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Chapter One

BETH GRANGER PULLED up outside the magnificent villa she hadn’t set foot in since she was nineteen years old. All around her, people dressed in black were getting out of their cars and embracing each other as if they hadn’t already spent the day embracing and pretending to mourn.

Through her rearview mirror, she watched the large black SUV with the tinted windows make its way through the gates, and closed her eyes.

Her heart was thumping hard enough for the ripples to make her motion-sick.

She didn’t know if she could do this. All she wanted was to drive back to the airport and take the first flight home to England.

The day had been a million times harder than she’d anticipated. Beth hadn’t been close to her grandfather, but he was her last biological link to her mother. For that fact alone, he deserved better than to have his only living relative spend his funeral with her mind and emotions concentrated on someone else.

She’d genuinely believed she was over Xavi. She’d seen him a number of times since their break-up at parties that had been held during duty visits to her grandfather. Those occasions had always been emotionally difficult, but sheer bloody-minded pride had forbidden her from letting Xavi see just how difficult it was for her to be under the same roof as him. She’d taken fake it until you make it to professional levels; so much so that the bastard genuinely thought they were on friendly terms.

The last thing she’d wanted or expected was to walk into the chapel of rest eight years after their ending and for her senses to pick him out of the vast crowd like she was still some kind of Xavi-homing pigeon. Luckily, so many people had gathered to pay their respects to Beth’s grandfather that there hadn’t been the time or opportunity for them to do more than nod an acknowledgement of greeting to each other. She’d done herself proud with that smile, making sure it was just the right side of solemn—it was a funeral after all—and friendly. Oh yes, she’d mastered the art of being friendly to the bastard.

She’d done herself even prouder when she’d sensed his stare on her throughout the service. She hadn’t reacted to it at all. Not externally. She was less proud that she’d had to fight herself not to look back at him. She’d ached to look at him. Worse, she’d ached for him to come and sit with her and hold her to him.

She could only assume her grandfather’s death had triggered something in her because it felt like she’d returned to the days when she’d struggled to even get out of bed. The urge to reverse out of the driveway, fly home and bury herself in bed with a large tub of chocolate ice cream was close to irresistible.

Her grandfather, for all his many faults, deserved better, and Xavi de la Rosa was not worth all the calories that came from comfort eating.

It was nearly over. All she had to do was get through the wake. One hour of small talk and then adios, Spain. Forever.

Pulling her compact out of her bag, she was disconcerted to find her hands trembling. She took a deep breath. The vain, prideful side of her nature would never allow Xavi to see her looking anything other than her best, so she reapplied her lip gloss and touched up her eyeliner as best she could before climbing out of the car. After straightening her dress, she blew her fringe out of her eyes, tucked a lock of hair behind an ear, elongated her neck and then put her best foot forward towards the villa she’d last been in the day Xavi had smashed her heart into pieces.



From his vantage point in the main open-plan living area of his family’s villa, Xavi de la Rosa watched the curvy redhead swish through the reception room, stunningly understated in a calf-length flowing black shirt dress cinched at the waist with a thick black belt, and long, heeled black boots.

As always happened, his heart juddered in an echo of the first time he’d set eyes on her.

Eight years and she’d hardly changed at all. Every time he saw her, he marvelled at how well she’d matured into full-blown womanhood. Her long, thick red hair still shone gold under the sunlight, and she still had the same narrow face, crystal-clear green eyes, apple cheekbones and slightly square chin. Same snub nose and pixie ears, too. Her generous curves were more voluptuous, her hourglass figure one that people always took a second admiring look at.

The Beth Xavi had fallen for all those years ago had been a fun-loving eighteen-year-old who’d mesmerised him from the very first glance. She’d been quick-tempered but also quick to smile and even quicker to laugh, a hugger who was affectionate with everyone. It was a trait she’d never lost, and he watched her embrace everyone who approached her as if they were old friends when she only distantly knew a few of the hundreds of people gathered there. Those who’d never met her were naturally curious about Raul Belmonte’s only living heir. Once the news broke about her inheritance, the whole of Spain would be curious about her, too.

She stepped away from an embrace with the flamboyant artistic director of an Italian fashion house, and for the first time since entering the de la Rosa villa, her stare glanced Xavi’s. She smiled at him, and for a moment, barely the beat of a second, the connection between them was strong enough to touch. The beat broke when his mother pulled Beth into a tight embrace.

It was time to make his move.



The hairs on the nape of Beth’s neck lifted. Her chest tightened.

He was heading towards her. She could feel it as she always did, and tightened her hold on her handbag.

‘It’s so lovely seeing you again,’ she said to Mireia, Xavi’s mother, in her best Spanish. ‘Thank you for—’ she couldn’t think of the words to say, ‘making all the arrangements,’ and so settled for ‘—all this.’ Meaning the funeral.

As her grandfather’s only living relative, Beth should have been the one to arrange the funeral, but living in a different country and not knowing the first thing about Spanish funeral customs, she’d gratefully accepted Mireia’s offer of organising everything, right down to opening her home for the wake. The de la Rosas had known Beth’s grandfather a million times better than she had. Beth hadn’t even known of his existence until her eighteenth birthday.

‘Hello, Beth.’

Even though she’d braced herself for it, hearing that perfect English delivered in that rich, deep voice made her heart flip.

Keeping her features composed took more strength and concentration than all the other times she’d seen him since he broke her heart. Turning to face him, keeping that hard-fought composure drew reserves she hadn’t known existed.

‘Hello, Xavi,’ she replied lightly, meeting the dark chocolate brown stare. ‘You’re looking well.’

The young man who’d swept her off her feet was now thirty-two and much changed. The cropped hair, almost the same dark chocolate colour of his eyes, was longer than he’d worn it when they were together, the gorgeous smooth face covered in a neat, dark beard. The changes suited him, as did the faint lines around his eyes and on his forehead. Even the black suit he wore looked effortlessly elegant on his tall, wiry frame. The bastard.

His wide, sensuous lips made the ghost of a smile before his large hands clasped her shoulders, and he leaned down to press a kiss to both of her cheeks.

There was no time for her to prepare herself or hold her breath before sensation zinged over her skin and she was engulfed in a scent so familiar and loved that everything inside her contracted.

Keeping his hands on her shoulders, he stepped back and studied her with a widening smile. ‘You look incredible.’

Somehow, she managed a playful wiggle of her head. ‘One does one’s best… So, how are things? I imagine the last few days have been difficult for you.’ Her grandfather had retired from the luxury brand conglomerate he’d founded with Xavi’s grandfather three years ago. She’d attended his retirement party, had been there when he’d publicly entrusted his share of the company in Xavi’s hands and expressed his full confidence in him to achieve great things for the Rosbel Group. She’d applauded like everyone else in attendance and congratulated Xavi with a smile and an embrace. She’d even kissed his cheek and resisted disinfecting her mouth until she was alone in a bathroom.

He’d been running the company single-handedly since, just as the bastard had always wanted. Her grandfather’s death had made international news, the press descending on the Rosbel Group’s headquarters in a frenzied determination to know what Raul Belmonte’s death meant for the company.

His smile became rueful. ‘Nothing I can’t handle.’

‘I’m sure.’ It was only human emotions Xavi couldn’t cope with.

‘How about you? Are you keeping well in yourself?’

‘Very much so.’

‘That’s good to hear.’ The smile around his mouth faded, but the sparkle in his eyes didn’t diminish at all. ‘Can you spare me a few minutes of your time? There is something I need to discuss with you.’

Her stomach plummeting, she made a point of looking at her watch. ‘I’ve got a flight to catch, so you’ll have to make it quick.’

‘I’ll be as quick as I can, but it is best we speak in private.’

Her plummeting stomach now quivering, she raised an intrigued eyebrow. ‘That sounds ominous.’

The lines around his eyes crinkled. ‘Nothing ominous, I promise. It’s to do with your grandfather’s estate and the legacy he’s left you.’

They were words to make her pause. ‘What legacy?’

‘That is what we need to discuss.’

‘Shouldn’t the lawyers be the ones to discuss it with me?’

‘Trust me, it is better you hear it from me first.’

How she didn’t punch him in the face for that she would never know.

Trust the man who’d promised to love her forever?

Trust the man who’d been her earth and her sun, and then broken her?

But Beth hadn’t spent eight years carefully curating social media posts—Xavi had never stopped following her on them, his frequent ‘likes’ and comments proving he kept an eye on them—and turning Photoshop into her best friend for nothing, and she made another point of looking at her watch. ‘I can give you ten minutes, and then I’m really sorry but I’ll need to make a move.’ She didn’t need to make a move anywhere. Her flight home didn’t take off for another six hours.

It was Xavi she wanted to escape; Xavi and this villa and all the memories tying together, memories making the past feel like she could touch it, and if she could touch it then she could feel it, and God help her if she ever had to feel any of that again.

‘I’ll be as concise as I can,’ he promised in his shamefully excellent English. ‘Walk in the garden with me?’

‘I don’t have sunscreen on,’ she lied as a strong memory of falling asleep on the sprawling de la Rosa lawn beneath the shade of an olive tree and being woken by a kiss smashed through her. The de la Rosas had been having a family summer party, and Beth had got all sleepy after too much sangria. With voices floating in the distance, Xavi had woken her with a kiss and then silently brought her to orgasm with nothing but his hand.

It had tortured her imagining him doing that with the women who had come after her. Her third trip to Madrid after their break-up had been to celebrate the New Year with her grandfather. He’d taken her to a party thrown by one of Spain’s leading art dealers, and the first person Beth had seen when they’d walked into the villa had been Xavi with a blonde bombshell attached to his arm. Beth had made a point of going over to them, throwing her arms around Xavi as if they were long-lost best friends and befriending the appendage. She’d kept her happy face going the whole night, dancing, drinking and making merry like everyone else. The next day she’d flown back to England, detoured to a supermarket on her way home, then sat in bed eating her weight in chocolate ice cream. It had taken her months to recover from the painful shock of seeing him so clearly happy with someone else. It was a shock Beth had never understood as she knew damned well he’d replaced her with that Ellen bitch days after breaking off his relationship with her.

‘Let’s talk in the study,’ she suggested. That was one room they’d never done anything dirty in.

In their time together, they’d made love in every room of this sprawling villa. It had been a game to them, their own playful version of sex bingo. Only the occupied bedrooms had been off-limits. The only room they’d failed to christen and so get a full house in before Xavi had dumped her was the study, so at least there wouldn’t be any sex memories to slap her around the face in it.

As soon as she crossed its threshold, though, and the door closed them inside the intimate space, Beth knew she’d made a mistake and cursed herself for lying about the sunscreen. They could have talked at the front of the villa by her hired car, and then she could have driven off, ‘accidentally’ screeching the wheels so he got a face full of gravel in the process.

Determined to give away nothing of her inner turmoil and to continue projecting the carefree image she so carefully curated on her social media feeds, she hitched her ample backside onto the highly polished mahogany desk and folded her arms loosely across her stomach rather than wrapping them in the tight hug she so desperately needed to hold herself with. She looked him in the eye with a smile. ‘Well?’

Instead of telling her about her mysterious legacy, he strode to a cabinet, looked through its contents and pulled out a bottle of whisky and two crystal glasses. ‘Drink? Or shall I have one of the staff make up a strawberry daiquiri for you?’

Beth’s cocktail of choice. Her social media posts showed her enjoying them at regular intervals.

‘Thank you, but I’m driving.’

‘Very responsible,’ he said drily, filling a glass for himself to the brim.

‘Practising to be an alcoholic?’ she asked with a grin she only managed by imagining herself throwing the whisky all over his ultra-expensive hand-tailored suit.

He raised the glass to her and drank half the contents. ‘Dutch courage.’

‘You are full of intrigue, Señor de la Rosa, but I’ve got a flight to catch so tell me about this legacy. Has he left me one of his paintings? Or maybe a car?’ A thought made her blanch. ‘Not Diego? I’m not allowed pets.’ Not in her apartment building. And she had no garden. Surely, he wouldn’t have left his Spanish Water Dog in her care? Surely, he’d have left him in his housekeeper Salma’s care?

‘He’s left you the lot.’

She blinked, unsure of what she’d heard. ‘He’s left me a pot?’

‘The lot. Everything. The villa and all its contents. All his cars and holiday homes. His personal helicopter and his shares in the business. Diego. Everything. It’s all yours.’

She studied his serious face a long moment before bursting into laughter. ‘That’s a good one. You nearly had me going for a minute. Go on, tell me, what’s he really left me?’

Not a flicker of amusement crossed his face. ‘Your grandfather has left you everything, Beth.’

Still grinning widely, she shook her head. ‘Not a chance. He took great delight in reminding me of his intentions for his estate every time I visited him—he was leaving his Rosbel Group shares to your family and everything else to charity.’

‘He kept saying that in the hope it would entice you into changing your mind about working for the company. He never seriously intended to disinherit you—it was just a threat, a ploy for you to give in and comply with his wishes. You were his only living heir, and that meant everything to him.’

She laughed to cover how unsettled she was with the whole situation and jumped off the desk. Snatching the glass from Xavi’s hand, she tipped the remaining whisky down her throat.

Beth hated whisky, but right then she needed something to cut through the effect of being in an enclosed space with Xavi and the shock of what he’d just told her. The hefty measure burning her throat wasn’t enough, and she refilled the glass and drank it in three swallows.

‘I thought you were driving,’ Xavi said, eyebrow risen.

‘Stuff it, I’ll get a taxi. After all, you’ve just told me I’m rich.’ And with that, she burst into another peal of laughter.

Rich? Possibly the biggest understatement in the world.

Beth’s mother, Lorena, had died in childbirth. Beth had been raised by her father and her grandparents. Her childhood had been happy. She’d missed having a mother, but in a very abstract, curious way. She couldn’t miss her as a mother because she’d never known her, but she’d been filled with curiosity about her. Everything she’d learned about her had painted a picture of a fierce but happy, loving Spanish woman who loved to dance and run barefoot. A free spirit, much like Beth.

One thing, though, that Beth had never been told about was her mother’s family. The impression she’d been given growing up was that her mother didn’t have any family.

This impression had been a lie engineered by her father. She’d only learned the truth on her eighteenth birthday when an elderly Spanish man knocked on their door and introduced himself as her grandfather.

Lorena, it transpired, had been estranged from her father since her late teens. Her own mother had left him when Lorena was only twelve. When Lorena had moved to England, she’d never seen either of her parents again.

Beth’s father had respected his dead wife’s feelings and had refused to let her father have any involvement in their daughter’s life until she was eighteen and old enough to make her own judgement about him.

Learning of her Spanish grandfather’s existence had come as a huge shock. A lifetime of barely satisfied curiosity about her mother, and all along she’d had a grandfather? To then learn her Spanish grandmother had died only two years earlier…

That had been a huge blow, but she’d swallowed her hurt and anger at the lies of omission from her father because he was her father and she loved him, and even through her hurt, she’d known he’d acted for what he thought was the best. Her English grandparents had felt compelled to go along with his decision on the matter.

The second shock Beth had received that fateful day was learning her grandfather was rich.

Not just rich but stupendously rich. Raul Belmonte was co-owner of the Rosbel Group, one of the wealthiest companies in Europe, making Beth’s grandfather one of the richest men in Europe.

His wealth, though, had meant nothing to her, not when she was gazing at the face of the only living biological link to the mother she’d never known. Her desire to know him had been strong, but she’d known before she agreed to spend a summer with him that he wasn’t the fluffy, kindly old man he was trying to portray himself to her as. After all, her mother had been estranged from him for a reason, and just because he’d not been allowed to see her didn’t mean he couldn’t have helped her father out financially
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