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				Chapter 1

				The sky was cloudless—the hard, perfect blue of a summer painting. A breeze whispered through the roses in the garden. Mountains were misted by distance. A scent—flowers, sea, new grass—drifted on the air. With a sigh of pure pleasure, Morgan leaned farther over the balcony rail and just looked.

				Had it really only been yesterday morning that she had looked out on New York’s steel and concrete? Had she run through a chill April drizzle to catch a taxi to the airport? One day. It seemed impossible to go from one world to another in only a day.

				But she was here, standing on the balcony of a villa on the Isle of Lesbos. There was no gray drizzle at all, but strong Greek sunlight. There was quiet, a deep blanketing stillness that contrasted completely with the fits and starts of New York traffic. If I could paint, Morgan mused, I’d paint this view and call it Silence.

				“Come in,” she called when there was a knock on the door. After one last deep breath, she turned, reluctantly.

				“So, you’re up and dressed.” Liz swept in, a small, golden fairy with a tray-bearing maid in her wake.

				“Room service.” Morgan grinned as the maid placed the tray on a glass-topped table. “I’ll begin to wallow in luxury from this moment.” She took an appreciative sniff of the platters the maid uncovered. “Are you joining me?”

				“Just for coffee.” Liz settled in a chair, smoothing the skirts of her silk and lace robe, then took a long survey of the woman who sat opposite her.

				Long loose curls in shades from ash blond to honey brown fell to tease pale shoulders. Almond-shaped eyes, almost too large for the slender face, were a nearly transparent blue. There was a straight, sharp nose and prominent cheekbones, a long, narrow mouth and a subtly pointed chin. It was a face of angles and contours that many a model starved herself for. It would photograph like a dream had Morgan ever been inclined to sit long enough to be captured on film.

				What you’d get, Liz mused, would be a blur of color as Morgan dashed away to see what was around the next corner.

				“Oh, Morgan, you look fabulous! I’m so glad you’re here at last.”

				“Now that I’m here,” Morgan returned, shifting her eyes back to the view, “I can’t understand why I put off coming for so long. Efxaristo,” she added as the maid poured her coffee.

				“Show-off,” Liz said with mock scorn. “Do you know how long it took me to master a simple Greek hello, how are you? No, never mind.” She waved her hand before Morgan could speak. The symphony of diamonds and sapphires in her wedding ring caught the flash of sunlight. “Three years married to Alex and living in Athens and Lesbos, and I still stumble over the language. Thank you, Zena,” she added in English, dismissing the maid with a smile.

				“You’re simply determined not to learn.” Morgan bit enthusiastically into a piece of toast. She wasn’t hungry, she discovered. She was ravenous. “If you’d open your mind, the words would seep in.”

				“Listen to you.” Liz wrinkled her nose. “Just because you speak a dozen languages.”

				“Five.”

				“Five is four more than a rational person requires.”

				“Not a rational interpreter,” Morgan reminded her and dug wholeheartedly into her eggs. “And if I hadn’t spoken Greek, I wouldn’t have met Alex, and you wouldn’t be Kryios Elizabeth Theoharis. Fate,” she announced with a full mouth, “is a strange and wonderful phenomenon.”

				“Philosophy at breakfast,” Liz murmured into her coffee. “That’s one of the things I’ve missed about you. Actually, I’d hate to think what might have happened if I hadn’t been home on layover when Alex popped up. You wouldn’t have introduced us.” She commandeered a piece of toast, adding a miserly dab of plum jelly. “I’d still be serving miniature bottles of bourbon at thirty thousand feet.”

				“Liz, my love, when something’s meant, it’s meant.” Morgan cut into a fat sausage. “I’d love to take credit for your marital bliss, but one brief introduction wasn’t responsible for the fireworks that followed.” She glanced up at the cool blond beauty and smiled. “Little did I know I’d lose my roommate in less than three weeks. I’ve never seen two people move so fast.”

				“We decided we’d get acquainted after we were married.” A grin warmed Liz’s face. “And we have.”

				“Where is Alex this morning?”

				“Downstairs in his office.” Liz moved her shoulders absently and left half her toast untouched. “He’s building another ship or something.”

				Morgan laughed outright. “You say that in the same tone you’d use if he were building a model train. Don’t you know you’re supposed to become spoiled and disdainful when you marry a millionaire—especially a foreign millionaire?”

				“Is that so? Well, I’ll see what I can do.” She topped off her coffee. “He’ll probably be horribly busy for the next few weeks, which is one more reason I’m glad you’re here.”

				“You need a cribbage partner.”

				“Hardly,” Liz corrected as she struggled with a smile. “You’re the worst cribbage player I know.”

				“Oh, I don’t know,” Morgan began as her brows drew together.

				“Perhaps you’ve improved. Anyway,” Liz went on, concealing with her coffee cup what was now a grin, “not to be disloyal to my adopted country, but it’s just so good to have my best friend, and an honest-to-God American, around.”

				“Spasibo.”

				“English at all times,” Liz insisted. “And I know that wasn’t even Greek. You aren’t translating government hyperbole at the U.N. for the next four weeks.” She leaned forward to rest her elbows on the table. “Tell me the truth, Morgan, aren’t you ever terrified you’ll interpret some nuance incorrectly and cause World War Three?”

				“Who me?” Morgan opened her eyes wide. “Not a chance. Anyway, the trick is to think in the language you’re interpreting. It’s that easy.”

				“Sure it is.” Liz leaned back. “Well, you’re on vacation, so you only have to think in English. Unless you want to argue with the cook.”

				“Absolutely not,” Morgan assured her as she polished off her eggs.

				“How’s your father?”

				“Marvelous, as always.” Relaxed, content, Morgan poured more coffee. When was the last time she had taken the time for a second cup in the morning? Vacation, Liz had said. Well, she was damn well going to learn how to enjoy one. “He sends you his love and wants me to smuggle some ouzo back to New York.”

				“I’m not going to think about you going back.” Liz rose and swirled around the balcony. The lace border at the hem of her robe swept over the tile. “I’m going to find a suitable mate for you and establish you in Greece.”

				“I can’t tell you how much I appreciate your handling things for me,” Morgan returned dryly.

				“It’s all right. What are friends for?” Ignoring the sarcasm, Liz leaned back on the balcony. “Dorian’s a likely candidate. He’s one of Alex’s top men and really attractive. Blond and bronzed with a profile that belongs on a coin. You’ll meet him tomorrow.”

				“Should I tell Dad to arrange my dowry?”

				“I’m serious.” Folding her arms, Liz glared at Morgan’s grin. “I’m not letting you go back without a fight. I’m going to fill your days with sun and sea, and dangle hordes of gorgeous men in front of your nose. You’ll forget that New York and the U.N. exist.”

				“They’re already wiped out of my mind . . . for the next four weeks.” Morgan tossed her hair back over her shoulders. “So, satiate and dangle. I’m at your mercy. Are you going to drag me to the beach this morning? Force me to lie on the sand and soak up rays until I have a fabulous golden tan?”

				“Exactly.” With a brisk nod, Liz headed for the door. “Change. I’ll meet you downstairs.”

				Thirty minutes later, Morgan decided she was going to like Liz’s brand of brainwashing. White sand, blue water. She let herself drift on the gentle waves. Too wrapped up in your work. Isn’t that what Dad said? You’re letting the job run you instead of the other way around. Closing her eyes, Morgan rolled to float on her back. Between job pressure and the nasty breakup with Jack, she mused, I need a peace transfusion.

				Jack was part of the past. Morgan was forced to admit that he had been more a habit than a passion. They’d suited each other’s requirements. She had wanted an intelligent male companion; he an attractive woman whose manners would be advantageous to his political career.

				If she’d loved him, Morgan reflected, she could hardly think of him so objectively, so . . . well, coldly. There was no ache, no loneliness. What there was, she admitted, was relief. But with the relief had come the odd feeling of being at loose ends. A feeling Morgan was neither used to nor enjoyed.

				Liz’s invitation had been perfectly timed. And this, she thought, opening her eyes to study that perfect sweep of sky, was paradise. Sun, sand, rock, flowers—the whispering memory of ancient gods and goddesses. Mysterious Turkey was close, separated only by the narrow Gulf of Edremit. She closed her eyes again and would have dozed if Liz’s voice hadn’t disturbed her.

				“Morgan! Some of us have to eat at regular intervals.”

				“Always thinking of your stomach.”

				“And your skin,” Liz countered from the edge of the water. “You’re going to fry. You can overlook lunch, but not sunburn.”

				“All right, Mommy.” Morgan swam in, then stood on shore and shook like a wet dog. “How come you can swim and lie in the sun and still look ready to walk into a ballroom?”

				“Breeding,” Liz told her and handed over the short robe. “Come on, Alex usually tears himself away from his ships for lunch.”

				I could get used to eating on terraces, Morgan thought after lunch was finished. They relaxed over iced coffee and fruit. She noted that Alexander Theoharis was still as fascinated with his small, golden wife as he had been three years before in New York.

				Though she’d brushed off Liz’s words that morning, Morgan felt a certain pride at having brought them together. A perfect match, she mused. Alex had an old-world charm—dark aquiline looks made dashing by a thin white scar above his eyebrow. He was only slightly above average height but with a leanness that was more aristocratic than rangy. It was the ideal complement for Liz’s dainty blond beauty.

				“I don’t see how you ever drag yourself away from here,” Morgan told him. “If this were all mine, nothing would induce me to leave.”

				Alex followed her gaze across the glimpse of sea to the mountains. “But when one returns, it’s all the more magnificent. Like a woman,” he continued, lifting Liz’s hand to kiss, “paradise demands constant appreciation.”

				“It’s got mine,” Morgan stated.

				“I’m working on her, Alex.” Liz laced her fingers with his. “I’m going to make a list of all the eligible men within a hundred miles.”

				“You don’t have a brother, do you, Alex?” Morgan asked, sending him a smile.

				“Sisters only. My apologies.”

				“Forget it, Liz.”

				“If we can’t entice you into matrimony, Alex will have to offer you a job in the Athens office.”

				“I’d steal Morgan from the U.N. in a moment,” Alex reminded her with a move of his shoulders. “I couldn’t lure her away three years ago. I tried.”

				“We have a month to wear her down this time.” She shot Alex a quick glance. “Let’s take her out on the yacht tomorrow.”

				“Of course,” he agreed immediately. “We’ll make a day of it. Would you like that, Morgan?”

				“Oh, well, I’m constantly spending the day on a yacht on the Aegean, but”—her lake-blue eyes lit with laughter—“since Liz wants to, I’ll try not to be too bored.”

				“She’s such a good sport,” Liz confided to Alex.

				***

				It was just past midnight when Morgan made her way down to the beach again. Sleep had refused to come. Morgan welcomed the insomnia, seeing it as an excuse to walk out into the warm spring night.

				The light was liquid. The moon was sliced in half but held a white, gleaming brightness. Cypresses that flanked the steps down to the beach were silvered with it. The scent of blossoms, hot and pungent during the day, seemed more mysterious, more exotic, by moonlight.

				From somewhere in the distance, she heard the low rumble of a motor. A late-night fisherman, she thought, and smiled. It would be quite an adventure to fish under the moon.

				The beach spread in a wide half circle. Morgan dropped both her towel and wrap on a rock, then ran into the water. Against her skin it was so cool and silky that she toyed with the idea of discarding even the brief bikini. Better not, she thought with a low laugh. No use tempting the ghosts of the gods.

				Though the thought of adventure appealed to her, she kept to the open bay and suppressed the urge to explore the inlets. They’d still be there in the daylight, she reminded herself. She swam lazily, giving her strokes just enough power to keep her afloat. She hadn’t come for the exercise.

				Even when her body began to feel the chill, she lingered. There were stars glistening on the water, and silence. Such silence. Strange, that until she had found it, she hadn’t known she was looking for it.

				New York seemed more than a continent away; it seemed centuries away. For the moment, she was content that it be so. Here she could indulge in the fantasies that never seemed appropriate in the rush of day-to-day living. Here she could let herself believe in ancient gods, in shining knights and bold pirates. A laugh bubbled from her as she submerged and rose again. Gods, knights, and pirates . . . well, she supposed she’d take the pirate if she had her pick. Gods were too bloodthirsty, knights too chivalrous, but a pirate . . .

				Shaking her head, Morgan wondered how her thoughts had taken that peculiar turn. It must be Liz’s influence, she decided. Morgan reminded herself she didn’t want a pirate or any other man. What she wanted was peace.

				With a sigh, she stood knee-deep in the water, letting the drops stream down her hair and skin. She was cold now, but the cold was exhilarating. Ignoring her wrap, she sat on the rock and pulled a comb from its pocket and idly ran it through her hair. Moon, sand, water. What more could there be? She was, for one brief moment, in total harmony with her own spirit and with nature’s.

				Shock gripped her as a hand clamped hard over her mouth. She struggled, instinctively, but an arm was banded around her waist—rough cloth scraping her naked skin. Dragged from the rock, Morgan found herself molded against a solid, muscular chest.

				Rape? It was the first clear thought before the panic. She kicked out blindly as she was pulled into the cover of trees. The shadows were deep there. Fighting wildly, she raked with her nails wherever she could reach, feeling only a brief satisfaction at the hiss of an indrawn breath near her ear.

				“Don’t make a sound.” The order was in quick, harsh Greek. About to strike out again, Morgan felt her blood freeze. A glimmer of knife caught the moonlight just before she was thrust to the ground under the length of the man’s body. “Wildcat,” he muttered. “Keep still and I won’t have to hurt you. Do you understand?”

				Numb with terror, Morgan nodded. With her eyes glued to his knife, she lay perfectly still. I can’t fight him now, she thought grimly. Not now, but somehow, somehow I’ll find out who he is. He’ll pay.

				The first panic was gone, but her body still trembled as she waited. It seemed an eternity, but he made no move, no sound. It was so quiet, she could hear the waves lapping gently against the sand only a few feet away. Over her head, through the spaces in the leaves, stars still shone. It must be a nightmare, she told herself. It can’t be real. But when she tried to shift under him, the pressure of his body on hers proved that it was very, very real.

				The hand over her mouth choked her breath until vague colors began to dance before her eyes. Morgan squeezed them tight for a moment to fight the faintness. Then she heard him speak again to a companion she couldn’t see.

				“What do you hear?”

				“Nothing yet—in a moment.” The voice that answered was rough and brisk. “Who the devil is she?”

				“It doesn’t matter. She’ll be dealt with.”

				The roaring in her ears made it difficult to translate the Greek. Dealt with? she thought, dizzy again from fear and the lack of air.

				The second man said something low and furious about women, then spat into the dirt.

				“Just keep your ears open,” Morgan’s captor ordered. “And leave the woman to me.”

				“Now.”

				She felt him stiffen, but her eyes never left the knife. He was gripping it tighter now; she saw the tensing of his fingers on the handle.

				Footsteps. They echoed on the rock steps of the beach. Hearing them, Morgan began to struggle again with the fierce strength of panic and of hope. With a whispered oath, he put more of his weight on her. He smelt faintly of the sea. As he shifted she caught a brief glimpse of his face in a patchy stream of moonlight. She saw dark, angular features, a grim mouth, and narrowed jet eyes. They were hard and cold and ruthless. It was the face of a man prepared to kill. Why? she thought as her mind began to float. I don’t even know him.

				“Follow him,” he ordered his companion. Morgan heard a slight stirring in the leaves. “I’ll take care of the woman.”

				Morgan’s eyes widened at the sharp glimmer of the blade. She tasted something—bitter, copper—in her throat, but didn’t recognize it as terror. The world spun to the point of a pin, then vanished.

				The sky was full of stars, silver against black. The sea whispered. Against her back, the sand was rough. Morgan rose on her elbow and tried to clear her head. Fainted? Good God, had she actually fainted? Had she simply fallen asleep and dreamed it all? Rubbing her fingers against her temple, she wondered if her fantasies about pirates had caused her to hallucinate.

				A small sound brought her swiftly to her feet. No, it had been real, and he was back. Morgan hurled herself at the shadow as it approached. She’d accepted the inevitability of death once without a struggle. This time, he was going to have a hell of a fight on his hands.

				The shadow grunted softly as she struck, then Morgan found herself captured again, under him with the sand scraping her back.

				“Diabolos! Be still!” he ordered in furious Greek as she tried to rip at his face.

				“The hell I will!” Morgan tossed back in equally furious English. She fought with every ounce of strength until he pinned her, spread-eagle beneath him. Breathless, fearless in her rage, she stared up at him.

				Looking down, he studied her with a frown. “You’re not Greek.” The statement, uttered in surprised and impatient English, stopped her struggles. “Who are you?”

				“None of your business.” She tried, and failed, to jerk her wrists free of his hold.

				“Stop squirming,” he ordered roughly, as his fingers clamped down harder. He wasn’t thinking of his strength or her fragility, but that she wasn’t simply a native who had been in the wrong place at the wrong time. His profession had taught him to get answers and adjust for complications. “What were you doing on the beach in the middle of the night?”

				“Swimming,” she tossed back. “Any idiot should be able to figure that out.”

				He swore, then shifted as she continued to struggle beneath him. “Damn it, be still!” His brows were lowered, not in anger now but concentration. “Swimming,” he repeated as his eyes narrowed again. He’d watched her walk out of the sea—perhaps it was as innocent as that. “American,” he mused, ignoring Morgan’s thrashing. Weren’t the Theoharises expecting an American woman? Of all the ill-timed . . . “You’re not Greek,” he murmured again.

				“Neither are you,” Morgan said between clenched teeth.

				“Half.” His thoughts underwent some rapid readjustments. The Theoharises’ American houseguest, out for a moonlight swim—he’d have to play this one carefully or there’d be hell to pay. Quite suddenly, he flashed her a smile. “You had me fooled. I thought you could understand me.”

				“I understand perfectly,” she retorted. “And you won’t find it an easy rape now that you don’t have your knife out.”

				“Rape?” Apparently astonished, he stared at her. His laughter was as sudden as the smile. “I hadn’t given that much thought. In any case, Aphrodite, the knife was never intended for you.”

				“Then what do you mean by dragging me around like that? Flashing a knife in my face and nearly suffocating me?” Fury was much more satisfying than fear, and Morgan went with it. “Let me go!” She pushed at him with her body, but couldn’t nudge him.

				“In a moment,” he said pleasantly. The moonlight played on her skin, and he enjoyed it. A fabulous face, he mused, now that he had time to study it. She’d be a woman accustomed to male admiration. Perhaps charm would distract her from the rather unique aspect of their meeting. “I can only say that what I did was for your own protection.”

				“Protection!” she flung back at him and tried to wrench her arms free.

				“There wasn’t time for amenities, fair lady. My apologies if my . . . technique was unrefined.” His tone seemed to take it for granted that she would understand. “Tell me, why were you out alone, sitting like Lorelei on the rock and combing your hair?”

				“That’s none of your business.” His voice had dropped, becoming low and seductive. The dark eyes had softened and appeared depthless. She could almost believe she had imagined the ruthlessness she’d glimpsed in the shadows. But she felt the light throbbing where his fingers had gripped her flesh. “I’m going to scream if you don’t let me go.”

				Her body was tempting now that he had time to appreciate it, but he rose with a shrug. There was still work to be done that night. “My apologies for your inconvenience.”

				“Oh, is that right?” Struggling to her feet, Morgan began to brush at the sand that clung to her skin. “You have your nerve, dragging me off into the bushes, smothering me, brandishing a knife in my face, then apologizing like you’ve just stepped on my toe.” Suddenly cold, she wrapped her arms around herself. “Just who are you and what was this all about?”

				“Here.” Stooping, he picked up the wrap he had dropped in order to hold her off. “I was bringing this to you when you launched your attack.” He grinned as she shrugged into the wrap. It was a pity to cover the lengthy, intriguing body. “Who I am at the moment isn’t relevant. As for the rest”—again the smooth, easy shrug—“I can’t tell you.”

				“Just like that?” With a quick nod, Morgan turned and stalked to the beach steps. “We’ll see what the police have to say about it.”

				“I wouldn’t if I were you.”

				The advice was quiet, but vibrated with command. Hesitating, Morgan turned at the base of the steps to study him. He wasn’t threatening now. What she felt wasn’t fear, but his authority. He was quite tall, she noticed suddenly. And the moonlight played tricks with his face, making it almost cruel one moment, charming the next. Now it held all the confidence of Lucifer regrouping after the Fall.

				Looking at him, she remembered the feel of hard, wiry muscles. He was standing easily, hands thrust into the pockets of jeans. The aura of command fit him perfectly. His smile didn’t disguise it, nor did his casual stance. Damn pirates, she thought, feeling a quick twinge. Only lunatics find them attractive. Because she felt vulnerable, Morgan countered with bravado.

				“Wouldn’t you?” She lifted her chin and walked back to him.

				“No,” he answered mildly. “But perhaps, unlike me, you look for complications. I’m a simple man.” He took a long, searching look at her face. This is not, he decided instantly, a simple woman. Though in his mind he cursed her, he went on conversationally. “Questions, reports to fill out, hours wasted on red tape. And then, even if you had my name”—he shrugged and flashed the grin again—“no one would believe you, Aphrodite. No one.”

				She didn’t trust that grin—or the sultry way he called her by the goddess’s name. She didn’t trust the sudden warmth in her blood. “I wouldn’t be so sure,” Morgan began, but he cut her off, closing the slight distance between them.

				“And I didn’t rape you.” Slowly, he ran his hands down her hair until they rested on her shoulders. His fingers didn’t bite into her flesh now, but skimmed lazily. She had the eyes of a witch, he thought, and the face of a goddess. His time was short, but the moment was not to be missed. “Until now, I haven’t even given in to the urge to do this.”

				His mouth closed over hers, hot and stunningly sweet. She hadn’t been prepared for it. She pushed against him, but it was strictly out of reflex and lacked strength. He was a man who knew a woman’s weakness. Deliberately, he brought her close, using style rather than force.

				The scent of the sea rose to surround her, and heat—such a furnace heat that seemed to come from within and without at the same time. Almost leisurely, he explored her mouth until her heart thudded wildly against the quick, steady beat of his. His hands were clever, sliding beneath the wide sleeves of her robe to tease and caress the length of her arms, the slope of her shoulders.

				When her struggles ceased, he nibbled at her lips as if he would draw out more taste. Slow, easy. His tongue tempted hers, then retreated, then slipped through her parted lips again to torment and savor. For a moment, Morgan feared she would faint for a second time in his arms.

				“One kiss,” he murmured against her lips, “is hardly a criminal offense.” She was sweeter than he had imagined and, he realized as desire stirred hotly, deadlier. “I could take another with little more risk.”

				“No.” Coming abruptly to her senses, Morgan pushed away from him. “You’re mad. And you’re madder still if you think I’m going to let this go. I’m going—” She broke off as her hand lifted to her throat in a nervous gesture. The chain that always hung there was missing. Morgan glanced down, then brought her eyes back to his, furious, glowing.

				“What have you done with my medal?” she demanded. “Give it back to me.”

				“I’m afraid I don’t have it, Aphrodite.”

				“I want it back.” Bravado wasn’t a pose this time; she was livid. She stepped closer until they were toe to toe. “It’s not worth anything to you. You won’t be able to get more than a few drachmas for it.”

				His eyes narrowed. “I didn’t take your medal. I’m not a thief.” The temper in his voice was cold, coated with control. “If I were going to steal something from you, I would have found something more interesting than a medal.”

				Her eyes filled in a rush, and she swung out her hand to slap him. He caught her wrist, adding frustration to fury.

				“It appears the medal is important,” he said softly, but his hand was no longer gentle. “A token from a lover?”

				“A gift from someone I love,” Morgan countered. “I wouldn’t expect a man like you to understand its value.” With a jerk, she pulled her wrist from his hold. “I won’t forget you,” she promised, then turned and flew up the stairs.

				He watched her until she was swallowed by the darkness. After a moment he turned back to the beach.

			

		

	
		
			
				Chapter 2

				The sun was a white flash of light. Its diamonds skimmed the water’s surface. With the gentle movement of the yacht, Morgan found herself half-dozing.

				Could the moonlit beach and the man have been a dream? she wondered hazily. Knives and rough hands and sudden draining kisses from strangers had no place in the real world. They belonged in one of those strange, half-remembered dreams she had when the rush and demands of work and the city threatened to become too much for her. She’d always considered them her personal release valve. Harmless, but absolutely secret—something she’d never considered telling Jack or any of her coworkers.

				If it hadn’t been for the absence of her medal, and the light trail of bruises on her arms, Morgan could have believed the entire incident had been the product of an overworked imagination.

				Sighing, she shifted her back to the sun, pillowing her head on her hands. Her skin, slick with oil, glistened. Why was she keeping the whole crazy business from Liz and Alex? Grimacing, she flexed her shoulders. They’d be horrified if she told them she’d been assaulted. Morgan could all but see Alex placing her under armed guard for the rest of her stay on Lesbos. He’d make certain there was an investigation—complicated, time-consuming, and, in all probability, fruitless. Morgan could work up a strong hate for the dark man for being right.

				And what, if she decided to pursue it, could she tell the police? She hadn’t been hurt or sexually assaulted. There’d been no verbal threat she could pin down, not even the slimmest motivation for what had happened. And what had happened? she demanded of herself. A man had dragged her into the bushes, held her there for no clear reason, then had let her go without harming her.

				The Greek police wouldn’t see the kiss as a criminal offense. She hadn’t been robbed. There was no way on earth to prove the man had taken her medal. And damn it, she added with a sigh, as much as she’d like to assign all sorts of evil attributes to him, he just didn’t fit the role of a petty thief. Petty anything, she thought grudgingly. Whatever he did, she was certain he did big . . . and did well.

				So what was she going to do about it? True, he’d frightened and infuriated her—the second was probably a direct result of the first—but what else was there?

				If and when they caught him, it would be his word against hers. Somehow, Morgan thought his word would carry more weight.

				So I was frightened—my pride took a lump. She shrugged and shifted her head on her hands. It’s not worth upsetting Liz and Alex. Midnight madness, she mused. Another strange adventure in the life and times of Morgan James. File it and forget it.

				Hearing Alex mount the steps to the sun deck, Morgan rested her chin on her hands and smiled at him. On the lounger beside her, Liz stirred and slept on.

				“So, the sun has put her to sleep.” Alex mounted the last of the steps, then settled into the chair beside his wife.

				“I nearly dozed off myself.” With a yawn, Morgan stretched luxuriously before she rolled over to adjust the lounger to a sitting position. “But I didn’t want to miss anything.” Gazing over the water, she studied the clump of land in the distance. The island seemed to float, as insubstantial as a mist.

				“Chios,” Alex told her, following her gaze. “And”—he gestured, waiting for her eyes to shift in the direction of his—“the coast of Turkey.”

				“So close,” Morgan mused. “It seems as though I could swim to it.”

				“At sea, the distance can be deceiving.” He flicked a lighter at the end of a black cigarette. The fragrance that rose from it was faintly sweet and exotic. “You’d have to be a hardy swimmer. Easy enough with a boat, though. There are some who find the proximity profitable.” At Morgan’s blank expression, Alex laughed. “Smuggling, innocence. It’s still popular even though the punishment is severe.”

				“Smuggling,” she murmured, intrigued. Then the word put her in mind of pirates again and her curious expression turned into a frown. A nasty business, she reminded herself, and not romantic at all.

				“The coast.” Alex made another sweeping gesture with the elegant cigarette held between two long fingers. “The many bays and peninsulas, offshore islands, inlets. There’s simple access from the sea to the interior.”

				She nodded. Yes, a nasty business—they weren’t talking about French brandy or Spanish lace. “Opium?”

				“Among other things.”

				“But Alex.” His careless acceptance caused her frown to deepen. Once she’d sorted it through, Morgan’s own sense of right and wrong had little middle ground. “Doesn’t it bother you?”

				“Bother me?” he repeated, taking a long, slow drag on the cigarette. “Why?”

				Flustered with the question, she sat up straighter. “Aren’t you concerned about that sort of thing going on so close to your own home?”

				“Morgan.” Alex spread his hands in an acceptance of fate. The thick chunk of gold on his left pinky gleamed dully in the sunlight. “My concern would hardly stop what’s been going on for centuries.”

				“But still, with crime practically in your own backyard . . .” She broke off, thinking about the streets of Manhattan. Perhaps she was the pot calling the kettle black. “I supposed I’d thought you’d be annoyed,” she finished.

				His eyes lit with a touch of amusement before he shrugged. “I leave the matter—and the annoyance—to the patrols and authorities. Tell me, are you enjoying your stay so far?”

				Morgan started to speak again, then consciously smoothed away the frown. Alex was old-world enough not to want to discuss unpleasantries with a guest. “It’s wonderful here, Alex. I can see why Liz loves it.”

				He flashed her a grin before he drew in strong tobacco. “You know Liz wants you to stay. She’s missed you. At times, I feel very guilty because we don’t get to America to see you often enough.”

				“You don’t have to feel guilty, Alex.” Morgan pushed on sunglasses and relaxed again. After all, she reflected, smuggling had nothing to do with her. “Liz is happy.”

				“She’d be happier with you here.”

				“Alex,” Morgan began with a smile for his indulgence of his wife. “I can’t simply move in as a companion, no matter how much both of us love Liz.”

				“You’re still dedicated to your job at the U.N.?” His tone had altered slightly, but Morgan sensed the change. It was business now.

				“I like my work. I’m good at it, and I need the challenge.”

				“I’m a generous employer, Morgan, particularly to one with your capabilities.” He took another long, slow drag, studying her through the mist of smoke. “I asked you to come work for me three years ago. If I hadn’t been”—he glanced down at Liz’s sleeping figure—“distracted”—he decided with a mild smile—“I would have taken more time to convince you to accept.”

				“Distracted?” Liz pushed her sunglasses up to her forehead and peered at him from under them.

				“Eavesdropping,” Morgan said with a sniff. A uniformed steward set three iced drinks on the table. She lifted one and drank. “Your manners always were appalling.”

				“You have a few weeks yet to think it over, Morgan.” Tenacity beneath a smooth delivery was one of Alex’s most successful business tactics. “But I warn you, Liz will be more persistent with her other solution.” He shrugged, reaching for his own drink. “And I must agree—a woman needs a husband and security.”

				“How very Greek of you,” Morgan commented dryly.

				His grin flashed without apology. “I’m afraid one of Liz’s candidates will be delayed. Dorian won’t join us until tomorrow. He’s bringing my cousin Iona with him.”

				“Marvelous.” Liz’s response was drenched in sarcasm. Alex sent her a frown.

				“Liz isn’t fond of Iona, but she’s family.” The quiet look he sent his wife told Morgan the subject had been discussed before. “I have a responsibility.”

				Liz took the last glass with a sigh of acceptance. Briefly she touched her hand to his. “We have a responsibility,” she corrected. “Iona’s welcome.”

				Alex’s frown turned into a look of love so quickly, Morgan gave a mock groan. “Don’t you two ever fight? I mean, don’t you realize it isn’t healthy to be so well balanced?”

				Liz’s eyes danced over the rim of her glass. “We have our moments, I suppose. A week ago I was furious with him for at least—ah, fifteen minutes.”

				“That,” Morgan said positively, “is disgusting.”

				“So,” Alex mused, “you think a man and woman must fight to be . . . healthy?”

				Shaking back her hair, Morgan laughed. “I have to fight to be healthy.”

				“Morgan, you haven’t mentioned Jack at all. Is there a problem?”

				“Liz.” Alex’s disapproval was clear in the single syllable.

				“No, it’s all right, Alex.” Taking her glass, Morgan rose and moved to the rail. “It’s not a problem,” she said slowly. “At least I hope it’s not.” She stared into her drink, frowning, as if she wasn’t quite sure what the glass contained. “I’ve been running on this path—this very straight, very defined path. I could run it blindfolded.” With a quick laugh, Morgan leaned out on the rail to let the wind grab at her hair. “Suddenly, I discovered it wasn’t a path, but a rut and it kept getting deeper. I decided to change course before it became a pit.”

				“You always did prefer an obstacle course,” Liz murmured. But she was pleased with Jack’s disposal, and took little trouble to hide it.

				The sea churned in a white froth behind the boat. Morgan turned from her study of it. “I don’t intend to fall at Dorian’s feet, Liz—or anyone else you might have in mind—just because Jack and I are no longer involved.”

				“I should hope not,” Liz returned with some spirit. “That would take all the fun out of it.”

				With a sigh of exasperated affection, Morgan turned back to the rail.

				The stark mountains of Lesbos rose from the sea. Jagged, harsh, timeless. Morgan could make out the pure white lines of Alex’s villa. She thought it looked like a virgin offering to the gods—cool, classic, certainly feminine. Higher still was a rambling gray structure that seemed hewn from the rock itself. It faced the sea; indeed, it loomed over it. As if challenging Poseidon to claim it, it clung to the cliff. Morgan saw it as arrogant, rough, masculine. The flowering vines that grew all around it didn’t soften the appearance, but added a haunted kind of beauty.

				There were other buildings—a white-washed village, snuggled cottages, one or two other houses on more sophisticated lines, but the two larger structures hovered over the rest. One was elegant; one was savage.

				“Who does that belong to?” Morgan called over her shoulder. “It’s incredible.”

				Following her gaze, Liz grinned and rose to join her. “I should have known that would appeal to you. Sometimes I’d swear it’s alive. Nicholas Gregoras, olive oil, and more recently, import-export.” She glanced at her friend’s profile. “Maybe I’ll include him for dinner tomorrow if he’s free, though I don’t think he’s your type.”

				Morgan gave her a dry look. “Oh? And what is my type?”

				“Someone who’ll give you plenty to fight about. Who’ll give you that obstacle course.”

				“Hmm. You know me too well.”

				“As for Nick, he’s rather smooth and certainly a charmer.” Liz tapped a fingernail against the rail as she considered. “Not as blatantly handsome as Dorian, but he has a rather basic sort of sex appeal. Earthier, and yet . . .” She trailed off, narrowing her eyes as she tried to pigeonhole him. “Well, he’s an odd one. I suppose he’d have to be to live in a house like that. He’s in his early thirties, inherited the olive oil empire almost ten years ago. Then he branched into import-export. He seems to have a flair for it. Alex is very fond of him because they go back to short pants together.”

				“Liz, I only wanted to know who owned the house. I didn’t ask for a biography.”

				“These facts are part of the service.” She cupped her hands around her lighter and lit a cigarette. “I want to give you a clear picture of your options.”

				“Haven’t you got a goatherd up your sleeve?” Morgan demanded. “I rather like the idea of a small, white-washed cottage and baking black bread.”

				“I’ll see what I can do.”

				“I don’t suppose it occurs to you or Alex that I’m content to be single—the modern, capable woman on her own? I know how to use a screwdriver, how to change a flat tire . . .”

				“ ‘Methinks she doth protest too much,’” Liz quoted mildly.

				“Liz—”

				“I love you, Morgan.”

				On a frustrated sigh, Morgan lifted her drink again. “Damn it, Liz,” she murmured.

				“Come on, let me have my fun,” she coaxed, giving Morgan a friendly pat on the cheek. “As you said yourself, it’s all up to fate anyway.”

				“Hoist by my own petard. All right, bring on your Dorians and your Nicks and your Lysanders.”

				“Lysander?”

				“It’s a good name for a goatherd.”

				With a chuckle, Liz flicked her cigarette into the churning water. “Just wait and see if I don’t find one.”

				“Liz . . .” Morgan hesitated for a moment, then asked casually, “do many people use the beach where we swam yesterday?”

				“Hmm? Oh.” She tucked a pale blond strand behind her ear. “Not really. It’s used by us and the Gregoras villa for the most part. I’d have to ask Alex who owns it; I’ve never given it any thought. The bay’s secluded and only easily accessible by the beach steps that run between the properties. Oh, yes, there’s a cottage Nick owns which he rents out occasionally,” she remembered. “It’s occupied now by an American. Stevens . . . no,” she corrected herself. “Stevenson. Andrew Stevenson, a poet or a painter or something. I haven’t met him yet.” She gave Morgan a frank stare. “Why? Did you plan for an all-over tan?”

				“Just curious.” Morgan rearranged her thoughts. If she was going to file it and forget it, she had to stop letting the incident play back in her mind. “I’d love to get a close look at that place.” She gestured toward the gray villa. “I think the architect must have been just a little mad. It’s fabulous.”

				“Use some charm on Nick and get yourself an invitation,” Liz suggested.

				“I might just do that.” Morgan studied the villa consideringly. She wondered if Nick Gregoras was the man whose footsteps she had heard when she had been held in the bushes. “Yes, I might just.”

				***

				That evening, Morgan left the balcony doors wide. She wanted the warmth and scents of the night. The house was quiet but for the single stroke of a clock that signaled the hour. For the second night in a row she was wide awake. Did people really sleep on vacations? she wondered. What a waste of time.

				She sat at the small rosewood desk in her room, writing a letter. From somewhere between the house and the sea, an owl cried out twice. She paused to listen, hoping it would call again, but there was only silence. How could she describe how it felt to see Mount Olympus rising from the sea? Was it possible to describe the timelessness, the strength, the almost frightening beauty?

				She shrugged, and did what she could to explain the sensation to her father on paper. He’d understand, she mused as she folded the stationery. Who understood better her sometimes whimsical streaks of fancy than the man she’d inherited them from? And, she thought with a lurking smile, he’d get a good chuckle at Liz’s determination to marry her off and keep her in Greece.

				She rose, stretched once, then turned and collided with a hard chest. The hand that covered her mouth used more gentleness this time, and the jet eyes laughed into hers. Her heart rose, then fell like an elevator with its cable clipped.

				“Kalespera, Aphrodite. Your word that you won’t scream, and you have your freedom.”

				Instinctively she tried to jerk away, but he held her still without effort, only lifting an ironic brow. He was a man who knew whose word to accept and whose word to doubt.

				Morgan struggled for another moment, then finding herself outmatched, reluctantly nodded. He released her immediately.

				She drew in the breath to shout, then let it out in a frustrated huff. A promise was a promise, even if it was to a devil. “How did you get in here?” she demanded.

				“The vines to your balcony are sturdy.”

				“You climbed?” Her incredulity was laced with helpless admiration. The walls were sheer, the height was dizzying. “You must be mad.”
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