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  Prologue




  The heat in the hotel lobby stifled Helena after the cold ten degrees below temperature outside. She shrugged out of her cream-coloured cashmere coat and slung it over her arm. There were lots of people sitting around in the lobby, seemingly unaware of the wilting temperature. When she reached the desk at the restaurant, the Maitre d’ smiled at her—although his smile did not reach his eyes.




  “Mr. Orphanides’ table,” Helena said brusquely. She predicted some kind of inquisition because Andreas Orphanides surrounded himself with people who protected his privacy. She steeled herself to announce who she was, but the man merely led her directly to a table by the window. The restaurant thronged with people but many of the cliental were of the “ladies who lunch” variety. She noted the table that she was led to was set for six. Perhaps, she mused, there had been no trouble for her because Andreas frequently lunched with young ladies. Helena was surprised to realise that the thought made her angry. She was a little nervous too.




  The waiter asked if she would like a cocktail; however, she ordered a cup of coffee, thinking that perhaps a cup of coffee would steady her nerves. If she had a cocktail it would make her giddy. A faint buzz from some women at a table close by caused Helena to look up. Andreas strode across the room. He was not alone. Meletsa, his personal assistant, was with him and, as usual, the girl looked elegant in a navy suit and white blouse. As always Meletsa looked utterly in control. Helena began to feel her confidence ebb away. There was someone else with them, a man. He was very tall and very slim. Andreas was as tall but he was far more muscular. The man seemed emaciated alongside the more vigorous Andreas Orphanides.




  “Hello, Helena.” His tone so cool, it was almost as if he had known she was in New York. Yet surely it was impossible for him to know any such thing.




  “Andreas,” she murmured. She had found out where he was by checking his computer, rather than going through his office. There was no way he could know that she was going to follow him there. It felt peculiar but the thought persisted that Andreas had known she was in New York. She shrugged the thought to one side; she was always a little paranoid about Andreas and the way he seemed to know everything.




  “I do not think you have met Ralph Stanton, Helena.”




  “No,” she murmured. “I haven’t.”




  “Ralph, I’d like you to meet Helena, my wife.”




  Helena noticed how he put her name before her position in his life. It was something he had never done before. She had always been his wife, Helena. She thought it ironic, considering why she was here, but she showed no disquiet to Ralph Stanton.




  “You must excuse us, Helena, if Ralph and I talk business. That is what this luncheon is, a business luncheon.”




  “It’s quite all right, Andreas. I can talk to you later.”




  Ralph Stanton at first seemed to want to include Helena in the conversation, looking at her as well as the others when he made a point; however, Andreas was not having any of that and by turning his head showed that Helena was to be excluded. Meletsa took copious notes. Helena allowed her mind to drift in and out of the conversation, while picking at the prawn salad she had ordered. Stanton wanted to sell a share in a hotel he owned and still be allowed to manage it. Andreas was prepared to go along with it, but on Andreas’ own terms. Everything, Helena reflected, had to be on his terms. She could have told Ralph Stanton that he was wasting his time pushing for what Andreas would never give. Either Stanton should back out of the deal or give him what he wanted.




  Now and again, as she moved her food around her plate, Helena studied the man she had known her entire life and married almost two years ago. She knew him and yet she didn’t really know him. However, she suspected that Meletsa, who had been his personal assistant for seven years, knew him far better than she. There was an intimacy about their relationship that had nothing to do with sex and everything to do with mutual respect and friendship. Helena wondered if she and Andreas had ever been friends. Their families had, but had they? Helena knew she had been the kid that hung around when you least wanted her. The one you taught to swim and to ski and took to the cinema or for lunch when you didn’t have a proper date.




  Studying her husband, she concluded that Andreas was not handsome; somehow he just missed being that. He had a hawk-like profile and that gave him a very hard look. His hair was dark blonde and his eyes were bright blue. Both of these features came from his mother who had been Scandinavian. His more savage features, the hawk-like nose and determined chin, came from the Greek side of the family.




  After all the wheeling and dealing, Ralph Stanton decided to leave and consider the proposal some more. Andreas gave him twenty-four hours. He meant it when he said after that time he would not be interested in any deal whatsoever.




  Meletsa stayed, as if the woman thought she would be party to what Helena wanted. Andreas did not seem to mind his personal assistant staying, which infuriated Helena.




  “I want to talk to you, privately.”




  “I am very busy today,” Andreas coolly informed her.




  “I suppose I should have made an appointment,” Helena snapped.




  “It would have been helpful. What are you doing in New York anyway?” he replied, his smoothness a contrast to her roughness.




  “I wanted to see you.”




  “I’ll be home at the weekend.”




  “There isn’t that much time.”




  “Oh? Since when has time pressed you, Helena?”




  “Since I…since I…”




  “Since you met Diane,” he answered. He had targeted, in part, the reason for her visit. He was no fool. Helena had always known that; she had just conveniently allowed herself to forget it.




  “I would like to talk to you alone. Surely you can spare me ten minutes?” she asked, conscious of the desperation in her voice.




  He smiled across at Meletsa. “What do you say, Meletsa, can I spare ten minutes for my wife?”




  Helena seethed as Meletsa checked her diary. “We have to be at the Rosemont Building for four. I don’t see why you can’t spare some time. It’s only three fifteen and the Rosemont is only two blocks away.”




  “Okay. I’ll meet you there.”




  After Meletsa had gone there was silence at the table. The ogling women were still there. Helena supposed they thought him attractive. A lot of women did, but they didn’t have to live with him. She wasn’t feeling in the right frame of mind to challenge him now either. She was furious because it had been down to Meletsa that she was allowed to see her husband alone.




  “Come on, out with it,” he said irritably.




  “You don’t make things easy,” she protested.




  “Helena, if you knew…” He paused and then took a deep breath which eased a pearl button on his shirt out of its hole. Ridiculously it made her blush. “Now what?” He saw the blush. Of course, he missed nothing.




  Without thinking or trying to be subtle, she let the words fall off her tongue. “I want a divorce.”




  It was as if everyone was holding their breath. The room had gone silent…she was sure of it. She could not hear anything—no clattering of dishes, nor any sound of a waiter gliding across the deep carpet, the chattering women silenced at last.




  It was all in her mind. There were sounds, lots of different sounds, sounds that smothered the growl at the back of Andreas’ throat. It seemed a long while to wait for his reply and when it came, his tone of voice and attitude had changed. No more was he cool and detached. His whole body tensed and when he spoke the words fairly rattled out of him, “You want a divorce? Diane wants you to get a divorce is what you mean.”




  “No. It’s me, all me. Do you think I am so weak that I would let anyone persuade me to do something so drastic?”




  “Diane isn’t anyone. And I don’t think you are weak. I think you are very vulnerable.”




  She put up her fingers to cover her mouth, wanting to stop words from flooding out. His words had brought tears to her eyes. He had sounded so…so…and the word tore her apart…tender. Coming immediately after his anger, it caught her off guard. But he would do that. He would do that just to keep her. It wasn’t what Andreas wanted and so, like with anything he did not want to accept, he would use any method at his disposal to have his own way. She knew that and Diane had said it as well. Diane had warned her to be very careful. Andreas was ruthless; he did not like to lose anything and that would include her. He would dredge up any scheme to keep her.




  “I haven’t had a chance to make my own way in the world.”




  “I have not stopped you from doing anything,” he said quietly.




  “I know, but it was all arranged, from the beginning, when we were children…it was expected of me and expected of you that we would marry. We were pushed together. It was what both our parents wanted and we went along with it.”




  He smiled. “Pawns of our parents, you and I? Your father would have done anything for you, and as for me? Do you really think I would let anyone, parents or not push me around? Do I give the impression of being a…what?” He glanced upwards, searching for the right word. “Ah, a victim. Yes, that is a good word for how you make it sound. We are victims of our backgrounds. Rubbish!”




  She met his stare. He was cold now and haughty, the momentary flash of anger he had shown brought under control.




  “I’ll tell you what it is, it’s Diane. She is the one who is behind it all. She is the one who has put the idea in your head and she is the one you will listen to. Well, I will tell you, Helena, if you want a divorce then find yourself a lawyer.”




  He stood, a fluid controlled movement. “Is that all?” Helena murmured the question.




  “What more? I’ll tell you something else, if I wanted I could take you upstairs now and persuade you not to do this and you know it…but if I did, what then? In a month Diane would be pulling your strings again. I would demand that you cut her from your life…I demand that now, so what do you say?”




  “It has nothing to do with Diane. It’s me. I want to have a life of my own. I was barely seventeen when we married, just out of school.”




  “And you didn’t want it?”




  She blushed, the colour spreading like a stain up her neck over her cheeks, into the very roots of her hair.




  “I seem to remember you couldn’t wait for it, didn’t even want to wait…” He was alluding to something other than their marriage—she knew it. A hot steamy vapour crept over her body, her hands trembled, she had the terrible feeling that he knew exactly how his words were making her feel. “Andreas, please…” She moved uncomfortably on her seat. She remembered those hot Cyprus nights too…the scent of lemon, the hiss of the sea and the soft warm sand beneath her bare feet.




  “I’ve told you what you can do, Helena. There is nothing else to say. It is Diane or it is me. I hate to give you the ultimatum but that’s how it has to be.”




  He turned and walked away. She watched him, aware that she had achieved what she had come for and yet the very idea of it gave her no satisfaction.




  Chapter 1




  Eight Years Later




  Helena squeezed her car into the parking spot. She sat for a moment looking at the front of the shop. The sign was eye-catching. She wasn’t too certain that the name Legends was the right one, but Diane had been adamant and Helena thought she might have better ideas in that respect.




  Opening the door of the shop, Helena was greeted by the pleasant sound of delicate chimes moving in the breeze coupled with the wonderful scent of aromatic oil. The interior of the shop was rather cluttered with new age artifacts. Helena was sure there was too much stock but again, she deferred to Diane in these matters. Diane had been in this kind of business for many years but had worked from a market stall in the town square. Not used to handling larger volumes of stock, Helena suspected Diane was not using the extra shop space to the best advantage.




  Diane sat behind the counter. Tall and very slender with masses of curling red hair, Diane looked as if she had stepped out of a pre-Raphaelite painting. Her hair was a lighter red than it had been because she was turning grey and she had it tinted. The long years spent in the Spanish, Cyprus and Goa sunshine had caused fine wrinkles around her eyes and at the corner of her mouth. In spite of those flaws, at fifty-three she was still a stunning looking woman.




  “The place is looking good,” Helena said by way of a greeting. She was pleased with the design of the interior, in spite of the clutter. She had done it herself.




  “I just hope it takes off. I’ve not had as many customers as I did at the market,” Diane complained.




  “Give it time; you’ve only been open a week.”




  “We’ll have to see.”




  Helena knew Diane had been reluctant to leave the market stall but the cold, wet, windy winters in this part of northern England were not good for the arthritis that she suffered in her hands. The flat above the shop would be better for her too, since her old bedsitter hadn’t the benefit of central heating. Helena had had the whole place renovated before she had even approached Diane. She had seen it as a good investment even if Diane had to be persuaded to move in.




  Helena moved around, looking at the stock. She loved the jewellery and selected a pair of earrings, tried them on and then handed over the money to Diane. She wasn’t so sure about the tarot cards for sale, or the other paraphernalia for looking into the future. Helena preferred not to know what was going to happen to her.




  Diane said at last, “I am grateful. It’s so lovely to wake up to a warm flat. I just feel a bit down. I think I miss the chat of the other stall holders.”




  “You’re bound to feel lonely. We did talk about that, Diane. If it doesn’t work out, you can always go back but let’s give it a year.”




  “Of course.”




  They were about to go for a cup of coffee in the back of the shop, when some customers came in. Helena went to make the coffee in the small kitchen and when she returned, a few more people had entered. She left Diane’s coffee on the counter and said she would call her later that night, as she had to get back to the office.




  Life had been kind to her, Helena reflected, and she desperately needed it to be kind to Diane after all the woman had been through. Helena was only a few years out of college and already she had her own small business as an interior designer and things were really beginning to take off. She had had the opportunity of doing some really good work and was making exceptional progress. She now had a girl to work in the office and take telephone calls, booking appointments and writing letters and quotations so that she was able to be where it mattered, with the clients and at the drawing board.




  When Helena arrived at the office, Jenny, her secretary, was already there and greeted her with the news that, “A Mr. Stanton has been on the phone. Apparently he’s bought a property by the river and is going to turn it into a small hotel. He’d like you to look at it, see what you think you can do.”




  A hotel—she had done lots of kitchens and small houses, but so far Diane’s shop had been the only commercial venture.




  “Did he come with a recommendation?”




  “No. He said something about yellow pages.”




  “Well, I guess we’d better arrange to see him toute de suites.”




  “What?




  “As soon as possible.” Helena grinned. Jenny was seventeen, a good typist and marvellous on the end of a telephone, but when it came to anything slightly out of the ordinary she was a blank page.




  * * * *




  The house was one of the few wonderful Georgian houses left in the town. Helen knew it had been used as lawyers’ offices but they had moved to a brand new complex in the centre of town. Situated on the edge of town, close to the Cathedral, Helena thought it an excellent spot for a hotel.




  Mr. Stanton was a tall, slim, elegant man of about thirty-seven. He was good looking in a patrician kind of way. His voice appealed to Helena. It was deep and dark. Helena thought that he had missed his way. He would have made a wonderful radio announcer.




  “I have the strangest feeling that we’ve met before, have we?” he asked.




  Helena didn’t get the impression that it was a line and thought hard for a moment or two. She couldn’t remember meeting him; surely she would have recalled that voice.




  “I don’t think so.”




  He shook his head, as if the thought persisted. “I think it’s the hair, that titian colour and all those curls…”




  “It’s a pain,” she confessed. It was too. After it had been washed it was the devil to comb. When she was little she used to cry and scream when her Nanny tried to brush it. She closed her eyes swiftly against the remembrance of the past. That was something she had vigorously chased out of her mind.




  “Well, never mind anyway. That’s not why you’re here.”




  “Yellow pages, my secretary said. You don’t know my work.”




  “Ah well, yes and no. I was looking through yellow pages and saw your name and then the next week I saw a lounge and kitchen you had done for friends of mine. The Templetons?”




  “Did you like it?”




  “My dear Miss Jones, you wouldn’t be here if I hadn’t. I thought it was wonderful. Tasteful, and if I might say, comfortable and stylish. That’s what I want for the hotel. I don’t want potted palms and blue carpets. I don’t want dark wood. I want light and I want elegance but I want warmth too. Am I seeking an impossible dream?”




  “It’s my job to fulfill impossible dreams, Mr. Stanton.”




  “Good. Let me show you around.”




  It was an exciting time for Helena; she warmed to the task of designing a new interior for the hotel. She worked late into the night because Mr. Stanton had said he was in a hurry, but she didn’t mind. Her work was something that she loved above everything else. Twice a week she had to take time out to be with Diane but after they had dinner and a long chat, Helena returned to the office to work on the designs for Mr. Stanton’s hotel.




  When she was ready to show him what she had done they arranged to meet on site. Even considering the time she had spent on the designs, and her enthusiasm for the task in hand, she was unprepared for his enthusiasm. He was overjoyed and certain that their minds ran along the same kind of track. Mr. Stanton told her it was just what he had envisaged but could not put down on paper.




  “My partner is going to be as pleased as I am,” he said.




  “I hadn’t realised there were two of you.”




  “I run everything; he has a forty percent share but has a good eye for business. I trust him absolutely.”




  “If he doesn’t like my designs though, then I take it you’ll go elsewhere.”




  “I would have to, but he will like them, Miss Jones. He couldn’t fail to. I’ll call you next week to confirm.”




  It was a golden opportunity for all kinds of people to view her work. It could bring in much more business. When she had told her about the contract, Diane failed to understand why she was so desperate to land the deal. After all, there would be other opportunities and she was busy as it was.




  Sometimes Diane’s laid-back hippie attitude toward business irritated Helena. When it happened, Helena always felt slightly guilty. She had been brought up in a hothouse of business; it meant everything to her family and those they mixed with. Some of that attitude had been bound to rub off on Helena. Diane had come from a very impoverished background. She had not had opportunities and fought for everything she had. Helena always tried to remember that.




  It was Jenny who took the call two weeks after Helena had submitted the plans. Helena was out seeing clients. “He likes it,” Jenny said, with only marginally more enthusiasm than Diane ever showed.




  “The partner, Mr. what’s-his-name, a foreign sounding name, likes what you’ve done. Anyway Mr. Stanton says you can go ahead. Send him the contract and he’ll sign.”




  “That’s wonderful!”




  “He’d like to meet you on site. Ten o’clock Tuesday morning. You are free.”




  “Oh boy!” Helena wanted to dance a jig but thought clapping her hands was enough enthusiasm to show to Jenny.




  * * * *




  At the appointed time, Helena arrived at Stanton’s hotel. A dark chocolate coloured Mercedes was pulling out of the parking place in front of the building. She glided into the vacant space, wondering at the same time if it was Stanton’s partner, but if that was the case, why was he leaving? Feeling a little worried, she entered the building, Stanton greeted her by saying, “We’re happy with everything, only…”




  Helena had over the years come to loath the word, only.




  “Yes,” she said, as nicely as she could.




  “My partner noticed you had put the reception desk along the side of the wall. He couldn’t see why it shouldn’t be here.” Stanton crossed the hall and went to the back. “Then the reception desk is facing the door.”




  “I can see where you’re coming from, but there is a reason. Come and stand here Mr. Stanton…” He re-crossed the hall to stand alongside Helena. “Now can you see the line of the staircase, the curve? If the desk is there it will spoil the line. It can be done, there’s no problem, and it’s just a matter of aesthetics. Look, let me show you what I mean. I’ll use those packing cases.”




  After Helena dragged the empty packing cases across the space where Ralph Stanton’s partner wanted the reception area to be, they both stood back and looked. He wasn’t quite convinced, so she dragged the cases over to where she wanted the area to be. He mused on it some time.




  “I can see what you mean, but I am not sure that he isn’t right. People like to see a smiling face when they enter a hotel.”




  “Do you imagine receptionists stand around grinning all day?” Helena laughed. “I mean she might have things to do, book work or something. She might be on the telephone and she can give the guest a huge smile when he or she reaches the desk. Anyway, it’s like I said, it’s just aesthetics.”




  “I’ll have a word with him.”




  “What do I know about hotels anyway? But I really did fall for that curve on the stairway. It’s so beautiful, drawing the eye as soon as you come in the door. Perhaps if you showed your partner… sorry I didn’t catch his name?”




  “I can do that; he’ll be back in an hour. You can stay and meet him. I’m sure we have more things to discuss.”




  “Certainly.”




  They spent an hour going over things. Mr. Stanton promised that she would be given credit for her design in any publicity prior to opening. If it brought in more work, she would be able to take on another designer. She was doing well but running herself ragged in the process. It would be good to have some help.




  “I still have a feeling that I know you from somewhere,” Ralph Stanton persisted as their meeting drew to a close.




  “I’m sorry but I really don’t recall us meeting.”




  “And you are from Malton?”




  “I wasn’t born here, but you could say I was. My mother’s family have been in Malton since the industrial revolution.”




  “Really? And they never moved out?”




  “No. My mother did though. She was a sixties girl. Love and peace and wandering the earth in search of paradise.”




  “And not finding it, she came back to Malton?”




  “Well, you have to live somewhere and Malton isn’t a bad place.”




  “I’m new to Malton. It can’t have been here where I met you. I don’t know, I don’t usually forget faces.”




  “I am hopeless at remembering people,” Helena confessed. She knew why—she had had to blank so many things out of her memory. Now she lived for the present and had done so for these eight long years.




  Helena had to leave for another appointment; however, they had just reached the door and Ralph Stanton opened it, when she saw, across the road, the dark chocolate Mercedes. Ralph moved forward. “Oh, he’s back. Can you wait, Helena? We can sort out the problem of the reception area here and now.”




  “Of course.” Helena stepped back into the hallway. It was growing cold and there was no heating. She was glad of her warm woollen coat and shrugged deeper into it.




  Ralph Stanton had gone outside, pulling the door closed behind him. He certainly seemed to defer to his associate even though the man held a lesser share.




  The door opened, she turned. It was Ralph, but there was no one with him. “It’s okay, he doesn’t need to see you, or for you to show him what you mean. He says when in doubt always go with the artist.”




  “Sensible man.” she smiled.




  “Look, Helena, how about us having dinner?”




  Helena had been in awkward situations before. It went with the territory. She was used to getting out of it without causing offence.




  “When everything is completed Ralph, I’d like that, but I never mix business with pleasure. I do hope that you understand.” She smiled to take the bite out of her refusal and he accepted with good grace.




  Chapter 2




  Helena awoke from a deep sleep. Something had frightened her, the fragment of a dream or nightmare, but she could not remember what. Her body was covered in a film of perspiration. Her heart was beating madly.




  She left the bed and went out into the kitchen to make a warm drink. The telephone ringing out made her drop the pan. It wasn’t like her to be so jumpy. Checking her watch, she saw it was only ten past eleven; she had been in bed only an hour.




  Diane blurted out, “I saw him!”




  “Who did you see?”




  “Orphanides.”




  Orphanides, the name hung in the air for a moment; she didn’t want to dredge it up; she forced a laugh. “Not Andreas Orphanides, surely?”




  “Of course, is there anyone else?”




  “There are lots of them. Where did you see him?”




  “Coming out of Huxleys.”




  Huxleys was the most exclusive department store Malton had to offer. Again Helena laughed but it was no more real than the last one and only meant to reassure Diane that it was not possible. “You have to be mistaken. Malton isn’t London. It isn’t Paris or New York either. Andreas Orphanides would have no reason to be in Malton.”




  “Do you think that I could ever forget him? That arrogant bastard.”




  Helena winced a little; sometimes Diane had an unfortunate turn of phrase. Perhaps it was her sheltered upbringing that made Helena sensitive. “It doesn’t make sense for him to be here. There’s no good reason.”




  “Of course there’s a reason. You’re here.”




  “Diane, I have been here nearly eight years. He hasn’t troubled me once.”




  “It was he. I’m certain of it.” Diane was weakening, seeming less convinced. Helena heard the stridency go out of her voice with a sense of relief.




  “I’m sure it wasn’t Andreas and even if it was, he won’t trouble us. He isn’t going to do anything after all this time. He probably doesn’t even know that I’m here.”




  “I wouldn’t bet on that. He makes it his business to know everything.”
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