unwanted
wife. So his revenge would have been complete vghetd told him

that she and Greg were no longer thinking of mgeiaAnd she

expected either an uninterested shrug or a blgulite offer to drive

her to the airport. But what she got was, "Youb®g nowhere unless
| go with you.'

And her head was aching too much to let her malkesanse of that,
and his fingers were still gently stroking her fogad, producing a
dreadful lethargy. And if he'd meant to say any en@xplain what
his motives were, he was interrupted by a knockherdoor.

It was Teresa, bringing warm milk and a bottle aingkillers, and
she peered at Charley then sniffed, "You missededirNo wonder
your head aches. You've no flesh on your bones s iThen to
Sebastian, 'And as for you, you should keep aibeye on her! I'll
bring up a tray. A nicéortilla, perhaps?’

‘That will be all, thank you, Teresa.' Sebastiargsith twitched at the
corners, his tone dismissive. 'lf tsenorarequires food I'll let you
know.'

'If? There should be no ifs about it! I'll...

But one warning glance from black ice eyes senthinesekeeper
stumping out of the room, knowing she'd gone aagashe dared and
resenting it. Charley bit worriedly at her loway,lknowing that after
that decisive dismissal Teresa wouldn't be backaSen only
tolerated the sharp edge of her tongue, her im@rée, as long as it
amused him and didn't go against his wishes. Andnbgathe
housekeeper popping in and out of the room wasvhat he had in
mind. For some suspect reason he wanted themdtmbe.



The very silence was terrible, the tension insider almost

intolerable, making her feel decidedly ill. But &sbhban seemed
unaffected. He was moving around the room withitlkdelent grace
that was such an unmistakable part of him, and stle# him a

venomous look, heaved herself up against the hepileds, and

swung her legs over the side of the bed.

Why couldn't he go away and leave her alone? ShidWeel better
if she could begin to unwind, and how could shegtopdo that while
he was around?

'‘Don't look so blighted.' The trace of husky amuseimn his voice
made her want to spit. What was so all-fired funny?

'You wouldn't be dancing around and grinning if ybfcad hurt,’ she
informed him, deploring the sulky, defensive note her voice,
peering at him through lowered lashes as he uncajyeebottle and
shook two tablets into the palm of his hand.

‘Take these. They might make you drowsy, but thggl rid of the
headache.' He passed her the glass of warm milkdeoped the
tablets into her other hand. 'Cheer up, | dontikhjou'll die quite
yet.'

'l am perfectly cheerful, thank you," she grumbledusing to rise.
And she swallowed the pain-killers with two guldsnalk. Drowsy

she could do without. She still had her packingdoBut anything to
get rid of him.

Charley put the glass down on the small silver,ttayt Sebastian
pushed it straight back into her hands.

'‘Drink all of it. Every last drop.'



Sighing, she lifted the glass to her lips again@mahed it. She didn't
feel up to fighting him, even though warm milk wqste definitely

her least favourite drink. He would stay exactlyandrhe was until
she obeyed him, in any case. Defiance simply feistke of it wasn't
worth the aggro. And he took the empty glass fran his smile

annoyingly smug, then turned her world upside-dasrhe bent his
dark head to lap the milky moustache from her ufiper

At the touch of his tongue against her skin evenye-end ignited in
a fever of spiralling response, her heart neargvhmg itself out of
her chest. He only had to touch her to send he¥. wihd all on their
own, her soft, quivering lips parted in blind, untting invitation,
wanting to feel the sweet invasion of his tongu&iragt hers, her head
whirling giddily with the sheer tormenting insistenof her need.

But he didn't take her mouth, and by the time shs aufficiently
back in control of herself to realise what he wamg it was almost
too late.

'Stop it—I can manage!'With a supreme effort, slapEed at the
hands that were deftly removing her blouse, butagsements didn't
falter as he disposed of the garment, his voicttla thicker and
slower than normal as he told her, 'Stop arguinsf, for once. Any
minute now you'll be out like a light. You might agell be

comfortable.’

He dealt quickly and efficiently with the front fasing of her bra and
slid the straps from her shoulders, his handsngligdilkily over her

almost unbearably sensitised flesh. And Charleyas#d her breath
on a slow, extended sigh and felt every last vestignerve-racking

tension leave her body, leaving her limply langusioher eyes
unguestionably dreamy as she glanced down at flee\pim globes

crested with rosy, tumescent peaks, then acrdss face.



He had hunkered down in front of her, and the hlddoded eyes
drifted with tantalising slowness from peak to peaken lazily
upwards to lock with hers. She could happily drawrthose eyes,
and she could see the tiny jerk of a muscle asite of his jaw, and
her lips parted with a knowing, gentle smile asdtopped dreamily
back against the pillows.

How wonderful if he were to make love to her likest when her
brain was too fuddled by the tablets he had giventd put up any
resistance. Her whole body had gone boneless,ngelraiting for

his possession. She closed her eyes blissfullyhifel lift her legs up
on to the bed, and made a tiny murmur of wantorigation deep in
her throat. She felt like purring, holding up hema to welcome his
embrace, but discovered she was too tired to moweszle.

She wanted to open her eyes when she felt the thg avaistband of
her skirt, but the lids were too heavy, and wherslie her briefs
down the length of her legs she knew her brain waapable of
raising any of those former, tiresome objectiond @elcomed the
knowledge, concentrating with every last scrap ef remaining
consciousness on savouring fully what he was atoodd to her, on
the possessive slide of his body between her wefgpthighs, the
hard weight of him pinning her to the mattress as stowly,
thrustingly, slaked his considerable passion withie moist sheath
of her body.

And then she felt the cool shock of silken shegairest her warm
flesh, the brush of his lips against her foreheam| experienced a
moment of blind, icy panic before she slid into ameciousness.

Someone was moving about the room, opening thedsyadmitting
the morning sunlight. Teresa, or Pilar. One ordtier.



Charley shifted comfortably in the sumptuous beae #as naked
beneath the silk covering. Frowning, groping fomamory that
seemed tantalisingly beyond her grasp, she wondsredshe had
got to bed. She could remember having the motherfather of all
headaches—all down to Sebastian, of course. Btle Iglse.
Except—oh, of course—Teresa had brought her sonrekgkers
and warm milk.

She shuddered, remembering the taste. The tablets mave been
pretty potent; she must have gone out like a ligrgwling between
the sheets, not bothering to tug her nightdress loeehead.

Not to worry; whatever Teresa had given her hacedba trick. She
felt absolutely fine now, fully rested. She woulet ger packing done
in no time at all; no need to dwell on the factttehe would be
leaving, and that there was definitely no comingkbthis time. No
point in allowing herself to get into a state owdrat was inevitable.

She pulled herself up against the pillows and vagdly still as she
heard him say, 'Awake at last? Good.'

Not Teresa or Pilar at all! Grabbing for the shehg tugged it up to
her chin, keeping it firmly there. And her eyes Wéce saucers as he
walked into her line of vision, collecting a freghse of the long-

stemmed white roses she loved from the top ofllacal

'For you. | picked them at dawn.' He put the bloamnghe bedside
table, his eyes liquid. 'How are you? | looked myou several times
during the night. You slept like a baby.'

'I'm fine, thank you.' The thought of him watchimgr while she slept
was unnerving. 'The roses are lovely.' A pity sloeiln't be here to
enjoy them. She gave him a brittle smile and aqidaatedly, 'lI'd like
to get dressed now.'



'Right." He had his hands on his lean hips, hi$ dented apart,
grinning down on her, looking amazingly boyish.

He could, or so it seemed, lop a good ten yearsisfige at will.
When she reached the age of forty she would vieghlienvy him
that ability. But by the time she was forty she Wioliave forgotten
his existence, or he would have become, at theleast, a dim and
distant memory, she reminded herself. And if heugfim she was
going to get dressed while he was in the same ro&ime glowered at
him, and he smiled right back at her and sat dowthe edge of the
bed.

'‘We'll spend the day in the mountains. You alway®yed doing
that.'

So she had. But mostly she had driven herself.ddeoinly made time
to take her once, and that during the very eanyg dd@their marriage,
part of a honeymoon that had lasted preciselydays before he had
immersed himself in his never-ending work. Her mouémt firm as
she recalled how she would return from those thgbling on and
on about what she had seen, where she had beang lagainst futile
hope that her enthusiasm might induce him to sparesome of his
precious time, repeat that solitary outing.

But she wasn't going to remind him of that. It wanit do to jog his
memory, let him know she had cared too much. Idistglae pointed
out, 'I'm going back to England today, if I'm im8 to get a flight.’

He didn't seem too perturbed at having his muchtéody offer
tossed back in his face. He simply tilted his headne side and gave
her the benefit of a long, warmly searching look.

'‘What's the mad hurry? You were prepared to spend Wweeks
here—you've got three and a half to go.'



True, but, crazy about him though she might be, slasn't
completely mad! She would never be able to hidefdelmgs if she
spent that much time in his company.

‘That was when | was anxious for our divorce tothmugh as
quickly as possible,' she pointed out in a stiffdivoice she hardly
recognised as her own.

He acknowledged her point with a dip of his disgfalty handsome

head and she watched him suspiciously, sure henidagy a smug

grin at her expense. But he was perfectly straigbéd when he met
her wary golden eyes and told her, 'l accept tNatw that the

putative second husband has left in what was piglaagtate of high

dudgeon, you're quite free to go whenever you plddswever...'

That look of bland innocence had never rung troegmen when she
had, figuratively at least, been in the habit ahdyon her back,
waving her arms and legs in the air, waiting for henmy to be
tickled like the silly bitch she'd been, whenevehlad appeared. And
now it made her fingers tighten on the jade sikketh, her eyes wide
and wary. But when he continued, 'A couple of ddgy won't hurt
you, surely? Look on it as a well earned holiday. dure we're both
adult enough to spend a little time together relgxvithout flying at
each other's throats,' she had to admit he was righ

Where was the harm? As long as she rememberetig¢hiad never
really cared for her, of course, and kept the dadatd truth of it well
to the forefront of her mind as an insurance ag&i@sown weakness
where he was concerned.

Besides, his earlier reference to Greg had madetveder if a hasty
departure was a sensible course to take. They riimghthemselves
returning on the same flight, occupying adjaceittseOh, heaven
forbid!



She would be running across him, inevitably, whiea eturned to
her job. It was a small community and she couldoyie to avoid him
forever. She wasn't a moral coward—at least shedopt—but he
would never accept that their marriage could néase worked, and
would always believe that she had treated him shaliioping for a

reconciliation with her estranged but wealthy husbdor purely

mercenary reasons.

And how he would gloat when her return to Englaedhdnstrated
his scornful warning that Sebastian would throw bet, because
what could such a man want with a woman like hé@\8ould have
to endure it, eventually—that and his sulks—but ro=fore

absolutely necessary.

'‘Agreed?’

The way his black eyes crinkled at the corners nmagharresistible,
but that had nothing to do with her decision, afirse it hadn't. And
just to show him she wasn't much bothered eithss, slae gave an
uninterested shrug of her slender shoulders ambhioh coolly, -
‘Very well. Just a couple of days. And the mourgaiould be nice.'

And she refused to look at him, staring with appafascination at
one of the bedposts, not moving a muscle untiekered himself off
the edge of the bed and walked out of the roormaeher, 'I'll have
the car waiting in twenty minutes.' A very fractadpause and then,
his voice deepening, 'l promise to give you a @daxetnember.’



CHAPTER EIGHT

A DAY to remember. Charley refused to think about thadlidn't
mean a thing. Sebastian had the unhappy knack kihga woman
feel special. A word or a look was all it took t@ke any female he
happened to be with, whatever her age or situae@has if she were
the only woman in the world. And as soon as sheowmasf sight he
forgot she existed, while she...

But she, Charley, had the benefit of experience.lew better than
to attach any significance to those melting lookshe words that
tripped so easily from his honeyed tongue.

After a quick shower she dressed in a pair of wakhed, well worn
loose-fitting cotton trousers and topped them véthong-sleeved
button-to-the-neck blouse. An adequate protectiomfthe burning
rays of the sun, not to mention Sebastian's bureyes.

Satisfied that the way she looked offered no pratioo whatsoever,
she caught up her shady-brimmed straw hat and lgeaibad went
slowly down the beautiful staircase, quietly coefitithat she would
be able to make the most of the unexpected holataly keep her
reactions to her husband firmly under control. Thaght even be
able to talk sensibly about the details of themow divorce, like the
mature adults they were meant to be.

Ignazia was on her hands and knees washing thenaaibte floor, so
it must be much earlier than she had supposed|e&ytginned down
at the ancient woman as they exchanged greetihgcé&@ne from the
hills and was as thin as a stick, but had enougnggnfor twenty.
Ignazia had boasted that her mother had lived solhendred and two
and that she fully intended to do better. Charfey,one, firmly
believed she would achieve her objective withoyttanuble at all.



'Ignazia, you do know that machines can be bougittware capable
of doing that job for you? You'd only have to prassvitch—nothing
to be frightened of, | promise." Sebastian appearnedhe vast
doorway, sunlight streaming in from the courtyashind him, the
warmth of his smile encompassing Charley as shieedihier way
carefully over the wet floor.

'Si, Don Sebastian, | do know.' Ignazia sat back on Hesls,
wringing her cloth over the bucket with steely wsis| also know
that no machine can do the work as well as |I. Wham dead and
buried you can buy your machine. And much happingsgit bring
you!'

'Grief!'

Sebastian held out his hand to Charley, his blgels elancing. And
she took it without thinking, enjoying this momeof shared
amusement, meeting his smile with one of her owneasuttered, 'l
am surrounded by stubborn old women! What is a mexe to do?'

‘You wouldn't have it any other way,' Charley clidem softly as
they descended the steps to the courtyard togekherfierce pride
and independence of these Gaditanos ran througty éxeel of
society; it was one of the things that made themyuey certainly
something that he, for one, wouldn't have any dbffie Which
explained why he tolerated Teresa's sharp tongdalafinite ideas
when a foreigner in his position would have bootet out for
insubordination years ago!

‘You are probably right,' he conceded, tuckingtreerd in the crook
of his arm. 'Teresa has packed us a hamper, &oddt we'd set out
early, before the heat becomes too fierce. Bubif'¢ like to have
breakfast first... ?'

'No, let's get moving.'



The holiday mood had infected her; she would havake care not
to lower her guard too much, she cautioned heeselhe saw her
settled in the comfortable passenger seat, takergelf firmly in
hand and merely nodding when he told her, with emkaflickering
sideways glance, 'We'll stop at one of the villafprscoffee; have
you any preference?"

'‘Not really. You choose. I'm in your hands." Whitadn't been a
particularly sensible choice of words, she grumhéeterself as she
felt her cheeks flame when she saw his lips twibctg, dark, strongly
marked brow arching upwards with hateful male snesgn

But to put him straight, tell him forcefully thahe hadn't meant it
literally, would only draw his attention to her tgion, and amuse
him no end. So she compressed her lips and st&iadhd ahead,
thankful that getting the big car through the narrstreets and
heading out of town took all his concentration.

Once-Dff the main roads and heading for the hlsarley relaxed. It
was impossible not to. The narrow road swooped ugsvi@ the blue
arc of the sky, and below them, in the river vallay one of the first
of the white villages, approached, as almost alwaysa fine old
stone bridge.

‘We'll try there,’ Sebastian suggested, turning ¢be on to the
descending track, and she was glad to agree, apickyng out the
details of the spire of the lofty church, the tlited cooking smoke
from the breakfasthurrosin the air.

And then, the car neatly parked in the squarehslkleto stop herself
forcibly from reaching for his hand as they wandetegether
towards a likely-looking cafe, their sauntering pess watched by a
handful of old ladies smothered in shawls who stangblink- ingly
from their doorways.



She loved the colourful vitality of this land. ltdught a lump to her
throat, a painful poignancy, because she knew sh#dmnever visit

again. In a couple of days she would be returrorgrtgland, starting
out all over again on the long and difficult roadself-sufficiency,

learning to forget Sebastian.

Stoically, she swallowed the lump in her throatteéBushe deserved
to allow herself to enjoy just this one day? Thayeldn't be any real
harm in it, not if she kept her head and didniwalher feelings for
him to get a look-in.

'‘Happy?' he asked gently as he led her to one=aftbles outside the
cafe and saw her settled. Dressed in pale greyoshamd a loose
black shirt, he looked spectacular. But then heagéadid, whatever
he wore. It was nothing new.

Dragging in a long, steadying breath, she toreelyes from his and
gave him a brief nod. Yes, she was happy. For tbmemt. For as
long as she forgot who he was, what he had medm@riavhat he still
meant to her. As long as she concentrated on meywsulings, she
was happy.

'‘Good.' The warmth of his eyes, the lilt of hisslipold her he'd taken
her admission at face value, never guessing thectems she placed
upon it. But that wasn't important.

As he ordered coffee arhurrosshe simply relaxed and soaked u
the atmosphere, timeless in spite of the odd trackiwo, the
ubiquitous motorbikes, with the cobbled streetsifiag out from the
square with its crumbling architecture, the stanentain surrounded
by chattering women in the centre. And flowers gwérere—in
urns, in billowing gardens, hanging from balconi@s, patios
glimpsed through the grilled doors of the largeuses. And the
grocer's shop with its hanging hams and garlicsausages. And old
men playing dominoes in the dim recesses of the loafind them...



‘Shall we move on?' His quiet voice was in tuné\wgr mood. They
hadn't exchanged above half a dozen words as tpleakfasted
on strong blackcafe soloand churros—ings of batter fried in
smoking hot oil and coated with sugar—but the séehad been
comfortable.

Licking the last grains of sugar from her fingeske stood up and
waited while he paid the bill, and as they-strolbsetk towards the
car he slipped an arm around her waist and drewlbse to his side
and she didn't object, simply allowed it to happen.

Pushing him away, telling him to keep his handsitoself, would

strike a sour, contentious note. She didn't waat tRot today. She
wanted today to be perfect, a thing apart, picked foom the

thousands of flawed hours they had spent toge®@mething to
remember with affection and gratitude down throtighyears.

And she was glad she had made no objections when hbaded
deeper into the hills. The atmosphere in the ca mallow, curling
around them both, drawing them together with a lgentzy
insistence that was difficult to deny. And herstat happiness was a
thing of vibrant flamboyance, beating wildly insitler as they left
the car at the end of a stony track and, carnyjreghamper between
them, ambled slowly onwards and upwards to whezestbne crags
met the brazen blue sky and kites hovered on #rnidls, watching
them.

Then down by unspoken consent, down towards awafoserdant
green on the banks of a bubbling trout stream. Selmatook her end
of the hamper, standing aside to let her scramb¥endthe narrow
track, following sure-footedly despite his burden.

'Here, | think.' He put the hamper down in the ghafla cork oak, a
stone's throw from the stream, and Charley floppeds-legged on
to the springy grass, flapping her hat in fronhef face to create a



breeze. 'Wine?' he asked, and she nodded, nohtpakhim, because
he was too sensational. He hurt her heart.

But that was idiotic. The whole point of today veasply to relax and
enjoy, and that meant not allowing him to affeat nefusing to allow
herself to remember...

Teresa had done them proud. There were two battlesite wine,

which Sebastian immediately took down to the cohltens of the
mountain stream to cool, leaving her to rummagerebe other
goodies: wedges of colortilla a la espaholathe thick golden egg
and potato cake, chunks of home-made bread wrapped white

linen napkins, covered bowls of several differealigious salads,
luscious fresh fruit, olives and crystal glasses...

'‘Now | know why the hamper weighed a ton!" Shemgohup at him

as he loomed above her. But the sparkle left hes;eshe felt it go,
knew she must look wary now. More than wary. Beeduws looked

dangerous and piratical, a lock of black hair tuntplover his

forehead, hands on his hips, his bare feet plaapad, the bottoms of
his trousers rolled up to just below his kneesplits of stream water
glistening against his skin.

Damn! Her entire body was responding to his posexuality, her
breasts peaking, fire licking her thighs. Oh, dathwhy did it have
to be like this?

Concentrate on the food, on eating, she instruoteskelf. He was on
the grass beside her, thankfully oblivious of tre/\she felt, forking
selections of good things on to two china plates.

But no, the narrow-eyed look of frank and slow assent he gave
her when she took the plate he offered with a hdvad shook
disgracefully told her he wasn't oblivious at 8lut, to give him his
due, he didn't attempt to capitalise on her weakr@mply watched



from lazily hooded eyes, which meant, of courd@at'she couldn't
eat a thing.

'l rather think we might be ready for the wine, dgou?' Not waiting
for an answer, he loped back to the stream andneduwith one of
the bottles. 'The water's icy, so it should be emaugh now.’

The words were prosaic enough, as were his actwitls the
corkscrew. But there was nothing prosaic at alluabihve soft
sensuality of his voice, the way he looked at hemade her heart
leap wildly beneath her breastbone, as out of obas her pulses.

Her mouth was drier than a desert, and she toogl&#ss he held out
to her and drained half the contents in one gulp.

‘You needed that.' His smile told her he knew dydiw she felt, the
slow, lazy burn deep in his eyes conveying thermédion that he
was content to wait for what he no doubt deemedirkeitable.
Sebastian was no callow youth with no finesse amt éess control.
Not for him a quick tumble on the grass...

So it was up to her to let him know he was mistakeasn't it? That
nothing was inevitable...

Charley drank the rest of the wine and held outglass to him,
saying with quiet defiance, 'l was thirsty, yestHags I'll be able to
eat something now.'

An olive. Just a single olive. Her throat closedatithe mere thought
of trying to swallow anything else. It was shamiB@e couldn't have
better told him the way he made her feel if shbatwused it from the
hilltop.

She was actually quivering, and hated herselfdacting to him this
way, and she fully expected him to make some corhroanher



obvious state of aroused awareness, but all hevasdrefill her glass
then lie back on the sun-warmed grass, his arnteedobehind his
head.

Which gave her some breathing space.

But she couldn't bear to look at him. The temptato stretch out
beside him, to wriggle close to him and await theliatbus
consequences, was far too great. Self-control weasled, as never
before. She really shouldn't have agreed to come.

Sensibly, she turned her back on him and, not ssilslg, sipped at
her refill until the glass was empty and her head Wweginning to
spin. Risking a glance over her shoulder, shelpugtass down near
the hamper. He seemed to be asleep, dark lashgsrelaixed
crescents, his wide chest slowly rising and falling

The moments of very real danger had obviously phsse had
known how he affected her, been fully aware thatdakonly needed
to touch her to set her on fire with a desire tmatidn't be contained,
yet he hadn't bothered. It hadn't been worth tfartef

And that was a relief, wasn't it? Yes, most celyainwas! And her

heart wasn't twisting with pain. Of course it wash'was just the
effects of two glasses of wine, taken too quickind the sun was
burning down, and with a whimper she didn't eventdar explain

away to herself she shifted further into the shaflthe cork oak,
swallowed the ridiculous lump in her throat, andediup against the
grass, making herself relax.

Gradually, the sweet silence and emptiness of dhéscape, the
warm, aromatic scent of rosemary, thyme and lavendenbined

with the unbelievable headiness of a million wilomfers, began to
soothe the ambivalence of her emotions, helpingdenake some
sense of them. Yes, she wanted Sebastian's lovegaktil the need



was a physical pain inside her. But she wanted nsarenuch more.
Wanted his love. And he couldn't give her that. ¥heeft her with
nothing.

No, not nothing, she corrected herself drowsillefither with safety.

Being safe from the pain he could dole out waslal needed, she
consoled herself, slipping over the edge into sleepalling just
fleetingly as she dropped the way he had undrdsseldst night, the
way she had felt. She had forgotten the incidemblacked it out of
her mind. But she was glad it had surfaced nowolald help her
hide her feelings more securely in the little tineey had left
together, and it meant that the danger from hinmvéso great.

He could have made love to her all night. No probl&he had been
more than willing. He must have had some inklingek/? He was a
very experienced male animal. But he hadn't bothé#e had always
been able to take her or leave her. Where she wmsemed his
emotions had never been involved...

And her last thought, before sleep finally clainfet, was .that she
had a lot to be thankful for. It would have beea bmumiliating for
words if he had realised just how very much shewaadted him to
make love to her. How she had actually expect¢al itappen. And
maybe, just maybe, he had merely thought that ste#ted out,
drugged to the eyeballs by whatever was in thosenpainkillers.
She took what comfort she could from that...

Idly, she brushed the insect away from the curvénef cheek. It
didn't budge, simple renewed its aggravating, falight attack.
She grumbled sleepily and turned on her side, bungthe exposed
skin of her face into her arms.



Tenaciously, the wretched thing walked over theenafther neck. A
skin covered with unsightly red bumps would besak would have
to show for her stay in Spain, she thought irrgablauling herself
back to full consciousness, twisting on to her lagekn and opening
her eyes to find Sebastian sitting on the groursideeher, his knees
drawn up to his chin, a long feathery grass daggbetween his
fingers.

'Oh, how hilarious!" she said with grumpy sarcabkatjng the way

her stomach jolted inside her at waking to findsk#rthe object of
his amused attentions. But he just smiled at het, glow, knowing

smile that sent her pulses haywire and made hatlboeme in little

jerks, making her breasts rise and fall too rapiglshing against the
thin cotton of her blouse.

And he just watched her as she scrambled up teebeand brushed
stray pieces of dried grass from her crumpled ®mys his

half-nooded eyes never leaving her face. And slieedlright back at
him; he was making her very uneasy. He was godtiaét he didn't

even have to think about it. He just did it.

She dragged her eyes away and swivelled roundharasked, his
voice hoarse and sexy, 'Where are you going?'

‘To cool off." To give herself a little breathingage. To wake up
properly. To clear her head and find the abilitptetend. Pretend she
was in control of the situation. Pretend they wemnply two
acquaintances who were enjoying a break together.

On the banks of the stream she removed her caheas 2nd rolled
up her trousers and stepped into the water. Itlesviaround her
calves and was icy-cold. Just what she needed. Amdvaded a little
way downstream, taking care because the flat raek® slippery
beneath her feet, and then froze, her stomacimgoltwhen his dark
voice came from right behind her.



'Be careful. The rocks can be treacherous.'

Charley turned very slowly, forcing herself to fauen. She hadn't
expected him to follow her, but she could handldtiheedn't be a
problem.

He towered above her, of course, and the breadils @houlders cut
out the sun. And he was grinning, his teeth verytevhgainst the
tanned olive skin. A warm breeze winnowed softlgiothe hillside,

coming from the south. It lifted the silky soft blkastrands of his hair,
and she had an overpowering urge to run her fintpgoigh it, to

revel in the vital texture, touch the warm, hardé® of his skull.

Oh, God, will it never end? she thought wildly bs tntense pain of
loving him cut through her, making her bite dowmchan her soft
lower lip, stepping back from him abruptly, her tfesfiding from
under her on the slippery surface of a submerged. rAnd she
screeched with shock as she sat down in a greatshhaf spray, the
icy water up to her waist.

Trust her! she derided, mortified, taking no corhfosm his obvious
concern as he took her hands in his and gentlyedehér to her feet.

‘Have you hurt yourself?’

He lifted her by the elbows and set her on the bank she denied,
pouting, ‘No.' Only her dignity. At the moment $bk numb from the
waist down, but that was only the effect of thedamlountain water.
Tomorrow she would be covered in bruises and nmglket to take a
cushion wherever she went. But for now, 'No," gpeated, pushing
at his hands. 'You can let go of me. | don't intendive an encore.’

'I'm glad to hear it. A repeat performance wouldet nearly as
amusing.' His black eyes crinkled at her, and et mouth twitched
in unwilling response, and he said, putting hehtrigack on her



guard, '"You'd better take those trousers off. Sptham out in the
sun; they'll be dry in no time.'

'I'd rather not.' She sounded prim, she knew sthebdit what did that
matter? No way was she going to prance aroundant fof him
wearing a lacy pair of really rather skimpy briefs.

It wasn't that she didn't trust him. He'd had Imarcce last night and
hadn't taken it, which meant that either he wasmdrested or he
wasn't as astute at reading her feelings as siaglimed. No, it was
herself she didn't trust.

But she couldn't tell him that. Couldn't tell hihat if she got herself
all wound up she could end up making him an offemmght stir

himself to accept— despite the fact that he'd diretaken his

planned revenge and ruined her relationship witgGr

And then where would she be? More besotted than thespain of
parting, of the coming divorce, doubly intolerable.

'‘Don't be pigheaded, Charlotte. There's no onedqeu.' His fingers
were at the waistband of her sodden trousers ablestcurled against
the suddenly quivering flesh of her stomach as heiaked the

dripping tails of her blouse.

‘There's you,' she pointed out, her voice mortglgrunsteady, but he
merely smiled the slow, secretive smile that turinedbones to water
and her brains to mush, and began, methodicallyntoutton her

blouse, and told her,

'l've seen you in much less; last night—remembeod?méntion the
most recent occasion.' The buttons parted fronr teshorage. He
slipped his hands beneath the cotton and cuppeshtbeth curve of
her shoulders. 'You can't deny | behaved perfectlydidn't
touch—well, not as much as | would have liked tavill admit |



looked.' He slipped the blouse down her arms and trop to the
ground, his eyes dropping too, to the pouting géobieher breasts,
the taut peaks only too clearly visible through fitagjile covering of
lace.

He was mesmerising her. The touch of his eyes &s dhazed her
swollen, inviting breasts was sending her wild,rgtheng inside her
going haywire, in spite of all her good intentions.

And at last, at long last, those dark eyes liftethér mouth and she
caught the brilliant glitter beneath the heavy ,liasd her lips parted
on a gasp of submission that was as old as Evettadlitter
intensified, just briefly, before he dipped his tieand slowly, oh, so
erotically, circled her lips with his tongue, meising them for her,
before he bent to suckle her through the strailang, and she heard
him mutter thickly, heard him above the incrediptainding of her
blood, 'l am your husband, Charlotte. Entitled dach as well as
look.'

Oh, God! she cried in silent anguish as the pleaguain of what he
was doing to her intensified until she almost sabalud with the
glory of it. Why did he have to remind her?

Legally, he was still her husband, but not in aegl Isense. Could it
be that his need for revenge was still unsatisfiedt he meant to
enslave her all over again before cutting her étilife? Could he
be that arrogant, that cruel?

But her fingers were frantically twining in the ¢kidarkness of his
hair, as if they had a mind of their own, her h#ladg back on the
arching column of her slender neck, and all shédcoanage was a
disgracefully husky reminder, 'We're getting divemtc

'Who said so?' He didn't even lift his head. He sfesking all over as
he dropped to his knees and dragged her soddergersown from



her hips. And she knew his control was going aselséed the hard
angle of his cheek against the dark curls thateml/ber sex, a fierce
possessive pride in his voice as he demanded,. 'B&ayny wife
again, Charlotte.'

Stay? She went very still, every sense on red.dtertould be too
easy to agree. Far, far too easy. But she woul@mput herself
through that again. Never.

Going for weeks, hardly seeing him at all. Just dkeasional late
supper together. Lying alone in that great big leahdering if he
would come to her. Pathetically eager when he diding and
anxious through all those long, lonely nights whiea didn't.
Knowing he didn't love her, distressingly aware ther love for him
had made her a slave. A doormat.

'‘No!" Gathering strength from somewhere, she pushedaway.
‘And please don't touch me! | won't stay and goujh all--'

'‘Bastante!'He had gone beyond listening to anything she nigkie

to say. He caught her round her knees and tumldetbhthe grass,
his big body pinning her to the ground, one ofkmgses wrenching
her thighs apart, his mouth cruel as he draggedthrs off in one

violent, ripping movement. 'You drive me wild arieeh say "Don't
touch"! Do you want me to lose my reason?'

'‘No.' Her breath was coming in ragged gasps, baitnsét the wild
blackness of his eyes bravely, begging him, 'Damthis, Sebastian.
Please don't do this.'

‘Do what?' His mouth curled in bitter contempt. Kddove to my
wife?'

But it wasn't love. Just rampaging lust. He wasused beyond
control, and she had never seen him like this leefde had always



been so much in command of every situation, dfialemotions. She
couldn't bear to see him like this, as if he weee@ subjected to
some kind of excruciating torture.

She had left him unsatisfied on the afternoon wdrenhad left him to
go and find Greg. And now she was doing it agalrer€ was only so
much a virile male could take. And it was as muehfhult as his, she
thought bleakly as she watched the battle goinij tiis fiery eyes.

She shouldn't have let him touch her, allowed lu&/gr over her
senses to take control away from her mind. Andladl wanted to do
now was comfort him, wrap her arms around him aiidhim she

loved him, that there would never be, could neeg@mother man for
her. She had gone down that road and it had ladiad end.

But she didn't dare. She couldn't. She couldn'hpuelf through all
that again. Not even for love of him. She woulduies herself for the
rest of her life if she did.

And she recognised the precise moment when thie lveds won. If
this cold, empty nothingness could be called wignin

His mouth compressed, his eyes mirroring his monwnteep
self-contempt, before he moved away from her, reacfor his torn
shirt and dragging it over his shoulders as heisaaccold, hard voice
that made her shake inside, 'I'll ask one more.tAne you willing to
put the misunderstandings of the past aside agdwstia me? As my
wife? Think about it, for a moment.'

She didn't need to be told that he would neverhaskagain. It was
there in every tautly held muscle of his proud mése body as he
moved away to repack the hamper, giving her tinmel when the last
strap was buckled he picked up her scattered algtisioming to her,
helping her to her feet, into the damp garmensshands surprisingly
gentle.



But he didn't look directly at her. Not once. Anttem he said, his
voice tight, 'Well? Do | have an answer?' her hdarthed
sickeningly and she wondered, just wondered.. i®Was out of the
equation now. Maybe he still missed the woman wdbdo obsessed
him, mourned her in the dark, secret core of hath&ut Olivia had
earned her banishment by lying as she had. Oligisidwnever have a
place in Sebastian Machado's life again. Whichtheftother thing...

'You want children?' It came out sounding flatealty defeated. But
she had to know. If he felt he needed her for atb@sons, rather than
simply that of getting an heir, then there mightdmmehow, a chance
for them...

For a moment there was a flicker of something elydunreadable in
the dark, burning intensity of the eyes that at lasked with hers.
And then it was gone, leaving them flat and blagid his voice was
unkind as he gave her the answer she had expestpdfdher heart.

'What else?"

She turned away, desperately fighting tears thehssaoply, with a
strange dignity that surprised her, 'I'm sorry.'r&corry than he
would ever know. '‘But the answer's still no.'

And he returned, with a stiff, prideful courteswatimade her blood
run cold, 'As you wishsenora As you wish.'



CHAPTER NINE

‘No, | haven't a thing for you,' Freda stated deelg, drumming her
fingers against the polished top of the desk. 'Andn't have for at
least another two weeks.'

Charley leaned back in the high-backed wooden @tagss the desk
from her aunt's padded swivelling thing and metdbel grey eyes
with a very slight sigh.

‘What's this all about, Freda? You're always complg you haven't
enough first-class temps to satisfy all your woutdebents. Are the
customers all deserting you in droves?'

If they were, then she would have to register airtbther agency, just
for the time being, until things looked up again b didn't seem
likely. Freda's agency was highly successful.

But Charley needed her work like a junkie needfx, @and she tilted
one eyebrow across the desk space, waiting for skime of
explanation.

The years hadn't softened Freda. There was no wamtihe severe
cast of her features, framed as they were by thsieeely sculpted
iron-grey hair, but there was a note of rough, a@imgrudging
affection ill the other woman's voice when sheestatYou need a
holiday. That's what this is all about. You havéat a break since
you joined me in June. Which wouldn't be anythiograke a song
and dance about in normal circumstances, | grant 8he pressed
the buzzer of the intercom on her desk and demaadey of tea.

'‘But have you looked at yourself recently? You ltkk death.'



'Oh, what rubbish!" Charley unclenched her handsdasped them
lightly together on her lap, forcing herself toavel 'I'm as fit as a
fiddle. Besides, hard work never hurt anyone.'

Hard work was all she had—that and her long-temn pbr survival.

"'l agree with you on that." Freda permitted ke#ra very small

smile. 'After all, I'm living testimony. Howevet.She dipped her
head in acknowledgment as Ruth, her secretary,adalk with the

requested tea-tray, waiting until she left befaetmuing, 'But then |
don't tie myself in painful emotional knots oveman. I've got more
sense and more respect for my mental energies, Rowtd you,

please?’

‘You've got a nerve!' Charley spoke lightly, bueshas seething
inside as she got up to pour the tea. What did eFketbw about
emotional knots? She had never loved anyone ohengyin her life,

apart from the agency she'd built up from scratch.

‘At my age I'm entitled to speak my mind.’

Was that a glint of humour in the steel-grey ey@k&rley couldn't be
absolutely sure, but she handed her aunt the telatana cup and
saucer more graciously than she had previouslyrfelined to.

‘And to my mind you're heading for some kind of gibgl
breakdown.' The grey eyes followed her niece ast@ble her own
cup and resumed her seat. And as Charley openeddwh to pour
scorn on that opinion she overrode her strondlyyél are to stick to
our original plans, then | need you strong andthgahot coming
down with every bug and virus going the rounds thister. The
cottage is empty now, and two weeks of fresh alin wothing to do
but relax and build yourself up with good wholesofmed should
help, don't you think? You look as if you havetesn a square meal



in months. You can take my car. | can manage piyfeecll with
taxis.'

Two weeks without work to occupy her mind would Hedl. She
wouldn't go. And she pointed out tartly, 'A forthigwithout any
earnings is not what | need, thanks all the same. khow how hard
I'm saving.'

‘Then you'll have to agree that a few months offalose of ill health
during this coming winter—flu, colds, sheer exharst-won't help
your bank balance either," Freda came back withikierlogic.
'‘Besides, it's not as if either one of us wantsxpects you to buy into
partnership with me tomorrow. It will take time fgou to learn all
the ropes. At the moment you're getting to know btodeal with our
regular clients—and you haven't been thrown inélitm's den with
the more ogrish of them yet, my dear! Then, of seuthere will be
the administration side of it. Quite a headaclassure you. Do | have
to go on?'

Not really.

As soon as she had returned from Spain she hactdosat notice to

Dev. It hadn't been because she'd felt unablec® @eg; she wasn't
that much of a coward. But she'd needed a biggaterige, to earn

more than she could at the complex. Her future trsgletch emptily

in front of her, but she might as well make it asnéortable as

possible, and as challenging.

Asking Freda for help hadn't been easy. She hadrragyproved of
her marriage to Sebastian and had made no bones séyng as
much. She had been supportive when the marriagditwden up,
making sure she finished her training, puttingfoeward for the job
at the complex. But she had been coldly, increcgsjoangry when
she'd learned that Charley planned to ask Sebdstiandivorce in
person.



But Charley had swallowed her pride. What was thatpof having
an aunt who was in a position to help and not gsiishe would put
her on her books, arrange temping jobs for her?

And so, when her notice had been worked out, Chaalkeher aunt's
invitation, had spent a few days with her, stayatgher flat in

Harrow, to discuss the possibilities. And Freda agceed that yes,
she could help, that the remuneration from tempuag excellent.
But why didn't Charley consider saving hard anteraghe'd learned
the business from top to bottom, buying a full parship in the firm?

It had seemed like a good idea. It still did. Al svas saving every
penny she could towards her future, against thesdayvould need to
take out a bank loan to buy into the business.

‘Well?' Freda looked pointedly at her watch.

Charley heaved a sigh and faced up to the immegratdem. If her
aunt had decided she needed a holiday, then theudwe no
changing her mind. Whatever happened, she cowapéct to be
working for the next two weeks. She shrugged, aoogjit as a fact
of life, but not having to like it. 'If you insistake time off, | will. But
| don't fancy going to the cottage. Not at thisdiwf the year. I'll
probably redecorate the bed-sit.' Said to annoyickvit did.

‘Then you're more of a fool than | took you forte@fa stood up,
terminating the interview. 'The weather can be lpws the Welsh
coast in October, and the cottage is centrallydteats you know. But
if you'd rather grub around in that horrid littleape of yours..." She
dragged open a drawer in one of the filing-cabinétyou change
your mind, let me know and I'll give you the keyake the tray with
you on your way out.'



Getting used to driving her aunt's car wasn't dlera; she had used
it to pick up and deliver Freda's weekend grocdrms time to time.
And finding her way to the tiny Welsh coastal \gkawas no hassle
because she'd got an excellent road map on thergpessseat beside
her.

The real problem was how to endure the empty twek&ehead,
how to deal with the lack of mental occupation with her aching
regret over Sebastian flooding in to fill her head mangle her heart.

Her original decision to redecorate the bed-sit-ached on an
Impulse as a way to let Freda know she couldntatido her—had
been a non-starter. It was, as her aunt had pomige horrible little
place. No amount of redecorating could make itlaetyer.

It Wasn't a home, just a place to sleep. There veaisly room to
move. But she had taken it because it had beepclatting her save
more of her income, adding to what remained ofgagents' legacy,
which hadn't been large to start with, the outstamdnortgage and
solicitor's bills swallowing up the bulk of it. Anblecause she had
balked at the idea of taking up Freda's offer &f thore or less
permanent use of the spare room at her flat. Shended some
independence. But two weeks holed up there, orower, dabbing
paint around simply to let her aunt know she didehsome freedom
of choice, had seemed, in the end, pretty stupid.

So she was going to have to rusticate and makedkeof it. And
perhaps her aunt was right; perhaps loads of f@skould help her
sleep. She hadn't been sleeping properly, or easing admitted,
since she'd left Cadiz on the day following thaeéfial picnic in the
hills.

But how much fresh air and exercise would it taiestop those
haunting dreams? Every night she relived theirl famnfrontation,
his stiff, ungiving silence as he'd driven her baxkCadiz.



And when she'd finally swallowed the pride that Hacted her to
hide her feelings from him because she couldn'e taky more
humiliation, and plucked up the courage to exphanrefusal, to tell
him she needed the love he was unable to givehedradn't wanted
to listen, blocking off her first halting words Wit stiff, unyielding,
'‘Don't waste your breath. There's nothing moredcéhid. It is all
over.'

They were the last words he had ever spoken toykeishe would
hear them in her dreams, night after endless niggathad left her at
the house, no explanations, and by the time sk#'dor the airport
on the morning of the following day he had stilt neturned.

The customary lump that clogged her throat wheneler was
unguarded enough to think of him made her swallowfiérce
self-disgust. She had to get over him, forget himme 8ad to! She
couldn't wallow in misery for the rest of her life.

Besides, it was a beautiful autumn day, the skspcand blue, the
trees already beginning to turn colour. And shediadys loved the
sea. She hadn't seen Freda's cottage before, @ seen
photographs. Her aunt had bought it a few yearsfaga future
retirement home, letting it out during the summeonths to
hand-picked tenants, visiting it occasionally hirfex a few days at
a time.

Charley found it easily enough from Freda's dedaitestructions.
Approached by a narrow stone bridge, dripping with the cottage
lay at the end of a track, surrounded by woodlantiehead of the
narrow valley that ran down to the coast.

The sea-front and village were a twenty-minute veallay, Freda had
told her. There was a shop where she could but fiesd, and the
Evanses, whose farmhouse abutted the road opplositeidge and
the turn-off for the cottage, would sell her ak tinesh eggs and milk



she needed. And if anything went wrong—blockedrdraproblems
with the electricity supply, anything at all—shesata contact them.
They were a very obliging family.

How obliging, she discovered as she parked hetsacat in front of
the cottage at the side of a battered Land Roveedmed odd that
there should be anyone around; it was such an etiteeforld sort
of place, and there was a slight frown betweerekies as she slid out
of the car and closed the door behind her. Walkoogd to the rear to
open the boot and heave out her case, she heardttage door open
and a woman's cheerful voice call out, 'Gwilym wilid that for you.
It's Charley, isn't it?' She bustled down the patshort round woman
wearing a faded, flower-print overall on top of artsknd jumper.
‘Your aunty phoned this morning to let us know yeere coming.
I've brought up eggs and milk and some of our owmdrcured
bacon, and turned on the immersion and centralrfggatady. And
Gwilym, my eldest, put a load of logs in the shete-hights get
chilly and an open fire's more company, isn't it?'

Charley assimilated the barrage of information, $marle growing
wider by the moment, and when she took the wonmoféered hand
she said, "You must be Mrs Evans.'

‘We don't stand on ceremony round here. Call megyejow
where's that boy of mine got to?'

On cue, a youth strode along the flagged pathi¢idato the back of
the squat, stone-built cottage. He would be abmliteen, Charley
guessed, not tall but stockily built, with friendblue eyes in an
attractive, nut-brown face and short, crinkly brolair. He carried
her case and the carton of essentials she'd brautfhher—just tea
and coffee and a selection of tinned foods—into ¢b#age, and
Charley locked the car and followed, Peggy, chaigenineteen to
the dozen, bringing up the rear.



Gwilym was promptly despatched upstairs to take ¢hse, and
Peggy led the way to the kitchen, where she fillexlelectric kettle
for tea, told Charley whereto find everything, éban to unpack
the carton of provisions.

‘You won't get far on this lot,' she remarked, ipgtbway the few tins
in one of the cupboards. "Your aunty said you neééeeding up and |
can see she was right. That's the trouble witls ¢pday— they don't
think they look right unless they're a bag of bdreshould have
brought up one of my fruit cakes. Tell you whatywdon't you have
supper with us? We're having steak and kidney mggdith apple
crumble for afters. Gwilym could come for you ab@amnd seven and
bring you back later. You can manage that, canlt @wilym? You
weren't planning on going out later? Mind you, evieyou were,
Dai—he's my husband,' she explained to Charleyyldveee you
home safely. It's a law-abiding part of the worldt you can never be
too sure, can you? And | promised your aunty |'elkkan eye on you.'

'I'd be pleased to," Gwilym affirmed shyly, whendwoeild get a word
in.

He was hovering in the open kitchen doorway, andrléky, putting
the cups and saucers out on the kitchen table fisalky, 'It's a kind
offer, Peggy, but I'll be spending the eveninglisgttin and getting
my bearings. And I'll probably have an early nigGhe reached the
jug of milk from the fridge and poured the tea.WNloow much do |
owe you for the food and logs?’

Already she was feeling swamped, the small kitchreade
claustrophobic by Peggy's endless chatter and Gvwglyjhovering
silence, the way he watched her every movement whthse
crinkling, twinkling eyes.

'‘Nothing,' Peggy dismissed the offer of paymenting) down to her
cup of tea. 'I've got an arrangement with your au@wilym and |



see to the place—he looks after the garden anddeussuff and |
keep the inside tidy. | clean up when her holidaants leave, see the
electricity's off, turn off the water and drain thges before winter
sets in. She settles up at the end of each moutistamade a point
of asking me to see you supplied with things topeyour appetite.’
She stirred her tea furiously, as if regretting tdek of sugar. 'l do
wish I'd thought to bring that fruit cake. We collave had a slice
with our tea; it would have gone down a treat.’

Any moment now, the obliging Gwilym would be seattling down
the track in the Land Rover to fetch the regreitalle. Charley
couldn't bear it.

'It would have been waste of time as far as I'nceamed. | don't have
a sweet tooth." And she drained her cup and tookat to the sink,
wondering if her dismissive action was too pointed.

Peggy meant well, but smothering was something I€paould do
without. She was perfectly capable of looking afterself; how
could Freda have suggested she wasn't? She mustvwinat Peggy
was like; did it amuse her to think of her niecendounded by fruit
cakes and farmhouse suppers, and strenuous, wetlingeefforts to
turn a 'bag of bones' into a billowy sack of uniditlicholesterol?

Charley put a match to the kindling and straighteap to close the
curtains against the wet and windy darkness outSide'd been at the
cottage for a week now, and today had broughtiteeldreak in the
lovely autumnal weather. Which meant she hadn'n balge to
wander the woods, stroll on the deserted beackplore the coastal
path. So she'd driven to the county town, spentiibiing in and out
of shops, browsing, and the afternoon in the cowmpaina few
snuffling senior citizens watching a film she'd headreal interest in
seeing. The place had reeked of damp overcoatpepplermints,
and she'd regretted the boredom that had sent$ideli



So if it carried on like this—which Gwilym, arrivinon the doorstep
this morning with the daily offering of foodstufii®m his mum, had
gloomily predicted it would—she would pack her bagd head back
to the despised bed-sit, and hound Freda, day ightlihnecessary,
until she gave her another working assignment.

She had done her bit, taken a holiday, and shevewforced herself
to eat properly. But the extra pounds she mighelgained had been
exercised off in her need to tire herself out sd #he could sleep at
night.

Surely Freda wouldn't expect her to stay on in teatike this,

cooped up alone with nothing at all to occupy hend® And she

really couldn't accept all the invitations that @afrom the Evanses.
She didn't-want company. The only companion she atkedbs...

Quickly she blanked out that train of thought aret slown,

cross-legged, on the hearth rug, her hands claspedd her

jeans-clad knees, staring into the flames, lisgminthe rain lashing
against the windows.

And something else, something that wasn't the @aithe wind. A
vehicle approaching up the track.

Sighing, Charley wriggled to her feet and tuggedahricot-coloured
sweatshirt she was wearing down over her hips. ygwiWho else
would be driving up the dead-end track at nineocklon a wild wet
evening? He couldn't be bringing more offeringsfadd or milk,
surely? She'd told him this morning that her friggges overflowing!

She hoped he hadn't come to renew this morninfgs tof take her to
the village hop. It was, apparently, a monthly éwemd was set for
tomorrow evening. And she'd told him that if theatveer stayed wet
she wouldn't be here, balking at an outright rep@ctbecause she
knew he only meant to be kind. He probably feltw&or her because



she was alone, and she couldn't stand that. Besidesvould be poor
company!

Groaning as she heard the clunk of a vehicle dwecitly outside, she
went to the main door which opened into the sitiogm, the
staircase running up behind, and tugged it opgmgdrto smile,
trying not to look as irritable as she felt. Théme gasped, her body
going very cold as she encountered Sebastian'’k blaek eyes.

He was the very last person she had expected tarskéer shock
must have registered, because he told her, thefeotahlity of his
beautiful voice making her heart twist with painyobuld have let you
know | was on my way, but your aunt assured metiteage had no
phone.'

Freda? Surely she hadn't told him she was herenglirections? But
she must have done. Why, when she had so headdyploved of
her relationship with Sebastian Machado right ftbebeginning?

And she'd been appalled by the state her niecbéaain when she'd
returned from Spain in May with her plans to matrg sound and
suitable Greg completely abandoned, telling hemdbu that the
sooner she forgot the existence of 'that man'béteer for the peace
of mind of all concerned.

‘May | come in?' His cold voice reminded her of thienching rain,

of the way she was hanging on to the door asweite a lifeline.

Expelling a shaky breath, she stepped aside, degpsrself for the

way her stomach lurched in unstoppable responke asushed past
her.

She had no idea why he had come. He had told hér auitting
directness that everything was over between themas probably
something to do with the divorce, she told heraslShe closed the



door on the wind and rain. Something that coultbdst discussed in
person.

She was not going to allow herself to hope thabiild be anything
else, that he had actually wanted to see her. eless, her heart
was beating like a crazy thing as she turned hatckthe body of the
room, her legs shaky, barely able to support heghwe

His-black hair, the shoulders of his elegantly datk blue business
suit, were shimmering with drops of rain-water, dedturned from

his brief contemplation of the fire, straddling thearth, watching her
as "she edged round to the back of one of the ams;hunthinkingly

putting it between them, a barrier of sorts agaihstawful, coldly

implacable un- interest of his presence.

And his black eyes said nothing to her. They loo&edf they had

watched a million years go by and could no longsi ainything to

interest them. Her throat tightened. All that sty charm had
gone, leaving no trace of the wicked smile, thaglen the eyes that
had promised heaven, not a single trace of thehmdrad been.

'You needn't hide. I'm not going to leap on youaflWwasn't why |
came.'

Slow colour stained her face as he made her awasat she had
done. Unconscious body language had a lot to answershe

mourned, fighting embarrassment. And there wasimgtshe could
say to excuse her defensive actions, so she rbstedrms on the
back of the chair and asked, echoing his coldr#gky did you

come?'

A wintry smile touched his lips. 'To make you aibess offer, what
else? Your aunt wrote to me a short time ago—butllyknow all
about that, of course.' The line of his mouth wattér. 'Couldn't you



bring yourself to contact me directly? Did you hdageuse her as a
go-between?’

'Freda?' Charley's eyes were dark with bewilderméfitat in the
name of sweet reason was he talking about? Whyaai &vould
Freda have written to him? She could barely brieg&If to mention
his name!

'How many aunts have you got?' He sounded uttentgdy turning

back to the fire and holding his hands out to tamés. 'You appear
to be very comfortable here. From Freda's letggathered you rarely
stopped working to breathe. However--' he turneckla face her
'—we can discuss that later.'

Again, the wintry smile. 'Do you think your charmgiwelcome could
extend as far as the offer of coffee?’

Did he have to be quite so sarcastic? Charley fuamsegdurt of temper
making her eyes glitter like shards of amber gl&b& drew herself
stiffly upright, dragging her breath in through gmed nostrils,
glaring at him suspiciously as the black eyes geghrior a brief
heartbeat of time, an unnerving echo of the Sedrastf old, as he
commented, 'l see I'm still able to make you lozeryemper.' Then
the gleam was gone, and perhaps she had just iathgjfbecause the
heavily lidded eyes were completely without expi@sshis voice as
coldly, formally polite as ever as he explainets been a long drive,
and the car | hired at Gatwick this morning has afumctioning
heater. I'm cold.’

And tired, and hungry, Charley added in her hezalling the lines of
strain on the hard-bitten features. If he'd driyeam Gatwick to
Harrow and then straight on here, then he mustl iberee.

Ignoring the quick pang of compassion, she made faee
expressionless and went to put more logs on tlee fiusting her



hands off as he sank down into one of the armghlaisslong legs
outstretched.

'‘Of-course," she answered his request. 'And songetioireat? An

omelette?' One way of using up some of all thoggs eshe thought,
deliberately keeping her mind on the prosaic, edisehot looking at

him. It hurt too much. Fool that she was, she aotiktop loving him.

She was afraid it would show in her eyes.

And she was out of the room and into the kitcheatabt, not waiting
for his answer, closing the door behind her andisggagainst it, the
palms of her hands splayed out on the cool wood.

It had been months since she'd seen him last,lenbmhging hadn't
abated. Her struggle to come to terms with thedadrideir marriage
was even worse than it had been four years agohMuacse. And,
heaven knew, it had been difficult enough then,neweth the

smoke-screen of Olivia's lies to cling on to.

And oh, how tenaciously she had clung to it, hiddehind it.
Sebastian had killed his own brother; the policg $izspected it and
Olivia had known it. No one could love a cold-bleddkiller;
therefore it followed that she didn't. Or so shd banvinced herself.

She could have no more admitted the truth—thathsiteleft him
because he hadn't loved her. He had loved Olivid,she, Charley,
was dispensable, would be tossed aside as sobtwe &sd served her
purpose. She hadn't been mature enough to tell him.

Was she mature enough now? Did she perhaps neetiégerything
straight, completing the circle? If the whole trutare told, the loose
ends tied up, maybe she would be able, finallpuiothe past behind
her.



Biting down on her lip, she pushed herself awaynfithe door and
walked to the fridge with jerky steps. She was si@kll over, rigid
with tension— the shattering effect of seeing hgaia. Here. And
not knowing why.

Business, he'd said. Not the impending divorce? vhdt had Freda
got to do with it? Why should she have written8Hé had. But then
why should Sebastian lie about a thing like that?

She extracted a carton of eggs with a shaking ke put it

carefully down on the work surface. And behind tiee, door swung
back on its hinges and Sebastian said in a vdieesplintered steel,
‘You have a visitor. If | were you, I'd ask him kaock before he
walks in next time. When he saw me he looked steittel've

obviously wrecked his plans for the night. And yauyou should
have told me you were expecting your toy boy. | ldduave gone
straight back to Gatwick; | do know how to be destr'



CHAPTERTEN

CHARLEY flinched as she met the burning ferocity of Saba% eyes,
the bitter twist of his mouth. If she hadn't knotmetter she would
have accused him of being jealous.

Tearing her eyes from his ravaged face, she walkedf the kitchen,
her head held high. How dared he say Gwilym wastterboy?
Because who else would have walked straight irthigt time of
night?

Gwilym was standing just inside the front doorpraiater dripping
from his hard-worn waxed jacket as he shuffled aarkily from one
booted foot to the other. His eyes lit up briefs/ lze saw her, but
when she asked, none too pleased with him, ‘Whrat da for you?'
he beckoned her over, shaking his head, and Charlew why,
because she could feel the murderous vibes comamg $ebastian
from where he stood in the open kitchen doorway.

'‘Mam sent me up with a message from your auntyeXpdained, his
voice barely above a whisper, his eyes on the damnacing
presence of the man on the other side of the ri8ime!d been trying
to get us all afternoon and evening. Only Dad wathe livestock
market and Mam and the rest of us went over td Gsin. She only
just got the message to us.'

‘She's not ill, is she?' Freda was never ill. Boaey couldn't think
of any other reason for her obviously frantic neeedontact her. But
Gwilym shook his head, lowering his voice eventart

'No. She said to warn you Sebastian was on his 8ag. hadn't
wanted to tell him where you were, but she hadhmaoe.' His eyes
flickered to the far side of the room and back bafey. 'It looks like
we were too late. Do you want me to see him offfemises?'



The spurt of youthful bravado was touching and geapCharley
laughing in his face. It would take more than Gwilyo make
Sebastian go where he didn't want to go.

'‘No, of course not,' she said firmly. She couldvdthout all this
melodrama. Though Freda had had a point, of colfrsée'd been
able to get the message through earlier, then &havbuld have
been on her guard, wouldn't have been so shockadmnexpected
arrival. 'lt's business,' she explained, not alfogietoo untruthfully.
'‘And | really don't mind."' She tried to smile, wily him to go. If she'd
given him the impression that Freda's agitationlte®h because she
hadn't wanted her niece's holiday to be brokenlimysiness meeting,
that was all to the good. What was between herSaizhstian was
private, and not a subject for endless conjectaréhé farmhouse
down the track. 'It breaks the monotony of a wetnavy.'

'Oh, that's all right, then." His relief was patgwtvious. His offer to
throw the Spaniard off the premises had been matefanisplaced
gallantry; he was probably mightily relieved he wa®eing called
on to carry it through. And his voice was buoyartdyrying as he
told her, 'I'll get off home, then. Don't forgetraidate for tomorrow
evening.'

He had let himself out before she made any sensthaif and

remembered his offer to take her to the village.f8ipe heaved a
great sigh and Sebastian grated, 'If you're quiok, can call him

back. I'm leaving.' His upper lip lifted in a hateSneer. 'l wouldn't
want to deprive you. When you took up with therfan | couldn't

believe it, but making a lover out of a boy tenrgegur junior--'

'He's not!" Charley growled at him, her chin goumg wanting to slap
him when he came back tersely.

‘Two years, ten years—what does it matter?' ankeglgburposefully
towards the door.



He had said he was leaving and he obviously meadtii not before
she had had her say. Who the hell did he think &&?w

Quickly she placed herself in front of the door. get through it he
would have to physically move her. And althougkiefmonths ago,
he had wanted to make love to her, the way he bakev told her he
couldn't bear to touch her.

‘You're staying until you tell me why you came!'gBamber eyes
glittered a challenge into the cold black depthisef So far as she
was aware, no one had ever had the temerity te iasuorder to

Sebastian Machado before. No one made him do vehdidm't want

to do, and what he wanted he got. Even Freda st gn.

Her aunt was the strongest-minded woman she kneW&gbastian
had made her divulge his wife's whereabouts. Thelogptic
message she'd sent had said she'd had no choideyClauld
sympathise with her and wondered, shakily, if st achieve the
miracle of making him stay—if only for the few monts necessary
to explain his presence here—when he was deternmnledve.

She didn't think much of her chances. The lookrmhgletermination
on his face, coupled with what had to be nakedkeistold her he'd
brush her aside with about the same amount of greerd thought
he'd expend on swatting a fly. But not before sheadle him realise
he couldn't get away with talking to her like that!

Pressing herself firmly against the door, shedifter chin and said in
a cold little voice, 'Let's get the record strajghust for once.
Gwilym—the youngster you were so rude to—is notlower. And
neither was Greg. We planned to marry, but we nenagte love. I'm
not the adulterous partner in our misbegotten mgeri And you still
haven't told me why you came.'



He looked at her coolly, 'So I'll write you a lett®r, better still, get
my solicitor to do it for me.’

So it was something to do with the divorce, shaugfid numbly,
gasping raggedly as he took an impatient, stepdahand clamped
his hands on her shoulders, determined to moveutesf his way.

Hard fingers bit through the soft fabric of her Bodmothering
sweatshirt. She could have died! She had neverdiagd¢o see him
again, much less have to endure his touch. And ehen he touched
her in cold anger she went weak inside with long@y, how she
despised herself!

Her eyelids clamped down to hide her self-loaththgn fluttered
uncertainly when, far from lifting her aside, hisnlds were gentling,
stroking her shoulders, as if he were discoveriagail over again.
And she heard him say, his voice rough round tlgeegdSo fragile.
You have bones like a bird.' His hands slid dowtat® hers. "What
have you been doing to yourself? Look at me, Chiarlo

With his fingers twined with hers, what else cosie do but obey?
Tentatively she raised her lids and watched hiraugh her lashes.
He was raking her features with eyes that mirra@uacern, and her
poor battered heart fluttered inside her breakeasaid tightly, 'Freda
told me she was worried about you, you were workaoghard. She
obviously wasn't lying. What are you trying to dGft yourself?' He
released her hands, but only to run his over hdy abe intimacy of
his actions making her want to fling herself agamm, giving way
to the wickedly wanton response only he could diram her.

But his touch was impersonal, almost clinical. Stesperately
wanted to cry, and was too busy trying to get lsmrke of her control
to answer his, 'You've lost far too much weight. Wi this? Don't
tell me you're not happy with your life, Charlotédter all, you chose
it.



He led her back into the body of the room while stendered
fretfully if it was her perceived lack of weight &h had been
responsible for the unexpected way he'd changednimsl about
leaving. Why should he care? He had finished weéh hadn't he?
Washed his hands of her when she'd refused to @lhagself into a
loveless marriage all over again.

She was in no state to object as he firmly placedim one of the
armchairs and turned to stoke up the fire. Sheviald his every
movement with huge, over-bright eyes, overwhelmgdab that
casual, unthinking grace of movement. And when &ié,sYou
mentioned food and coffee. I'll get it. Stay expethere you are,’ she
knew she was about to have hysterics. And thereansisrill and
shaming wobble in her voice as she objected,

'l don't want anything. I'm not an invalid, anchaligh | don't claim
to be an Einstein, my 1Q has got to be higher tharus one!' And at
the carefully controlled twitch of his mouth shetlgaed herself
together and said more soberly, 'All | want ishow why you came.’
And why you decided to leave in such a hurry a&etlym appeared,
and why you changed your mind again. But she Keyse questions
firmly to herself. There were too many issues, alhdf them murky,

without her saying anything to cloud them further.

'I'll tell you while we eat." He wasn't giving amch but if he could
make stipulations then so could she. She followsd imto the

kitchen, relieved to find her legs not quite as higbas they had
been. But then he hadn't touched her for all o fnainutes, she
derided herself. When he touched her she went maysatrely she
was old enough and sensible enough to cope?

'l am not an invalid,’ she repeated in the facéisfblade frown.
'‘Besides, you don't know where anything is.' It ldait take a
complete idiot longer than a few minutes to find. dine kitchen was



small and compact, everything in its logical plated she knew why
she had followed him in here. She wanted to be m@arto see him,
for every minute of the short time remaining. Anentvpink, because
she was such a masochistic fool.

She bustled around, hoping he couldn't read hed,naind gave him
the field mushrooms Gwilym had presented her wiis thorning
and asked him to prepare them while she got butsytive egg whisk.
And when she felt able, she said with commendaderiess, 'Let's
call a truce. It's stupid to fight." And she didotk at him in case he
was wearing that fiercely proud ‘call yourself hurPalook of his,
just took the plate of neatly chopped mushroomsnfiaim and
scooped them into the melted butter in the parsideready on the
stove. 'How long are you staying in England?'

'l fly back to Jerez tomorrow.'

'‘But that means..." She whipped round. He had fdoedcutlery and
was laying the table. He would have to make theg ldrve back to
Gatwick tonight to be in time to check in for thveéde-weekly mid-

morning flight to Jerez. And although he had it @ndontrol, he
couldn't disguise those lines of fatigue. They sdohis gorgeous
fallen-angel face, making him look older, world-weaAnd the

weather was still atrocious, the rain driving doaenif it would never
stop, beating against the windows. ‘Can't you defy_oving him,

she could no more stop worrying about him that sbeld stop

breathing. 'You've already done too much drivingdoe day. You
should at least get one night's rest before--'

‘Are you offering?'She knew what he meant, and kinem the grim
line of his mouth that he expected her to gethnfd, to direct him to
the nearest hotel, one that hadn't closed dowthéseason. And said
collectedly, 'Of course. There are two bedroomau'Mowelcome to
stay overnight.' She turned back to the stove,ipguhe beaten eggs



over the softened mushrooms, leaving him to makat \wh liked of
her offer, to make up his own mind about whetheateepted it or
not.

But he said nothing. She could feel his eyes ontheugh. Watching
her, making her skin tingle. Biting her bottom Ighe felt the blood
course more rapidly through her veins with a betigayhrob. Why
didn't he say something? Anything. Even if it wasydo tell her that
he would rather drive to hell and back than spememore moment
than absolutely necessary under this roof withiHerwas tearing her
nerves to shreds with his dark silence, and hed$arere shaking as
she divided the omelette between two plates, giiimg the lion's
share.

As soon as she sat down he swapped the platesharidoked at the
food in front of her and leaned back, closing haseas her stomach
turned over. She couldn't eat it. How could he ekper to? She
heard him ask, 'Did you mean what you said? Thaitysyouth isn't
sharing your bed? In spite of the way he walkeakinf he had rights,
in spite of the intimate whispered conversatios, reminder of the
date you have tomorrow night?'

'He-came with a message from Freda,' she repli¢d avispurt of
spirit. 'She wanted to warn me you were on your.Wslgen he saw
you he knew he was too late. So he whispered. [t ddame
him—the way you were glowering! And he asked méhwvillage
hop because he was sorry for me, | suppose. Ombnlt be going.'
She pushed her plate away and saw he was eatimyuitie smaller
portion with every sign of relish. And for some gen, that made her
mad enough to snipe, 'All | can say is you've goasty mind!

'‘No. An adult one. The spotty youth fancies hisndes. It's perfectly
obvious. He's at that callow and uncomfortable when sex is a
major preoccupation. And, despite the fact that'wewot bones



where other women have got something called flgsh're still an
exquisitely desirable woman.' He finished the &ddtis share of the
omelette and laid down his fork. He was almost isigil'Strangely
enough,' | know you're telling the truth when yay you never let
Gregory Wilson into your bed. You'd been married®—you could
never have allowed a man like that such intimacies.

To call him an arrogant, big-headed swine wouldskeing the
obvious. Charley cradled her coffee- cup in bothdsa Time to
change the subject. Quickly. Before his uncanniitabo find target
led him, and her, into much deeper waters.

‘You still haven't told me why you came here.'

'‘Ah.' He turned sideways in his chair, hooking d¢oreg, elegantly

clad leg over the other, one arm over the backhef dhair. His

unreadable eyes didn't leave her face. 'Freda wratsceived the
letter just under a week ago. | had a pressingiessiappointment in
Madrid, but as soon as it was dealt with | flewmweriving, as you

know, this morning. | got the details of your whedseuts from your
aunt—not without some difficulty. And came down éerith a

business proposition.’

Charley frowned. 'Why should Freda write to youRatfwas what
she couldn't understand, and he shrugged.

'So you really don't know? She accused me of negiemy duty,
pointed out that | was a wealthy man and had ruyoend life.' Again
the minimal shrug, but this time accompanied byim gwist of his
mouth. 'Quite how | ruined it, | fail to understaridhad one year of
your life, in marriage. A marriage you walked aviroym of your own
accord because, presumably, you wanted to. Nobodhqu you.
You have already admitted that you never beliehedhings Olivia
told you. But be that as it may, Freda said shewaased about you.
You were, apparently, working yourself into a state@xhaustion in



an attempt to save money towards buying into anpeship with her.
She suggested that, since | obviously didn't intempporting you
financially, | should buy back those shares yothhdaowned and left
to you.'

'She had no right!" Charley slammed her cup bacitsosaucer. She
would never forgive her aunt for this piece of afdtinterference! If
she'd wanted to go cap, in hand to Sebastian foi-bats, then she
would have done, long ago, would have forced hinireugh the
courts if need be—to support her. 'l don't wanttlaimg from you. |
never did,' she bit out furiously, and watchedface go stiff with the
unforgiving pride that was never far from the soefa

‘You've made that clear, more than once. No netabtar the point.
Nevertheless, you are entitled to something. | daqarefer you to
hang on to the shares—it's not a very large blafter all. Their
value will increase, of course, and you will congnto receive your
annual dividend.'

'S0?' Charley bit out, still angry about what hentahad done, the
very finality of this conversation adding to hestdess. She had nevet
thought of selling those shares, to him or anydse. &lot until Greg
had mentioned it—and gone on mentioning it. Andheen she had
felt a deep and inexplicable aversion to doing angh thing. She
knew now that she had hung on to them becausedhdythe modest
annual dividend, had been her one remaining lirtk tfie man she
had never stopped loving.

'So what | suggest is this: keep the shares andh Wiee divorce is
finalised | will fund your partnership. As | saghu will be entitled.
And in the meantime, you needn't worry about savahgost
everything you earn. At least you will be able tima better living
accommodation and decent food to eat.’



Wave after wave of black misery engulfed her. Setbo ill to
answer. Bleakly, she recognised why, recognisediéagh of hope.
She had been fighting to come to terms with it esiace she had
returned from Spain, only to have it resurrecte@nvhe had arrived
here this evening.

She had tried not to hope, done her level besjuash it. But it must
have been there all the time, waiting to hurt aattay her all over
again. And now, with his calm, unemotional discassof divorce,
the last, utterly illusory hope had gone.

She stood up, her legs wobbling beneath her, atieigea the plates,
stacking them on the draining-board, and from phedtind her she
heard him say, 'Well?' his voice sharp with impate

Turning then, reluctantly, she faced him. His faaght have been
carved from wood. She dragged in a breath and shemgged. 'If
that's what you want.'

She sounded as if the life had been drained obénfshe knew she
did. But surely that couldn't be responsible fa shaft of pure anger
that made his eyes look like black coals? Or ferway he grated,
'I'm trying to be civilised about this, to make gdate and proper
provision for your future.' His mouth tightenedutBt is not what |
want, and you damn well know it!" One bunched,ttigiuckled hand
slammed into the open palm of the other. 'l want tgostay in Cadiz
with me, as my wife. | asked you. Twice. And twiaai refused. So
don't pretend you don't know what | want!'

Charley gulped, her throat constricting. Had henlde&n to torment
her?

Her eyes glittered with unshed tears. The time ¢@de to tie up
loose ends. Maybe then he would understand, stdpnmahose
bittersweet, torturing suggestions. Earlier she texhdered if it



could be the only way out for her, the only waytd the past firmly
behind her.

'l can't be your wife. Not if you don't love mecdn't go through that
again.'

'‘What are you talking about?' he asked after alsstdll silence.

He sounded weary, as if she bored him, and shel aoullonger
contain the tears. They fell, unchecked, and had Ineing forward on
her fragile neck and she answered him, her voicedinog shaken
and desperate, 'You never loved me. Ever. Andddoxou so much.
| couldn't bear it. It hurt too much, knowing yowit care.'

‘Ah.’

He sounded as if that explained everything. Ardidt of course. He
understood now; he would no longer even think afgesting she
stayed married to him. She had won her freedom-edts-at the
cost of her pride. The pride that had stopped ttoen telling him the
whole truth, the pride that had been the only tlshg'd been able to
salvage from the wreckage of their marriage.

'‘What made you think | didn't care!" A surprisinggnder note in his
voice, a gentle hand tilting her chin, forced heghtened eyes to
open, to look at him. Hooded eyes roamed her thee,he shook his
head slowly, his strong fingers tightening fracttiyas he asked, his
intriguing accent thickening, '‘Am | to take it thhe only reason you
refused my offer of a reconciliation was becausaelyelieved | didn't

love you, never had loved you?'

She nodded, too choked to speak. She had expldiadd she? Did
he want his pint of blood as well as his poundedti?



‘There is nothing to cry about, little pigeon.' @isingly, his eyes
were smiling, glinting wickedly, just as she rememdnd them. Her
heart twisted inside her with bittersweet, loviragrp And his mouth
was curved in that effortlessly sensual, sinfulhaning way that
was his alone, transforming those autocraticallydsame features
Into a thing of glory. He was gorgeous—it was post much to bear!

Then the sob in her throat relaxed and melted aasgalye feathered
her tear-stained cheeks with the balls of his theiand repeated, 'No
need for tears. You love me. All is well.'

She gave him a watery smile, her heart breaking.hOWw she loved
him! And he knew it, and had no compunction abetiiig her know
he knew it. In another man she would have calledniceit. But with
Sebastian it was simply a glorious self-assurahggt. as he had told
her, back in Cadiz, that he had never seen Gragpasblem simply
because, having been married to him, she wouldrrimvable to put
such an inferior being in his place! Just as heweastelling her that,
having loved him once, she would never be ablédp. s

Which was, unfortunately, true.
And now there was nothing left to say.

She stepped back, away from his weakening toudh, mathing to
say except, 'I'll think about your offer to buy itiiee partnership in
Freda's agency.'

She found herself taken in two inescapable handsed back against
the hard warmth of his body, heard him scorn, "Yoll not. The
offer is withdrawn. Now | know why you continuallgjected me,
everything is simple. You will return to Cadiz withe, as my wife.
Where | go, you will go. You will never leave meaag'



He was covering her face with tiny kisses and shéher i*ody melt
into his, and before she could blindly give in iche asked of her she
said desperately, 'But nothing has changed! | vganthrough all that
pain--'

'‘No,' he agreed severely. 'Nothing has changedjtamever will. |
have always loved you, above all else.’

Her heart gave a great, bounding leap of excitepagatas his mouth
ravaged hers in a fiercely possessive kiss she eveddf she dared
believe him, and was almost beyond caring whethercsuld or not
when he thrust her away for a second, his magnifieges blazing as
he fought for control, found it, then picked her iaphis arms and
carried her through to the other room and sank dat@an armchair,
cradling her on his lap.

'‘And now,' he instructed softly, 'tell me why | mad such an idiot.
Tell me why you think | should marry a woman | didave.'

Put like that, she did come over as a prize idétte smiled softly,

savouring the magic of the moment, just this momaumtrowing her

face against the fabric of his suit jacket, heatimg steady, strong
beats of his heart.

There was only this one blissful moment for hefragment of time
when she could allow, herself to believe him, haliee had married
her for love, and loved her still.

Then, regretfully, she pushed herself upright, fedt hands tighten
around her waist, and was caught in the honeygddfdis arms.
Dredging up the courage she needed to remind hithabfdreadful
woman, she flicked the tip of her tongue over hper &nd choked out,
‘Olivia told me the truth. That day. You were aw8he came to me
and told me that you and she had been lovers farsyd¢hat you
would have been married long ago, but she woulthirée because



she was unable to have children—an accident idlebdd, she said.
She knew you wanted an heir. It was important to."yo

Her voice faltered. Sebastian had gone very §tiik could feel the
tension coiling through his body, transmitting itse hers. She was
beginning to shiver, fine tremors that shook heoletbody.

'‘And then you decided to marry me,' she went oically, hating
what she was having to say, dreading the outconse,stark
admission of the truth of it. "You chose to haveial wedding
ceremony, because then you would be able to divareence I'd
provided you with an heir. But we hadn't had ad;hihere was no
sign of one. Olivia said you were getting impatjentk of me and the
whole set-up. She was warning me."'

His very silence, his utter stillness, should hiegeher to expect the
worst, but she was so bound up within the painfeimories that she
was totally unprepared for his explosion of furye tway he jack-
knifed to his feet, spilling her off his lap, ordgved from falling in an
ignominious heap on the hearth rug by a cruel thadsnatched her
arm and hauled her on to her feet.

'‘Waging you! Dios And you believed her? Above me—youl
husband? Am | to be put through this torment orgaaré Dios—
wash my hands of you!

He bunched his fists into his trouser pockets, @gathe floor in a
fury, his shoulders high and wide, pride flaringotigh his rage-pale
nostrils. Charley shuddered, not knowing what tg. &&he hadn't
expected this reaction and didn't know how to et it.

'You mean it wasn't true?' she croaked, and watthedgo still,
stiffen, then twist round on his heels, his blagksimpaling her.



‘And would you believe me if | said it wasn't?' derided austerely.
'‘Would you take my word against that of a lyingneiving, neurotic
bitch?' His mouth twisted in blistering condemnatiéOr would

trusting your husband be asking too much? You @eiek enough to
tell me how thoroughly you believed her when skad About my role
in Fernando's death. Quick enough to run away acdse me of
murder! Do you know how much that hurt? Do you?'

He looked savage enough to tear her into littlegseand the silence
was terrible. Even the wind and rain had stoppedngimg the
cottage. She bit down on her lip, understanding hewnust have
felt, and made her voice calm as she reminded ‘hingver really
believed that part of it. When | stopped to thitkter, when I'd
recovered from the initial trauma of being told ¥banly married me
to use me, | knew you weren't capable of killingiyown brother in
cold blood. I've already apologised. What elseladof?’

"You can tell me what stopped you hurling the oeausation at me,’
he said in a cold, hating voice. "You mumbled sdwngt about my

being welcome to her, about her having been myresst—but |

disregarded it, put it down to childish spite. Sdighten me," he
demanded, folding his arms across his chest amaiggher a cutting,

bristling glare.

'‘Pride,’ she answered simply, refusing to be trst to look away.
''ve already told you that when | calmed down agioto begin to
think straight Icouldn't believe you'd killed Femi. But the
other—that was something | couldn't come to terrnith.w hearing
Olivia tell me that you and she were lovers, thet segarded me as
no threat because | was just a stupid teenageid amal plain, and
would be given my marching orders after I'd prodig®u with an
heir. | couldn't tell you. It would have remindealyof what | was—a
clinging, besotted, lovelorn nobody, willing toKigour boots for the



small reward of your fleeting notice. Pride wasldlad left. | had
nothing else.'

The blaze in his eyes intensified, a deep frowremithg his brow

before, just briefly, he covered his face with h&nds, slowing

dragging them away, saying in a stricken voicad&rl was born

with it. God knows, | can understand it in you. Bux sin!" He

reached for her with a groan, pulling her into ares, his head
against hers, his voice muffled and thick as heteénei emotionally,

'‘God forgive us both!" He lifted his head and ladbkieply into her
eyes. She saw the shimmer of tears in the blacthsemd reached
up, kissing him in anguish. And for a moment hepoesled, then
gently withdrew, cupping her face in warm, strogdis.

'Pride was what kept me from coming to claim yoakyehe admitted
thickly. 'It wouldn't let me forgive you for belieng what that bitch
had said about my part in my brother's death instédrusting me,
your husband” But still you tortured me. You wesxer out of my
thoughts. | had you watched, your every movemembrted back. |
told myself | was biding my time, waiting for themortunity for
revenge, to make you feel the kind of pain you gagn me. In
reality...' He brushed his lips over her eyelidd tars brimmed. He
stroked them away with his fingers. 'In realitiknew | couldn't bear
to lose sight of you; | couldn't stop hoping. Aeténd of each day |
wondered if the next would bring you back to mkept fresh white
roses in your room, waiting for you, just as | wasting for you, too
proud to come to you and beg.’

'‘Oh, Sebastian!" she groaned dazedly. 'You doros#é

'Since | first saw you.' He kissed the tip of hes&, holding her
tenderly, as if she might break. "You were so ygouog/ulnerable, so
innocent. So beautiful. My heart was instantly you¥ou had
suffered a terrible bereavement and were being dradgby that



harridan of an aunt. | wanted to take you away wii there and
then—care for you, love you, keep you safe, watmhlylossom. Is it
any wonder | married you in one big hurry?'

His cheek rasped against hers. He needed a shavgl@ied in the

sensation, squirming against him. She heard thgechmtake of his

breath and nearly went wild, frowning as he told seberly, 'But

loving you brought its problems. You were so youypgdnger than

your years. So innocent. And my passion was sd.greas afraid of

hurting you, or frightening you. And so | insisted separate rooms,
on limiting my nights with you. | was waiting foroy to grow up,

recognise your sexuality.'

‘And all the time | was afraid of being inadequdtavas sure you
rarely came to my room because you were disapmbintene, and
sure you spent all your time working because | g’

'You never bored meyuerida,'he murmured against her lips. 'At tha
time | still had to work hard. Under Fernando'®diion the business
had gone rapidly downhill. I was building it up.ries. | should have
explained. | thought you were happy—how could Iehamown you
were not? You should have told me.'

'l was too insecure,' she admitted shakily. 'Thably | was able to
believe Olivia when she said you were lovers.' &lopped her head
against his shoulder, willing him to understanachdAvhen | spoke to
you on the phone that day, | was distraught. | yald | was leaving
you, and why. All | needed was for you to say isvadl a pack of lies.
| would have believed you. Just one word, and | ld/dvave come
back on the next flight. But you said nothing. Ybdn't deny a single
thing. | thought then it was because you coulthe'tause it was true.’

He cupped her face with strong hands, his eyesisimglias they held
hers, his voice husky as he regretted, 'lt was darsnable pride,
carina. You must understand—you have your share, aftei\élien



you made those accusations you put me in a stashadk. Then
pride took over. | shouldn't have to tell you thathing of what you'd
heard was the truth, not a single word. | shouldatte to beg. You
were my loved wife; you should have trusted me iomb}. That was

what my pride told me. It was pride that made nteytau believe

what you would, pride that kept me from you for f@agonising

years.' He pulled her roughly into his arms. 'Hawld | have known
you felt so threatened, so insecure? As far assl sescerned, you
were my beautiful, gentle Charlotte, my wife. Yoadha permanent,
unassailable place in my heart while Olivia wasmyma valued

employee.’

'‘But she seemed to be everything | was not,' shéessed shakily.
'‘She was intelligent, beautiful, charming. Slim. &dhshe came to
Cadiz, which was often, she was with you all theetwhile | was left
at home, doing the flowers, wondering what | cadibdto make you
notice me the way you noticed her. And | believedhk everything
she said | was: barely out of my teens and youngnifg age.

Inexperienced, plain and fat.'

'How silly you still are, my love! When you admittéo me that you
had never truly believed me capable of murder | seasure that you
had also discounted what that dreadful woman hat aaout our
so-called affair. | didn't know, because you hatiit me, the whole
of the story. When you sent the fat man back tol&hl was even
more convinced. Especially as you responded sotibdhuto my
loving. That is why | was so bitter when you refiise stay with me.
Oh, Charlotte, you must know | would love you, fiyou beautiful,
whether you are nineteen or ninety, thin as a plarge as a house!'

He put her away from him, but gently. Removing jheket of his
beautifully cut suit, he tossed it carelessly oa twhair and marched
into the kitchen, dragging her behind him. 'l wilake coffee, and |



will speak of that unspeakable woman. For the tase. You
understand?'

He gave her a fierce look, tinged with the pride atlored. She didn't
want to talk about that woman either, but was aunte listen to
whatever he felt he had to say. He loved her; tia$ the only
important thing in her world.

'‘She had to be insane,' he told her as he gushted \wto the kettle
and crashed about in the cupboard where the muge Wept.
'However, | was not aware of that to begin withs léfty tone made
Charley's mouth twitch, and he tilted his head mispsly before
giving her a radiant, forgiving smile. 'She'd had affair with
Fernando, but that didn't surprise me. He was @nablresist any
attractive female who crossed his path. And shecafrse, had
crossed his path over the streamlining of the Ugarmhbranch. After
his death she turned her attentions to me. | dehtburage her. She
wasn't my type—too brittle, too obvious. But shes\gacellent at her
job—a little too demanding of my time when shetediHead Office,
but then she often had extremely innovative idedschv could
benefit the company. And so | pretended not tocedter interest; she
was a valuable employee and | can be obtusestiits me.'

The coffee made, he put the two mugs on the taldeaok the chair
opposite, his face serious as he covered her hahdis.

'‘What | was slow to understand was the depth apdasigy of her
obsession with me. In her mind, she saw me as gwlgro her. And
so | didn't even consider that she might be jeatouthe point of
insanity when | Ml in love for the first time andamied you before
you could change your mind. So she made up thd phdes to
frighten what she saw as the opposition away.'

'‘What happened to her?' Charley couldn't help gslkand his eyes
blazed briefly.



'‘What do you think? When | learned of her evil Jigem you, | fired
her on the spot. | threatened to sue her for defamaf character, for
slander, to throw the book at her if she ever slibler face around
me or mine again. She was still at my home wheturned from that
business trip. You phoned from England. And attext tall | left the
office to find her. She was in my bed." At the laakanguish that
peaked Charley's face, his grip tightened on hadh&he was not
invited. She put herself there. | threw her outdAmed her. And
talking of beds...' He stood up, his coffee batelyched. 'Didn't you
say something about offering me one for the night?'

She went limpidly into his arms, and was scarcelgira of how they
got upstairs. But they were in her room and heddckff his shoes
and threw himself down on the bed, on his back,ahms crossed
behind his head, his eyes wicked as he commandedréss me...'

She came awake to the sound of birdsong and thieefelight caress
of his lips against the curve of her naked shoul@e made a
mewing sound of pleasure in her throat and remeadbhexs if in a
dream, how the last of her reservations had beeptsaside at one
point during the night.

Drowsy from lovemaking, she had nestled up agdiimst her voice
blurry as she'd asked, 'Remember the day in thke®hylou asked me
to stay on, as your wife. And | asked you if it was the sake of
having children, and you said, "What else?" '

She had felt him nod, felt his fingers idle througgr hair, drawing
her head deeper into the curve of his shoulder.

'‘Why did you say that?' she prodded. If he hadiie probably
wouldn't have left and pride wouldn't have kepmhepart for these
extra five long months.



'l thought it was what you wanted to hear.' Thees & smile in his
voice. 'lt had nothing whatsoever to do with mymagedly evil plans
to get a child of my body on you and then turn gatiinto the snow.
About six months into our marriage you said you tedra child. Or
don't you remember? You seemed very anxious toere@@t this
time.'

So she had, she recalled with a jolt of understandit the time she
had believed a child would bring them closer togethot knowing
that it was her own immaturity, the sense of insécOlivia had
given her, that was keeping them apatrt.

She smiled softly into the darkness, her hand wamgle and
Sebastian said thickly, "What are you doing?'

‘What do you think... ?'

Now she stirred gently, blissfully content, themsut of control as
his hand cupped her breast beneath the covers.

Last night he had commanded her to undress himt batl ended by
them undressing each other in a tangle of eagéslend demanding
kisses. Until the intensity of desire had becombeamnable and he
had ordered thickly, 'Tell me you love me!’

And she had, time and time again, with each possgss
ecstasy-giving thrust of his passionate body, gachg, each taking,
soaring into a world of blinding light, and magichetinexplicable,
never- ending magic of love.

And now, as he turned her on to her back, his vddiieack eyes
gleamed into hers as he murmured, 'My passion ¢casnm you,
guerida?'



'l think | might manage to live with it,' she anse® huskily, twining
her arms around his neck, drawing his head dowretgarted lips.
She could feel the magnificence of his arousal,tardlesh quivered
as he parted her legs with a nudge of his thigth hen body opened to
him, flowered for him, all her love in her eyes.

And later, much later, as she heard him whistlmg¢he shower, she
rolled languidly out of bed, a little-cat smile ber passion-bruised
lips as she belted her robe around her waist addgohdown to the
kitchen to make tea. Then wandered back throughiviimg- room
when she heard Gwilym's knock.

He was, as ever, burdened down with a carton otliggsdrom his
mam. His eyes widened as he took in her statedriess, her tousled
hair and dreamy eyes. And behind her, Sebastiah) ‘dét today,
thank you,' in that 'Do you call yourself humarg?tid of voice, and
Charley suppressed the desire to giggle helplesslysaid kindly,

'It's very good of your mother, Gwilym. But we'rdih overstocked
as it is. And my husband and | will be making tatlack to Cadiz
today or tomorrow. I'll call by before we leave atidnk you all
properly for all your help." And she closed the dqaietly on his
shell-shocked face, and Sebastian wrapped his arowsah her,
nuzzling the back of her neck.

‘Today | feel generous enough to be sorry for iHenlusted after the
most desirable woman in the world, only to findavk taken her.’

His hands slid up to stroke her breasts and sh@edasurning in his
arms. All he was wearing was a tiny towel, andtskeehim breathily,
‘The kettle's on for tea.'

'‘Good.' He dragged open her robe and nestled harsdnim, skin to
skin. 'We'll go back home tomorrow. You can writelyaunt a letter.
Or phone her from the airport.' His towel fell ketfloor, and Charley



gasped all over again and wriggled closer. 'Todaedd to rest,
remember? You were the one to insist that | havigla's rest before
driving to the airport. But | had no rest at alhieh is your fault, of
course! But first | will make tea. And toast. Ketlye bed warm for
me.'

You'll catch your death like that!" she gurgleolihg his arrogant
bearing as he strode, mother- naked, through t&itbleen. But he
simply gave her that devilish grin, over his sheuld

‘Then you will have the job of warming me up, étpigeon. | think |
shall enjoy it. It is worth being in this cold addmp country for that
pleasure alone. Go, keep the sheets warm for me!'

So she, went, boneless as she was. And she wailieséid get the
rest he needed. She would do all the work in bedytoAnd that was
the promise her eyes gave him as he joined hertasnater. A
promise -she kept, revelling in her love for hinddns for her, the
future unclouded, belonging to them both.



