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“Can we just say I’m tired of playing games and leave it at that? I want to be close to you
because I like you for yourself. So do you want the same thing or have I misread the signs?”

“No, you haven’t,” she admitted. “But you said just this afternoon that I was a complication
you didn’t need.”

“Over-analyzing is second nature to me. It’s saved my skin more often than I care to count.
But in this case I took it too far.”

“Maybe not,” she said judiciously. “Maybe you simply realized there was no future in a
relationship with me.”

“Never counting on the future is another by-product of my job. The only certainty is the here
and now.”

He took a step toward her, then another, until he was close enough to inhale the scent of her
skin. “What do you say, Emily?” he asked hoarsely. “Will you take a chance with me?”
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conversation about Harlequin® Romances. Within two months she changed careers, and sold her
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CHAPTER ONE
EMILY singled him out immediately, not because his father had described him so well that she

couldn’t miss him, but because even though he stood well back from everyone else, he dominated the
throng waiting to meet passengers newly arrived at Athens’s Venizelos Airport. At more than six feet
of lean, toned masculinity blessed with the face of a fallen angel, he could hardly help it. One look
at him was enough to tell her he was the kind of man other men envied, and women fought over.

As if on cue, his gaze locked with hers. Locked and lingered a small eternity, long enough for
her insides to roll over in fascinated trepidation. Every instinct of self-preservation told her he was
bad news; that she’d live to rue the day she met him. Then he nodded, as though he knew exactly the
effect he’d had on her, and cutting a swath through the crowd, strode forward.

Given her first unobstructed view, she noted how his jeans emphasized his narrow hips and
long legs, the way his black leather bomber jacket rode smoothly over his powerful shoulders, and
the startling contrast of his throat rising strong and tanned against the open collar of his white shirt.
As he drew closer, she saw, too, that his mouth and his jaw, the latter firm and faintly dusted with
new beard shadow, betrayed the stubbornness his father had spoken of.

When he reached them, he asked in a voice as sinfully seductive as the rest of him, “So you
beat the odds and made it back in one piece. How was the flight?”

“Long,” Pavlos replied, sounding every bit as worn and weary as he surely must feel. Not even
painkillers and the luxury of first-class air travel had been enough to cushion his discomfort. “Very
long. But as you can see, I have my guardian angel at my side.” He reached over his shoulder, groped
for her hand and squeezed it affectionately. “Emily, my dear, I am pleased to introduce my son,
Nikolaos. And this, Niko, is my nurse, Emily Tyler. What I would have done without her, I cannot
imagine.”

Again, Nikolaos Leonidas’s gaze lingered, touring the length of her in insolent appraisal. Behind
his chiseled good looks lurked a certain arrogance. He was not a man to be crossed, she thought.
“Yiasu, Emily Tyler,” he said.

Even though her sweater and slacks pretty much covered all of her, she felt naked under that
sweeping regard. His eyes were the problem, she thought dizzily. Not brown like his father’s, as she’d
expected, but a deep green reminiscent of fine jade, they added an arresting final touch to a face
already possessed of more than its rightful share of dark beauty.

Swallowing, she managed an answering, “Yiasu.”
“You speak a little Greek?”
“A very little,” she said. “I just exhausted my entire vocabulary.”
“That’s what I thought.”
The comment might have stung if he hadn’t tempered it with a smile that assaulted her with

such charm, it was all she could do not to buckle at the knees. For heaven’s sake, what was the matter
with her? She was twenty-seven, and if not exactly the most sexually experienced woman in the world,

http://www.millsandboon.co.uk
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hardly in the first flush of innocent youth, either. She knew well enough that appearances counted
for little. It was the person inside that mattered, and from everything she’d been told, Niko Leonidas
fell sadly short in that respect.

His manner as he turned his attention again to Pavlos did nothing to persuade her otherwise.
He made no effort to embrace his father, to reassure him with a touch to the shoulder or hand that
the old man could count on his son for whatever support he might need during his convalescence.
Instead he commandeered a porter to take care of the loaded luggage cart one of the flight attendants
had brought, and with a terse, “Well, since we seem to have exhausted the formalities, let’s get out of
here,” marched toward the exit, leaving Emily to follow with Pavlos.

Only when they arrived at the waiting Mercedes did he betray a hint of compassion. “Don’t,”
he ordered, when she went to help her patient out of the wheelchair and with surprising tenderness,
scooped his father into his arms, laid him carefully on the car’s roomy back seat and draped a blanket
over his legs. “You didn’t have to do that,” Pavlos snapped, trying unsuccessfully to mask a grimace
of pain.

Noticing, Niko said, “Apparently I did. Or would you have preferred I stand idly by and watch
you fall on your face?”

“I would prefer to be standing on my own two feet without needing assistance of any kind.”
“Then you should have taken better care of yourself when you were away—or else had the good

sense to stay home in the first place, instead of deciding you had to see Alaska before you die.”
Emily was tempted to kick the man, hard, but made do with a glare. “Accidents happen, Mr.

Leonidas.”
“Especially to globe-trotting eighty-six-year-old men.”
“It was hardly his fault that the cruise ship ran aground, nor was he the only passenger on board

who was injured. All things considered, and given his age, your father’s done amazingly well. In time,
and with adequate follow-up physical therapy, he should make a reasonably good recovery.”

“And if he doesn’t?”
“Then I guess you’re going to have to step up to the plate and start acting like a proper son.”
He favored her with a slow blink made all the more disturbing by the sweep of his lashes, which

were indecently long and silky. “Nurse and family counselor all rolled into one,” he drawled. “How
lucky is that?”

“Well, you did ask.”
“And you told me.” He tipped the porter, left him to return the airport’s borrowed wheelchair,

then slammed closed the car trunk and opened the front passenger door with a flourish. “Climb in.
We can continue this conversation later.”

As she might have expected, he drove with flair and expertise. Within half an hour of leaving
the airport, they were cruising the leafy green streets of Vouliagmeni, the exclusive Athens suburb
overlooking the Saronic Gulf on the east coast of the Attic Peninsula, which Pavlos had described
to her so vividly. Soon after, at the end of a quiet road running parallel to the beach, Niko steered
the car through a pair of ornate wrought-iron gates, which opened at the touch of a remote control
button on the dash.

Emily had gathered Pavlos was a man of considerable wealth, but was hardly prepared for
the rather frightening opulence confronting her as the Mercedes wound its way up a long curving
driveway, and she caught her first sight of…what? His house? Villa? Mansion?

Set in spacious, exquisitely landscaped grounds and screened from local traffic by a stand of
pines, the place defied such mundane description. Stucco walls, blindingly white, rose in elegant
proportions to a tiled roof as blue as she’d always imagined the skies to be in Athens, even though,
this late September afternoon, an approaching storm left them gray and threatening. Long windows
opened to wide terraces shaded by pergolas draped in flowering vines. A huge fountain splashed in a



C.  Spencer.  «The Greek Millionaire's Secret Child»

8

central forecourt, peacocks preened and screeched on the lawns, and from somewhere on the seaward
side of the property, a dog barked.

She had little time to marvel, though, because barely had the car come to a stop outside a set
of double front doors than they opened, and a man in his late fifties or early sixties appeared with a
wheelchair light years removed from the spartan model offered by the airport.

The devoted butler, Georgios, she presumed. Pavlos had spoken of him often and with great
fondness. Behind him came a younger man, little more than a boy really, who went about unloading
the luggage while Niko and the butler lifted Pavlos from the car to the chair. By the time they were
done, he was gray in the face and the grooves paralleling his mouth carved more deeply than usual.

Even Niko seemed concerned. “What can you do for him?” he muttered, cornering Emily near
the front entrance as Georgios whisked his employer away down a wide, marble-floored hall.

“Give him something to manage the pain, and let him rest,” she said. “The journey was very
hard on him.”

“He doesn’t look to me as if he was fit to travel in the first place.”
“He wasn’t. Given his age and the severity of his osteoporosis, he really ought to have remained

in the hospital another week, but he insisted on coming home, and when your father makes up his
mind, there’s no changing it.”

“Tell me something I don’t already know.” Niko scowled and shucked off his jacket. “Shall I
send for his doctor?”

“In the morning, yes. He’ll need more medication than what I was able to bring with us. But I
have enough to see him through tonight.” Struggling to preserve a professional front despite the fact
that Niko stood close enough for the warmth of his body to reach out and touch hers, she sidled past
him and took her travel bag from the pile of luggage accumulating inside the front door. “If you’d
show me to his room, I really should attend to him now.”

He stepped away and led her to the back of the villa, to a large, sun-filled apartment on the main
floor. Consisting of a sitting room and bedroom, both with French doors that opened onto a low-
walled patio, it overlooked the gardens and sea. Still in the wheelchair, stationed next to the window
in the sitting room, Pavlos leaned forward, drinking in the view which, even swathed in floating mist
as the storm closed in, held him transfixed.

“He had this part of the house converted into his private suite a few years ago when the stairs
proved too much for him,” Niko said in a low voice.

Glancing through to the bedroom, Emily asked, “And the hospital bed?”
“I had it brought in yesterday. He’ll probably give me hell for removing the one he’s used to,

but this one seemed more practical, at least for now.”
“You did the right thing. He’ll be more comfortable in it, even if he won’t be spending much

time there except at night.”
“Why not?”
“The more mobile he is, the better his chances of eventually walking again, although…”
Picking up on the reservation in her voice, Niko pounced on it. “Although what? You said

earlier you expect him to make a reasonable recovery. Are you changing your mind now?”
“No, but…” Again, she hesitated, bound by patient confidentiality, yet aware that as his son,

Niko had the right to some information, especially if her withholding it might have an adverse effect
on Pavlos’s future wellbeing. “How much do you know about your father’s general health?”

“Only what he chooses to tell me, which isn’t very much.”
She should have guessed he’d say that. There’s no need to contact my son, Pavlos had decreed,

when the hospital had insisted on listing his next of kin. He minds his business, and I mind mine.
Niko pinned her in that unnerving green stare. “What aren’t you telling me, Emily? Is he dying?”
“Aren’t we all, to one extent or another?”
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“Don’t play mind games with me. I asked you a straightforward question. I’d like a
straightforward answer.”

“Okay. His age is against him. Although he’d never admit it, he’s very frail. It wouldn’t take
much for him to suffer a relapse.”

“I can pretty much figure that out for myself, so what else are you holding back?”
Pavlos spared her having to reply. “What the devil are the pair of you whispering about?” he

inquired irascibly.
Casting Niko an apologetic glance, she said, “Your son was just explaining that you might not

care for the new bed he ordered. He’s afraid you’ll think he was interfering.”
“He was. I broke my hip, not my brain. I’ll decide what I do and don’t need.”
“Not as long as I’m in charge.”
“Don’t boss me around, girl. I won’t put up with it.”
“Yes, you will,” she said equably. “That’s why you hired me.”
“I can fire you just as easily, and have you on a flight back to Vancouver as early as tomorrow.”
Recognizing the empty threat for what it really was, she hid a smile. Exhaustion and pain had

taken their toll, but by morning he’d be in a better frame of mind. “Yes, sir, Mr. Leonidas,” she
returned smartly, and swung the wheelchair toward the bedroom. “Until then, let me do my job.”

Niko had seized the first opportunity to vacate the premises, she noticed, and could have slapped
herself for the pang of disappointment that sprouted despite her best efforts to quell it. The faithful
Georgios, however, remained on the scene, anxious and willing to help wherever he could. Even so,
by the time Pavlos had managed a light meal and was settled comfortably for the night, darkness
had fallen.

Damaris, the housekeeper, showed Emily upstairs to the suite prepared for her. Decorated
in subtle shades of ivory and slate-blue, it reminded her of her bedroom at home, although the
furnishings here were far grander than anything she could afford. Marble floors, a Savonnerie rug
and fine antiques polished to a soft gleam exemplified wealth, good taste and comfort.

A lady’s writing desk occupied the space between double French doors leading to a balcony. In
front of a small blue-tiled fireplace was a fainting couch, its brocade upholstery worn to satin softness,
its once-vibrant colors faded by time. A glass-shaded lamp spilled mellow light, and a vase of lilies
on a table filled the room with fragrance.

Most inviting of all, though, was the four-poster bed, dressed in finest linens. Almost ten
thousand kilometers, and over sixteen hours of travel with its inevitable delays, plus the added stress
of her patient’s condition, had made serous inroads on her energy, and she wanted nothing more
than to lay her head against those snowy-white pillows, pull the soft coverlet over her body and sleep
through to morning.

A quick glance around showed that her luggage had been unpacked, her toiletries arranged
in the bathroom and her robe and nightshirt laid out on the bench in front of the vanity. But so,
to her dismay, was a change of underwear, and a freshly ironed cotton dress, one of the few she’d
brought with her, hung in the dressing room connecting bathroom and bedroom. And if they weren’t
indication enough that the early night she craved was not to be, Damaris’s parting remark drove home
the point in no uncertain terms.

“I have drawn a bath for you, Despinis Tyler. Dinner will be served in the garden room at nine.”
Clearly daily protocol in the Leonidas residence was as elegantly formal as the villa itself, and

the sandwich in her room, which Emily had been about to request, clearly wasn’t on the menu.
The main floor was deserted when she made her way downstairs just a few minutes past nine,

but the faint sound of music and a sliver of golden light spilling from an open door halfway down the
central hall indicated where she might find the garden room.

What she didn’t expect when she stepped over the threshold was to find that she wouldn’t be
dining alone.
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A round glass-topped table, tastefully set for two, stood in the middle of the floor. A silver
ice bucket and two cut-crystal champagne flutes glinted in the almost ethereal glow of dozens, if not
hundreds, of miniature white lights laced among the potted shrubs lining the perimeter of the area.

And the final touch? Niko Leonidas, disgracefully gorgeous in pale gray trousers and matching
shirt, which together probably cost more than six months’ mortgage payments on her town house,
leaned against an ornately carved credenza.

She was sadly out of her element, and surely looked it. She supposed she should be grateful her
dinner companion wasn’t decked out in black tie.

“I wasn’t aware you were joining me for dinner,” she blurted out, the inner turmoil she thought
she’d conquered raging all over again at the sight of him.

He plucked an open bottle of champagne from the ice bucket, filled the crystal flutes and
handed one to her. “I wasn’t aware I needed an invitation to sit at my father’s table.”

“I’m not suggesting you do. You have every right—”
“How kind of you to say so.”
He’d perfected the art of withering pleasantries, she decided, desperately trying to rein in her

swimming senses. The smile accompanying his reply hovered somewhere between derision and scorn,
and left her feeling as gauche as she no doubt sounded. “I didn’t mean to be rude, Mr. Leonidas,” she
said, her discomfiture increasing in direct proportion to his suave assurance. “I’m surprised, that’s all.
I assumed you’d left the house. I understand you have your own place in downtown Athens.”

“I do—and we Greeks, by the way, aren’t big on honorifics. Call me Niko. Everyone else does.”
She didn’t care what everyone else did. Finding herself alone with him left her barely able to

string two words together without putting her foot in her mouth. Resort to calling him Niko, and
she’d probably manage to stuff the other one in next to it.

“At a loss for words, Emily?” he inquired, evil laughter shimmering in his beautiful green eyes.
“Or is it the prospect of sharing a meal with me that has you so perturbed?”

“I’m not perturbed,” she said with as much dignity as she could bring to bear. “Just curious
about why you’d choose to be here, instead of in your own home. From all accounts, you and Pavlos
don’t usually spend much time together.”

“Nevertheless, I am his son, and the last I heard, my choosing to spend an evening under his
roof doesn’t amount to trespassing. Indeed, given the present circumstances, I consider it my duty to
make myself more available. Do you have a problem with that?”

Hardly about to admit that she found him a distraction she wasn’t sure she could handle, she
said, “Not at all, as long as you don’t interfere with my reasons for being here.”

“And exactly what are those reasons?”
She stared at him. His eyes weren’t glimmering with laughter now; they were as cold and hard

as bottle-green glass. “What kind of question is that? You know why I’m here.”
“I know that my father has become extremely dependent on you. I know, too, that he’s a very

vulnerable old man who happens also to be very rich.”
She sucked in an outraged breath at the implication in his words. “Are you suggesting I’m after

his money?”
“Are you?”
“Certainly not,” she snapped. “But that’s why you’re hanging around here, isn’t it? Not because

you’re worried about your father, but to keep an eye on me and make sure I don’t get my hooks into
him or his bank account.”

“Not quite. I’m ‘hanging around’ as you so delicately put it, to look out for my father because,
in his present condition, he’s in no shape to look out for himself. If you find my concern offensive—”

“I do!”
“Then that’s a pity,” he replied, with a singular lack of remorse. “But try looking at it from my

point of view. My father arrives home with a very beautiful woman who happens to be a complete
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stranger and whom he appears to trust with his life. Not only that, she’s come from half a world away
and signed on to see him through what promises to be a long and arduous convalescence, even though
there’s no shortage of nurses here in Athens well qualified to undertake the job. So tell me this: if
our situation was reversed, wouldn’t you be a little suspicious?”

“No,” she shot back heatedly. “Before I leaped to unwarranted conclusions or cast aspersions
on her professional integrity, I’d ask to see the stranger’s references, and if they didn’t satisfy me, I’d
contact her previous employers directly to verify that she’s everything she purports to be.”

“Well, no need to foam at the mouth, sweet thing. Your point is well taken and that being
the case, I’m prepared to shelve my suspicions and propose we call a truce and enjoy this very fine
champagne I filched from my father’s cellar. It’d be a shame to waste it.”

She plunked her glass on the table so abruptly that its contents surged over the rim with an
indignation that almost matched her own. “If you think I’m about to share a drink with you, let alone
a meal, think again! I’d rather starve.”

She spun on her heel, bent on making as rapid an exit as possible, but had taken no more than
two or three steps toward the door before he caught up with her and slammed it closed with the flat
of his hand. “I regret that, in looking out for my father’s best interests, I have offended you,” he said
smoothly. “Trust me, I take no pleasure in having done so.”

“Really?” She flung him a glare designed to strip paint off a wall. “You could have fooled me.
I’m not used to being treated like a petty criminal.”

He shrugged. “If I’ve insulted you, I apologize, but better I err on the side of caution.”
“Meaning what, exactly?”
“That my father’s been targeted before by people interested only in taking advantage of him.”
“He might not be quite so susceptible to outsiders if he felt more secure in his relationship

with you.”
“Possibly not, but ours has never been a typical father-son relationship.”
“So I’ve been given to understand, but I suggest the time’s come for you to bury your differences

and stop butting heads. He needs to know you care.”
“I wouldn’t be here now, if I didn’t care.”
“Would it kill you to tell him that?”
He gave a snort of subdued laughter. “No, but the shock of hearing me say so might kill him.”
What was it about the two of them, that they held each other at such a distance, she wondered.

“Do either of you have the first idea of the pain that comes from waiting until it’s too late to say ‘I
love you?’ Because I do. More often than I care to remember, I’ve witnessed the grief and regret that
tears families apart because time ran out on them before they said the things that needed to be said.”

He paced to the windows at the other end of the aptly named garden room whose exotic
flowering plants set in Chinese jardinieres must give it the feel of high summer even in the depths
of winter. “We’re not other people,” he said.

“You’re not immortal, either.” She hesitated, conflicted once again by how much she could say,
then decided to plunge in and disclose what she knew, because she wasn’t sure she could live with
herself if she didn’t. “Look, Niko, he’ll probably have my head for telling you this, but your father’s
not just battling a broken hip. His heart’s not in very good shape, either.”

“I’m not surprised. That’s what comes from years of smoking and hard living, but nothing his
doctor said was enough to make him change his ways. He’s a stubborn old goat.”

That much she knew to be true. Pavlos had discharged himself from Vancouver General against
medical advice, and insisted on flying back to Greece even crippled as he was, because he refused to
put up with the nursing staff’s constant monitoring. They don’t let a man breathe, he’d complained,
when Emily tried to talk him into postponing the journey. I’ll be carried out feetfirst if I let them keep
me here any longer.
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“Well, the apple doesn’t fall far from the tree, Niko. Where this family’s concerned, you’re both
pretty pigheaded.”

He swung around and surveyed her across the width of the room; another long, searching
gaze so thorough that a quiver shafted through her. He probed too deeply beneath the surface. Saw
things she wasn’t ready to acknowledge to herself. “Perhaps before you start leaping to unwarranted
conclusions,” he purred, advancing toward her with the lethal grace of a hunter preparing to move in
for the kill, “you should hear my side of the story.”

“You’re not my patient, your father is,” she said, backing away and almost hyperventilating at
the determined gleam in his eye.

“But isn’t modern medicine all about the holistic approach—curing the spirit in order to heal
the body, and such? And isn’t that exactly what you’ve been advocating ever since you walked into
this room?”

“I suppose so, yes.”
“How do you expect to do that, if you have only half the equation to work with? More to the

point, what do you stand to lose by letting me fill in the blanks?”
My soul, and everything I am, she thought, filled with the terrible foreboding that unless she

extricated herself now from the web of attraction threatening to engulf her, destiny in the shape of
Nikolaos Leonidas would take control of her life, and never give it back again. Yet to scurry away like
a frightened rabbit was as alien to her nature as taking advantage of Pavlos. So she stood her ground,
pushed the irrational presentiment out of her thoughts and said with deceptive calm, “Absolutely
nothing.”

“Really?” He leaned toward her, dropped his voice another half octave and latched his fingers
around her wrist. “Then why are you so afraid?”

She swallowed and ran her tongue over her dry lips. “I’m not,” she said.
CHAPTER TWO
SHE was lying. The evidence was there in her hunted gaze, in her racing pulse, so easily and

unobtrusively detected when he took her wrist. And he intended to find out why, because for all that
he thought he’d remain unmoved by whatever he discovered when he went to meet their flight, the
sight of the old man, so brittle and somehow diminished, had hit him with the force of a hammer
blow to the heart. They spent little time together, had long ago agreed to disagree and shared nothing
in common. But Pavlos was still his father, and Niko would be damned before he’d let some hot little
foreign number take him to the cleaners.

Oh, she’d been full of righteous indignation at his suggestion that she wasn’t quite the selfless
angel of mercy she presented herself to be. He’d hardly expected otherwise. But he’d also seen how
indispensable she’d made herself to Pavlos; how successfully she’d wormed her way into his affections.
His father had never been a demonstrative man, at least not that Niko could remember. Which had
made the way he’d clung to Emily’s hand at the airport all the more telling.

If his assessment of her was correct, redirecting her attention would be simple enough. After
all, a millionaire in his vigorous prime was surely preferable to one in his dotage. And if he was
wrong…well, a harmless flirtation would hurt no one. Of course, when his father figured out what
he was up to, he wouldn’t like it, but when was the last time he’d approved of anything Niko did?

“You’re very quiet suddenly,” she said, interrupting the flow of his thoughts.
He looked deep into her dark blue eyes. “Because I’m beginning to think I’ve judged you too

hastily,” he answered, doing his utmost to sound convincingly repentant. “But I’m not entirely without
conscience. Therefore, if one of us must leave, let me be the one to go.”

Ignoring her whimper of protest, he released her, opened the door to leave the room and found
himself face-to-face with Damaris. He could not have orchestrated a better exit. Timing, as he well
knew in his line of work, was everything. “Kali oreksi, Emily,” he said, standing back to allow Damaris
to carry in a platter loaded with olives, calamari, dolmades, tzatziki and pita bread. “Enjoy your meal.”



C.  Spencer.  «The Greek Millionaire's Secret Child»

13

He was over the threshold before she burst out, “Oh, don’t be so ridiculous!”
Suppressing a smile, he swung around. “There is a problem?”
“If having enough food to feed an army is a problem, then yes.”
He shrugged. “What can I say? Greeks love to eat.”
“Well, I can’t possibly do justice to all this, and since I have no wish to offend your father’s

housekeeper when she’s obviously gone to a great deal of trouble…”
“Yes, Emily?”
She grimaced, as if her next words gave her indigestion. “You might as well stay and help me

eat it.”
He stroked his jaw and made a show of weighing his options. “It would be a pity to let it go to

waste,” he eventually conceded, “especially as this is but the first of several courses.”
For a moment, he thought he’d overplayed his hand. Skewering him with a glance that would

have stopped the gods of Olympus in their tracks, she waited until Damaris mopped up her spilled
drink, then took a seat at the table and said, “Try not to gloat, Niko. It’s so unattractive.”

He wasn’t accustomed to female criticism. The women he associated with were so anxious
to please, they’d have swallowed their own tongues before issuing such a blunt assessment of his
shortcomings. That she suffered no such hesitation appealed to him in ways she couldn’t begin to
imagine. He devoted his entire life to challenging unfavorable odds. And took enormous pleasure in
defeating them.

Collecting the wine bottle as he passed, he joined her and topped up their flutes. Nothing like
dim lights and good champagne to set the scene for seduction. Raising his glass, he said, “Here’s to
getting to know one another all over again.”

She responded with the merest tilt of one shoulder, took a dainty sip, then helped herself to
a little tzatziki and bread.

“Have more,” he urged, pushing the tray of mezedes closer.
She selected an olive, but ignored her champagne.
“You don’t care for Greek food?”
“I’m not very familiar with it.”
“There are no Greek restaurants in Vancouver?”
“Hundreds, and I’m told they’re very good. I just don’t eat out very often.”
“Why is that? And please don’t tell me you lack opportunity. Suitors must be lined up at your

door, wanting to wine and dine you.”
“I’m afraid not. Shift work tends to put a crimp in a nurse’s social life.”
Right. And you’re such a dedicated professional that you never take a night off!
He shook his head in feigned mystification. “What’s wrong with Canadian men, to be so easily

discouraged? Are they all eunuchs?”
She almost choked on her olive. “Not as far as I know,” she spluttered. “But then, I haven’t

bothered to ask.”
“What about your colleagues? As I understand it, hospitals are a hotbed of romance between

doctors and nurses.”
“The idea that all nurses end up marrying doctors is a myth,” she informed him starchily. “For

a start, half the doctors these days are women, and even if they weren’t, finding a husband isn’t
particularly high on my list of priorities.”

“Why not? Don’t most women want to settle down and have children? Or are you telling me
you’re the exception?”

“No.” She nibbled a sliver of pita bread. “I’d love to get married and have children someday,
but only if the right man comes along. I’m not willing to settle for just anyone.”

“Define ‘the right man,’” he said—a shade too abruptly, if her response was anything to go by.
She dropped her bread and stared at him. “I beg your pardon?”
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“By what standards do you judge a prospective husband?”
She reached for her glass and took a sip while she considered the question. “He has to be decent

and honorable,” she finally declared.
“Tall, dark and handsome, too?”
“Not necessarily.” She gave another delicate shrug, just enough to cause her dress to shift gently

over her rather lovely breasts.
He wished he didn’t find it so alluring. “Rich and successful, then?”
“Gainfully employed, certainly. If we had children, I’d want to be a stay-at-home mom.”
“If you had to choose just one quality in this ideal man, what would it be?”
“The capacity to love,” she said dreamily, her blue eyes soft, her sweet mouth curved in a smile.

Outside, the wind tore at the palm trees with unusual strength for September. “I’d want love more
than anything else, because a marriage without it is no marriage at all.”

Annoyed to find his thoughts drifting dangerously far from their set course, he said flatly, “I
disagree. I’d never let my heart get the better of my head.”

“Why not? Don’t you believe in love?”
“I might have once, very briefly, many years ago, but then she died of a blood clot to the brain.

I was three months old at the time.”
“You mean your mother?” She clapped a distressed hand to her cheek. Her eyes glistened

suspiciously. “Oh, Niko, how very sad for you. I’m so sorry.”
He wanted neither her sympathy nor her pity, and crushed both with brutal efficiency. “Don’t

be. It’s not as if she was around long enough for me to miss her.”
The way she cringed at his answer left him ashamed. “She gave you life,” she said.
“And lost hers doing it, something I’ve been paying for ever since.”
“Why? Her death wasn’t your fault.”
“According to my father, it was.” Her glass remained almost untouched, but his was empty.

Needing something to deaden a pain he seldom allowed to surface, he refilled it so hurriedly, the
wine foamed up to the brim. “She was forty-one, and giving birth at her age to an infant weighing
a strapping five kilos put her in her grave.”

“A lot of women wait until their forties to have children.”
“They don’t all die because of it.”
“True. But that’s still no reason for you to think Pavlos holds you responsible for the tragedy

that befell her. After all, she gave him a son and that’s not a legacy any man takes lightly.”
“You might be a hell of a fine nurse, Emily Tyler, but you’re no spin doctor.”
Puzzled, she said, “What do you mean?”
“That nothing you can say changes the fact that my father didn’t care if he never had a child.

All he ever wanted was my mother, and as far as he’s concerned, I took her away from him.”
“Then he should have seen to it he didn’t get her pregnant in the first place—or are you to

blame for that, as well?”
“After twenty-one years of marriage without any sign of a baby, he probably didn’t think

precautions were necessary. Finish your wine, woman. I don’t care to drink alone. It’s a nasty habit
to fall into.”

She took another cautious sip. “I still can’t believe that, once his initial grief subsided, having
you didn’t bring Pavlos some measure of comfort.”

“Then you obviously don’t know much about dysfunctional families. My father and I have never
liked one another. He has always resented me, not just because I cost him his one true love, but
because I remained wilfully unimpressed by his wealth and social status.”

“I’d have thought he’d find that commendable.”
“Don’t let misplaced pity for the poor motherless baby cloud your judgment, my dear,” Niko

said wryly. “I rebelled every step of the way as a child, took great pleasure in embarrassing him by
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getting into trouble as a teenager and flat-out refused to be bought by his millions when I finally grew
up. I was not a ‘nice’ boy, and I’m not a ‘nice’ man.”

“That much, at least, I do believe,” she shot back, leveling a scornful glance his way. “The only
part I question is that you ever grew up. You strike me more as someone with a bad case of defiantly
delayed adolescence.”

This wasn’t playing out the way he’d intended. She was supposed to be all willing, female
compliance by now, ready to fall into his arms, if not his bed, not beating him at his own game. And
his glass was empty again, damn it! “When you’ve walked in my shoes,” he replied caustically, “feel
free to criticize. Until then—”

“But I have,” she interrupted. “Walked in your shoes, I mean. Except mine were twice as hard
to wear. Because, you see, I lost both my parents in a car accident when I was nine, and unlike
you, I remember them enough to miss them very deeply. I remember what it was like to be loved
unconditionally, then have that love snatched away in the blink of an eye. I remember the sound of
their voices and their laughter—the scent of my mother’s perfume and my father’s Cuban cigars. And
I know very well how it feels to be tolerated by relatives who make no secret of the fact that they’ve
been saddled with a child they never wanted.”

Flushed and more animated than Niko had yet seen her, she stopped to draw an irate breath
before continuing, “I also learned what it’s like to have to work for every cent, and to think twice
before frittering away a dollar.” She eyed his shirt and watch disdainfully. “You, on the other hand,
obviously wouldn’t know the meaning of deprivation if it jumped up and bit you in the face, and I
don’t for a moment buy the idea that your father never wanted you. So all in all, I’d say I come out
the uncontested winner in this spontaneous pity party.”

He let a beat of silence hang heavy in the air before he spoke again, then, “It’s not often someone
spells out my many shortcomings so succinctly,” he said, “but you’ve managed to do it admirably.
Is there anything else you’d like to tell me about myself before I slither behind the wheel of my car
and disappear into the night?”

“Yes,” she said. “Eat something. You’ve had too much to drink and are in no condition to drive.
In fact, you should be spending the night here.”

“Why, Emily, is that an invitation?”
“No,” she said crushingly. “It’s an order, and should you be foolish enough to decide otherwise,

I’ll kick you where it’ll hurt the most.”
She probably weighed no more than fifty-four kilos to his eighty-five, but what she lacked

in size, she more than made up for in spirit. He had no doubt that, given her knowledge of male
anatomy, she was more than capable of inflicting serious injury. Which should have deterred him.
Instead the thought of fending her off left him so suddenly and painfully aroused that, for the first
time, he questioned the wisdom of his plan of attack. She was the one supposed to be at his mercy,
not the other way around, but so far, she remained utterly indifferent to his charms. He, on the other
hand, was anything but impervious to hers.

Damaris came back just then to serve spinach-stuffed breast of chicken and ziti, a welcome
diversion, which allowed him to wrestle his wayward hormones into submission and redirect his
energy into more productive channels. “Why did you allow my father to coerce you into letting him
travel, when he’s clearly not up to it?” he inquired casually, once they were alone again.

“I did my best to dissuade him,” Emily said. “We all did. But the only thing he cared about was
coming home to Greece, and nothing anyone said could convince him to wait. I think it’s because
he was afraid.”

“Of dying?”
“No. Of not dying in Greece.”
That Niko could well believe. Pavlos had always been fanatically patriotic. “So you volunteered

to see him safely home?”
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“It was more that he chose me. We got to know one another quite well during his hospital stay.”
An hour ago, he’d have rated that little morsel of information as yet another sign of her ulterior

motives. Now, he didn’t have quite the same enthusiasm for the task. Emily the woman was proving
a lot more intriguing than Emily the fortune hunter.

To buy himself enough time to reestablish his priorities, he switched to another subject. “What
happened to you after your parents were killed?”

“I was sent to live with my father’s sister. He was thirty-six when he died, and Aunt Alicia was
eleven years older. She and Uncle Warren didn’t have children, but they were the only family I had
left, so they were more or less stuck with me. It wasn’t a happy arrangement on either side.”

“They mistreated you?”
“Not in the way you probably mean, but they never let me forget they’d done ‘the right thing’

by taking me in and would, I think, have found a reason to refuse if they hadn’t been afraid it would
reflect badly on them. Of course, the insurance settlement I brought with me sweetened the deal
by defraying the cost of putting a roof over my head and keeping me fed and clothed for the next
nine years.”

“What happened then?”
“The summer I graduated high school, I applied to the faculty of nursing, was accepted and

moved into a dorm on the university campus at the end of August. I never went ‘home’ again.”
“But at least there was enough insurance settlement left to pay your tuition fees and other

expenses.”
She shook her head. “I scraped by on scholarships and student loans.”
Caught in a swell of indignation he never saw coming, he stared at her. Whatever else his father’s

sins, he’d never tampered with Niko’s inheritance from his mother. “Are you telling me they spent
money on themselves, when it should have been held in trust for your education?”

“No, they were scrupulously honest.” She started to add something else, then seemed to think
better of it and made do with, “The settlement just wasn’t very large to begin with, that’s all.”

Something about that answer didn’t sit right, either. Wasn’t the whole point of insurance to
provide adequate recompense to beneficiaries, especially minors? But although the subject bore
investigation, he decided now was not the time to pursue it and asked instead, “Do you keep in touch
with your aunt and uncle?”

“A card at Christmas about covers it.”
“So they have no idea you’re here now?”
“No one has,” she said. “My arrangement with Pavlos was strictly between the two of us. If my

employer knew what I’d done, I’d probably be fired.”
Which wouldn’t matter one iota, if Niko’s first impression of her was correct and she’d set her

sights on a much more rewarding prize. What she earned in a year as a nurse wouldn’t amount to
pocket change if she married his father.

Wondering if she had any idea how potentially damaging her revelation was, he said, “Then
why take the risk?”

“Because your father was alone in a foreign country without friends or family to look after him
when he was released.”

“He had a son. If you’d thought to contact me, I could have been there within twenty-four
hours.”

“Maybe,” she said gently, “he didn’t want to bother you.”
“So he bothered a perfect stranger instead, even though doing so might end up costing her her

job. Tell me, Emily, how do you propose to explain your absence from the hospital?”
“I won’t have to. I took a three-month leave of absence and scheduled it to coincide with his

discharge.”
“A noble gesture on your part, giving up your holiday to look after my father.”
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“Well, why not? I had nothing else planned.”
Except setting aside an hour a day to polish your halo! Struggling to hide his skepticism, Niko

said, “All work and no play hardly seems fair. We’ll have to see what we can do to change that.”
A sudden gust of wind rattled the French doors, making her jump. “Just being here is change

enough. If the weather ever clears up, I’m sure Pavlos won’t begrudge me the odd day off to see
the sights.”

“Count on both,” he said, recognizing opportunity when it presented itself. “And on my making
myself available to act as tour guide.”

“That’s nice of you, Niko.”
No, it’s not, he could have told her. Because whatever her motives, his were anything but pure.

And because he’d meant it when he said he wasn’t a nice man.
They passed the remainder of the meal in idle conversation, interrupted only by intermittent

bursts of rain at the windows, but before coffee was served, she’d run out of things to say and was
wilting visibly. Even he, unscrupulous bastard though he undoubtedly was, felt sorry for her. The
long transatlantic flight would have been tiring enough, without the added strain of looking after his
father. So when she set aside her napkin and begged to be excused, he made no attempt to stop her,
but left the table himself and walked her to the foot of the stairs.

“Good night,” she murmured.
“Kali nikhta,” he returned. “Sleep well.”
She was perhaps halfway to the upper landing when a brilliant flash of lightning arrowed

through the night. Almost immediately, the electricity failed and plunged the house into darkness.
He heard her startled exclamation and the click of her high heel hitting the edge of the marble

step as she stumbled to a halt. “Stay put,” he ordered, well aware how treacherous the staircase could
be to the unwary. Once, when he was still a boy, a new housemaid had slipped and broken her arm—
and that had been in broad daylight. But he’d grown up in the villa; could quite literally have found his
way blindfolded anywhere within its walls, and was at Emily’s side before she, too, missed her footing.

Just as he reached her, a second bolt of lightning ripped through the night, bleaching her face
of color, turning her hair to silver and her eyes into pools as huge and dark as those found in undersea
caverns. “What happened?” she whispered, clutching the bannister with one hand as she teetered on
the edge of the stair.

Instinctively he pulled her close with an arm around her shoulders. They felt slender, almost
childlike to the touch, but the rest of her, pinned warm and sweet against him, was unmistakably all
woman. “The lights went out,” he said, resorting to the absurdly obvious in an attempt to deflect her
attention from the fact that his body had responded to hers with elemental, albeit untimely vigor.

She choked on a laugh. “I pretty much figured that out for myself.”
“I expect a power pole was struck.”
“Oh,” she said faintly, aware as she had to be of her effect on him. Blatant arousal was difficult

to hide at such close quarters. “Does it happen often?”
Were they talking about the same thing, he wondered, as his mind fought a losing battle with

his nether regions. “No, especially not at this time of year.”
“I ought to make sure your father’s all right.”
“No need,” he said, hearing footsteps and noticing the shadow of candle flames flickering over

the walls at the rear of the downstairs hall. “Georgios is already on the job. But if it’ll ease your mind
any, I’ll see you as far as your suite, then go check on him myself. Do you know which one you’re in?”

“Only that it’s blue and cream, with some gorgeous antique furniture, including a four-poster
bed.”

He nodded, recognizing her description, and keeping one arm looped around her waist, steered
her the rest of the way up the stairs, turned right along the landing and felt his way along the wall on
his left until he made contact with her door. Pushing it wide, he directed her inside.
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The logs in the fireplace had burned down, but enough of a glow remained to fill the room with
dim orange light. Enough that when she looked at him, their gazes locked, held prisoner by the sexual
awareness, which had simmered between them from the moment they’d first set eyes on each other.

He hadn’t meant to kiss her this early in the game, had planned a much more subtle attack,
but when she turned within the circle of his arms and lifted her face to his, it was the most natural
thing in the world for him to tighten his hold until she was once again pressed against him. The most
natural thing in the world to bend his head and find her mouth with his.

CHAPTER THREE
EMILY had been kissed before, many times, but always with some part of her brain able to

rate the experience objectively: too slobbery, too bland, too aggressive, too many teeth, too much
heavy breathing, not enough tenderness. More often than not, kissing, she’d concluded, was a vastly
overrated prelude to romance. Until Niko Leonidas came on the scene, that was, and felled her with
a single blow.

Except “blow” was no more the right word to define his effect on her than “kiss” adequately
described his action. What he did with his mouth transcended the ordinary and surpassed the divine.
Cool and firm, it yet seared her with its heat. Though undemanding, it somehow stripped her of
everything—her independence, her focus, her moral compass, even her sense of survival.

Apart from one rash, distinctly forgettable experience, she’d chosen to remain celibate because
sex for its own sake held no appeal, and she’d never come close to being in love. But she’d have let
him take her there on the floor, if only he’d asked. Would have let him hike up the skirt of her dress
and touch her as no other man ever had. For as long as his kiss held her in its spell, she would have
let him have his way with her however he wished.

Obviously he did not wish for a fraction of what she was willing to give. Because releasing
her, he stepped back and said, rather hoarsely to be sure, “I’ll go look in on my father and see about
getting some candles up here.”

Weak as water, she clutched the back of a nearby chair and nodded. She couldn’t have spoken
if her life depended on it. Although he’d put a respectable distance between them, she remained
trapped in his aura. Her body still hummed. Her breasts ached. Moisture, warm and heavy, seeped
between her thighs.

When he turned away, she wanted to cry out that she didn’t need candles, she only needed him.
But the words remained dammed in her throat and he was gone before she could free them. Dazed,
she lowered herself to the chair and waited for him to return.

A brass carriage clock on the mantelpiece marked the passing minutes. Gradually its measured
pace restored her racing pulse to near-normal and brought a sort of order to her scattered thoughts.
What kind of madness had possessed her, that she’d been ready to give herself to someone she’d
known less than a day? He spelled nothing but trouble.

I won’t let him in when he comes back, she resolved. I’m out of my league with such a man
and don’t need the heartbreak an affair with him would bring.

But when a discreet tap at her door signaled his return, all logic fled. Heat shot through her,
giving rise to a single exquisite throb of anticipation that electrified her. She couldn’t get to him fast
enough.

Pulling open the door, she began, “I was beginning to think you’d abandoned—!” then lapsed
into mortified silence at the sight of Georgios standing there, a lighted silver candelabra in one hand,
and a battery operated lantern in the other.

“Niko asked me to bring these, thespinis,” he informed her politely, “and to tell you that Kirie
Pavlos is sleeping soundly.”

Rallying her pride, she stood back to let him pass into the room, and mumbled, “Thank you.”
“Parakalo.” He placed the candelabra on the dresser and handed her the lantern. “I am also to

tell you that he has been called away.”
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“At this hour of the night?” She made no attempt to hide her disbelief.
He nodded. “Ne, thespinis. He received an urgent phone call and will most likely be gone for

several days.”
Oh, the louse! The cowardly, unmitigated rat! Swallowing the anger and humiliation threatening

to choke her, she said scathingly, “It must have been some emergency to drag him out in the middle
of a storm like this.”

Georgios stopped on his way to the door and shrugged. “I cannot say. He did not explain the
reasons.”

“Never mind. It’s not important.” He wasn’t important. She was there to look after the father,
not chase after the son.

“Thank you for the candles and flashlight, Georgios. Good night.”
“Kalispera, thespinis. Sleep well.”
Surprisingly she did, and awoke the next day to clear skies and sunshine. Last night’s storm was

as much a part of the past as last night’s kiss.
Pavlos was already up and dressed when she went downstairs. He sat on the veranda outside

his sitting room, gazing out at the garden. A small empty coffee cup and a phone sat on a table at
his side. A pair of binoculars rested on his lap.

Catching sight of her, he pressed a finger to his lips, and gestured for her to join him. “Look,” he
whispered, pointing to a pair of fairly large birds. Pretty, with bluish-gray heads, pearly-pink breasts
and brown wings mottled with black, they pecked at the ground some distance away. “Do you know
what they are?”

“Pigeons?” she ventured.
He grunted disdainfully. “Turtle doves, girl! Timid and scarce, these days, but they come to my

garden because they know they’re safe. And those over there at the feeder are golden orioles. Didn’t
know I was a bird fancier, did you?”

“No,” she said, noting the spark in his dark eyes and his improved color. “But I do know you
look much better this morning. You must have had a good night.”

“Nothing like being on his home turf to cure a man of whatever ails him. Not that that son of
mine would agree. Where do you suppose he is, by the way? I thought he might at least stay over,
my first night back.”

“No. He was called away on some sort of emergency.”
“Gone already, eh?” He squared his shoulders, and lifted his chin, a formidable old warrior not

about to admit to weakness of any kind. “Off on another harebrained escapade, I suppose. Doesn’t
surprise me. Never really expected he’d stick around. Ah well, good riddance, I say. You had breakfast
yet, girl?”

“No,” she said, aching for him. He could protest all he liked, but she saw past his proud facade
to the lonely parent underneath. “I wanted to see how you were doing, first.”

“I’m hungry. Now that you’re here, we’ll eat together.” He picked up the phone, pressed a
button and spoke briefly with whoever answered. Shortly after, Georgios wheeled in a drop-leaf table
set for breakfast for two, and equipped with everything required for what she soon realized was the
almost sacred ritual of making coffee. It was prepared with great ceremony over an open flame, in
a little copper pot called a briki, and immediately served in thick white demitasses with a glass of
cold water on the side.

“No Greek worthy of the name would dream of starting the day without a flitzani of good
kafes,” Pavlos declared.

Possibly not, and she had to admit the aroma was heavenly, but the strong beverage with its
layer of foam and residue of grounds took some getting used to. She found the fruit and yogurt salad
topped with almonds and drizzled with honey and a sprinkling of cinnamon much more enjoyable.
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In the days that followed, she also found out that Pavlos had little faith in doctors, rated
physiotherapists as next to useless and had no qualms about saying so to their faces. He could be
fractious as a child when forced to suffer through the regimen of exercises prescribed to strengthen
his hip, and sweet as peach pie if he thought Emily was working too hard.

While he napped in the afternoons, she swam in the pool, walked along the beach or explored
the neighborhood, taking particular pleasure in the shops. In the evenings, she played gin rummy or
poker with him, even though he cheated at both.

One morning, she was wheeling him along the terrace after his physiotherapy session when he
asked, “Do you miss home?”

She looked out at the flowers in brilliant bloom, at the peacocks strutting across the lawns, the
blue arc of the sky and the stunning turquoise sea. Soon the rainy season would come to Vancouver,
its chilly southeasterly gales stripping the trees of leaves. People would be scurrying about under a
forest of umbrellas where, just few weeks before, they’d been lying on the beaches taking in the last
of summer’s sunshine. “No,” she said. “I’m happy to be here.”

“Good. Then you have no excuse for wanting to leave early.”
She thought not, either, until the beginning of her second week there, when Niko reappeared

as suddenly as he’d left.
“So this is where you’re hiding,” he said, coming upon her as she sat reading in a wicker love

seat on the patio—except they called it a veranda in Greece. “I’ve been looking everywhere for you.”
Though startled, she managed to hang on to her composure enough to meet his glance coolly

and reply with commendable indifference, “Why? What do you want?”
Uninvited, he sat down beside her on the sun-warmed cushions. “To ask you to have dinner

with me tonight.”
The nerve of him! “I don’t think so,” she said, projecting what she hoped was an air of cool

amusement. “You’re likely to take off at the last minute and leave me to foot the bill.”
“The way I did the other night, you mean?” He grimaced. “Look, I’m sorry about that but—”
“Forget it, Niko. I have.”
“No, you haven’t. I haven’t, either, and nor do I want to. Spend the evening with me, and I’ll

try to explain myself.”
“Whatever makes you think I’m interested in anything you have to say?”
“Because if you weren’t, you wouldn’t be so ticked off with me. Come on, Emily,” he wheedled,

inching closer. “Be fair, and at least hear me out before you decide I’m not worth your time.”
“I usually play cards with Pavlos in the evening.”
“Then we’ll make it a late dinner. How is my father, by the way? I stopped by his suite before

I came to find you, but he was sleeping.”
“He still tires easily, but he’s better since he started physiotherapy.”
“I’m glad he’s on the mend.” He glanced at her from beneath his outrageous lashes, stroked

his finger down her arm and left a trail of shimmering sensation in its wake. “So what do you say,
sweet thing? Do we have a date?”

Resisting him was like trying to trap mist between her hands. “If that’s what it takes for you
to leave me to read in peace now, I suppose we do. But I won’t be free much before ten, after your
father’s settled for the night.”

He edged closer still, a long, lean specimen of masculine grace, handsome as sin, dangerous as
hell, and kissed her cheek. “I can wait that long,” he said, “but I’m not saying it will be easy.”

He took her to a restaurant on the water, about a fifteen-minute drive from the villa. She’d
pinned up her hair in a sleek chignon, and wore a black dress she’d bought on sale in a boutique just
a few days earlier, and high-heeled black sandals. Simple but beautifully cut, the dress had a narrow
draped skirt, strapless bodice, and a shawl lushly embroidered with silver thread. Her only accessory
was a pair of dangling vintage silver earrings studded with crystals.
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All in all, a good choice, she decided, glancing at her surroundings. Unlike the bougainvillea-
draped tavernas she’d seen in the neighborhood, with their paper tablecloths and simple, sometimes
crudely constructed furniture, this place gave new meaning to the term stylish sophistication. Crisp
linens, a single perfect gardenia at every place setting, deep, comfortable leather chairs, a small dance
floor and soft music combined to create an ambience at once elegant and romantic.

They were shown to a window table overlooking a yacht basin. Tall masts rose black and slender
against the night sky. Beyond the breakwater, moonlight carved an icy path across the sea to the
horizon, but inside the room, candles cast a warm glow over the stark white walls.

Once they’d been served drinks and he’d chosen their meal—noting no prices were listed on
the menu, she’d left him to decide what to order—Niko leaned back in his chair and remarked, “You
look very lovely tonight, Emily. More like a fashion model than a nurse.”

“Thank you. You look rather nice yourself.”
Which had to be, she thought, mentally rolling her eyes, the understatement of the century. The

superb fit of his charcoal-gray suit spoke of Italian tailoring at its best, and never mind the gorgeous
body inside it.

He inclined his head and smiled. “I like your earrings.”
“They were my mother’s. She loved jewelry and pretty clothes.” She touched her fingertip to

one crystal pendant, memories of her mother, all dressed up for an evening out, as clear in her mind
as if they’d taken place just yesterday. “I still have all her things—her dinner gowns and shoes and
beaded handbags.”

“Do you use them?”
“Not often. I don’t have occasion to.”
His gaze scoured her face, meandered down her throat to her shoulders, and it took all her

self-control not to shrink into the concealing folds of her shawl. “What a waste,” he murmured. “A
woman as beautiful as you should always wear beautiful things.”

“My mother was the beauty, not I.”
“You think?”
“I know,” she said, nodding thanks to the waiter as he presented a tray of appetizers. Mezedes,

she’d learned, were as integral to the evening meal as the main course itself. “And my father was
incredibly handsome. They made such a glamorous couple.”

“Tell me about them,” he said, resting his elbow on the arm of his chair, wineglass in hand.
“What were they like—beyond their good looks, that is?”

“Crazy about one another. Happy.”
“Socialites?”
“I suppose they were,” she admitted, remembering the many times she’d watched, entranced,

as her mother prepared for a gala evening on the town.
“What else?”
She stared out at the yachts rocking gently at their moorings. “They wrung every drop of

enjoyment from life. They’d dance in the sitting room after dinner, go swimming at midnight in
English Bay, dress up in fabulous costumes for Hallowe’en, decorate the biggest tree they could find
at Christmas. They were on everyone’s guest list, and everyone wanted to be on theirs. And they died
much too soon.”

Detecting the sadness infecting her memories, he framed his next question in quiet sympathy.
“How did it happen?”

“They were on their way home from a party, driving along a road infamous for its hairpin bends.
It was raining heavily, the visibility was poor. They were involved in a head-on collision and killed
instantly.”
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