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Аннотация
Beauty and the beast… Roberto de Sousa lived for the sound

of crowds chanting his name. But now all he hears are thoughts of
bitterness and regret. One look at his scarred face in the mirror and
he’s back in his car as it crashes, his racing career destroyed.No one
has tempted the reclusive champion out from his mansion, and Dr
Katherine Lister is the only person to be invited in… She’s there to
value a rare piece of art. But under Roberto’s sultry gaze she feels like
a priceless jewel…
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Roberto de Sousa sat opposite, smouldering in silence
again across the table.

‘The value is unimportant. The painting is not for resale. My
interest is the identity of the artist.’ He was silent again, as though
turning something over in his mind. ‘If you would consent to stay
to examine it,’ he said at last, ‘I would be most grateful—Doctor.’



 
 
 

Her first instinct was a flat refusal. But, conscious that
she represented the Massey Gallery, and also deeply curious
about the painting and its owner, Katherine changed her mind
about a quick getaway. For pride’s sake she paused, as though
considering her answer, and finally nodded graciously. ‘Since
you’ve paid so generously for my time, I have no choice.’

‘Obrigado, Dr Lister. You shall see the painting in the
morning.’ He glanced at his watch. ‘But now you must be tired
after your journey. Please rest before joining me for dinner.’

So she was to have the honour of dining at his table. ‘Thank
you, Mr de Sousa.’

‘De nada.’
He escorted her across the hall. ‘Ate logo—until later, Doctor.’
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CHAPTER ONE

 
THE Oporto concourse was crowded, but as Katherine made

her way through it with her luggage trolley she finally spotted a
man holding up a sign with her name on it.

She smiled politely as she approached him. ‘I’m Dr Lister of
the Massey Gallery in England.’

The man stared for a moment in blank surprise, then hurriedly
took charge of her trolley. ‘Bem-vindo, Doutora. Senhor Sousa
sent me to welcome you. My name is Jorge Machado. Please to
follow me to the car.’

Katherine was only too pleased to let the man take over.
Installed in a sleek limousine she relaxed against the butter-soft
leather upholstery as they left the airport to head north into
the heart of the Minho, an area of Portugal she’d learned was
still deep-rooted in tradition. Once they left the motorway for
a slower winding route along the River Lima they passed a cart
drawn by plodding oxen oblivious of passing traffic, with two
black-clad women pacing alongside, and Katherine smiled in
delight. Real Portugal!

Originally, Katherine had intended hiring a car to sandwich
in a brief holiday somewhere in the region once her mission was
completed, but in the end she had taken her employer’s advice
and accepted the transport provided. She would simply take a
taxi to Viana do Castelo afterwards, and find a hotel for whatever



 
 
 

time was left over from her mission. But for now it was good just
to sit back and watch this picturesque part of the world go by as
she speculated about what waited for her at journey’s end.

Some work was necessary, for a start. The unknown Mr de
Sousa required an art expert to authenticate a recently acquired
painting, and had paid all expenses and fees necessary to fly
her boss to Portugal. James Massey was renowned and highly
respected in the art world for searching out unrecognised works
by major artists, and Katherine considered herself fortunate not
only to work at his gallery, but for the benefit of his invaluable
experience as he’d taught her how to differentiate between the
genuine article and the fake. But James, to his chagrin, had
gone down with influenza shortly before he was due to leave for
Portugal and had asked Katherine to take his place. Elated that
he trusted her to deputise for him, she’d dropped everything to
make the flight.

The new man in her life had objected strongly when she
put their embryo relationship on hold to take off for Portugal,
not least because she turned down his offer to go with her.
Katherine had been immovable. A client paying so generously
for her services deserved her total concentration. The painting
would probably need some cleaning before she could even begin
to venture any kind of opinion and, dependent on its age and
condition, this might take time. Andrew Hastings had taken the
rejection so badly Katherine had been surprised to receive his
text at the airport demanding she contact him as soon as she



 
 
 

arrived. She shrugged, preferring to think about Mr de Sousa
instead. James Massey knew surprisingly little about the client,
other than his possession of a painting he believed to be of some
importance, and his willingness to pay generously to find out if
he was right. She fervently hoped that he was right. If the client’s
find was a dud or, worse, a fake, she didn’t fancy breaking the
bad news. That was a side of the business normally dealt with by
James Massey.

‘We have arrived, Doutora,’ said her chauffeur, and Katherine
sat to attention at the sight of high walls with a gated archway
surmounted by a stone cross. He aimed a remote control at the
wrought iron gates, which swung open to reveal a landscape so
beautiful she asked him to drive slowly through acres of rolling
verdant gardens ringed with mountain views. When the house
itself finally came into view it outdid its surroundings. White-
walled and red-roofed, two wings fanned out from a central stone
tower wreathed in greenery. Before the car came to a halt in the
circular courtyard the massive door in the tower swung open and
a plump little woman came hurrying out, her surprise obvious as
she set eyes on the visitor.

‘Here is Doutora Lister, Lídia,’ said Jorge Machado with
emphasis on the title as he helped Katherine from the car.

‘Bem-vindo—welcome to Quinta das Montanhas, Doutora,’
the woman said, recovering quickly.

Delighted to hear more English, no matter how heavily
accented, Katherine smiled warmly. ‘How do you do? What a



 
 
 

glorious house.’
The woman smiled, pleased. ‘Senhor Roberto regret he is not

here to greet you but arrives very soon. I take you to your room,
Doutora.’

Jorge followed behind with the luggage as the friendly,
bustling Lidia led Katherine through a vast cool hall with a
high vaulted ceiling, and on up a curving stone staircase with a
balustrade of wrought iron as delicate as black lace. The smiling
woman showed Katherine into a big high-ceilinged room with
louvred blinds at tall windows, and an armoire and massive
white-covered bed in dark carved wood. And, best sight of all to
Katherine at the moment, a tray with an ice bucket and mineral
water on a table between the windows.

Jorge followed them to wheel Katherine’s luggage to the chest
at the foot of the bed, then turned to leave. ‘When you are ready,
Doutora, please to come down to the varanda.’

Lidia showed Katherine a door which opened into a bathroom.
‘You need, yes?’

‘I do indeed. Obrigada,’ said Katherine in relief, her thanks so
fervent the woman smiled in sympathy.

‘I bring food now?’ she offered, but Katherine shook her head.
‘No, thank you; I’m too hot right now. I just need some water.’
Lidia promptly filled a glass for her. ‘I come back soon.’
Not sure what “soon” might mean, Katherine downed the

water and made do with a wash rather than the shower she would
have preferred. She brushed out her hair and pulled it back into



 
 
 

a ruthlessly tight twist, and then exchanged her T-shirt and jeans
for tailored black linen trousers and plain white shirt. Then with
a wry little smile she added the dark-rimmed spectacles she wore
for computer work. The efficient look would hopefully impress a
man who was bound to be of a certain age if he owned a fabulous
house like this and had money to spare for valuable paintings.
Katherine sent brief texts to James and her friend Rachel, and
last, guilty because it was an afterthought, another to Andrew,
then began to unpack. Before she’d finished the roar of a car
engine shattered the peaceful afternoon and Lidia hurried in,
shaking her head in disapproval.

‘I do that, Doutora. You come now. He is here.’
Katherine followed the woman down the curving staircase

and out onto a long veranda with a gleaming floor and carved
stone pillars entwined with greenery. A man in A casual linen
jacket and jeans leaned against one of them, looking out over the
gardens. He was tallish and lean, with a mane of black curling
hair and a profile any movie star would have envied. When Lidia
spoke he turned quickly, with a smile which died abruptly at the
sight of Katherine, his dark eyes narrowed in surprise.

‘Doutora Lister,’ announced Lidia with a touch of drama and
withdrew, leaving total silence behind her.

‘You are Dr Lister?’ the man said at last.
At last, rejoiced her hormones. You’ve finally found him. ‘I’m

Katherine Lister, yes,’ she said, proud of her composure as she
smiled politely.



 
 
 

He sketched a graceful bow. ‘Encantado. Roberto de Sousa. I
regret I was not here to welcome you when you arrived.’

‘Not at all. Your people made me very welcome.’
The client was a far cry from the elderly businessman

Katherine had pictured—at a guess, only a few years older than
her own twenty eight. And she could have sworn she’d seen him
before somewhere. The overlong hair and dark eyes tilted above
knife-edge cheekbones were puzzlingly familiar; unlike the eye-
catching scar slashed down one side of his face, which was
the once-seen never-forgotten kind. When the silence continued
Katherine decided to break it.

‘Is there a problem, Mr de Sousa?’
‘I was expecting a man,’ he said bluntly.
Katherine stiffened. ‘I thought Mr Massey explained that he

was sending me in his place.’
He nodded coldly. ‘He did. But he did not inform me that the

expert Dr Lister is a woman.’
‘Even so,’ said Katherine, every hackle suddenly erect in

protest, ‘I’m fully qualified to make the inspection you require,
Senhor de Sousa. Not with as much experience as Mr Massey,
it’s true, but with more than enough, I assure you, to give you an
informed opinion of your painting.’ She waited, but no response
was forthcoming. The attraction, it seemed, had not been mutual.
‘Of course, if you insist on a male expert I’ll leave at once. Though
I would be glad of a cup of tea first.’

Roberto de Sousa looked appalled. He clapped his hands, and



 
 
 

as if by magic Jorge Machado reappeared, bearing a tray. ‘Why
has Dr Lister received no refreshment?’

‘Desculpe me, Doutora,’ said the man to Katherine. ‘I waited
for the Patrao.’

‘You should have served my guest without waiting for me,’
said his employer, frowning. ‘Please sit, Dr Lister.’

Jorge filled one of the fragile cups with tea, the other with
black coffee, and offered Katherine a platter of cakes she refused
with a friendly smile for him as she sat down.

Roberto de Sousa sat opposite, smouldering in silence again
across the table. This time, he could just sit there, lip-zipped for
ever as far as she was concerned, decided Katherine irritably.
Gorgeous he might be, but once she’d drunk the tea she’d ask for
transport to Viana do Castelo.

‘Please tell me how well you know Mr James Massey,’ he said
at last.

‘All my life,’ she said briefly.
‘He is a relative?’
‘No, just a close friend of my father. How do you know him,

Mr de Sousa?’
‘By reputation and by information I acquired on the Internet.

I contacted Mr Massey after my research showed he is the best
man to authenticate my painting. I bought it for relatively little
—a song, as you say.’

‘But you think it’s valuable?’
Roberto de Sousa shrugged indifferently. ‘The value is



 
 
 

unimportant. It is not for resale. My interest is the identity of the
artist and, if possible, the subject.’ He was silent again, as though
turning something over in his mind. ‘If you would consent to stay
to examine it,’ he said at last, ‘I would be most grateful…Doctor.’

Her first instinct was a flat refusal. But, conscious that she
represented the Massey Gallery, also deeply curious about the
painting, Katherine changed her mind about a quick getaway. For
pride’s sake she paused as though considering her answer, and
finally nodded graciously. ‘Since you’ve paid so generously for
my time, I have no choice.’

‘Obrigado, Dr Lister. You shall see the painting in the morning
in the full light of day, and tell me your requirements. Mr Massey
warned there must be cleaning before any opinion is possible.’
He glanced at his watch. ‘But now you must be tired after your
journey. Please rest before joining me for dinner.’

So she was to have the honour of dining at his table. And the
mere mention of dinner reminded her that now her thirst was
gone she was hungry. ‘Thank you, Mr de Sousa.’

‘De nada.’ He paused. ‘A small thing. If I am addressed
correctly it is Mr Sousa.’

‘I see. I’ll remember that.’ She got up.
He escorted her across the hall. ‘Ate logo—until later, Doctor.’
She nodded politely, and mounted the curving stairs with back

very erect.
Roberto de Sousa watched her out of sight, then returned,

deep in thought, to the veranda. He sat down, absently rubbing



 
 
 

the leg which gave him hell if he stood too long. His surprise
at finding that Dr Lister was not a man had obviously—and
unfortunately—offended his guest. But if she were fully qualified
to give an informed opinion on his painting, in theory he had
no problem with a female expert. His lips tightened. In practice,
however, he deeply resented the need to welcome a woman to
his home now he was disfigured; even an efficient intellectual
in spectacles like Dr Lister, with her scraped back hair and
masculine clothes. At the Quinta the only females in his life were
on his staff, whereas at one time he had been surrounded on all
sides by beautiful, willing women. His face set in harsh lines as
he ran a finger down his scar. All that, and many other things,
had changed forever the day his luck had finally run out.

Katherine’s equilibrium was in normal working order again by
the time she settled down on the bed with a book. Roberto de
Sousa’s reaction to her had been more of a blow than she cared
to admit. Her mane of brown hair and opalescent green eyes
were assets which generally did her no harm with the opposite
sex. But from the reaction of her client she’d obviously disguised
her assets too well in an attempt to minimise the figure which
curved a little too much in some places for her own taste, but had
never been a drawback where men were concerned. She bit her
lip. The client’s preference for a male expert was another blow.
If she informed Roberto de Sousa that his painting was a fake,
or of no intrinsic value, he might refuse to accept her findings.
She shrugged. Not the end of the world; she would simply rely



 
 
 

on backup from James. Photographs of the painting would be
emailed to him for his verdict—and earn her undying gratitude
from Judith Massey for keeping her bored, convalescent husband
in the loop.

Katherine had wondered beforehand whether she would be
invited to join her host’s family for the meal, but so far no
mention had been made of a wife, or of any other relative.
Indeed, James had known so little about the client Katherine had
speculated quite a bit about Roberto de Sousa during the flight,
but nothing had prepared her for her reaction to him, which
was a first in her life when it came to men. She had also been
unprepared for his hostility too, which was as surprising as his
relative youth and scarred, darkly handsome face. She shrugged.
He might have wanted a man to pass judgement on his painting
but she would soon show him she was more than equal to the
task. Nevertheless, the prospect of dinner was a bit daunting.

Katherine had fully intended wearing a sleeveless leaf-green
shift with a clever bit of draping to flatter her curvier bits, but
she put it back on its hanger, her eyes glittering coldly as she
chose minimising black linen instead. With no jewellery to soften
the starkly plain dress and only the merest touch of make-up,
tonight she would play the intellectual role to the hilt to dine with
a man whose aura of sardonic melancholy was so intriguing—
and surprising. She would have expected someone of his age and
race to be more outgoing. Perhaps he had been before the scar.

A minute before eight the slightly panting Lidia arrived to



 
 
 

announce that Senhor Roberto awaited his guest. Katherine put
the glasses on and gave a last look in the mirror to make sure
no strand of hair had escaped from its ruthless twist. At last,
feeling like Boudicca going into battle, she followed the woman
down the curving staircase to the hall, where Jorge was waiting to
escort her out on the veranda, which looked even more inviting
with soft lights glowing in the greenery wreathing the pillars.

Roberto de Sousa rose slowly from one of the cane chairs and
stared at her in total silence, his spirits sinking at the sight of his
starkly elegant guest. He recalled himself hurriedly and bade her
good evening.

Did he ever say anything without thinking it over first?
Katherine wondered.

‘Lidia is not pleased because I wished to dine out here,’ he said,
leading her to a table. ‘The sala de jantar is big for two people.
I thought you would prefer this.’ But in truth the preference was
his, in the hope that his scar would look less prominent in the
soft lighting.

‘I do,’ she assured him, noting that the table was laid for only
two. No wife in evidence then; at least not here.

He pulled out a chair for her. ‘What will you drink? Gin and
tonic, perhaps?’

Katherine glanced at the frosted bottle sitting in a silver ice
bucket. ‘May I have a glass of wine?’

‘Pois e. This is the vinho verde of the Minho.’ He removed the
cork with a twist of his wrist and filled two glasses. ‘I will join



 
 
 

you.’ He gave her a glass and, reminding himself that she was his
guest, touched his own to it. ‘What shall we toast?’

‘A successful outcome for your painting?’
He nodded. ‘To success.’
The cool wine went down like nectar, the perfect

accompaniment to the dish of hot appetisers Jorge set in front
of Katherine.

‘The national dish,’ Roberto informed her, ‘bolinhas de
bacalhau. You have tasted these before?’

‘No, but they smell delicious.’ She popped one of the
miniature cod balls in her mouth. ‘And they taste even better. I’ll
remember my first food in Portugal with pleasure.’

Roberto sat facing her, his scar stark in his dark face against
the white of his shirt, soft lighting or not. ‘You have eaten nothing
since you arrived?’ he said, frowning.

She shook her head. ‘Lidia offered, but I was too hot and
thirsty.’

‘Then you must eat more of these.’ He pushed the plate
towards her.

‘No, thank you,’ she said firmly. ‘Otherwise I shan’t need any
dinner.’

‘You must eat well, or the chef will take offence.’
The chef! Katherine digested that, along with the bolinha, and

set out to be a polite dinner guest. ‘Have you lived here long,
Senhor Sousa?’

‘I do not live here, Doctor.’ He smiled crookedly, the scar



 
 
 

much in evidence. ‘The Quinta das Montanhas is the retreat I
escape to for a holiday alone from time to time.’

Some holiday home! ‘This is such a beautiful part of the
world,’ she remarked, ‘but totally unknown territory to me.
Unlike the majority of my fellow Brits, I’ve never been to
Portugal before.’

‘Then it is most important that you enjoy your first visit.’
Roberto de Sousa, however reluctant, was an attentive host,

but Katherine found it hard to relax as they ate crisp grilled
chicken fragrant with herbs.

‘Is the food to your taste?’ said Roberto, refilling her glass.
She nodded politely. ‘My compliments to your chef. He’s a

genius.’
He eyed her in amusement. ‘I was joking. Jorge’s wife, Lidia,

is cook here.’
‘Then she’s the genius,’ said Katherine, and smiled warmly at

Jorge as he came to take their plates. ‘That was utterly delicious.
Please tell your wife.’

He bowed, gratified. ‘Obrigado, senhora. You would like
pudim?’

Katherine smiled regretfully. ‘I can’t eat another thing.’
Jorge returned the smile with warmth that won him a wry look

from his employer. ‘Café, senhora? Or tea?’
‘Not even that, thank you.’
‘I would like coffee, Jorge, por favor,’ said his employer

sardonically. ‘And bring agua mineral for the lady.’



 
 
 

‘Agora mesmo, Senhor.’
Once Jorge was assured later that nothing more was needed,

Katherine sat back, gazing out at moonlight which added magic
to the scene. ‘It’s so peaceful here,’ she commented. ‘I see why
you think of it as a haven.’

His eyes shuttered. ‘Because I have never stayed here long
enough to tire of such peace—until now.’ He looked up at her in
enquiry. ‘I trust that taking Mr Massey’s place so suddenly caused
no problems for you?’

She shook her head. ‘None that I couldn’t solve, Mr Sousa.’
‘Muito bem. I am most interested in your work. What, exactly,

do you do at the gallery, Doctor?’
Katherine seized on the subject in relief. ‘My job mainly

involves searching the Internet for sleepers,’ she began, ‘the
unidentified or wrongly catalogued works that slip through the
net unnoticed. It can be very exciting.’

‘I hope that my painting is equally so.’
‘So do I,’ she said with feeling.
‘That was a most heartfelt remark!’
She smiled wryly. ‘When paintings are brought to us at the

gallery, James breaks the bad news when they’re copies or fakes.’
He nodded, enlightened. ‘And you do not welcome the task of

giving me such news.’
‘No. I don’t.’ She looked him in the eye. ‘But I will if I have to.’
‘Have no fear, Dr Lister. I will not blame you if my painting

is a fake. Or doubt your findings,’ he added.



 
 
 

‘Thank you. I admit that worried me when—’ she stopped,
flushing.

‘When?’ he prompted.
‘When you were so taken aback because I was a woman.’
‘Only because I had been expecting a man,’ he said smoothly.

‘But if Senhor Massey trusts you to pass judgement on my
painting I shall do the same.’

‘Thank you!’
‘De nada. Let me give you more wine.’
‘Just water, thank you. I need a clear head for my detective

work in the morning.’
His sudden smile altered his face so much it cancelled all

impression of familiarity. A smiling Roberto de Sousa was so
breathtaking he was definitely like no man Katherine had ever
seen before.

‘You regard your work as solving a mystery?’ he said,
intrigued.

‘In a way. It’s hugely rewarding—and exciting—to reveal the
true identity of a lost work of art.’

‘Perhaps my painting will be one of these.’
She hoped so. Fervently. ‘Do you have any idea who the artist

might be?’
‘It is more hope than idea. But I shall say nothing until you

give me your opinion. Do you rise early?’ he added.
‘During the working week, yes. I’ll start on your painting as

early as convenient in the morning.’



 
 
 

Conscious that his initial reception of his guest had been
anything but warm, Roberto steeled himself to make amends.
‘Before you begin tomorrow, perhaps you would like to explore
the gardens—a short walk before your mystery-solving.’

Recognising an olive branch when she saw one, she nodded,
smiling. ‘I’d like that very much indeed. And now it’s time I said
goodnight.’

‘Your breakfast will be brought to your room. I shall await
you here later at nine. Sleep well. Dorme bem, as we say in my
country.’

She smiled politely. ‘My first day in Portugal has been so full
I’m sure I will. Now I’m here, I can’t imagine why I’ve never been
to your country before.’

‘Ah, but Portugal is not minha terra, the land of my birth,’
he informed her. ‘The Quinta das Montanhas is my retreat here
in the Minho from time to time, but my family home is in Rio
Grande do Sul in the south of Brazil.’ He gave her the graceful
bow again. ‘I am a gaucho.’

She had an instant vision of pampas grasslands and cattle
herded by men in flat hats and leather breeches. ‘You live on a
cattle ranch?’ she asked, secretly impressed.

He nodded. ‘My father is patrao. I rode as soon as I could
walk, but long hours in the saddle are not possible for me right
now.’ His face darkened as he collected a walking stick to cross
the hall with her. ‘You have noticed I limp?’

‘No, I haven’t,’ said Katherine, surprised, with such obvious



 
 
 

truth his face relaxed slightly. ‘An accident?’
‘A car crash.’ He shrugged. ‘But, as you see, I survived. Boa

noite, Doctor.’
It took a long time to fall asleep in the wide bed. Katherine

blamed the bright moonlight for keeping her awake, but the real
culprit was Roberto de Sousa. She would have been a lot happier
about his electrifying effect on her hormones if her impact on
him had been anything remotely similar but, mortifyingly, it
had not. She felt deeply curious about the accident that had
scarred his face and left him with the limp she hadn’t noticed
until he mentioned it. Other than the scarred, handsome face,
her first impression of him had been coordination and grace—
plus his obvious displeasure that a mere woman had come to
pass judgement on his precious artwork. She sighed, praying that
the painting was in reasonable enough condition for any kind of
identification, let alone the one he hoped for. In one way she
wished James Massey had come here to do it. But if he had
she wouldn’t have come here to Quinta das Montanhas and met
Roberto de Sousa, the most attractive man she’d ever met in her
life, scarred and hostile or not.

She smiled suddenly, imagining the reaction if she described
the charismatic client and his glorious house to Andrew Hastings.
She’d known Andrew only a short time, but already he was
displaying character traits which made it unlikely that their
relationship, such as it was, would last much longer. Katherine
enjoyed male company, but so far in her life had managed to



 
 
 

keep her relationships light and undemanding, firmly secondary
to her work. Orphaned in her teens, she was long accustomed to
full autonomy over her life. Loneliness was no problem because
she shared the house inherited from her father with two former
college friends, both of them male. The three of them lived
separate lives on separate floors of her three storey town house,
and Hugh and Alastair paid their landlady good money in rent,
but Andrew strongly disapproved of the arrangement and had
lately begun urging her to share his house instead. Her obdurate
refusal was an ongoing bone of contention between them, and
her sudden dash to Portugal on the very day that he had tickets
for Glyndebourne had been the last straw. But helping James out
had been far more important to Katherine than a performance of
The Marriage of Figaro, gala or not. Besides, she had no intention
of moving in with a man whose outlook on life was so different
from her own.

In spite of her restless night, Katherine woke early. She had
showered and dressed in her usual working uniform of jeans and
T-shirt and yanked her hair back in its twist by the time a knock
on her door heralded the entry of Lidia with a tray.

‘Bom dia, Doutora,’ Lidia announced, beaming. She put the
tray on a small table at the window and drew up a chair.

Katherine returned the smile warmly. ‘Good morning, Lidia.
Obrigada.’

‘Is enough breakfast, or you like bacon? Eggs?’
Katherine laughed and assured Lidia that the array of crisp



 
 
 

rolls and fruit was more than enough. ‘It’s perfect. Thank you.’
The woman smiled, pleased. ‘Eat well. I come back at nine.’
‘Could you ask Jorge to come with you, and take the tripod

and work box downstairs?’
‘Pois e. I tell him.’
With time for the kind of breakfast she never bothered with

at home, Katherine sat at the open window to eat at her leisure
as she looked out on the acres of beautiful gardens. No matter
what happened about the painting, she was glad she’d been
given the opportunity to see this heavenly place—and make the
acquaintance of Roberto de Sousa. The Gaucho, no less. Very
sexy.

The man waiting for her on the veranda later, however, looked
weary rather than sexy. The shadowed eyes below the tumble of
damp curls conveyed pain to Katherine.

‘Bom dia,’ he said as she joined him. ‘You slept well?’
‘Very well, thank you.’
Roberto eyed her tripod and work box with interest. ‘These

are for your work?’
She nodded. ‘I take photographs of the painting to record

its original condition, and then more shots as I go along. The
box contains the various tools and solvents for the preliminary
cleaning. This can be a messy process, so I shall need a place
to work where I won’t spoil anything. And with bright daylight
rather than strong sunlight, if possible.’

He nodded. ‘I shall arrange it. Do you still wish to walk for a



 
 
 

while before you start?’
‘Yes, please. I’ve been gazing out over your gardens while I

ate breakfast. I’d love to see more.’ And postpone the stress of
her first encounter with the painting.

‘Vamos, then.’ He picked up the walking stick leaning against
a pillar.

‘Are you sure you feel like a walk today?’ she asked, and
regretted it when his mouth tightened.

‘I assure you I can hobble—if that is the word—for a while
without falling, Doctor.’

She flushed. ‘I’m sorry—’
‘No! It is I who am sorry.’ He forced a smile. ‘Forgive me. I

swam too much this morning and now I pay for it. Come. I will
show you the pool.’

On the leisurely stroll they encountered two gardeners, elderly
men who looked up with smiles as their employer stopped to have
a word with them each time.

‘They were very pleased to see you,’ commented Katherine.
‘They have known me all my life,’ he informed her. ‘Quinta das

Montanhas was my mother’s childhood home. Now it is mine.’
Katherine was impressed. ‘Your mother left it to you?’
‘She gave it to me. My mother is still very much alive. But

since their marriage, when my father stole her away to live in Rio
Grande do Sul, she does not come here often. She dislikes the
long flight.’

‘I sympathise with her! The flight from the UK to Oporto was



 
 
 

more than enough for me. Oh!’ she said with sudden pleasure, as
they turned down another path. ‘A tennis court.’

‘You play?’
‘Yes, though not very well.’
‘Better than I—now,’ he said bitterly.
‘Forgive the personal question,’ she said with caution, ‘but can

nothing be done for your limp?’
His mouth twisted. ‘Deus, yes! I do the punishing exercises,

a physiotherapist tortures me, I swim and walk every day, and
every day it is improving. Eventually, I am assured, I shall
be normal. Whatever normal may be,’ he added savagely. ‘To
achieve that I shall even endure plastic surgery on my face, so I
do not give little children nightmares.’

Mentally kicking herself for bringing the subject up,
Katherine was glad to reach the swimming pool, which was big
enough to give any man a workout on his daily swim. ‘What a
wonderful setting, with those trees in the background and the
mountains beyond,’ she said brightly.

He nodded in brief agreement, but said nothing more until
they reached a summerhouse on the way back to the house.
‘Before we return, let us inspect the estufa. Would this suit for
your work? Here you have daylight, no one to disturb you, but
you are near the house. Also,’ he added, ‘it revolves, for you to
follow the light.’

Katherine ran up a shallow flight of steps into an octagonal
room with a table and wicker chairs, a tiled floor and as much



 
 
 

natural light from the windows as she could wish for. She beamed
at Roberto. ‘This is perfect! All I need now is the painting, plus
a large blanket and my equipment and I’ll get started.’

‘Coffee first,’ he said firmly, and waved his stick in the
direction of the house. ‘We shall drink it on the varanda, where
the painting awaits.’

It was frustrating for Katherine to keep to Roberto’s slow pace.
Excitement and apprehension filled her now the moment of truth
had finally arrived. Even if the painting was all he believed it to
be, she might fail to identify the artist, which would be disaster
after insisting that she possessed the necessary expertise. As they
mounted the veranda steps the sight of the swathed package on
the table accelerated her pulse.

‘Shall I unmask him?’ asked Roberto.
Katherine nodded, swallowing. ‘Yes, please.’
With care, he removed the wrappings from the un-framed

canvas, then stood back. ‘A little dirty, nao e?’
‘Normal if there’s any age to the painting,’ she agreed, nerves

suddenly gone as she looked down at the canvas, which showed
a young dark-haired man in sober eighteenth century clothing.
‘Certainly no dandy,’ said Katherine slowly, ‘though he would
look a lot more elegant without the layers of overpaint. The
jacket is just a blob and there’s too much neck cloth.’

‘What does that mean?’ demanded Roberto, face tense.
‘The overpaint may be hiding a repair in the canvas, or an

addition by another artist,’ she said absently, her eyes glued to



 
 
 

the subject’s face, which had suffered less than the body. Itching
to get started, she smiled absently at her client. ‘If you’ll have my
gear sent over to the summerhouse—with a thick blanket to lay
the painting on, please—I’ll get to work straight away.’

‘First you must drink coffee,’ he insisted as Jorge appeared to
place a coffee pot on the waiting tray. Roberto gave him some
quick-fire instructions, and the man bore the tripod and work box
off to the summerhouse. ‘I shall carry the painting there myself
when you are ready,’ he told Katherine, pulling out a chair for
her.

Wishing she could get straight on with the job, she began
pouring coffee. ‘After I’ve cleaned the painting with white spirit,
I can remove some of the overpaint with solvent, if you wish.
By then I might even have some idea about the artist.’ She had a
pretty wild idea already, but had no intention of dropping names
at this stage. Further investigation might prove her horribly
wrong, and Roberto de Sousa’s faith in her opinion would be gone
for good.

He sat down beside her. ‘You must not work too long without
taking a break. Jorge will fetch you when lunch is ready.’

‘I won’t be able to face a meal in the middle of the day,’ she
warned.

‘You must eat for energy. A small sandwich, at least,’ he said
firmly. ‘I will join you here at one.’ He looked up as Jorge
returned. ‘All is ready?’

‘Sim, senhor.’



 
 
 

Katherine found that the summerhouse had already been
dusted and swept, and a second table brought in to hold a tray
with glasses and bottled water in an ice bucket, also a large metal
bell with a wooden handle and a thick brown blanket.

Katherine positioned the blanket where the light was brightest
and Roberto laid the painting down on it. He stood back, his eyes
on her face as she subjected the painted face to a close scrutiny.

Katherine took her time, her excitement mounting. He looked
familiar. Could she possibly be right about the artist?

She turned to smile absently at Roberto. ‘Right. I’ll make a
start now.’

He smiled wryly. ‘You wish me to leave you to your detecting,
nao e?’ He touched the bell. ‘Ring if you need anything. Jorge
will come. I shall see you at lunch.’

Alone with the portrait at last, Katherine took off the
spectacles to peer through her magnifying glass. ‘Right, young
sir. Time for your close up.’

She went over every inch of the painting, then took
a photograph to record its original state. Her instinct was
screaming at her to start cleaning, but she doggedly kept to her
usual routine. Once she’d taken everything she needed from her
box, she pulled on a builder’s mask and her binocular headband,
drew in a deep breath and moistened the first cotton bud with
white spirit.



 
 
 

 
CHAPTER TWO

 
KATHERINE could have sworn that only minutes had passed

when Roberto himself arrived to say lunch awaited her on the
veranda, by which time the bin liner at Katherine’s feet was piling
up with swabs and she was in no mood to break off to eat. But
she smiled politely and straightened her back as she exchanged
the binocular lenses for her spectacles, aware of his obvious
disappointment that she had so little to show for her labours.

‘I’m just taking off the dirt. You’ll only see a difference when
I get to the overpaint.’

‘I did not expect him to look worse than before,’ he admitted.
‘I look worse, too,’ she said ruefully as they walked back to

the house. ‘I need a scrub.’
‘I shall wait on the varanda,’ Roberto said. ‘There is no hurry.’
‘Yes, there is,’ she contradicted. ‘I must get back to work.’
His lips twitched. ‘You enjoy your detecting so much?’
‘I do.’ She could have added that in this case it was almost

unbearably exciting, but said nothing in case she was wrong.
Over lunch, Roberto told Katherine that he would be out for

most of the following day. ‘Be sure to stop and rest often. I shall
tell Lidia to see to this.’

‘Oh, I will,’ she assured him.
‘Have you any thoughts yet about the hand that painted our

young man?’ Roberto asked, filling their coffee cups.



 
 
 

‘At this stage it’s hard to tell. After I’ve cleaned the canvas I’ll
remove some of the overpaint to look for signature brush strokes.
They function like fingerprints to identify the painter. But I’ll
only do enough to form an opinion. If the painting is valuable
I’ll leave the rest to the restorer James uses most, a lady with the
necessary experience. Unless there is someone else you have in
mind, of course.’

‘I have not. It was my intention to leave all in Senhor Massey’s
hands. But I would trust you to do all, Dr Lister,’ he added with
formality.

That was a relief! ‘It’s very kind of you, but I’m an art
historian, not a professional restorer. Besides, I can’t stay here
that long.’

‘You are so eager to return to England? You have a lover
waiting there for you?’ His eyes gleamed as colour rose in her
face at the sudden descent into the personal.

‘I have a friend, yes. But I was referring to my job,’ she said
frostily.

He raised an eyebrow. ‘I am sure Mr Massey would allow you
to stay if I asked.’

Katherine finished her coffee and stood up. ‘That’s up to him.’
‘If he agreed, it would cause problems in your private life if

you stay here?’ Roberto got up more slowly, jaw clenched at the
effort.

‘None at all.’ None that mattered compared to the painting,
anyway. She looked at her watch. ‘Time I got back to work. I’ll



 
 
 

just run up to my room for my laptop.’
‘I shall see you at dinner. I will not walk with you to the estufa

because I know well I am too slow for you,’ he said sardonically.
Guilty because he was right, Katherine managed a smile. ‘I’ll

look forward to reporting to you at dinner.’
Not as much as I shall, thought Roberto, as he watched her

racing up the stairs. His initial hostility towards her was receding
rapidly, leaving him with a growing desire to know the efficient
Dr Katherine Lister better. The Quinta was a beautiful, peaceful
haven, but lonely. He smiled bitterly as he limped back to his
rooms. At one time he had longed for privacy and time to
himself. His mother had told him many times to be careful what
he wished for in case the wish was granted. And, as always,
she was right. He would gladly pay James Massey whatever he
asked for more of Katherine’s time, if only to look forward to
conversation with her over dinner. She was a rare type of woman
in his experience, expert in the subject which interested him so
greatly. And if his scar repelled her she hid it well. He smiled a
little. It was unusual to meet a woman who made no effort to use
her physical assets to attract him—a novelty compared to the old
days. And she had obviously never heard of him, though this was
not surprising. His career had been cut short before it reached
the heights once hoped for.

Katherine remembered to have a word with Lidia on her way
out again, and learned that there was a bathroom on the ground
floor for visitors, which would be kept for her sole use during



 
 
 

her stay.
‘Perfeito!’ Katherine said, smiling, having looked the word up

in the pocket dictionary acquired for the trip. She settled down
to work with new zest now the first stage of cleaning was over.

With a canvas in dirtier condition Katherine would have
repeated the cleaning process, but due to the time factor she
moved straight on to the next stage. Beginning on a section on the
subject’s coat, she set down a piece of card with a small window
cut in it, then dipped a cotton wool bud in acetone and set to work
within the aperture. The effect was electrifying. The overpaint
had obviously been applied well within the past fifty years or so
because it dissolved like magic within the tiny frame, revealing
much lighter pigment underneath. Katherine went on moving
the cardboard frame fraction by fraction, applying acetone as
she went, and then took a photograph to email to James for his
verdict, and sat back in one of the chairs for a break.

James rang her almost at once. ‘You are having an interesting
time. That’s genuine eighteenth century pigment by the look of
it. But ten to one you’re going to find damage somewhere. Ask
de Sousa whether you should carry on.’

‘He’s already talking about my staying on here to do that, if
you’re agreeable.’

‘Is he now?’ There was a pause. ‘As a matter of interest, how
old is he, and is there a Senhora de Sousa?’

‘He’s thirty-something, and if there is a wife she doesn’t live
here. Bye for now.’



 
 
 

A shadow fell over the steps as she disconnected and
Katherine turned, to find Roberto watching her.

‘Perdoa-me, it was not my intention to listen, but—’
‘You heard what I said.’ Her face heated.
He nodded. ‘Your lover is jealous that you are living in my

house?’
‘I was talking to James Massey!’
His face relaxed slightly. ‘Your employer was asking about

me?’
‘Yes. Sorry about that.’
‘Por que? It is natural he feels responsible for you.’ Roberto

turned as Jorge arrived with a tray. ‘I shall join you here for tea.’
She raised an eyebrow. ‘And check on what I’ve been doing?’
‘Exatamente,’ he agreed.
‘It’s not a lot. I go very carefully at this stage.’
Roberto leaned to inspect the small area she indicated. ‘You

photographed only this small section?’ he said, astonished, and
sat down next to her to look over her shoulder. ‘I can see that the
paint is lighter there. That is important?’

‘Crucial. James agrees that it looks like genuine eighteenth
century pigment.’ Katherine filled both cups as she began. ‘So
do you wish to ship the painting to James’s restorer right away,
or shall I carry on until I have a clearer idea of what’s under the
overpaint before you send it away for repair?’

‘Repair?’ he said sharply.
She nodded. ‘There may be damage of some kind, rips in the



 
 
 

canvas, even holes.’
Roberto blenched. ‘Deus! If so, is repair possible?’
‘Oh, yes. The restorer James uses is a miracle worker.’
‘But if you remove this overpaint, Katherine, could you then

give your opinion on the artist?’
‘I could probably do that much, yes. But it would just be an

opinion,’ she warned. ‘So do you wish me to carry on?’
‘Yes. It would please me very much if you continue until our

young man is revealed in his true colours. Further decisions can
be left until then.’ Roberto got up. ‘I shall leave you to your
detective work.’ He turned at the top of the steps. ‘When your
Mr Massey rings again, tell him the only Senhora de Sousa in my
life is my mother. I once had a wife for a short time many years
ago it is true, but alas no longer.’

Katherine winced. ‘I’m so sorry—’
‘No, you mistake me,’ he said coolly. ‘Mariana is not dead.

She divorced me.’ His eyes locked on hers. ‘Also tell Mr Massey
that you are safe here. No harm will come to you in my house.’

Face still hot after he left, she found it hard for a while to
resume her usual concentration. Next time James rang she would
make sure no one was in earshot. But, to her intense annoyance,
it was Andrew who rang a few minutes later.

‘Why the hell haven’t you called me, Katherine?’ he
demanded. ‘Surely you knew I would be worried?’

‘I texted to say I’d arrived—’
‘Then obviously forgot all about me!’



 
 
 

‘You could have rung me if you were that concerned.’
‘It was your place to ring me, Katherine, in the circumstances.

You took off with barely a word of apology about spoiling the
trip to Glyndebourne!’

She gritted her teeth. ‘For heaven’s sake, Andrew, James was
ill and needed me to take his place. It was an emergency! We can
go to Glyndebourne any time.’

‘I see,’ he said stiffly. ‘James is obviously far more important
to you than I am.’

Enough, thought Katherine. ‘I haven’t got time for this—’
‘No! Please. Don’t ring off,’ he broke in, his tone suddenly

conciliatory. ‘I’m sorry, darling—’
‘Can’t talk any more now; I must get on. Bye.’ Before he could

interrupt again, she switched off her phone.
Katherine felt so annoyed it took a while to get back into her

groove again, but at last she began working at her usual speed,
until a combination of fading light and a message from Roberto
via Jorge brought her to a halt.

‘Senhor Roberto says perhaps finish now, Doutora,’ said the
man tactfully.

Katherine looked at her watch and sat back with a sigh as
she removed her goggles and mask. ‘I’ll just clear up and cover
the painting. Can you ask where it should be stored overnight,
please?’

‘Sim, senhora. Then I come back for your equipment.’
‘You can leave the work box and tripod here overnight. I’ll just



 
 
 

take my camera and laptop.’ She grimaced as she indicated the
overflowing bag of swabs. ‘Sorry about the mess.’

He shook his head, smiling. ‘Nao importa.’
Katherine put her solvents and tools back in the box, then put

her glasses on and turned back to the painting with mounting
optimism. Tomorrow, she promised the young man silently, I’ll
know for certain who painted you. Maybe—though this is a long
shot—I’ll even know who you are.

‘Dr Lister,’ said Roberto, coming up the summer-house steps,
‘you have worked too long—’ He stopped dead as he saw the
painting.

‘Don’t worry. I know it looks a mess like that, but by the
time I’ve finished your boy will look a lot better, I promise,’ she
assured him and began to wrap the canvas very carefully. ‘Where
will you put him overnight?’

‘In the sala. Come, I shall show you.’ Roberto took the canvas
from her so reverently Katherine had to hide a smile.

‘When you first saw the painting, what appealed to you about
it?’ she asked as they crossed the hall. ‘It’s not everyone’s cup of
tea.’

‘Something about the subject’s face called to me very strongly,
even through the medium of the Internet. I always visited art
galleries whenever I could because painted portraits fascinate
me. These days, I visit them through my computer.’ He paused
before double doors at the end. ‘If you will open them, por favor,
Katherine.’



 
 
 

She went before him into a large, formally furnished drawing
room, where the painting to one side of the fireplace caught
Katherine’s eye. The subject, a young girl in a gauzy white dress,
smiled dreamily from the canvas. ‘Who is she?’

‘I do not know her provenance,’ said Roberto with regret.
He crossed the room to lay his canvas down on an escritoire.
‘The label was “Portrait of a Young Girl”, artist unknown, and
therefore cost little. She is charming, but to me she looks lonely.’

‘So you bought the young man as company for her?’
He nodded. ‘He would look good facing her, no?’
‘He will do when he’s been restored. Have you never

researched your pretty lady?’
‘No. When I bought her I was ocupado—busy—and had no

time.’
‘Whereas you’ve gone to great expense as well as time to find

out more about your young man!’
Roberto nodded. ‘Because I hope I know the artist.’
‘Who?’ Katherine demanded.
His eyes danced, lighting up his face to an extent which made

her blink. ‘Ah, no! I await your opinion before I risk mine,
Doutora.’

‘Fair enough—you’re paying.’
‘Because this is true, I insist you rest before dinner.’ He gave

her a commanding look. ‘Jorge goes with me tomorrow, but I
have told Lidia to make sure you do not work too hard while I
am gone.’



 
 
 

Had he indeed! ‘I get totally absorbed and forget the time,’ she
admitted. ‘But when you see your young man again tomorrow he
should look very different. Will you be away all day?’

He shook his head. ‘I shall return in time to dine with you.’
‘This is a beautiful room,’ she remarked as they moved towards

the door.
‘But formal, no? I prefer my apartamento at the back of the

house. I can be untidy there without risking Lidia’s wrath.’
She laughed. ‘That’s hard to imagine!’
Roberto nodded in wry agreement. ‘I am fortunate such good

people care for me.’ He paused as he held the door open for
her. ‘While you are here they will care for you also, and not just
because it is my wish. Both Jorge and Lidia think you are a very
charming young lady.’

To Katherine’s surprise, she felt her face flush. ‘How very
sweet of them.’

Roberto regarded her with pleasure. ‘Que maravilha! A lady
who can blush!’

‘Not something I do very often,’ she assured him,
embarrassed.

‘Perhaps it is because you are tired. Rest now. You wish to
dine on the varanda again?’

‘Yes, please.’ She walked quickly up the stairs, but this time
turned to look down before heading for her room and, to her
annoyance, found her face heating again as he gave that graceful
bow of his before turning away.



 
 
 

In her room, Katherine stripped off her clothes impatiently.
This blushing business had to stop right now. Overpoweringly
attractive though her client might be, she was here purely on
business. She ran a deep bath instead of a shower and lay back
in it, frowning. It was only twenty-four hours since her first
encounter with Roberto de Sousa. He had been put out at first
because she was a woman, yet now, unless she was mistaken,
he was beginning to enjoy her company. Of course that might
not be such a big deal from her point of view. Maybe he’d not
had much contact with women since his accident, due to the
scar he was so bitter about. Yet she was so used to it, already
she hardly noticed it. He must have been outrageously handsome
without it—probably had to beat women off with a stick. But
she was here purely to do a job. And tomorrow, by the time he
came home from wherever he was spending the day, she should
know whether her instinct was right about the artist. If it was,
her job would be done and she could ask for transport to Viana
do Castelo as her reward, a prospect which was not nearly as
pleasant as it should have been.

A rest on her bed during the day was a novelty to Katherine.
A lie in on Sundays was the nearest she ever came to one. But
life here at the Quinta das Montanhas was dangerously addictive.
It would be all too easy to get into the habit. She wondered if
Roberto did the same. He’d mentioned an apartment at the back
of the house so perhaps he had a ground floor bedroom—easier
for his leg than tackling the beautiful stairs all the time. She was



 
 
 

deeply curious to know what had happened, but it was pointless
to get too interested in him. Once she’d finished here she would
never meet Roberto de Sousa again. Besides, a man who came
from a cattle-ranching background in Brazil, with a holiday home
like Quinta das Montanhas at his disposal, lived on a different
planet from Katherine Lister, art historian and researcher.

This conclusion did not rule out looking a bit more appealing
to have dinner with Roberto. Katherine considered the sexy
green dress, but in the end went for ivory linen trousers worn with
heels and a bronze silk tunic. She let her newly washed hair hang
loose to her shoulders, added a touch more make-up than before
and, after a moment’s hesitation, decided against her glasses. She
was ready and waiting when a pretty dark girl knocked on her
door.

‘Pascoa,’ she announced, smiling shyly as she pointed to
herself. ‘Senhor Roberto waits, Doutora.’

‘Obrigada, Pascoa,’ said Katherine, smiling, and followed the
girl downstairs to the hall, where Jorge was waiting. ‘Good
evening,’ she greeted him.

‘Boa tarde, Doutora. Lidia is cooking the carne de porco,’ he
explained as they crossed the hall to the veranda. He opened the
doors and ushered her outside. Roberto was leaning in his usual
place at a pillar, his eyes on the garden. He turned quickly as she
joined him, his eyes wide in involuntary shock which acted like
balm on her bruised ego.

‘You look…most charming, Doctor,’ he said when he’d



 
 
 

regained the power of speech. ‘It is hard to believe you have been
working all day.’

‘Not all day. I’ve been lazing on the bed in the guest room for
the past hour.’ She smiled. ‘Something I never do at home.’

Roberto pulled out a chair for her and gestured to the wine
resting in its silver bucket. ‘You would like this again?’

‘I would. Thank you.’
‘So how do you spend your evenings in England?’ he asked as

he filled their glasses.
‘At home alone, I make supper, do some ironing, watch

television or read.’ Katherine pulled a face. ‘Nothing very
exciting.’

‘And other times someone takes you out to dinner?’ he asked,
easing himself down in the chair across the table.

‘Yes. Or I go out with friends—female gender,’ she added.
‘But one of your friends is a man, nao e?’
‘More than one.’ She grinned. ‘I share a house with two of

them; an arrangement much disapproved of by the man who
currently takes me out to dinner.’

Roberto’s lips twitched as he offered her morsels of toast
spread with paté. ‘He is jealous?’

Katherine thought about it. ‘Andrew wants me to move into
his house instead.’

His eyes gleamed between enviable lashes. ‘Do you wish to
do that?’

She shook her head. ‘Absolutely not. My house really is mine.



 
 
 

My father left it to me. And my tenants pay me good rent to share
it, and the three of us get together with other friends occasionally
for a drink or a meal, which I enjoy very much. Great paté, by
the way,’ she added.

‘Pate de sardinha. Lidia made it, so eat more.’ Roberto leaned
to top up her glass. ‘You say your father left the house to you?
He is dead?’

Katherine nodded soberly. ‘Yes. My mother died when I was
little. Dad brought me up single-handed and did a fantastic job
of it.’ She cleared her throat. ‘Then, just after my eighteenth
birthday, he had a major heart attack, which killed him.’

‘Que tragedia,’ he said softly. ‘You have other relatives?’
‘Dad’s younger sister came to live with me at the time, but

eventually Charlotte met Sam Napier, the architect she’s married
to now.’ Katherine smiled warmly. ‘They wanted me to make
my home with them, but though I was deeply grateful to them
I preferred to stay on at the house. Two of my fellow students
were looking for somewhere to live so, with fantastic help from
Sam, modifications were made to create three separate flats. The
arrangement works so well Hugh and Alastair are still with me.’

‘And you do not wish to leave to join your lover,’ he remarked.
‘He’s just a friend,’ she said irritably, then caught her lip in

her teeth.
Roberto eyed her in wry amusement. ‘You do not offend me,

Doctor. It is I who do so with my talk of a lover. But that is how
this man regards himself, nao e?’



 
 
 

‘I met him only a short time ago,’ she protested.
‘It takes only a moment to fall in love!’
She frowned, taken aback by the sudden descent into the

personal. ‘From impartial observation I’ve noticed that it takes
only a moment to fall back out again, too!’

All talk of love was abandoned as Jorge arrived to set down a
platter of succulent pork slices flanked by an array of vegetables
and a side dish of sautéed potato slices.

‘This smells heavenly!’ Katherine said reverently.
‘We shall serve ourselves, Jorge,’ said Roberto, and smiled at

him. ‘Thank Lidia for the batatinhas.’
‘What are they?’ asked Katherine as she helped herself.
‘The potatoes.’ He smiled. ‘They are my weakness prepared

this way, but at one time I could not eat as many as I wished.’
‘You had to diet?’ she said, astonished. ‘That’s hard to believe.’
‘I had to take care with what I ate,’ he assured her. ‘Now, I

do not.’
Katherine longed to know more as she went on with her

dinner. ‘I always have to watch my weight,’ she said sadly.
‘E verdade?’ he said, surprised. ‘Why?’
‘Otherwise, my clothes don’t fit. So, as a basic matter of

economy, I try not to eat chocolate, and puddings, and so on.’
Roberto leaned to refill her glass. ‘The wine will do no harm,

I promise. Not,’ he added, ‘that I think the doces would harm you
either, Katherine.’ He shot a look at her. ‘You allow me use of
your name?’



 
 
 

‘Of course,’ she said quickly, annoyed because she felt
flustered. ‘I was a bit overweight as a teenager, right up until my
father died, when I found that grief was far more effective than
any diet.’

His eyes softened. ‘You were close to him.’
‘Yes. I even followed his career choice. He lectured in art

history. He met James Massey when they were at university.’
‘And now you work for your father’s friend.’
She stiffened. ‘Which is absolutely nothing to do with

nepotism—’
‘I am sure it is not,’ Roberto assured her hastily. ‘But it

would please your father to know that his daughter works in safe
keeping with his old friend, I think.’

‘True. But I earn my salary, Senhor Sousa.’
He sighed. ‘Now I have offended you. Perdao! It was not my

intention. Agora, please eat more or Lidia will also be offended.’
Katherine went on with her meal for a moment or two, then

decided to take the plunge. ‘May I ask about your accident?’
Roberto tensed as though about to refuse, then shrugged, his

eyes bitter. ‘I was in a car crash, and fortunate to survive. But for
a while it was hard to convince myself of that.’

‘Because you were in such pain?’
His smile was sardonic as he refilled their glasses. ‘Also

because of vanity.’
‘Vanity?’
Roberto nodded. ‘My broken leg was in full length cast, I



 
 
 

had bad concussion, black eyes, broken nose and teeth, and half
my face held together with stitches. Frankenstein’s monster was
prettier.’

‘Sounds as though you were lucky to be alive,’ said Katherine
with a shiver. ‘Did you have any passengers?’

‘I was the passenger, Katherine. When the car swerved off
the road on a bend the driver leapt clear. The car did not burst
into flames as in the movies, gracas a Deus, but it suffered much
damage as it crashed down a hillside into trees.’

‘What happened to the chauffeur?’
His eyes hardened to obsidian. ‘The driver was a woman,

Katherine. I learned later that she had only a sprained wrist, also
contusoes—bruises because bushes broke her fall. She ran from
the scene in panic. It was left to a passing motorist to ring for
help. I knew nothing of this. I woke up in hospital, with my
parents by my bed.’

‘What a horrible shock for them to see you so badly injured.’
Katherine’s eyes were warm with sympathy, which hardened to
something else entirely at the thought of the woman who’d left
Roberto to his fate. ‘And the lady driving the car?’

‘She rang me eventually at the hospital, begging me to say
I was driving,’ he said without expression. ‘But the answer was
negative because the police already knew I was not driving. It
took much time to free me from the passenger seat of my car.’

‘Why would she ask you to do that?’
‘We had a disagreement over dinner, and because of it we had



 
 
 

taken more wine than was wise, so I insisted on ringing for a
taxi. But she was in a great hurry to get away and snatched my
keys.’ He looked suddenly grim. ‘We were still arguing in the car
because she would not fasten her seat belt.’

‘So she was able to jump clear and leave you to your fate.’
Katherine shook her head in disbelief. ‘After that, she actually
expected you to say you were driving?’

‘Yes. But even if I had been fool enough to agree, I could
not lie because the police knew the facts, also that Elena had
spent the evening with me from the publicity shots taken on our
way to dinner. When the truth came out she was fired from a
television soap she was appearing in. She had a minor role as
an innocent young girl desired by a married man.’ He smiled
sardonically. ‘When it was known that Elena Cabral had not only
been drinking but jumped from the car to leave me to my fate,
the press crucified her.’

‘Where did this happen?’
‘Near Porto. There were horrific pictures of me in the press.’

His mouth twisted. ‘My parents wanted to fly me straight home,
but living at the Estancia would have meant much travelling for
treatment, so I preferred to remain here to recover in the Minho.
My father could stay only a short time with me, but my mother
left only recently.’ He smiled. ‘My parents do not like to be
separated for long, so finally I insisted I was well enough for her
to leave me.’

Katherine gazed at him in silence. With an Estancia as



 
 
 

the family home, the Quinta for holidays, and soap-actress
girlfriends in the mix, Roberto de Sousa lived a very different
life from hers—or from anyone she knew. ‘Thank you for telling
me,’ she said at last. ‘I hope it wasn’t painful to talk about it.’

‘Not to such a sympathetic listener.’ He smiled suddenly, the
effect like a light going on in a darkened room. He looked up as
Jorge appeared to clear away. ‘Tell Lidia the meal was gostoso,
as usual.’

Katherine nodded in fervent agreement and the man smiled,
pleased.

‘You would like dessert, Doutora?’
‘No, thank you,’ she said with regret. ‘Could I have some tea,

please?’
‘Pois e! I will also bring café for the Patrao.’
Roberto smiled wryly as the man left. ‘I must take the back

seat with Jorge now you are here, Katherine.’
She laughed. ‘I don’t think so. Both Jorge and Lidia obviously

think the world of you.’
‘My mother told them to take good care of me—and they do.’

He sighed. ‘Lidia feeds me well, and Jorge is a slave driver when
I exercise, also he will drive me to Viana do Castelo tomorrow
for a check-up with a doctor and session with the physio. I prefer
to drive myself but for hospital visits Jorge insists he does,’ he
added loudly as the man came back with a tray.

Jorge smiled. ‘Dona Teresa mandou,’ he said simply.
‘He said my mother ordered him to do it, so nothing I say will



 
 
 

make any difference,’ said Roberto, resigned.
‘Thank you.’ Katherine smiled warmly at Jorge as he set the

tray in front of her.
‘De nada, Doutora. Boa noite.’
‘So, Katherine,’ said Roberto when they were alone, ‘will you

solve our mystery tomorrow?’
‘I certainly hope so, or you’ll have spent a lot of money for

nothing in getting me here!’
‘And will pay more for you to stay longer!’ He rolled his eyes.

‘That does not sound good, I think. You must make allowances
for my English.’

She shook her head. ‘You speak it very well. So do Lidia and
Jorge to a lesser extent, though with much stronger accents than
yours.’

‘We sound different because I am Brazilian and I was taught
at school. Also I have travelled much. They are Portuguese and
have not, but they have learned some basic English to deal with
visitors to the Quinta das Montanhas. It is rented out for holidays
for part of the year—the reason why I built the pool and the
tennis court,’ Roberto added.

Katherine stared at him in astonishment. ‘You can actually
bear to let the general public use your home?’

‘When I am not here, yes.’ He shrugged. ‘I am a practical man,
Katherine. People pay very well to stay here, and it provides work
for my empregados and money for the maintenance of the house.
But not so many visitors are booked this season because I stay



 
 
 

at the Quinta myself.’
‘Does Lidia cook for the guests?’
‘I do not allow this. Breakfast only is provided. There are good

restaurants in the area.’ His jaw clenched. ‘For obvious reasons,
I do not patronise them.’



 
 
 

 
Конец ознакомительного

фрагмента.
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