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  His Other Wife




  For Roxie it was bad enough for Saul had captured her son’s heart, now she felt she was capturing her heart too. Spiky and bitter, Roxie knew that Saul brought out the very worst in her, but she couldn’t help herself. She had to fight the attraction. It was not only that she knew he would never take her seriously, but she had a secret – if he found out it would devastating for everyone.




  The Substitute Bride




  Elizabeth Mary imagines, when she takes her sister’s place as proxy bride to the Lord Hinchcliffe, that it will be easy. However Lord Hinchcliffe is not the man she pictured him to be. Fierce and stern and younger than she thought, he is not a man to be manipulated by a girl like her. Worse still everyone informs Bess that the Lord abhors liars above all other miscreants, and she is a liar and a cheat.




  Set in the 1480’s,this is a world of lords and masters – of chilly castles and harsh landscapes, yet Bess cannot quite lose her spirit, even as danger haunts her dreams.




  Fortune’s Folly




  Eden’s Child




  Beloved Deceiver




  ~~Grateful thanks to EJ Gilmer, my editor, and Marsha Briscoe, Senior Editor.




  For Mary Judge, a true friend.~~




  Chapter 1




  Luis Diego Carlos St. Juan Mendoza glanced up from the files he was examining. There was something about the road that seemed familiar. The cluster of Georgian cottages opposite a typically English green evoked a long-buried memory. He switched on the communicator and spoke to his driver, telling him to turn left and, when his driver did so, told him to make a right turn.




  “Stop here,” he said tersely. He slid the file onto the cream upholstery at his side, then opened the door and left the car.




  Baker’s Ford—of course that was why he had recognised the main street. It was a small enclave, hidden away from the urban sprawl. He went down a familiar path and there was the cottage. It stood on its own, very old, with whitewashed walls. There had been some subsidence at some time and there were two iron, crossed bars that had pulled it back into line. He saw the latticed windows and a sprawl of dark green ivy scrambling up the wall and over and around the front porch. The garden was untidy, not exactly to his taste. However, in late summer, it bloomed with roses, honeysuckle and an erratic mob of ungainly sunflowers. It was attractive in an unkempt way.




  There was a noise—laughter—before the gate opened and a boy pushed his way through. He ran, not toward Luis, but around the side of the cottage and up a footpath. Someone called a name—Luke—then the gate swung open again and a woman ran through it. She was laughing, and there was a little nondescript dog at her heels joining in the fun.




  Luis stepped back. He felt his heart give a sudden jolt. It could not be. He heard them coming back, the happy shrieks of the boy and the yapping of the dog. The woman was holding the boy by his hand, though not really pulling him along because he seemed to be a willing prisoner.




  Luis stepped back farther, seeking the shade of a large oak tree, wanting to observe but not be observed. The woman had a honey-coloured mass of hair, thick and wavy, and it rippled over her slender, tanned shoulders. A hand clasping his shoulder startled him. He turned, irritated. It was Manuel.




  “It is time to go, Don Luis,” the man said.




  “I know that.” Luis was imperious, giving the man a haughty stare.




  Manuel stepped back.




  The boy and the woman had gone into the cottage, swinging the gate closed behind them.




  “Do you know who that was?” Luis asked.




  “Who, Don Luis?” Manuel asked.




  “You didn’t see her, the woman with the boy?”




  “I glanced,” the man said.




  Luis sensed a lie there. “I think it was Ginny,” he said, more to himself than to Manuel. “But if it was she, why is she here…now?”




  Manuel did not reply. Luis had not expected him to.




  “Don Luis?” Manuel murmured carefully, gently reminding in the question that they should go.




  “Of course.” Luis straightened. “It was merely an illusion. I am tired.”




  “Of course, Don Luis,” Manuel agreed. “It was a long flight.”




  It had been a long flight, almost twenty-four hours from New Zealand to England. Even the comfort of first class travel failed to still the energetic capering of Luis’ mind, making sleep impossible. The trouble was he did not know how to switch off any more and worked harder than he needed to.




  * * * *




  They were all waiting for him. He was minutes rather than hours late, yet the crowd of greeters had obviously been there some time. Luis was to open an exhibition of Spanish art. He’d loaned several paintings and, as guest of honour, Luis was expected to make a speech. It did not take too long.




  Back in his hotel suite, he felt the tension ease. The bed looked welcoming, yet he knew if he went to bed too early he would be out of sorts for days. Manuel was established in a room away from his. The man’s obsequiousness had long ago become an irritant to Luis, but his mother liked the man. Manuel had been with the family since she was newly married.




  Luis wondered when he had started to distrust Manuel and realised it was at the time of the Ginny affair, yet that was years ago and still he had not done anything about it. It was not like him to procrastinate. Luis was decisive and swift to remove anyone he did not trust, or who was not up to the job they were hired to do. Manuel, though, was excellent at his job. Luis decided he would move Manuel from his current position the moment they arrived back in Spain. Manuel could work for Luis’ mother. Doña Isabella would have to accept his decision or he would let the man go.




  The cottage at Baker’s Ford would not leave his mind. The scene he had witnessed haunted his imagination. Was he really so disorientated he could think he had imagined Ginny? Surely that was not possible. His decision made, he called downstairs for a cab.




  He had the taxi drop him on the main road. He had his mobile phone, so there was no need for the man to wait. He walked slowly down the lane. The trees were beautiful this time of year. He liked the English summer, the scents and sounds and richness of the countryside, so different from his home that was bleached white by an intense summer heat.




  Luis did not hesitate—he was not the hesitant type, but rather he was impatient and his impatience was driving him to see the thing through. Perhaps then he would have some rest.




  The boy answered the door. He had to be seven or thereabouts, dark-haired and eyed, almost a gypsy child, with a curly mop of hair and golden skin. “Hi-yah,” he said with a smile. “Mummy says we don’t want any!”




  “Any what?”




  “If you’re selling, whatever.” He shrugged his skinny shoulders.




  “I promise I am selling nothing, but I think I would like to see your mother. She is called Ginny, isn’t she?”




  The boy pursed his mouth. “Yes,” he said hesitantly. “It’s short for Virginia. You talk funny.”




  “So do you,” Luis said with a smile. “At least you would in my country.”




  “Where is that?”




  “Spain. Andalusia to be exact.”




  “That sounds nice, the way you said that, Anda…Andawhatisit.”




  “Andalusia,” Luis repeated. “And your mother is home?”




  “Just a minute. Mummy,” he called over his shoulder, “someone from Andawhatsit to see Ginny.”




  A voice drifted back. It was vaguely husky around the edges. It was a very sexy voice and it was the voice of Ginny Marsden. “What are you on about, boy?” she said, and there was a laugh there, too.




  She strolled into the hall. Not too tall, but not too small, not too thin and not too fat, just—and the word came to him—perfect. Perfectly formed in every way. The mass of honey-coloured hair was tied back now, showing a face slightly tanned but devoid of make-up, yet still arresting and more than beautiful. There were strong lines—high cheekbones, widely spaced, large, blue-green eyes, a rather sharp and inquisitive little nose and a wide, happy mouth, the lips full, with the upper lip ever so slightly fuller than the lower. The white shorts showed off her long, slender legs and the white blouse tied at her waist emphasised the small neatness of that waist.




  She saw him then and stopped; a hand fluttered to her throat, resting at the deep hollow between her prominent collarbones. He said, because the child was looking from one to the other of them in complete confusion, “Buenas tardes, Ginny. Cómo estas?”




  She said nothing for long moments, then, aware Luke was watching her, she straightened her shoulders. “Luis,” she said…just that and nothing more.




  “Mummy, are you okay?”




  She attempted a smile at the boy. “Yes, everything is fine. Luis, would you like to come in?”




  “Of course.”




  The cottage’s interior was warm and welcoming, but with a shabby air of comfort about its furnishings. Some of the things he recognised from before. They had belonged to her grandmother. Unusually, she had kept much of the old stuff when most young people he knew wanted all modern furnishings. But then, Ginny had never been quite like anyone else, young or old.




  “Perhaps a cup of tea?” she asked.




  “No, I am fine,” Luis said, and then, when she indicated, he sat on the comfy sofa by the side of the fireplace. Luke perched on the arm, watching them both with curiosity.




  “I did read in the paper about the exhibition. I plan to go,” she said. “It was generous of you to take part and to loan stuff. I mean we are not exactly a metropolis.” As she finished speaking, she gave a nervous laugh, her slender hand once more fluttering at her throat.




  “It’s a good exhibition. They have done remarkably well, for the provinces.” He smiled, letting her know he was sharing the joke with her. Then he continued, since she did not respond. “I have been there, this morning. I flew from New Zealand, so I am a little tired. Ginny, perhaps you would have dinner with me tomorrow, when I am more myself?”




  “Oh, I can’t. I have Luke and going out is difficult.”




  “Mummy, I’m sleeping over at Paul’s tomorrow. I told you that,” Luke piped up.




  Luis could tell from her deep blush that she had not forgotten at all.




  “Well, it’s difficult,” she murmured, looking down at her hands. She had long, slim fingers, and she wore no ring.




  He glanced at Luke once more, taking in his almost Spanish looks. His heart gave a deafening thud he was certain they would all hear. He thought of those wild nights, that delicious time. He threw her an accusatory glance; she did not look away, but met his stare defiantly.




  “And you will be at school, Luke,” he murmured.




  “Yes, I’ve been there two years. I quite like it, but not a lot.”




  Seven. The boy was seven years old. He certainly did not need a calculator.




  “Luke, would you bring me a glass of water,” she said.




  Luke happily tumbled from the armrest and trotted down the passage into the kitchen.




  She came towards Luis, looking down at him. “I know what you’re thinking, and you’re wrong. He isn’t yours, so don’t get any ideas.” Before he had time to protest, she snapped, “I think you’d better go.”




  “Why are you so hostile?”




  “Hostile? Is that what you think? You tell me why I should welcome you with open arms after all this time, after everything.” Her eyes flashed at him, showing their anger. When she was angry, the green colour became the more dominant.




  “I don’t know why you should be so hostile. It would seem that you were cheating on me because, if Luke is not my child, then you had to have had another lover at the same time as you had me.”




  “At least I didn’t have a spouse!”




  “Madre Dios, you dare to say that to me?” He stood angrily from the sofa. He was head and shoulders above her; there was strength in his body and power, too. It made her step back, cringing a little, as if she imagined he would physically hurt her. He could break her in two. He was strong and virile, but he was not violent…was he?




  “Was it a lie? You were a married man.”




  “You knew that before you became involved with me.”




  “I did not.” She dared herself to raise her chin, meeting the fury in his dark chocolate-coloured eyes. “Luke is coming back, so please just go, Luis. I have nothing I want to say to you.”




  He stared hard at her; this woman who had lain in his arms had, at the same time, been the same way with another man. It was infuriating, and that was putting it mildly. He wanted to tell her so, let her know what he thought about her, but the presence of the child prevented him. Really he knew what he should do and that was walk away now, but he could not; something had awakened inside him, some desperate need to pay her back, to do something…




  He had come here just to visit an old friend; they had been friends before they were lovers, more than employer and employee. He also wanted to see what effect seeing her would have on him. He had not expected to find she had a child, and that the child had been conceived at the time he was sleeping with her. The very idea affronted him.




  “You will meet me tomorrow. I will send a car, and it will bring you to the Ambassador Hotel. If you do not, I will make a scene.” He heard the command coming from him before he even had time to think about it.




  “You wouldn’t dare do that.”




  “Oh, Ginny, you should know better than to dare me.”




  “Please?”




  “Tomorrow, my man will come at seven-thirty.”




  Luke came into the room, a glass of water in his hand. He gave it to Ginny and then went and perched on the arm of the sofa again. He was watching them carefully, as if sensing the tension between them.




  * * * *




  “I will come,” she said, feeling the unpleasant taste of defeat. “But do not send Manuel Martin, if you still have him working for you.”




  “Why would you say that?”




  “I don’t like him,” she said tersely.




  “Very well, I will send a cab for you. Do not even dream of standing me up, Ginny.”




  She laughed; it was a bitter little sound. “I won’t do that.”




  “Well, you have done it before, Ginny, and I waited and I waited, but this time I will not do that. I will come back again and again.”




  She wanted to say why should he? It was all in the past now. Seven years was a long time, and so much had happened since. Yet she knew his dogged determination. He would do everything he could to get what he wanted. It was the nature of the man. Now he wanted to know things. He needed explanations. Probably wanted his ego massaged and knowing the reason why she had gone away, she supposed, would give him some kind of closure.




  After Luis had gone, leaving Ginny feeling weak and oddly empty, there was no time to console herself, for Luke was full of questions. Where had they met, how did she know Luis, why had he come to see her? She put her mind on automatic pilot and it was easy to give answers to his questions without delving into more painful matters.




  She had wondered what to do with her language degree on finishing college. He had needed an English-speaking assistant and she got the job.




  There was no reason to go into what happened after that. She had brushed that out of her mind, or she thought she had.




  Later, as she washed dishes after their tea, things, memories flooded into her mind. She could feel the heat of Andalusia; that wild steamy night in Granada after a visit to the Alhambra; the crazy, mad yet wonderful thing that had happened between them. The powerful explosion of the tension that had grown between them over the months they had worked together and the heated fusion of their bodies in the dark Spanish night. She felt herself melting as thoughts of the past tormented her. So powerful was the feeling of weakness that she had to grip the sink and hold onto it until the torturous emotions faded. It had been a long time since she had experienced feelings like that. She had thought she would never feel that restless pounding again, and yet there it was, deep inside her, threatening to overwhelm her.




  Now he had come and invaded her peace and how ironic was that? She had tried to book a holiday, anything to get Luke and her out of town when she had read about the exhibition. Then, when she had failed, she had laughed at herself. Men like him—rich and successful, a Spanish aristocrat—would never remember her. She would have been just one of many—a play thing, a woman to enjoy and then throw away. She had been so certain he would not even remember he had been to Baker’s Ford, would not remember the cottage, or how charming her grandmother had been to him. Yet he had remembered, and she knew he would demand explanations. She could not give those to him. She dared not, not only for her, but for Luke’s sake as well.




  Wearily she went back into the sitting room, where Luke was watching television. The shock of Luis Mendoza’s appearance in her life had sapped all her energy. She lowered herself onto the sofa, glad of its comfortable folds. With her left hand she covered her eyes, as if this would drive everything from her mind. It failed. She stared at the television and his image was there; everywhere she looked she saw him. Her happy little cottage was imbued with the presence of Luis Mendoza and it always would be from now on.




  * * * *




  As the cab pulled up outside the hotel, Luis was waiting. He let the doorman open the door for her and did not come to greet her, but waited until she reached him. He knew so much about her now, yet the one thing he did not know was who the father of her child was. Who his rival had been and why that man was not around today. He thought of their brief time together, and the very memory of it robbed him of all sense. It made him feel that dull ache at his heart once more.




  “Good evening, Ginny,” he said, in formal English.




  * * * *




  She wanted to retort angrily and ask him what was good about it, yet the sight of him momentarily robbed her of speech. It emanated from him, a powerful, hot energy that had always left her feeling slightly breathless. It was neither his height nor his good looks—and he was good-looking in that dark Latin way that had an irresistible appeal for her—but something that came from inside him. In a dark grey silk suit, he was immaculate and also remote. His white shirt was a startling contrast to the darkness of his skin, and the red and greys of his tie a perfect foil for the whole. That was how he always was, beautifully dressed, sleek and sophisticated, with no hint of vulnerability or uncertainty. He was confident and at times displayed a touch of arrogance that used to frighten her a little. She had been the one who was vulnerable and lacking in common sense. She had been so naive and, she knew, stupid to fall so deeply in love with such a man.




  His dark eyes swept her, their expression shaded from her by his thick black lashes, but a movement of his thin, perfectly shaped lips hinted at disapproval that devastated her. She had thought not to dress to impress, but then changed her mind and put on her best black dress. It was perfectly tailored and had cost a good deal of money, even though it had been on sale. She had bought it especially for the odd time when she had translation work to do at a social occasion. The fitted, dark cream jacket she wore over it was less expensive, but it had a fairly decent cut. She could not think what had caused that faint sneer to cross his face.




  He did not touch her elbow, but took the lead, and she followed. He went across the lobby to the lift. She glanced nervously around her and saw a direction sign indicating that the restaurant was at the other side of the lobby.




  “Where are we going?” she asked.




  He glanced at her, then looked away saying casually, “My suite, of course.”




  “You have to be joking!”




  “What is the problem?” He raised an eyebrow, allowing his eyes to sweep her from head to foot. Then he gave the smile that was not really a smile at all. “Oh, come on, Ginny. You cannot seriously think I am about to seduce you.”




  She swallowed a retort. He went on before she had time to gather her thoughts and she realised she was far too slow to get the upper hand with him, at least for the moment.




  “If I dine here, people will keep stopping at the table, either to thank me for loaning the paintings or for some other crass excuse. I want to talk to you without interruption. That is the reason we are dining in my suite. Besides, it is a suite, so there is a dining room and a lounge, and I will keep the bedroom door firmly closed if that will put your mind at ease.”




  “Since when did you need a bed?” she snapped back, pleased she had found her tongue at last.




  “How do you know what I do and do not need? Do not think for one moment that you know me, Ginny.”




  The lift doors opened. An expensively dressed couple looked at him and then at her. They inclined their heads to him, and the man said, “It is kind of you to loan the town your paintings. I believe they’re magnificent, señor.”




  Luis smiled politely. “I think you will find them so, but please…excuse me.” He gently pushed Ginny into the lift and pressed the button for the penthouse. The couple stared at them, even as the doors closed. As the lift quickly ascended, he said, “See what I mean. It would have been that all evening. That is how it is.”




  She did not give him the satisfaction of a reply. Instead she watched as the illuminated numbers flashed by, all the time regretting her decision to allow Luke to sleep over at his friends, and even worse, feeling irritated by her son’s letting Luis know that he would not be at home that night.




  A white-coated waiter was in the dining room. The oak table was set for two. There were candles and crystal glasses, the table beautifully set with a startling white damask tablecloth and napkins. The cutlery was solid silver. The room itself was dimly lighted, but not so dim you could not see anything. However, Luis led her through into the sitting area, where there were comfortable silk-covered sofas and easy chairs. A drink’s trolley was set out with a multitude of alcoholic beverages, as well as soft drinks. White wine was chilling in a silver cooler and there was red wine, too.




  To his inquiry, she opted for the cool blond wine. Luis opened it deftly, poured a reasonable quantity into a crystal glass and handed it to her. For himself, he took a red rioja and poured some into a glass. “Please sit down, Ginny. Perhaps you would like some tapas?”




  A variety of tapas were set out on the coffee table between a sofa and an easy chair. She took the easy chair and, when settled, sipped her wine, then took a plate and selected some delicacies from the selection. She needed the food with the wine since she had barely been able to eat all day. The anticipation of this meeting had caused her nerves to be so on edge, she had not been able to work, let alone eat anything. Yet why should she be afraid? She had done nothing of which she need be ashamed. There was a time when she had been very ashamed, but that was long gone now. The past was dead as far as she was concerned. She had nothing to fear from this man. He was nothing to her.




  So what if, when she looked at him, her legs went a little weak? That was a physical thing. Luis was attractive and he had once made love to her. She did not want to remember that time, yet in some ways it was good to feel normal about such matters. That had to be a positive emotion.




  He was watching her closely, rather like a cat with a mouse. She would take the initiative.




  “I saw in the newspaper when Pilar died. I’m sorry,” she murmured.




  He shrugged, then took a long drink from his glass. He must have thought about his immediate response for he went on to say, “It was a blessing in the end, but you must have realised that.”




  “I’m sorry?”




  “My wife’s illness was degenerative with no hope of a cure. Did you not know that?” It was said almost as an accusation.




  “I didn’t even know you were married,” she retorted.




  “I cannot understand why that should be. I thought everyone knew that. It was not something I sought to hide.”




  “No one told me until it was too late, but perhaps they thought I knew. I don’t know why. I just assumed…”




  “Assumed?”




  “That you were a bachelor.”




  “Ah.” He snorted dismissively, crossing the room to where she was sitting. She stood hurriedly, as if afraid he would trap her in the chair. It was the wrong thing to do for he took hold of her wrist. “And you imagine that this bachelor would have wasted all those months, fighting his attraction for you?”




  She looked up at him, part in fear, part in wonderment. “I didn’t know you were attracted to me,” she whispered. “All the time, I thought…”




  “What did you think?” he demanded.




  “That you…that it just happened…that day, then that night. That it was the wine, the flamenco, the hot night.”




  He snorted. “Like I was a boy in heat?”




  Her cheeks reddened, and she, with a modicum of difficulty, extricated her arm from his clasp, moving away from his obvious anger and disgust.




  “Like I said, you do not know me at all.”




  He moved from her, going back to where he had been before by the drink trolley. He poured some more wine into his glass and she saw that his hand was not quite steady. When some of the wine splashed onto the tray, he cursed a little in Spanish. She knew what he said; her Spanish was too good for her not to know the bad words as well as the good.




  “Where did you go? I could not find you,” he said abruptly, and then adding, as if an afterthought, “Someone said you had gone abroad.”




  “By someone I think you mean my grandmother. I know you went to see her.”




  “So she lied for you.”




  “Partly. I did go abroad. I went to stay with my father in Australia, but only for a few months. I had to come back to England because of…”




  “Your son, I suppose. May I ask you who my rival was?”




  “He was no rival, and no you may not.”




  She waited, but no more words came. The silence lay between them for minutes. Self-consciously she sipped her wine and waited for him to suggest that they part now. However, when he spoke to her, it was to suggest they go in and eat.




  It will be, she thought miserably, a soulful dinner. They no longer had anything to say to one another.




  The food was marvellous. She had not had the opportunity to eat so well for a very long time, yet her appetite, affected by his presence, made it difficult for her to do justice to the fine cuisine. Nevertheless, she endeavoured to take a little of each course and to swallow small portions.




  He did not talk much, and she could think of little to say. There was far too much tension for her mind to inspire small talk. What he did say was about what he had been doing in New Zealand; how the idea of the exhibition had come about.




  A delicious cream-filled pastry slid down her throat easily enough and settled on her stomach. When he said they would have coffee in the sitting room she was glad. It was almost over.




  Once they were out of the hearing of the waiter and she was sitting in the safety of the armchair, Luis turned and really looked at her. He had a very serious expression on his face, almost as if he were interviewing her for a job.




  She recalled the first meeting she had had with him. There had been preliminary interviews and then she had been short-listed and finally hired by one of his managers. He had actually terrified her when she first worked for him, and she had felt sure she had made a complete hash of the job. It did not stem from how he was with her, for he was perfectly amicable, but rather it was what emanated from him—that raw sexual power. She had never in her life been in the presence of such a man. Now she felt it again, only now she had known him and knew just how wonderful he could be. Her mind flooded with memories of him…naked beside her, the hard, taut muscles rippling beneath her searching hands, his hair-roughened chest, the scent of him after their lovemaking. She was startled when he spoke to her. She dared not look at him, for she was aware her face was hot and tiny beads of sweat had broken out on her upper lip.




  “Ginny,” he repeated, “I want you to come and work for me, just for a short time.”




  “What? I can’t do that,” she said, then thinking that a weak protest, added, “I wouldn’t want to. You must be mad to suggest it.”




  “You don’t know what I am offering,” he said smoothly.




  “Well, I don’t really care. I’m settled here now. I have responsibilities.”




  “You have a responsibility for your son and you have no real employment.”




  “Of course I have!” she protested angrily.




  “You teach Spanish at evening school to holidaymakers and you do some translation work. You work when and where you can.”




  She was appalled. “How do you know that?”




  “Ginny…” he said her name slowly, almost with a laugh, “it is not hard for me to find out anything I want to.”




  “You’ve been spying on me.” She felt herself fill with anger and clenched her fists, digging her nails into the palms of her hand to stop her from striking out. It was mortifying that he had that power to find out practically anything about her, except perhaps one thing, and that she would never reveal to him, or to anyone!




  “I wanted to know if I should approach you, that is all. Listen to me. My brother Miguel and his wife are going to live in Australia. I do not know if you recall that my brother was considering working for his father-in-law when you were in Spain. You know how unsettled he was. Later, he went to Agriculture College. Well, he did find the growing of the grape pleased him. Since then he has run a vineyard for me, and now he wishes to expand, to go into the growing of the new world wines. I think it could be very good, for him and for me, of course.




  “He has two small children. They have no English. I would like you to give them a crash course in the language. They are bright and they will learn easily. My brother will go to Australia, and they will follow in a few months, when they are ready. His wife Elena will also require these lessons. She has a little English, but not very much. You will live with them and there will be no other language spoken. I think it will work out fine.”




  “Oh, yes, I can do that,” she murmured sarcastically. “I’ll leave my son and my home and just come to Spain and—”




  “Luke can come, too. It will be good for him and for the little girls. He, too, will learn a little Spanish. It cannot be bad.”




  “And what about his school? He goes back to school in September.”




  “He will have schooling. Of the very best, you can rest assured on that. There will be nothing at all he will lose by this.”




  “As Luke would say, you must be dreaming if you think I’d do this. I don’t want to be with you, I don’t want my son to learn Spanish, I don’t want…”




  “Money? I will pay four times what you are getting from your, shall I say, freelance employment. If you want to carry on with your translation work, that is fine. You can do that just as well in Spain as here. I have the very best technology.”




  Ginny stared at him. It was incredible that he would imagine she would leap at such an idea, yet why wouldn’t he? He didn’t know why she didn’t want to go back to Spain again. Of course, she did not want to have anything to do with him, but there was more than that, much more. There were things she could never reveal to him, including horrors in her past that he would never understand, or forgive. She knew that much about him. He was a masculine man. There was, in spite of his civility, a certain machismo about him that would always be there. It was part of his nature, his upbringing. His family had always revered him and, after his father’s death when Luis was fourteen, they immediately obeyed and respected him. He was the head of the family in every way. They all deferred to Luis.




  She knew she should not listen to gossip, but at the time, that gossip had been irresistible to her, just as he was irresistible to her. The gossip had it that his father had been something of a wastrel and he had lost much of the family’s wealth, squandering his wife’s fortune into the bargain. Luis had gained it all back. He was an astute investor and a ferocious, though she believed, fair businessman. Whatever his dealings with her, she knew him to be a scrupulously honest man and indeed one who was blessed with the Midas touch.




  His family at first were appalled that he would be involved in such a venture, that he would somehow soil himself by being in business instead of merely living on an income devolved from property and land. Now he was a hero to his family. They lived in luxury thanks to his industry and they never for one moment forgot that. But it had given him certain arrogance. His family’s willingness to always obey Luis had made him believe he was always right.




  “I never want to go back to Spain again,” she said, almost to herself, but he heard the statement.




  “Why is that?” he asked, raising his brow, taking the statement, she saw, as a personal insult. “You used to love Spain…how come you no longer do so?”
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