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Chapter
One

 


Liam Fitzwilliam
Gasquet stared in amazement at the blooming patch of red
milliseconds before the pain exploded in his arm. Some
trigger-happy idiot had fired in his direction. Indignation didn't
have time to take root before another bullet kicked the dust at his
feet.

Not
"trigger-happy."


Intentional.

The rebels had
found the fourth and youngest son of Jean-Phillipe Gasquet, ruler
of the tiny kingdom adjacent to the Swiss border. When had they
discovered his whereabouts?

With
a reluctant sigh, he faced the truth of it. They hadn't
found him at all. They'd
followed him. For the last three years he'd buried his head in the
sand while travelling around the world, assuming his stab at
anonymity would keep him safe from the insurgents hopeful of
removing his family as rulers of the country.

To the sound of
more gunshots, he flung himself towards the nearest cover, horses
stampeding across the nearby paddock. Wedging himself behind the
scrawny gorse bush wouldn't deter anyone with a powerful rifle
sight for long, but he prayed it would buy him a few more seconds.
He weighed his options between the short distance to the solid
stone farmhouse, or trying to make it back to the barn. Why did the
spaces between suddenly take on the semblance of a full-blown
marathon?

Another shot
from close behind him had him rolling over for a view of the newest
threat.


Melanie!

Beloved, stupid,
brave, gun-toting Melanie stood in the farmhouse doorway reloading
her weapon.

"Get back!" Fear
strangled his attempted roar, which sounded more like a
whimper.

"Instead of
issuing stupid orders, you'd do better to get your butt over here
and behind solid cover." She studied the landscape and honed in on
the nearby road. "Unless of course," she added, "you intend to
bleed out where you're lying."

He wasn't sure
whether he imagined the flicker of fear in her eyes, or heard it in
her voice. But he noted her determined stance within the cover of
the building.

"Start moving,"
she ordered. "I have your butt covered." Her attention remained
focused on a cruising vehicle in the distance.

Before he could
follow up on her instructions, a shower of stone shards flew off
the edge of the wall next to his lover. His friend. His
wife.

Unfurling his
six-foot-five-inch frame, he scrambled to his feet. More dirt flew
up around his shoes. He raced for the house, dove through the
aperture and rolled beneath the solid pine table in the centre of
the room.

Sunlight—bright,
golden, offering false promises—cut a path across the floor to his
sanctuary. "Shut the freaking door," he snapped.

Stillness
replaced the sound of gunfire. Even the birds, outraged by the
disturbance of their tranquillity, fell silent.

Expectancy hung
in the air.

What would their
attackers do next?

The view from
beneath the kitchen table changed the dimensions of the room. Chair
legs, square and curving away from him, still managed to crowd his
refuge.

The frayed hem
of Mel's jeans brushed her sun-kissed bare feet. Her sandals lay
where she'd abandoned them beneath one of the chairs. A rogue ray
of sunlight stroked the surface of the faceted coloured glass
adorning her sandal-straps and shot rainbow beams of tinted light
across the surfaces of the cupboards and nearby walls. Who would
have thought the owner of those girly sandals could tote a gun as
though it was second nature to her?

 


****

 


So! It
began.

In his usual
no-nonsense manner, Paxman, her boss, had updated her on events in
the phone call she'd received just over ten minutes ago. It hadn't
given her time to warn Liam to get back inside, let alone for her
to make any moves towards vacating the farm. As the head of palace
security, Paxman focused on the job at hand and kept his missives
brief. As her surrogate father—well, she owed him
everything.

"Our man inside
the British Embassy says Drake Guillespie, and his son deBonet, the
rebel leader, are heading north and expected to pick up company on
the way. Contact the Caretaker."

In other words
leave the farmhouse immediately. Brevity notwithstanding, from his
information she'd assumed they'd have time to evacuate the place
safely, instead of being embroiled in the middle of a gun
battle.

A mistake. Not
her first. Probably not her last, but still, a mistake.

Melanie aimed her weapon, fired, and took
satisfaction from the distant bellow of pain. She shifted the gun
from one hand to the other, flung the door open, and yelled for Liam to take
cover.

She loved this place. The place she'd converted
into a riding school for disabled children. Children who, for
different reasons, experienced some of her same childhood fears and
insecurities. Children who, when sitting on their ponies,
transformed before her eyes from frustrated and frightened to
delighted smiling little beings, at one with their
mounts.

A sadness swept through her as she
dialled her
business partner's number and informed her she'd be gone for an
indefinite period. Melanie took mental snapshots of her
surroundings to carry her through the uncertainty ahead.

For her, the farmhouse and riding school she'd set
up five years ago represented security and home. Something she'd
never experienced as a child.

A grim smile
twitched her lips.


Security!

Even her job
guaranteed none of that.

She dialled
again, updated her boss then let the memories in, while she
searched for the gunmen.

She'd spent the
last three years trailing the youngest son of the ruler of a
largely unknown kingdom that held more wealth within its boundaries
than many of the largest nations in the world. Some claimed its
wealth rivalled, if not exceeded, Switzerland. And she'd spent the
last six months married to him.

"How am I
supposed to keep the prince here?" Melanie had asked her boss
several months earlier.

"You do whatever
it takes." His succinct reply left little room for interpretation,
but she doubted he meant for her to tumble into love with the
prince, let alone marry him.

By falling in
love with and marrying Liam, she'd crossed the line from
professional to personal.

Another
mistake.

She sighed.
Possibly not, she acknowledged. He'd failed to fill in his complete
name on the special licence application and she'd omitted any
reference to her widowhood.

But, whichever
way she looked at it, it was still a mistake that could and
probably would, cost her far more than her job if anyone found
out.

 


****

 


She'd seen his
eyes settle on her when she entered the Glasgow restaurant favoured
by many celebrities eight months ago, and taken satisfaction when
his reflection in the darkened window revealed he'd followed her
progress to the table she'd booked for two.

Pinpricks of
light, like starlight in the ceiling, enhanced the elite atmosphere
of the room, absorbed by the scrubbed pine floor beneath the
white-covered tables. Snippets of conversation ebbed and flowed
around her as she followed the maître d' to her table. The overture
of cutlery against china scarcely clashed with the barely-there
background music.

Melanie glanced
up when the waiter drew out her chair, and 'happened' to meet and
hold Liam's gaze for a moment too long. His companion's scowl
didn't go unnoticed either. She reined in the satisfied smile
tugging at her lips, consulted the proffered wine list and chose a
glass of light, white wine.

Several large
fish tanks glowed in their settings, the backdrop of white walls
emphasizing the different coloured lights in each tank. Two rows of
solid floor-to-ceiling pillars of polished wood substituted the
expected black metalwork usually interwoven with ivy or some other
kind of creeper. She approved their clean-cut lines, their message
of solidarity and purpose. Their rich, almost copper hues,
contrasted vividly against the wear of years that dulled the
planked flooring.

"I'll have a
roll before ordering." Mel handed the offered menu back to the
waiter. "But tell me what you think of the Arzak Inspired Local
Duck Egg with Garlic Bouillon, Crispy Migas and Sherry Vinegar
Jelly for a starter?"

She enjoyed a
leisurely discussion on the merits of everything offered, and
agreed to be guided by his suggestions before sitting back to wait
for her non-existent escort.

Twenty minutes
later, upholding her role of deserted partner, Mel delayed ordering
her meal for another ten minutes while studying the other diners.
If every time she glanced in the direction of the prince's table
she found herself drowning in the molten feral gleam in his eyes,
it was hardly her fault. Politeness dictated she return his smile,
while his companion pushed a lettuce leaf around her plate.
Strategy demanded she make a show of glancing at her watch on
several occasions.

The telephone
call to her home number, her apparent disappointment, all added to
the illusion of abandonment.

A stir at the
prince's table attracted the attention of several diners when the
woman rose, planted her hands on the table, leaned into Prince
Liam's face, and cursed him roundly in language better fitted to
the gutter, before flouncing out of the establishment.

Pinning a rueful
smile on her face, Melanie caught the prince's eye. With the lift
of one eyebrow she watched him cross the room and, without
permission, seat himself in the vacant chair.

Something
happened in that second. Something she hadn't anticipated, hadn't
allowed for, and hadn't wanted.

The other
occupants of the room faded away; the sound of her heartbeat
replaced the elegantly subdued music and the click and swish of the
restaurant. She'd known love, experienced the highs of it and the
devastation when it was shot to oblivion. But she'd never
experienced this instantaneous sense of connection and oneness with
another person. And she didn't need it now, especially with Prince
Liam.

He held her gaze
as firmly as he held her hand. She tugged it away and leaned back
in her chair. When had she leaned forward? When had she allowed him
to take her hand in that possessive grip? When would she retrieve
her heart? A heart seemingly intent on destroying three years of
careful surveillance and protection of the man now guilty of
causing her such personal mayhem.

A movement to
her left broke the spell, and the waiter placed the prince's
unfinished meal in front of him.

The prince
dropped her hand, took up his fork and speared a tiny wedge of
steak and offered it to her. His fork trembled against her bottom
lip. His eyes darkened when she leaned forward and took the
offering into her mouth, closing her lips over the prongs of his
fork, her eyes now demanding and holding his gaze. Her heart
hammered in her chest, her pulse pounded in her ears. Her hand came
up and clamped his wrist. Whether in challenge for more or a demand
for less she had no idea.

"Come." His fingers curled round hers, peeling them away. He
stood, query in his eyes, waiting, giving her the choice. Lost in
his dark blue
eyes, deep as a woodland lake, she followed
her heart and rose. A part of her—the one that shunned public
appearances–balked at the fascinated attention of the other diners,
while another revelled in the awareness that thrummed in the air
between them.


Chapter
Two

 


"Use this to
stop the bleeding." A dishtowel landed on the floor in front of
him. "And put some pressure on the wound." She slammed the outer
door shut, cutting off the sunlight.

"It's
true."

"What's
true?"

For a second a
ghost of a smile tilted her lips before it faded again. Guilt for
the loss sat heavily on his shoulders.

Because of his
obsession to live a 'normal' life, he'd endangered Melanie. The
ache in his arm threatened to steal his concentration. In his
arrogance, why had he thought he'd manage to keep his identity and
location hidden?

"You can smell
your own blood."

It warred with
the forgotten bacon congealing on their breakfast plates on the
table above him, the toast going stiff in the toaster, and the
coffee that never made it to their mugs.

He pressed the
cloth more firmly against his arm. He expected Melanie to join him,
to seek safety. Instead she stalked to the window, rammed the gun
butt against the lower windowpane, and focused her attention on the
road.

"Care to explain
why someone's got you in their sights today?"

If he
anticipated sympathy, he didn't get it. The woman at the window had
morphed into a hard, disciplined stranger before his eyes. Until
this moment he'd assumed her to be his friend, his lover. Instead
she'd covered his butt, protected him—.

A tenuous memory
tapped his brain, demanding attention, only to vanish beneath the
sound of Mel's sudden approach.

He stared at the
blood-soaked cloth and wondered if he'd ever see his home and
family again.

Her lips firmed
into a thin line when she noted how much blood seeped through the
cloth and between his fingers. "Okay." She hunkered down beside
him. "I can't do any more."

With a gesture
towards the window, she placed a large, well-stocked medical kit on
the floor beside him before crossing to the sink to fill a bowl
with water.

The sunlight
filtering through the window cast her into silhouette, the only
visible sign of her tension her white knuckled grip on the edge of
the sink. What was she thinking?

"Won't it be
easier if I sit at the table?"

"Our assailants
may have left someone behind to watch this place. I see no point in
making ourselves easy targets for our uninvited visitors." Gently,
she removed the bloodied cloth he'd pressed against his arm. "Let's
look at your wound," she added, pushing forward onto her knees. She
curled her tongue round her upper lip in a way so familiar, his
love for her swamped him, leaving only wonder he'd found the other
half of himself.

Pain, like an
exploding volcano, erupted up his arm when she removed his shirt
and tended to his injury.

He sucked in a
breath and wondered what and who had prompted this morning's
attack. If his first thought proved correct, he'd have to leave
her. Leave today.

How could he
explain the unexplainable to Melanie? His heart lurched in his
chest. How would she feel when she discovered his intention to go
without her? Would she understand? How could she, when she didn't
know his true identity, or why someone would want to attack
him?

Today, simply by
his presence, he'd put her life at risk. Not that she seemed
perturbed by the incident.

Furious, yes.
Concerned for him, certainly.

But upon
reflection, she'd carried her weapon with the assurance of someone
prepared for such an occurrence. The thought disconcerted
him.

It wasn't her
beauty that drew him, he remembered, it was her air of assurance
that called to him.

Liam focused on
the woman tending his arm. She wore the same air of confidence that
lay behind her concentration.

"You're lucky."
She cleaned off the blood. "It grazed your arm. A flesh wound," she
said, while reaching for some medicated padding. "No real damage
done."

Sunlight haloed
her raven-coloured hair, silhouetting her face.

"Did you see
anyone?"

"I reckon I hit
one when they got out of the car."


"And?"

"Nothing. I
think someone in the back seat hauled him inside again." With
gentle fingers she cleaned the wound, then swabbed it with
antiseptic before covering it with a thick pad and binding it
firmly. "There!" She patted his arm. "You'll live."

"Thank you."
Liam sat up, pulled his shirtsleeve carefully up his arm and added,
"I think."

"You
think?"

He recognized
her wariness, glanced at the medical equipment scattered around
them, and began to probe. "That's a mighty fine first-aid kit you
have. Why so elaborate? You're not far from town and a doctor." He
lifted a sealed syringe from its compartment, held it up, and
raised an eyebrow in query. "And the rifle?"

The tenuous
niggle at the sight of his wife handling the gun with such
proficiency refused to die. He pointed to the weapon resting
against the wall beneath the window, and tried to force his brain
into gear. "Where did you learn to handle that so
efficiently?"

If he thought to
disconcert her, he failed. He waited while Melanie crossed to the
window. After a quick check outside, she surveyed him with a
detachment he'd not seen since their first meeting eight months
ago.

Like her eyes,
her voice turned cold. "My late husband taught me."

Unexpected as it
was unwelcome, resentment roared through him. "You didn't tell me
you've been married before," he exploded.

Upon reflection,
she'd hardly ever talked about herself. Until this moment it had
been one of the things he loved about her. One of the reasons he'd
followed his heart and asked her to marry him six months ago.
They'd married within days and she'd never mentioned her first
wedding.

Who was the
woman facing him? The one who just happened to have a rifle handy?
A rifle—the same type and brand issued to the palace security
guards and royal police force. His niggle of doubt transformed into
a torrent of second-guessing, conclusions, and
scepticism.

Had he fallen in
love with a member of his father's security team? Surely
not!

The blood
pounded in his ears. His stomach jittered at the conclusions. He
pushed them away.

It was absurd.
He was absurd. Imagination.

That's all.
Nothing more than imagination, brought on by the shock of being
hit.

He winced when
using both arms to haul himself up and decided to stay on the
floor.

"You aiming to
undo my work?"

Amusement and
compassion laced her voice. She'd fooled him with her "no-nonsense"
attitude until he noticed her still-fisted hand.

"You've never
mentioned your husband before. What else haven't you told
me?"

The pain in his
arm warred with his growing antipathy. How many more secrets had
she kept from him?

As if
you're in a position to criticize, an
internal voice challenged. After all, hadn't he withheld a
significant piece of identification from his application for the
special licence? So what right did he have to cavil at her lack of
openness?

"You know?" he
asked almost conversationally. "I remember the day I arrived in
this area." He paused, held her gaze and offered a reminiscent
smile. "Oh yes, I'd been in the area for some days before we 'met'
at the Glasgow restaurant." He took her fisted hand in his and
began unfurling each finger. "The horses drew me." He'd admitted as
much before and didn't understand why he was repeating himself.
"There's something about this place that beckoned me." He traced
his thumb along the life-line on her palm in a soft, feathery,
movement. "I didn't know about your work with the children at the
time. But I couldn't keep away. Then I heard you were looking for
help and knew I had to apply for the post—become a part of this."
He gripped her hand more tightly. "And now, my sweet wife, it is
time for me to go."

Emotions churned
in his chest. Love, betrayal, grief for the loss of a lifestyle
he'd come to love.

"And where do
you think you are going?"

The sharpness of
her voice sliced through his mourning.

"It is better
for you not to know."

"And why is
that?" The full weight of an Arctic freeze laced her
voice.

"It's better I
go alone." How could he reveal the reasons?

Her gaze, as
cold as a glacier, challenged him to continue, and when he didn't
she thumped his chest with her fist.

"Nothing to
say?" she jibed. "Well, you listen to me."

Before he
guessed her intention, she shoved him away. "You're right. You have
to leave today, but you're not going alone."

In an attempt to
distract her, he aimed one of his winning smiles at her. "I'm not?"
Far from appeasing her, he swore if he looked closely he'd see
steam coming out of her ears.

"I
thought—"

She swept across
the room, slammed her fist on a countertop, then spun round and
pinned him with her furious glare before deliberately stalking back
to him. She slammed her fist into his chest again.

"I thought,"
she repeated, "marriage meant 'for better or worse.' Are you
intending to ditch me the minute things become a tad rocky? Because
if you are, I'm here to tell you it doesn't work that way for
me."

"So what does
work for you?" Annoyed because she'd turned the tables on him, he
all but snarled his challenge.

Whirling away
from him, Melanie dug into the cupboard beneath the kitchen sink
and hauled out two decrepit-looking backpacks. "You take nothing
more than you can pack in this, and only the essentials you must
not leave behind."

Gone was the
soft woman who'd filled his arms through the night. Replaced by a
stranger. A purposeful, decisive, determined, and persistent
stranger.

"You have ten
minutes to ensure you leave nothing identifiable behind. You leave
as you are."

"Who do you
think you are, chucking out orders like confetti at a
wedding?"

"I'm your wife,
or had you forgotten? Get moving. You're wasting time."

When she strode
past him with the second backpack, he followed with the intention
of confronting her, demanding the truth. But she had it right; they
didn't have time to stand and argue. He glanced out of the bedroom
window at the sound of an approaching vehicle. Just the trash-cart,
he thought, and dismissed it.

In righteous
silence he retrieved his passport and other documents of
identification and stuffed them in his back pocket.

"Don't do
that."

Melanie's order
cut through his rising anger. "What? Don't do what?"

"Don't put your
passport and things in your pocket. There's a zipped compartment
inside the back of the pack. Put them all in there, and make sure,
whatever you do, you don't become separated from your pack under
any circumstances."

The sound of
approaching footsteps on the stairs silenced any response he
intended, and before he could move, the door burst open.


Chapter
Three

 


"Out!" The man,
dressed in jeans and a checked shirt with a neon yellow jacket over
it jerked his thumb towards the door. "We can't hang around, or
anyone watching this place will become suspicious." When Liam
failed to move, both Melanie and the stranger grabbed for his arm
and pulled him forward.

"Okay! Okay, I'm
coming."

"Hurry." Far
from fear, impatience laced Melanie's voice and her hand remained
clamped on his arm until they returned to the kitchen.

Another man, in
similar garb, stood inside the back door, one trash bin to each
side of him.

"Get in," he
snapped, and flipped the lid open.


"What!"

"Don't argue,
Liam." Melanie's muffled voice from within the other bin commanded.
"Just do as he says. And remember, hold onto your
backpack."

Before his brain
registered her words, both men lifted him off the ground, posted
him into the empty bin, and slammed the lid.

The sound of the
wheels bumping across the yard reverberated inside his prison. Why
hadn't he challenged the intruders? Why hadn't Melanie?

Because she'd
expected them.

The tapping on
his brain became a pounding.

No, he realised
as the bin tipped and he collided with the side. The pounding he
heard came from the mechanics of the trash truck he'd seen arrive
from the bedroom window. His world turned upside down and he slid
inelegantly from the trash-bin into the belly of the garbage truck.
He only hoped the driver remembered not to activate the crushing
mechanism above him.

Movement at the
corner of his vision revealed the incongruous sight of his wife
brushing down her jeans. He didn't even want to think about what
they'd landed on, but from the look of her, Melanie was gagging at
the stench enveloping them. A stench he accepted that would stick
to them like a second skin long after they got out of
here.

Elegant, their
departure was not. But effective. He had to credit his wife for
originality.

Busy coming to
terms with the sudden turn of events, it took Liam a while to
appreciate he was sitting on a thick slab of foam, which in turn
lay on a large sheet of industrial plastic. Proof their hasty
departure owed little to coincidence and a lot to careful and
well-laid plans for such an incident.

The truck
slowed, turned left, and picked up speed again. The nearest town
lay to the right.

"Where are we
going?"

"To the depot.
The farm is the last stop on their normal round and we have to keep
as close to their usual routine as possible."

"And from
there?"

The actions of
the last few minutes provided answers to questions he'd never
asked. Answers he knew he didn't want to hear. Melanie may be his
wife, but she was also a lot more.

"A safe house
until we can arrange something more secure."

"We?"

"Paxman is my
boss."

As if he needed
to ask. Palace security detail.

How could he
have missed it? He hadn't, he thought, remembering the insistent
tapping on his memory. He'd known. At some level he'd known, and
chosen to submerge the knowledge because it suited him. To think
he'd joked with Melanie about the number of women he'd seen during
his travels who'd reminded him of her!

Her! All of them
her.

A cascade of
leaves tumbled down from overhead trees and showered them in a
coating of green. Above, clouds from pristine white to menacing
grey and full of the promise of rain chased away the
sun.

The ping of
metal-on-metal shot him out of his musings and he glanced across in
time to see his wife propelling herself in his direction. Taken
unaware, he fell back with her full weight pinning him down. A
prolonged rattle, followed by a spattering of bullets, ended his
struggles to sit up.

"Saints alive,
Mel, what the heck's going on?"

She didn't move,
didn't answer.


"Mel?"

Wriggling from
beneath her, Liam fought the urge to stand and pull her into his
arms. The trash truck increased speed and, Liam swore, found every
pothole in the road.

"Mel?" Gently he
lifted her head and discovered a ribbon of blood trickling from a
gash in her forehead. Fear turned to acid, burning his throat. A
bullet wound? Or had she hit her head when tackling him?

He searched for
something to stanch the flow of blood then came to his senses. He'd
find nothing in this stinking truck and, unlike Melanie, he had no
fancy medical kit at hand.

Frantically, he
searched his pockets and came up with a greasy bandana. One he'd
used to rub some straw-dust from the growing foal's eyes earlier in
the morning. Less than an hour ago a peek at his watch told him. It
seemed like a millennium.

While he'd been
busy whining at her attitude in the bedroom, she'd covered her
normal sleeveless white t-shirt with a dark, long-sleeved blouse
and hitched her backpack over her shoulder. He turned her onto her
side and eased the pack off.

"Whatever happens, keep hold of your pack."
Her instructions bounced around his brain.
Convinced he'd strangle himself in the process, he hitched one
strap of her pack over his head and pushed it behind
him.

To another burst
of gunfire, the truck lurched around a corner, flinging him up
against the side of the truck. While there, he risked a peek out of
the back.

A white car,
blotched with rust, fish-tailed around the corner. The passenger,
leaning out of his window, a high-powered rifle in his hands,
screamed, dropped his weapon, and flailed his arms in a futile
attempt to maintain his balance.

The surreal
image of the man flying through the air preceded the low thump as
the car hit a roadside tree, followed by a bloom of orange, and
greedy flames dancing round its victim. A hedge blocked out the
gruesome scene when the truck swerved around another corner and
Liam grabbed for an anchor.

 


****

 


If Liam thought
the driver might reduce his speed, he soon discovered his error.
Melanie rolling over caught his attention, and he dropped to his
knees. The blood. He'd been searching for something to stanch the
blood.

"Keep still," he
ordered, not sure whether she had the wits or will to hear him. If
she moaned, the truck's engine swallowed the sound. Carefully, he
removed her blouse and pulled her t-shirt over her head before
replacing her shirt. The ribbon of blood had darkened, and he hoped
the flow had stopped. Only determination enabled him to tear the
t-shirt into strips and bind her head. Worry lent speed to his
fingers as he worked. If only she'd open her eyes.

 


****

 


"You all
right?"

Liam studied the
concerned expression of the man who'd lifted him into the
trash-bin.

"She's
unconscious."

A glance over
the man's shoulder revealed the inside of a building. To his left,
bales of compressed cans were stacked along one wall.

"Where are
we?"

"At the
depot."

Another man, one
he recognized, climbed into the back of the truck and lifted
Melanie into his arms.

"What the—why
are you here, Paxman?" Worry, fear, and betrayal all warred for
relief. He itched to plant his fist in the face of the head of his
palace security.

His wife was
hurt.

The wife who'd
betrayed him. By omission, she'd betrayed him. He'd married the
woman for love, and thought she'd loved him right back, but now?
Now he wondered why she'd gone to such lengths. Had the directive
come from the top? If so, how far up the chain of command did the
order go? Right to the top? To his father, the king?

He watched
Paxman carefully pass Melanie into the waiting arms of the truck
driver.
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