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Theideal husband - if only it werefor real

Amber's multimillionaire Greek boyfriend, Lucas lkdmes, informed her
that he was getting married--to someone else...

Five years later, Amber has put Lucas behind hetit-ahe inherits half
his company. The firm is vulnerable to takeover &wmdas, who's now
single again, knows the only way to protect itas fiim to marry Amber.
But how can she consider marrying him at his corerere--when, five
years before, she was worthy only of being his me$st, not his wife? And
how can shenot marry him--knowing that this is the only man shi# w
ever truly love?



CHAPTER ONE

LUCAS KARADINES stood before the plate-glass windodvhis New
York office, his dark eyes staring out over the Kattan skyline without
really registering the landscape. He ran a longdiad hand through his
night-black hair, a predatory smile curving hisseus mouth, and a hint
of triumph glittered in his eyes. Lunch had beemsounding success; he
had done it! Tomorrow afternoon at Karadines Lond#otel, he and his
father Theo, and the head of the Aristides CorpmmatAlex Aristides,
would sign the deal that would make Karadines ofethe largest
international hotel chains, and shipping lineshia world.

Like his own father, Alex Aristides was not in thest of health, but unlike
his father he had no son to carry on the familyirmss, one of the oldest
firms in Greece, hence the sale to Karadines atsaodnted price.
Tomorrow night a party would be held for the faesli the lawyers, and a
few friends to celebrate the deal. Lucas turnedk badis desk, his glance
falling on the telephone; as for the rest, a biietvn marred the perfect
symmetry of his strikingly handsome face. It wasdeihe made the call. He
glanced at the gold Rolex on his wrist-at a pinehcbuld make it back to
London tonight. Amber would not mind him arriving the middle of the
night... Amber was a born sensualist-he had nenewk a sexier woman.
Amber with the long golden brown hair, and the Idegs; legs that
entwined with his as though they were made to madehfelt the familiar
stirring in his loins and for a moment felt a flaskof regret.

No, he ruthlessly squashed the wayward thoughtreTtas more to life
than wild, white-hot sex. And he hadn’t forgotteeichhad to wait a long
time for even that the last time he had returneddodon a day early.
Amber had been at work and when she’d finally metdrto the apartment,
had only been able to spare half an hour as sheddahbusiness dinner to
attend. They had made up for it later, but Lucasalimes was not the kind
of man to wait around for any woman, or play secfitdle to a woman’s
career. Several times he had suggested she resignher job and allow
him to keep her, but she had refused.



No, his mind was made up. In fact his decision beaein made weeks ago.
Lucas had been in the first stages of delicate tretgms to try and buy out
the Aristides Corporation when he’d been introdutmethe daughter of the
owner, and fate had played a hand. Christina, sweabcent Christina,
was everything he wanted in a wife. She was theosipp of Amber. She
had absolutely no desire for a career other thamiaaga and children. She
was Greek with the same cultural background andittoas as himself.
And Christina adored him and hung onto his everydwdhey were totally
compatible, and she would make a brilliant wife amather.

The timing was perfect. After his father's last Amay attack he had
confided in Lucas his ambition to see him happigrned with a family of
his own before he died. Lucas needed no urgingdpgse to Christina; he
was A; ready to settle down and raise a family. fidieer was delighted at
the deal and the prospect of Lucas marrying wag ion the cake.

Lucas knew he owed everything to his father. He featued him at the
age of thirteen from the streets of Athens. Hislraphad left a letter with
the Karadineses’ lawyers before she died, givimppthat Lucas was the
illegitimate son of Theo Karadines. His father lsadrched for him, found
him and taken him into his home, paid for his etioca given him his
name and moulded him in his own image, for whicltcdsuwas eternally
grateful. Lucas’s much older half-brother had bkdélad with his wife in a
plane crash when Lucas was twenty-six. WithouttaBen his father had
made Lucas head of the company and he had repaithyhhexpanding and
increasing their holdings and profits a hundredfold

He turned, strode to his desk, and picked up tlepliene, one long finger
jabbing out the number he knew by heart. He sttarggd his broad
shoulders beneath the exquisitely tailored dark kilk jacket, and shoved
his free hand in the pocket of his trousers, anth vai look of grim
determination on his face he listened to the riggone.

Amber Jackson walked back into her office with aethlook in her lovely
eyes and a broad grin on her face. She’d just hadhl with Sir David
Janson, the chairman of the merchant bank by tine seame, and she was
still in a state of shock at what he had reveateter. The ringing of the
telephone brought, her back to reality with a jtltmight be Lucas, and,
dashing across to her desk, she picked up thevezcei



‘Amber, good | caught you. I'm sorry, but | won'ebable to see you
tomorrow. It will be Saturday before we can meegspure of business,
you understand.’

The happy expression that had illuminated Ambegsef when she’'d
picked up the receiver and heard the deep richstafiher boyfriend’'s
voice turned into a disappointed frown.

‘Yes, | understand.” What else could she say? Lwas the managing
director of his family firm, a large hotel and leie company, and he spent
much of his time travelling between the main offige Athens and New
York, and the various holdings around the world.tlhe year she had
known him, she” had accepted the fact he couldbeotvith her all the
time. She had a high-powered job herself as a death Brentford's, a
large stockbroking firm, and she knew all too wbk pressure of work.
‘But I'm not very happy,” she added huskily. Theusd of his voice alone
was enough to make her pulse race, and she wamgise quite madly.
‘It is almost two months since | saw you. | wasllsebboking forward to
tomorrow-it is the anniversary of our first dateddrhave some marvellous
news for you. You won'’t believe it.’

‘I have some news for you as well,” he drawled, Hraltrace of sarcasm in
his tone wasn't very reassuring. ‘But it will keeptil Saturday.’

It was not the response she would have liked, bem tfor the past few
weeks Lucas’s telephone calls had been few andl lane her confidence
in his love had begun to waver a little. She to&tskelf she was being
stupid. He loved her, she knew he did. But she ktlemMast time he had
come back unexpectedly early hoping to surprise terhad been
chillingly angry because she had refused to leaareoffice the moment
he’'d called and she’d insisted on keeping her wankmitments. Later
that night he had suggested yet again she giveeuph, declaring a man
of his wealth did not need a girlfriend who workénber had tried to
make a joke out of it, by answering with, ‘I willhen | am married and
pregnant, but not before,” hoping he would take hive and ask her to
marry him. He hadn’t. But when Amber had had tdgok to work on the
Monday he had casually informed her he had to gbléw York for a

while. The while had stretched into two long months



Amber was desperate to see him again. She had takesrrow, Friday,
off work especially to be able to meet him. Nowvas saying Saturday,
and she could have wept with frustration. But slaated nothing to upset
their reunion, and so she responded with deterngoed humour.

‘Okay, but I miss you. It has been so long and $uffering from terrible
withdrawal symptoms. | expect you to cure me ohtsighe said throatily.

‘Sorry, darling, but it is only one more day-bumight be more if | don’t
get off this line and back to work.’

The prospect of their reunion being delayed evethén was enough for
Amber' to end the conversation within a minute. Spaced the receiver,
her smile somewhat restored at his use of the emaéed and his apology
for the delay. She had waited so long, she couddyeaait another day.

But on leaving the classic old building that housteel prestigious offices
of the Brentford brokerage firm, she could not ha@ppensive sigh
escaping. She thought her surprise was specialwbutd Lucas? Lucas
had come into her life like a whirlwind and sheltaoged from a serious
young woman of twenty-two, who had never worn agfes dress in her
life, into the sophisticated, elegant creature \whe today. But sometimes
when she looked in the mirror she did not recoghesself...

Securing the gaily wrapped parcel she was carnyioge firmly under one
arm, Amber waved down a passing cab by swingingbhniefcase in her
other hand. She was completely oblivious to theiadgiglances of the
dozens of men pouring out of the city office. Atdifeet-seven, with a
slender but curvaceous body clad in a smart navty the short skirt
ending inches above her knees, and the snug-fifticket enhancing her
tiny waist and the soft swell of her breasts, slas an enchanting picture.
She moved with a natural, sensuous grace. Her lighg brown hair,
gleaming like the colour of polished chestnutg, fielm a centre parting,
and was loosely tied eat her nape with a pearpgliasfore falling like a
silken banner almost to her waist. Her face wasassic oval with high
cheekbones, a small straight nose and a widelifpéd mouth, but it was
her huge eyes, hazel in colour and tinged with ,gshining beneath
extravagantly long lashes, that animated her wizae.



‘Where to, miss?’ The cab stopped at her feet,vaitid a bright smile she
slid into the back seat and gave the driver theessdof her friends Tim
and Spiro.

She alighted from the taxi outside the door of alsterraced house in
Pimlico, and, after paying the fare, she glancedauphe white-painted
house. It was hard to believe it was five years sigee she had moved
into the house with Tim, a lifelong friend from tisenall Northumbrian
village of Thropton where they’d both been born énought up. Tim had
comforted her when her mother had died when shesexsnteen, and he
had been in his first year at art college when Antitzel been about to start
at the London School of Economics. It had been Fisuggestion she
move into the spare room where he stayed. The hemisally belonged to
Spiro Karadines, a Greek student who was studymgji€h at a language
school before going to work at the deluxe Londotehahich his family
owned to learn the business from the bottom upredkoned he needed to
let the rooms to students to pay for the upkeethefhouse, because his
closest relative was an uncle, Lucas Karadines, wdrdrolled his trust
fund, and was as mean as sin.

Lucas would not be pleased if he knew Amber wagimis his nephew

Spiro, but he had been a good friend to her whateweas thought about
him. She rang the bell and waited, a reminiscenkesom her face. It was
exactly a year ago tonight, Spiro’s twenty-secoirthday, when she had
first set eyes on Lucas. He had arrived unannouat#tke party, and, after
a furious argument with Spiro, Lucas had calmed rd@nd accepted a
drink.

For Amber it had been love at first sight. She teden one look at the tall,
dark-haired man, incongruously dressed in a hou#ieof motley-clad
students in an immaculate grey business suit, aielaat a decade older
than anyone else, and her heart had turned oveitd 8ken unable to take
her eyes off him; her fascinated gaze had follohied around the room.

Well over six feet tall, broad-shouldered, and kbegged, with thick black
hair slightly longer than the present fashion, Heegnthe most handsome
man she had ever seen. Even when it had been abvVield been
hopelessly out of place in a room where quite a éé\whe men had been



openly gay, he'd exuded a powerful sexuality thad Hbeen totally,
tauntingly masculine. When his dark eyes had finedisted on her, he’'d
smiled and she’d blushed scarlet, and when he hadatly asked her to
have dinner with him the next night she had agweittd alacrity.

Spiro had tried to put her off. He had told her imgle was a predator of
the first order, a shark, who would gobble up #eligirl like her for
breakfast. He was thirty-five, far too old for hkle liked his women smart
and sophisticated-women who knew the score. Ambadrraplied she was
smart, and Spiro had laughed.

‘In the brains department, yes, but you dress dikdue stocking, | believe
is your peculiar English term.”’

Amber had thumped him, but had ignored Spiro’s way@and gone out to
dinner with Lucas anyway.

It had been a magical evening. Lucas had askeadlhabout herself, and
she’d responded by telling him her ambition to ®iecessful investment
analyst. How she had just completed her first yaamwork and was

delighted to have earned a huge bonus. She’d @lérhim she was the
only child of an unmarried mother, but he had ne¢rbshocked. Finally,
when Lucas had seen her to her door he had askefishe would like to

accompany Spiro and Tim to the family villa on Karadineses’ private
island of the same name in the Aegean Sea for [Eastgber had again
accepted his invitation. The kiss-on-the-cheek gagit had been a bit of
a let-down. But after questioning Spiro the next dbout Lucas, she had
blown a few thousand pounds of her first year's usonn buying a

wardrobe full of designer clothes, visiting a béaah, and transforming
herself into the sophisticated kind of woman slwgfint Lucas liked.

By the end of the island holiday, she had met #recs Mr Karadines, and
Lucas had no longer been seeing her as a studemnd fof Spiro, but had
been looking at her with blatant male sexual sgmn in his dark eyes.
On returning to London he had called her and wiaed dined her half a
dozen times, but the relationship had not develgued a goodnight kiss,
admittedly each one more passionate and lingernag tthe last, but
nothing more. Then he had gone to New York on lassinrand she had
thought he had forgotten her. Two weeks later bhe'eh back, and the next



dinner date they'd shared she’d ended up in hielhaite and they'd
become lovers.

He was her first and only lover so she had no oreimpare him with, but
she did not need to. She knew she had found hénsate. He only had to
look at her and her stomach curled, and when heheiher he ignited a
tire, a passion she had never known existed. Sthea vavid mental image
of his magnificent naked body looming over her, pasverful shoulders
and hair-roughened chest, the long, tanned lengthiro, all straining
muscle and sinew as he kissed and caressed herfaaglt her the
exquisite delight only two people who loved coutédue. Within a week, at
Lucas’s insistence, she had moved into the lofttapnt he had bought
overlooking the Thames, and their relationship gade from strength to
strength. Just thinking about him made her heaungpand brought a
dreamy smile to her face.

‘What are you looking so happy about?’ Tim’s demanaught her out of
her reverie.

She looked into the sparkling blue eyes of the dlbaired man holding
open the door. ‘Happy memories,” she said, andkimglpast him, she
brushed her lips against his smooth cheek. ‘Wherthe birthday boy? |
have a present for him."

With the ease of long familiarity Amber strolledorthe small living room.
‘Happy birthday, Spiro.” She grinned at the slendiark-haired man
elegantly reclining on a deep blue satin brocade, smd, gently dropping
the parcel she was carrying onto his lap, she kiaké her shoes and sat
down on the matching sofa opposite.

‘My, | am honoured. My esteemed uncle has actuallywed you to visit
us. It must be over six months since we saw yauJ, éfting an enquiring
eyebrow to his partner, he added, ‘or is it moienl

‘Cut the sarcasm, Spiro. Amber is our friend, efeme do abhor her taste
in men. Open your gift.’



‘Yes, Spiro, where Lucas is concerned we've agteatiffer. So open the
present-I'll have you know | went to great troulie find just the right
gift,” Amber declared with a grin.

‘So-rry, Amber,” he drawled dramatically. ‘You’'veagght me in a bad
mood; | am finally beginning to feel my age.’

‘At twenty-three!’ she exclaimed. ‘Don’t make meugh.’

‘You deserve to laugh, Amber. You deserve to bepkigspiro suddenly
said seriously.

‘I am happy.’ She grinned back. ‘Now open the pkrce

Two minutes later Spiro was on his feet and prgssinswift kiss on
Amber’s cheek. ‘I love it, Amber,” he said, his gagtraying back to the
small sketch of two young men, clad in loinclotifiacing up as if to
wrestle. ‘But it must have cost you a fortune-itais original-nineteenth
century, isn't it?’

‘Of course, | would not dare give you a fake,” skelied, and all three
laughed. Amber knew Spiro hated working for the ifarfirm and his
burning ambition was to set up his own art gallery.

Unfortunately she also knew Lucas controlled thes@wstrings, and Spiro
could not inherit his late father’s share of thenfuntil he was twenty-five,
or married. Spiro had a very generous monthly alove, but he spent
every penny.

The week after she’d moved in with Lucas, she hadl tto put Spiro’s

point of view to Lucas but he had withdrawn behadold, impenetrable
mask and told her curtly to keep out of their fanusiness, and also
suggested she keep away from his nephew.

The ease with which he had turned into a hard, terstvanger as though
her thoughts and opinions were nothing had scaeeddmber had wanted
to argue, she’d tried, but Lucas had simply blanked Unfortunately it

had put a strain on Amber’s friendship with hemfer flatmates. She did
keep in touch with Tim on a regular basis-theyadllon the phone every



week or so-but Spiro was right. It was months siskke had seen them
both.

‘I bet my uncle does not know you spent a fortunethas for me?’ Spiro
said, propping the framed sketch on the cast-iranteipiece, before
turning back to look down on Amber.

‘It has nothing to do with Lucas. | found out tweeks ago my bonus at
the end of this financial year, on the fifth of Aprs-wait for it, boys," and
with a wide grin, she said, ‘almost a quarter afifion.’

‘Well done, Amber, love,” Tim exclaimed. ‘| alwaygew you were a
genius.’

‘This calls for a double celebration! Break out théobly, Tim, and let the
party start,” Spiro added his congratulations. ‘Theee musketeers are
back in action.’

Moisture glazed Amber’s eyes at Spiro’s remindembiat the three of
them used to be nicknamed by their friends whery thad all lived

together. She’'d changed and moved on, and thereardfys were long
gone, but not forgotten.

The champagne was produced and toasts drank to, &pimber, to Tim,
to life, and anything else they could think ofwis like old times.

Two hours later, her jacket long since removedthedclip taken from her
hair, Amber was curled up on the sofa with a glalsshampagne in her
hand when Spiro dropped a bomb on the proceedings.

‘So, Amber, what do you think of this idea of Lusato get married? |
saw Grandfather yesterday-he is staying at the hdtdée having a check-
up at his Harley Street doctor, and he is deliglatettie news.’

Suddenly the world seemed a wonderful place to Amdeen in her half-
inebriated state. ‘He told you that? Lucas is timgkof getting married! |
can't believe it!’ she cried happily. Lucas haduadly told his father they
were getting married; she couldn’t wait for himget home to ask her. Of
course, she would have to pretend she didn’t knbspoke to Lucas this



afternoon and | was disappointed because he cakent back from New
York until Saturday.” Her golden eyes sparkled ljgevels in her flushed
face. ‘But he did say he had some news for me,l amayer guessed.” Her
not-so-subtle hint about giving up work when sheswaarried and
pregnant had obviously worked after all, she thoegistatically.

‘According to Grandfather, Lucas has news for yallright, but-" Spiro
started to speak but was cut off in mid-flow by Tim

‘Shut up, Spiro. Amber does not need to know sed@mdl.’

‘Please, Spiro, tell me what your grandfather shithve only met him the
one time we were all in Greece but | thought hedikne.’

A harsh laugh escaped Spiro. ‘Oh, he likes yourighit, but not for what
you think.’

‘Spiro, no. It is none of your business,” Tim ingated again. ‘We are
having a good time-leave it.’

‘Why? Amber has been our friend for years-she deseto know the truth.
Do you really want her to find out cold?’

Lost in her dream of wedded bliss, she was onllisa¢ning but it slowly
began to dawn on Amber that the two men were agguWhat's the
matter?’ She glanced from one to the other. Thegykdd serious.
Straightening up in the seat, she drained her glag9laced it on the floor
at her feet. ‘Come on, guys, finchatout cold?’ she demanded cheerfully.

The two men looked at each other, and then Tim eddt¥ou’re right,
she deserves better.’

‘Better than what?’ Amber queried.
Spiro jumped to his feet. ‘Better than my bastdrdrouncle.’

‘Oh, please, Spiro, not that again. Why can’t yost joe happy that Lucas
and | love each other? We accept you and Tim ateqra, why can’t you



return the favour and accept Lucas and | are parfjost the same, instead
of bleating on about him being a bastard?’

When she’d first told Tim and Spiro she was moving to set up home
with Lucas, Spiro had tried all ways to get hechange her mind. Finally,
in a rage, he’d told her Lucas was the illegitimeltdd of his grandfather,
and his mother was little better than a prostitatprious in Athens for
her string of lovers, and Lucas was no better. Anttael refused to listen
then and she refused to listen now. ‘In case yotovgotten, | never knew
my father. So what does that make me?”’

Spiro, his anger subsiding, looked at her withtghgig brown eyes full of

compassion. ‘I didn’t mean it literally, though th&s true. 1 meant it

figuratively, Amber. Lucas does not consider yosi partner. He considers
you his mistress, nothing more, and easily disgaesa

‘Only married men have mistresses, Spiro,” Ambeaspgred back. ‘You

know nothing about my relationship with Lucas.” Hace paled at Spiro’s
hurtful comments. ‘And | think it's time | left.” Ring unsteadily to her
feet, she glanced down at her old friends. Tim was$ching her with

compassion, and that hurt more than anything eteTdn had known her
since infant school, surely she should be ableotmton his support? But
apparently not.

‘Listen to Spiro, Amber. It's for your own good,in said quietly.

‘Lucas is good for me and to me, and that is akéd to know? Picking up
her purse, she slipped her shoes back on her feet.

‘Wait, Amber.” Spiro stood up and caught her armsae would have
moved towards the door. ‘You are a lovely, highielligent girl, with a
genius for picking winners in the money marketst you're hopelessly
naive where men are concerned. Lucas is the only yoai have ever
known.’

‘He is the only man | want to know. Now, let gorof arm.’

Reluctantly Spiro let her go. ‘Just one more thihdgnow who Lucas
intends marrying, and it is not-’



Amber cut in angrily. ‘Il am not listening to any meoof this,” an
inexplicable fear made her yell. Spiro was halfntrand he was lying, he
had to be. ‘You're lying, and | know why-you cab&ar to see Lucas and |
happy together. You want to hurt Lucas by tryingbteak us up, just
because he won't give you your inheritance ahedihd. | can read you
like a book, Spiro, you have to dominate everyameirad you. Tim might
be happy to let you get away with it, but Lucas wamd that is what
sticks in your craw. Grow up, why don’t you?’

Spiro shook his dark head. “You're blind, Amberaipl blind.” His dark
eyes sought Tim’s, his exasperation showing. ‘Ndvat?’

Tim grimaced. ‘Give it up, Spiro, she will neveribge you.’

‘All right, Amber, think what you like.” Spiro heltlis hands up in front of

him. ‘But do me one favour-1 am dining with my gdéather at the hotel

tomorrow night. He is having a bit of a party tdetwate a business deal
and hopefully his return to good health. He hasedske to bring you

along, and, as you say Lucas will not be back udéturday, there is

nothing to stop you. Will you come?’

Amber was torn. She didn’'t want to go anywhere v@8gtiro, but on the
other hand... ‘Your grandfather actually asked youinvite me?’ she
queried.

‘Yes, in fact he was insistent.’

‘In that case, yes.” How kind of him, Amber thougtite old man must
know Lucas was not in London, and so had asked $pibring her to his

party.

‘Good, I'll pick you up at your place at eight.” &mever saw the gleam of
determination in Spiro’s eyes, that made him lookannily like his uncle
for a fleeting instant, as she said her goodbyddeth

Later that night as she slipped a satin nightgowar dier head she walked
restlessly around the large bedroom she sharedlwiths. Spiro’s bitchy
words had upset her more than she wanted to a8imt.slid open one of



the wardrobe doors that lined two walls, and lat lend trail across the
line fabric of a couple of Lucas’s tailored suite faintest lingering trace
of his cologne teased her nostrils, and somehownsisereassured. Lucas
loved her, she knew he did, and on that thoughicBhmed into the king-
sized bed and sleep claimed her.

Amber glanced at her reflection for the last timethe large mirrored
doors of the wardrobes that formed one wall oftiedroom. She looked
good, better than good. Great, she told herself.td& was washed and
brushed until it shone dark gold, and she had etipfhe sides up into a
coronet on top of her head, while the rest fell ddver back like a swathe
of silk. She had opted for a classic black DKNY s##¢he fine black silk
jersey clung to her body like a second skin, tleews long and fitted, the
skirt ending inches above her knees. The low-cuasgneckline exposed
the gentle curve of her firm breasts, setting offperfection the emerald
and diamond necklace she had clasped around reat.tirhe matching
drop earrings glinted against the swan-like elegasfcher neck. Both had
been presents from Lucas. On her feet she wore-thoh-heeled black
sandals, adding to her already tall stature.

Picking up her purse and a jade-green pashminal seaes walked down

the spiral staircase to the vast floor area ofapartment. She loved the
polished hardwood floor, and the carefully arrangeths that picked out
the colour in the cashmere rug. In fact she lovedhome. But where was
Spiro? He was ten minutes late.

She crossed the room to a large desk, her handingaout for the
telephone. She would try one last time to ring lsuiceNew York. Picking
up the instrument, she dialled the number. Two teslater she replaced
the receiver, the same reply as she had got eadi@ing in her head. ‘I'm
sorry but Mr Karadines is not in the office toddyou would like to leave
a message...’” She had also tried his suite at #radfhes Hotel in New
York, and got no reply.

The bell rang and she had no time to worry whereasuwvas. Spiro had
arrived.



Two minutes later she was seated in the back @ixacab with Spiro
looking very elegant in a conservative black dinsudt and white shirt; the
only hint at his rebellious personality was a vitiha striped bow-tie in
red, green and blue.

‘You look rather nice,” Amber said with a grin. ‘dagh | don’t know
about the bow-tie.’

‘And you, dear girl, look as stunning as ever.’” Bugre was no smile in his
eyes as he reached out and caught both of Ambandshin his.

‘Where to now, Gov?’ the taxi driver asked.

‘Hold it a minute or two,” Spiro responded, thefgrging back at Amber,
he added, "You must listen to me and believe mm Made me promise
that | would tell you before we arrive at the hatelif you want to cancel
you can do so. | am sorry, truly sorry, Amber, hutas will be at the

party.’

Her hands jerked in his hold but he did not setfhe. His brown eyes
held hers, and there was no doubting the sincarty sadness in their
depths.

‘How...?" All the blood drained from her face. ‘Hodo you know?’ she
asked quietly.

‘Because, a rare occurrence for me, | admit, latwent to work for a
few hours this afternoon in my capacity of Assistdanager at the hotel. |
saw Lucas arriving with two guests, Alex Aristiceesd his young daughter
Christina. They went to Grandfather’'s suite. Temutes later | escorted
the two family lawyers to the same suite. Karadihage bought out the
Aristides Corporation. The deal was signed thisrafion. Needless to say
they didn’t need my signature, although | own hhlé company. My
trustees did it for me. | was given the task of aimg the teenage daughter
for an hour. An hour spent standing around in thatiques in the hotel
lobby. The girl could shop for the world.’



‘So it was business-Lucas said he was tied up kutiness, he would not
lie to me,” she declared adamantly. Though he reabldy omission-he had
led her to believe he was staying in New York...

‘Stop, Amber." Spiro squeezed her hands in higa$d don’t do this to
yourself. Christina Aristides is eighteen yearsagé and obviously part of
the deal.’

‘No, no, Spiro, you're wrong. Lucas would never tthat to me,” Amber
said firmly, but deep down inside a tiny voice adsgnt was telling her he
might.

‘He is a chip off the old block, as you English sédow do you think
Grandfather made his money? As a young man he twesdga on a cruise
liner as a waiter. Twelve months later he marrieel dwner’s daughter, a
woman ten years older than him, but for a waitat Whas some step up. To
give him his due, under his control the firm wenoini strength to strength.
But my grandmother was no fool-she knew he hadraéweistresses and
Lucas’s mother was one of them. So she kept tlok stoher name, and on
her death half went to Grandfather and half todwer, my father. Do you
really think Grandfather would have risked his whblusiness on taking
Lucas in, and giving him his name, if my grandmothad still been alive?
My parents did not object because they alreadyhia#fdhe business.’

‘But that does not mean Lucas would marry for morés does not need
to,” she defended him staunchly.

‘Amber, Grandfather wants this deal, and Lucasxecty like him. They

are both very Greek, very traditional. Everythirgy Qusiness to them.
Lucas will marry the girl. You have no chance, AmiRelieve me, you

never did.’

‘You don’t know Lucas as | do. He might just berggmg the girl along
until the deal was signed.. .” She stopped, regjisiow desperate she
sounded, as if she would rather think of Lucas astldess, manipulative
businessman than face the fact he might leave her.

‘Well, | suppose it is a possibility and if thatvidat you want to believe...’
Spiro shrugged his broad shoulders... ‘we mighwelsgo.’



‘You say Tim told you to tell me this.” She lookatiSpiro with icy eyes. ‘I
don't believe you. Tim would never be so cruel.’

‘You're right, of course-Tim has not a cruel bomehis body. I, on the
other hand, wanted to walk you straight into thetypand let you come
face to face with Lucas. In fact | was hoping yoowd cause a scene in
front of my grandfather. Then my precious uncle ldooe seen for the
devil he is, but Tim would not let me.’

‘You actually believe all you are telling me,” Ambwhispered, the full
horror of Spiro’s revelation finally sinking inteehtroubled mind.

‘You don’'t have to take my word. You can go bacioiyour apartment
and bury your head in the sand like an ostrichofee more night. Or you
can come with me and see for yourself." A challeggmile curved his full
lips. ‘If you have the nerve.’

Amber had never refused a challenge in her life smelwas not going to
start now. Besides which, she did not believe Spier heart would not let
her...



CHAPTER TWO

AMBER, tall and sophisticated in the black silk skavith jewels gleaming
at her throat, handed her shawl in to the cloakrett@ndant, and turned
back to Spiro.

‘Ready.” She smiled. Spiro had to be mistaken,tsle herself yet again,
her golden eyes straying to the wide open doorthefprivate function
room where the party was being held.

‘Take my arm, Amber.” Spiro picked up her nerveleasd and slipped if
through his arm as they walked into the elegant.oo

Lucas Karadines saw Amber before she had evergaigh the door. She
looked sensational. Shock held him rigid for a selcdhen he looked away
hastily but not before seeing her companion, Spinatas’s black eyes
closed briefly. Oh, hell'! He almost groaned outdoE&or the first time in
his adult life he felt about two inches tall. Heelindeep down he should
have made the effort to see Amber some time todwl fanish their
relationship, but he had been reluctant to do sw.vBhat the hell was she
doing here? He did not need to ask. Spiro, of @uspiro would find it
amusing.

He felt a tug on his sleeve, and looked down iht® ound open face of
Christina. Thank God his betrothal to Christina was$ to be announced
until next week-at least that would give him tineeeixplain to Amber. He

would not wish to hurt her for the world. His dagles were fixed on

Christina, but more worrying was that in his mindige he was seeing the
stunningly sensual naked figure of Amber, the niglthad given her the
necklace as a birthday present, the emeralds laaiound her neck her
only adornment. Brutally he squashed the image,hntne way he would

like to squash Spiro for putting him in this pasiti Determinedly he

smiled down at Christina, and, slipping an arm madbuner shoulder,

continued the conversation with their respectivbdes.

Amber’s golden gaze urgently scanned the crowdethydoping against
hope she would not find the man she was looking Tteen she spotted



Lucas. It was two long months since she had sean dmd she could not
help it as her eyes drank in the sight of him. lleywas here instead of
New York didn’t matter, he was here...now...

He was the tallest, sexiest man in the room. Hgesgaly muscled frame
was clad in a black dinner suit, the exquisiteljotad jacket fitted
perfectly across his broad shoulders, the pureeadiitthe dress shirt he
wore contrasted starkly with his bronzed skin. Heart squeezed in her
chest, her gaze slanting down over the long, elelgagth of him with
loving, hungry eyes. She knew every inch of his mifegent body as
intimately as she knew her own. She would have d¢muinber last penny
that neither one of them could have walked into@r without the other
being instantly aware of it. She waited for his dheéa turn, for those
incredible dark eyes to meet hers, for his smilae&fghted recognition.
But she was wrong... Lucas wasn’'t aware of hellat a

She blindly allowed Spiro to lead her slowly througpe crowd of guests;
she had eyes for no one but Lucas. He was stamditite far end of the
room with a group of three other people: his fathemother elderly
gentleman, and a young girl. He was smiling dowthatgirl with a look

of such tenderness in his eyes that an inexplicedde made Amber’'s
blood run cold. His head was slightly bowed, hiswdters curved in a
protective attitude towards the girl, and Amberéatt froze in her breast.
She was vaguely aware of the long table they wienedsng beside; for a
second her eyes flickered to the centre point, gnifiaent ice sculpture of
a sailing ship. Wildly whimsical, she wished sheildoget in it and salil

away, but inevitably her gaze was drawn back tostiell group. It was
just a business deal, it had to be, she told HerSake dimly felt Spiro

squeeze her hand, and heard through the roaringriears.

‘I hate to say it, Amber, but | told you so...’

‘Thanks.” She cast a furious sidelong glance atdSpie was enjoying this.
‘But it still does not mean you are right. Lucagghtinot have had time to
call me if, as you say, he had a business medtiagfternoon.' She had to
hope; she could not face the alternative or it waldstroy her.



‘If you believe that, you will believe anything. Wke’s your pride, girl?’
Spiro queried, raising one elegant brow, but, senker distress, he added,
‘Chin up, Amber. Don't let the devil get you down.’

‘He is not a devil,” she defended Lucas, but withber usual conviction,
and, glancing back at the group, she finally look¢dhe young girl at
Lucas’s side. She was short and very Greek withoblwe-skinned
complexion and long black hair tied back in a paiytPretty if a little
plump. The dress she was wearing was a concogatigunk satin with a
gathered skirt, probably ruinously expensive, hudid nothing for the
girl's figure. The girl was gazing up at Lucas, hvd dreamy smile on her
face. One of her hands rested on his arm, and ther avas on his
chest-there was no mistaking the intimacy of th&ge.

‘Is that child Christina Aristides?’” Amber askedl'he daughter you
mentioned.’

‘Yes.’

‘Then you're wrong, Spiro. Lucas is no cradle-shatcand that girl is
young enough to bkis daughter.” Her gaze strayed helplessly back to the
dark head of her lover, and at that moment his Hé@d, and his dark
eyes clashed with Amber’s.

She stared at the man she loved with all her haadtshe saw the coldness
in his hard gaze as their glances locked. He dicexen look surprised to
see her. But she noticed his pupils dilate slighdlyd the flare of desire in
his eyes before he lowered his gaze, to sweep deemnthe shapely length
of her and return blandly to her face.

Lucas Karadines shifted uncomfortably and shovedhhnd in his trouser
pocket. He had thought he had got himself undetrabenough to look at
her again, but his body thought otherwise, muchisodisgust. What the
hell was she doing here with Spiro, anyway? Hetbltlher to keep away
from Spiro and she had deliberately defied him. Butn that was
Amber-she took a delight in challenging him on gvlavel. A trait he

could put up with in a girlfriend but not a traitrean wanted in a wife.



She looked stunning as always, her waist-lengttstolié hair gleaming
gold in the artificial light, the sleek black drdssingly clinging to every
curve of her magnificent body. Every man in thecplavas secretly eyeing
her, he knew. She was sex personified, and his hadyreacted instantly.
He cursed under his breath. No man in his rightdnwould marry a girl
like Amber, a girl who would have to be guardedrguainute of every
day from other predatory males. He smiled dowrhatyoung girl by his
side. He had made the right decision; Christinald/mever cause him a
moment’s worry. Then he eyed Spiro again, and anly lge was feeling at
his own behaviour he transferred to Spiro. He mighte guessed it was
his damn nephew’s entire fault. He had done itbéeéitely to embarrass
him.

Amber watched Lucas shove his hand in his trousekgt and knew he
still wanted her. The beginnings of a smile curvest full lips as she
waited for him to acknowledge her. But his desisswjuickly replaced by
anger as his dark eyes moved to narrow on her coimparlhe smile died
from her lips before it was born as Lucas, withisndssive arch of one
dark brow, turned slightly and said something te father, and then,
smiling at his young companion, he took her hanchim and moved
through the crowd, stopping as various people spokieem.

Amber took the drink Spiro handed her and immetliateok a long
swallow; she needed something, anything. She walseshto the core; she
had never felt so utterly humiliated in her lifewas like being trapped in
a nightmare, unable to move, or breathe. A fragidtice around the room,
and she was amazed no one seemed to be aware @fidhaity of what
had just happened. Lucas had looked at her aseifwss of no more
interest to him than the dirt beneath his feelbald to be a mistake, and for
a wild moment she thought of flying over to himdasnatching his hand
from the young girl.

‘Any minute now, Amber, be cool,’ Spiro murmuredis hdark head
bending towards her, shielding her face from viéveke a deep breath,
don’t let him see he has hurt you, don’t give hima satisfaction.’

Hurt didn’t begin to cover how she felt, and a slowning anger ignited
in the pit of her stomach. She took a few deepnire breaths, schooling
her face into calm immobility.



‘That’s it,” Spiro said, and moved to her side jastLucas and Christina
stopped in front of them.

‘Glad you could make it, Spiro, and you too, Ambkucas said smoothly,
and proceeded to introduce his companion. ‘Allow toe introduce

Christina Aristides. | have just acquired her fathdusiness, and this
evening is to celebrate the deal.’

Amber wanted to smash her fist in his face, screach yell, demand to
know why he had lied to her, but this was neitlex time or the place.
Instead she straightened her shoulders and pinrsdila on her face as
she shook the young girl's hand. It wasn’t the pgol's fault, it was
Lucas who was the swine.

Christina smiled demurely, and then, turning tor&pshe punched him
playfully on the arm. ‘My, you are a dark horse,ir8p you never

mentioned that you were bringing your girlfriendthwiou tonight.” And

then she added for Amber’s benefit, ‘I hope you midl mind me stealing
your boyfriend for the afternoon, but Lucas was tied up with business.
to go shopping with me.” The inference being Lueas her boyfriend.

The tension between the other three was electmsbeX’'s eyes flew to
Lucas’s face-surely he would say something, denylite saw the cold
anger in the depths of his eyes. He was furiousasi®ehere. Her presence
had obviously upset his glittering celebrationpaybe for the first time in
his life he actually felt embarrassed. But in aosecAmber knew she was
wrong. He stared back at her, his gaze chillingipote. Amber had seen
that look only once before when she’d tried to argith him about Spiro-
it had scared her then, but now it confirmed wine sad probably known
for the past twenty-four hours but refused to admit

Shattered by his duplicity, she let her gaze toaiér his tall, muscular
body. He was the sexiest man alive, but also resatiShe finally saw him
as the hard, ruthless Greek tycoon that he hadyalWween, but love had
blinded her to his real character. She tilted baekhead, her golden eyes
challenging him, but he avoided her gaze, his whatiention fixed on the

young girl.



‘Don’t worry, Christina. I'm sure Amber didn’t mindLucas said softly,
and, turning to Spiro, he added, ‘Though | did kiwbw you and Amber
were still seeing each other.’

‘Oh, yes, Amber is not the sort to desert her figgnare you, Amber,
darling?’ Spiro drawled pointedly, and, claspingaaim around her slender
waist, he pulled her into his side and pressedit kiss on her brow.

Amber let him-in fact she was glad of his suppbl¢r stomach churned
and she wanted to be sick as the full extent ofakiscbetrayal hit her. Her
beautiful face lost what little colour she had. Hdared he introduce her to
Christina as though she were merely an acquaintaadeiend of his
nephew, instead of the woman who had shared hisdoeke best part of a
year?

'So | see,’ Lucas drawled mockingly. He knew Spias gay.

His mockery was the last straw for Amber. Her wglolden eyes clashed
with Lucas’s. ‘| wonder, can anyone say the sanmualou, Lucas? But,
no, | seem to remember you telling me once you hadeal friends.

Perhaps because you only use people.' She saahidgnch, a dark tide
of colour surging up under his skin and a leapuoy in his eyes. Serves
him right, Amber thought.

‘My, Lucas, a woman who does not admire you unkes#ly, that must be
a first,” Christina piped up.

‘Amber is an old friend, and she and Spiro delightrying to needle me,
it's just a joke.” Lucas smiled down at Christinais voice softening.
‘Nothing for you to worry about.’

Fury such as she had never known sent all the biasHing back to
Amber’s head. Old friend! He had a nerve. The hiaolding her glass of
wine began to rise. Spiro, guessing her intentigressped her wrist.

‘I am starving and | think you need a top up, Amiexcuse us.” With his
arm at her waist, he urged her away from the atbaple. ‘It would have
been a futile gesture, Amber, throwing your drinkelohim-your glass is



virtually empty,” he murmured, turning her backth® crowd to face the
buffet table.

Amber was shaking, visibly shaking. She’'d never $elch overwhelming
rage in her life. ‘l wasn’t going to throw it overm,” she denied, turning
blazing eyes up to Spiro’s. ‘I was going to scréw glass in his arrogant,
lying face,” she confessed fiercely.

She was not a violent person, she had never haanethg thing in her
life, but for a second she had completely lost m@nSuddenly she was
appalled at her own actions, and her anger suhsidé@nk you for
stopping me, Spiro.” She tried to smile. ‘Your eethature got the better of
you-you said earlier you wanted me to cause a s@mk | thought you
were joking. But the joke is on me and I've newdt fess like laughing. |
want to cry.’

‘No, Amber. Tim was right and | was wrong.’ His admopped from her
waist and he lifted a hand to her chin and tilted liread up to face him. ‘I
should never have brought you here. | have to speaky grandfather but
then | am taking you straight home. Ten minutaw@st, can you do it?’

A film of moisture hazed her glorious eyes, and bheked furiously. ‘I
have to, | have no choice.” Imperceptibly she glre@ned her shoulders,
her back ramrod straight as she fought for congnad, won.

Spiro’s hand fell from her chin, his dark eyes admgi her elegant form.
‘You are the most beautiful, elegant lady in thi®m. You have more
class in your little finger than the whole of this put together, and don’t
you forget it.’

Before Amber could respond old Mr Karadines intpted them. He gave
Spiro a hug and spoke to him in Greek, before hgrto Amber.

‘Amber, isn't it? Good to meet you again, and I'fadjto see you are still
keeping this grandson of mine in order.’

‘Hello, and I'm trying,” was as much as she could manage to say. A
blessed numbness had enveloped her. She feltshe ifvere viewing the
proceedings from outside her body-the pain wasingafor her, she knew,



but her heart had not broken, it had simply sakdifinto a hard black
stone in her breast.

‘Good, good. | have been hearing great things apoutfrom Clive here.
Allow me to introduce you. Clive Thompson, my graod's friend,
Amber Jackson.’

Amber didn’t have time to wonder why the old mawl heferred to her as
Spiro’s friend as the name of the tall, elegannhttbaired man registered,
and she was holding out her hand to him. He wagpantanager with

Janson’s merchant bank. He was only forty but diydas reputation was
legendary in the City.

She sensed rather than saw Lucas and Christina walknd join the

group, but she did not dare look. If she did shevkrshe would break
down. Her hand was still held by Clive and she gesteful because it
enabled her to find the strength not to trembleuaias’s towering presence
beside her.

‘I have been longing to meet you as soon as Thi&brt@ your name.
Allow me to say you are as beautiful as you ar#idmmt, if not more so; a
truly stunning combination.’” His bright blue eyasied down into hers,
and, lifting her fingers to his lips, he kissed theck of her hand before
letting go.

‘Oh, how gallant, Mr Thompson!” Christina’s acceshtgice interrupted.

Amber glanced sideways and saw Lucas had movearctosher with
Christina clinging onto his other arm. Quickly gleéurned her attention to
Clive, and saw his slightly raised eyebrows anefbpiolite smile at the
young girl, before he returned his attention to Amagain and continued
as if the other girl had not spoken.

‘Brentford’s are very lucky to have you, is the woin the City.

Apparently you got your clients out of..." and hentioned a high-tech
company whose shares were on the way down and.@wien better than |
did,” and he gave her an appreciative smile thatbé&nreturned. They
discussed the company in question in some detady Tvere like-minded
people.



‘I was lucky,” she finally finished. Anything to dwith business and she
was not in the least intimidated. It was only ie fbve stakes she was a
total idiot, it seemed.

‘People make their own luck, Amber-I may call youmBer?’ Clive
grinned.

‘Of course.” She heard what sounded like a gruminfl.ucas, and felt the
slight brush of his trouser-clad thigh againstter

Lucas did it deliberately. Inexplicably it angeré&im to hear Amber
discussing business with the elegant Englishmaml bh& wanted to
disconcert her, but she simply moved away. In theiment Lucas
recognised the truth and his arm tightened aroumistiha. Amber did not
need a man for anything other than sex and evdnakahe knew to his
cost, could be delayed because of her work. Henlkeadr been in love but
his idea of it was to protect and care for his wafed family. Christina
needed his protection and in return the knew tlsaslze was a well-
brought-up young Greek girl, her husband and olildwould always
come first.

Amber felt as if she could feel Lucas breathing doher neck and
carefully moved closer to Spiro as Clive slid orendh into the inside
pocket of his jacket to withdraw a gold-edged césgre is my card-if you
ever feel like changing firms, | promise we willf@f you a much better
package.’

A wry smile curved her full lips; she could not jneéd. The ultimate irony.
From her surprising lunch on Thursday it had béenad roller-coaster ride
of highs and lows, finally to this, the Worst nigfther life, when it was
taking all her strength to simply keep standing slas being head-hunted
by Janson’s of all firms...

‘And would your chairman, Sir David Janson, agree/éur proposition?
she prompted with an enviable touch of cynicisrmsagering the tall, dark
presence of Lucas was within touching distance fahaliar scent of him
that filled her nostrils had her nerves at scregnpiaint. A



‘It would depend on the proposition, would it n@live?’ Lucas’s deep
voice queried sardonically.

‘Oh, I'm sure Amber and | could work out a mutualbatisfactory
arrangement.” Clive’s blue eyes, gleaming with vemgle appreciation,
didn’t leave Amber’s as he tagged on, ‘And Sir dem®f course.’

‘I'm sure Amber does not want to talk businessnajht with you men,’
Christina inserted, smiling across at Amber. ‘lugbt this was supposed
to be a party.” Then she added, ‘Let’s go find test room, and we can
have a gossip. | love your dress, and your neckkaod earrings are
gorgeous; you must tell me where you got them.’

The bluntness with which Christina changed the estibstopped the
conversation dead. Lucas’s black eyes clashed Atber’s over the top
of Christina’s head, and she saw the warning ghrtheir depths, but she
ignored it. Boldly she held his gaze, contemptibigZrom her hazel eyes.
For the first time that evening she felt in control

‘They were a birthday and Christmas present.” Ambmeriled down at
Christina. ‘And, yes, I'll come with you,” she saiéking the young girl's
arm. Let the swine sweat, let him wonder if she Maell his innocent
girlfriend exactly who had given Amber the jewellery, sheutitd bitterly.
Her rage was the only thing that kept her goinglees walked out of the
party and along the quiet hall to the powder room.

‘Thank God we've escaped,” Christina groaned ag émtered the powder
room together, and, Walking across to the row ofityabasins and
dropping her purse on the marble top, she admisxdelf in the mirror

above. ‘An hour of my father and his friends anf@dl like climbing the

walls.” Turning to Amber, she added, ‘You're lucBpiro is young and
doesn’t take himself seriously. Lucas can be mieddingly boring,

you've no idea.’

Shocked into silence, Amber watched the youngépgit at the pink satin
bodice of her dress. ‘I ask you, Amber, would ya daught dead in a
dress like this?’



‘Well...” How to be diplomatic? Amber pondered. ‘Yonust like it.” A
high-pitched laugh greeted her comment.

‘You're joking. | hate it, but then you are not @keso you would not
understand.’

Slowly Amber crossed to stand beside Christina. é{grs met the other
girl’s in the mirror, and suddenly Christina seenssd much older and
harder. ‘Understand why you wear a dress you h&te®er prompted.

‘Because my father expects me to look like his oemt young daughter,
and of course Lucas expects his fiancée to loak éikshy young virgin,
otherwise | would not be caught dead in pink satin.

‘Your fiancé!” Amber exclaimed, unable to disgulser horror.

‘Yes, didn't Spiro tell you?’ And, not waiting foan answer, Christina
continued, ‘Next weekend at our home in Athens miydr is holding a
huge party for my betrothal to Lucas and three wdater we are getting
married. He would have announced it tonight exdepboks a bit too

blatant even for a Greek to sign the business alghisell your daughter in
one afternoon.’

So it was all true. Amber’s brain reeled under sheck. Spiro had not
been exaggerating. She looked into the face ofrivat and asked the
guestion uppermost on her mind. ‘Do you love Lutas?

Christina laughed. ‘No, but he loves me, or so &gssand it does not
really matter anyway. | want to get married, thacker the better.’
Christina fiddled nervously with the clip of the alinsatin purse on the
marble bench. ‘Once | am married, I'm free. | g& tmoney my mother
left me, and, to give Lucas his due, he is renovased shrewd operator, so
| have no doubt he will greatly increase the weaftkhe family company.
Therefore mine,” she said with some glee, and]lfimeticing the look of
shock and horror Amber could not hide, Christinggleed out loud. ‘Don’t
look so shocked; it is a typical Greek arrangement.

‘But...but...” Amber spluttered ‘...you are so ygun



‘I have just spent a year in a Swiss finishing-sghand those ski
instructors are something else again. I'm not yloaing,” she offered with
a very adult smile. “‘Though | know what you mearcési is a bit old. But
Spiro did me a favour this afternoon. | think heswigying to warn me, but
actually | was delighted when he told me Lucas eqply keeps a
mistress, so | don't think he is going to be batigme much in bed even
when we are married.’

‘You really don’t mind?’ Amber said slowly, the t@lsness of Christina’s
statement ringing in her ears. ‘You don’t careatiy husband is unfaithful
to you?”’

‘Not in the least, why should | with a fortune ay lisposal? And, picking
up her purse, she opened it and withdrew somengptibbacco. ‘Do you
want a smoke?’

Amber looked at the girl and the tobacco. ‘No, hdasmoke.” Amber
wondered why with her wealth she rolled her own.

‘Pity.” Placing a hand on Amber's arm, ChristinadsaDon’t look so
surprised, and do me a favour, go out and tell ucaill be another five
minutes. He does not know of my little vice.” SHauckled as she urged
Amber towards the door.

Amber found herself out in the corridor without lreag how she had got
there.

‘Where is Christina?’ Lucas’s deep voice demand&achber lifted her
head, her stunned gaze meeting his dark broodiag ¢{e was standing in
the middle of the hall, his large body tense, wagiti. But not for Amber...

‘She said give her five minutes,” Amber stated HriShe also said you
are her fiancé. How can that be, Lucas?’ she hifsgously. ‘You live
with me, it has to be a horrible mistake.’

‘It is not a mistake.” The dark-lashed brilliancéhos eyes clashed with
hers; she was too upset to try and hide the huartaauger in her own gaze.
His expression hardened. ‘I regret you had to batlthis way. But then |



had no knowledge of your continued association \mthnephew or that
he would bring you here tonight...’

Amber’s mouth opened but no sound came out. Thessal arrogance of
the man! Lucas was as good as saying it was Spiaols, that she had
discovered his wicked betrayal.

‘Look, Amber-’ he laid a large hand on her arm, &mdbusly she brushed
him off ‘-we have to talk.’

‘A bit late for talk,” she snapped.

He straightened, squaring his broad shoulders.pK@eir voice down,” he
commanded, his dark eyes narrowing on her flushethus face. ‘I will
call tomorrow morning as arranged and explain.'

‘My surprise,” she whispered, realising the fullrtiic extent of his
betrayal. ‘Christina was going to be my surpriselér voice rose an
octave.

‘Someone talking about me?’ Christina came saumgemut of the
cloakroom, her dark eyes almost feverishly briglet, smile brilliant.

Immediately Lucas curved a protective arm arounds@tha’s shoulder,
making it very clear where his loyalty lay. ‘We wejust discussing the
engagement party next weekend. It was supposea ta ecret, you're
very naughty.' He chided the young girl with suobulgence Amber felt
sick.

Spiro sauntered up and slipped an arm around As\baist. ‘What'’s all
this? Plotting in corridors now.” He chuckled, alchber clung to him like
a life raft in a storm-tossed sea. Her knees wanklmg and she thought
she would faint; there was only so much hurt ongylbmould stand and she
was at the limit. Spiro, sensing her desperatighténed his grip on her
waist and listened as Christina, seemingly inextiales went on at great
length about the following weekend and extendediraitation to the

party.



Finally when the young girl paused for breath Speapt in. ‘Well, on

behalf of both Amber and I, our heartiest congedtahs to you, and we
hope you both get the happiness you deserve!’ hwldd sarcastically.
‘Now, you will have to excuse us, but we have apengagement.” And
within minutes Amber found herself out in the fopéthe hotel.

‘I'm sorry, | am truly, truly sorry, Amber, | shagdiinever have brought you
here.” But Amber wasn'’t listening. She’d been fumging on shock and
adrenalin for the past hour, and now she was astspe a burst
balloon-she wanted to curl up and die.

‘Take me home, Spiro.” And he did.

Sitting in the back seat of the cab, with Spira’etpctive arm around her,
Amber asked bleakly, ‘Why, Spiro? You said yourngifather invited me.

Why would he do that knowing Lucas and 1...?" Shekb off, to swallow

the lump rising in her throat, her lashes wet vistars. ‘How could he be
so cruel?’

‘You still don’t see it,” Spiro said ruefully. ‘l& avoided the subject for too
long. | should have told you at the time, Ambert ibiseemed a harmless
enough deceit.” He glanced apologetically down et tear-stained face.
‘Remember the first time you saw Lucas, when hevedrat my party
madder than hell? Well, it was because he haddjgsbvered | was taking
Tim to our villa in Greece for the Easter holidaydal was about to.
confess to Grandfather that | was gay. Lucas treetalk me out of it,
saying it would kill the old man if he thought tesly grandson was gay.
Which is why he asked you out to dinner, and askmal to accompany
Tim and | on holiday. Lucas is not above using aalybto protect the old
man. Consequently, he subtly let Grandfather knowand Tim were like
brother and sister. But you and | had a much closationship; after all,
you had been living in my house for four years. dsican be very
convincing, as you know.’

‘You mean all this time your grandfather has thdugbu and | are a
couple? But that's impossible...” But was it? skkeal herself. Lucas had
made no approach to her until they had returnefingland, and she had
never met his father again until tonight.



Then she remembered their very first dinner dateeilucas had invited
her to the villa, he had also asked her to do hfavaur. He knew she was
close to Tim and Spiro, and he had asked her tchesénfluence on the
pair to tone down their behaviour in front of hahfer when they were all
at the villa. The old man was rather old-fashionleat way. Of course,
Amber had said yes. Now it all made a horrible kifidense. Lucas would
do anything for his father, including marrying dtable rich little Greek

girl. Spiro was right...

‘Think about it, Amber. Has Lucas fever taken yaunahere in public
where Grandfather was likely to hear about it? Wiile you thought you
were building a relationship, a home, with a thgtdy modern man,
Lucas had no such intentions.’

Amber’s face was bleak, her mouth bitter and twiste the full import of
Spiro’s revelation sank in. She tried to speak fmohd herself shivering
compulsively. She could not believe she had bedslisd, so stupid...



CHAPTER THREE

AMBER knew once she let the first tear fall thae skould never be able
to stop. Kicking off her shoes, she locked the damdt padded across the
polished wood floor to the spiral staircase. Gnagphe rail, she ascended
to the galleried sleeping area like an old womapitcShad asked her to go
back to his place, bug she’d refused. He had donegh for-her for one
night, she thought bitterly.

Stripping off her clothes, she walked into the hbgéhroom. She glanced
at the circular white marble Jacuzzi sunk into flber, and quickly away

as too many memories Hooded back. Skirting the, Is&id stepped into the
double shower. She turned the tap on full, anddstowler the powers jets
and let the water pound her slender body. She ¢lbse eyes, but she
could not block out the image of Lucas naked onkhises in the shower
with her. Soaping every inch of her tender flegimfrthe tips of her toes to
her head in what she had thought was complete taolora

Why? Why had Lucas done this to her? her mind soeea and the iron
control she had exerted over her emotions all exefinally broke. The
tears slowly squeezed from her eyes to slide dosvicheeks. The trickle
became a flood as she wept out her pain and gneftears mingling with
the powerful spray until Amber fell to her kneesr Barms wrapped around
her middle, her head bowed, completely broken,atete..

Her body shivering, Amber slowly opened her eydwe ®as huddled on
the floor of the shower. When had the hot wateraguhand turned to icy
cold? She had no idea. She was freezing, her limiosb. Slowly she
staggered to her feet, turned off the tap and sekput of the shower.
Pulling a large bath towel from the rail, she wreghpt toga-style around
her shaking body. She caught sight of her reflaedtiothe mirror above the
vanity basin-her eyes were red-rimmed and puffy sken pale and cold as
death.

She was still wearing the emerald necklace andngatr Carefully she
removed both, and, walking out of the bathroom, ditepped them on the



dressing table, then pulled out the seat and sah.dBicking up the hair-
dryer, she switched it on and methodically beggmdrher long hair.

Lucas had loved to see her naked with her hair #medosilkily over her

breasts. Her eyes filled with moisture at the memand, leaping to her
feet, she staggered across the room and flunglhdosen on the bed. She
turned her face into the pillow, shaken by anotkElent storm of

weeping.

When it was over she felt curiously calm, and asas just dawn she got
to her feet and began to dress. She did not betltera bra, she had no
need for one, but slipped into 'skimpy white lageefs. She withdrew

grey-and blue-checked trousers from the wardrolik aaV-neck button-

through matching blue cashmere cardigan, and mrhtbn. She slipped
her feet into soft leather loafers and descendedstiiral staircase. She
crossed the vast expanse of the living area tckitcben, and opened the
door just as the first rays of sun shone thoughiimelow.

Amber switched on the kettle, made herself a cumstnt coffee, and,
taking it back with her into the living room, shat glown on one of the
soft-cushioned sofas. She picked up the remoteraloiatr the television
and switched it on. It was the twenty-four-hour seskannel. She watched
and waited...

Amber heard the key turn in the lock, and, switghoff the television, she
stood up and slowly turned to face the door.

To the man entering the room, she looked cool, cateh collected, and
beautiful. ‘Amber, | am glad you pare here. | thbugou might have gone
back with Spiro after last night,” Lucas said sninyt closing the door
behind him and striding towards her.

Amber watched him approach. He was casually dressdédded denim
jeans, a cream-coloured roll-neck sweater anddatiér jacket. His black
hair was windswept; he had never looked more dtato her, or more
out of her reach.



Her heart hardened against his masculine appedly ‘Would | do that,
Lucas? This is my home,” she queried coolly. A bonmbing anger had
replaced her earlier grief.

‘Good, | hoped you would be sensible.” His longdegljghtly splayed, he
stopped about a foot away from her, his dark eyeseping over her long
hair falling loose to her waist, and back up, lingg for a second too long
on the proud thrust of her breasts against thecastimere sweater.

Amber saw his pupils darken, and the sudden tengidms broad frame.
He was not immune to her, that much was obvioud,iaeimply fuelled
her anger. ‘Sensible is not the word | would hakesen,” she declared
bitterly. ‘I don’t feel in the least sensible aftast night, | feel madder than
hell, and demand an explanation. | thought you wayeboyfriend, my
partner. We live together, for God’'s sake!’ sheedri aware of the
consuming bile rising in her throat as she studiechard features.

Abruptly Lucas stepped back a pace, and she hashtigfaction of seeing
his face darken with suppressed anger, or washaemssment? He didn’t
appreciate being called to account for his behaviduagree,” he said

curtly. ‘And | apologise-last night should nevernbaahappened. Christina
should not have told you we were getting engaged weekend. But then
you should not have been at the party. You haveoSpithank for last

night’s fiasco, not I.’

‘Oh, no, you can’t blame this on Spiro, you lyingise,” she shot back
furiously. “You told me you could not get back frokew York until
Saturday-pressure of work, you said. What a joB#szing golden eyes
clashed with his and what she saw in their obsidiapths sent an icy
shiver down her spine.

‘I did not lie. | said | could notmeetyou until Saturday, which was
perfectly true. | had a prior engagement for Frigagning," he drawled
cynically.

‘An engagement for the rest of your life, if Chimst is to be believed. |
have never been so embarrassed or humiliated myalife, and | want to
know why? You owe me that much,” Amber demanded, her voisag
stridently.



Lucas stepped forward and closed a powerful haret doth of hers.

‘Calm down and listen to me,” he snapped backplask eyes hard on her
lovely face. ‘I had desire to embarrass or hurt yoany way. | had every
intention of telling you our affair was over befomnouncing my

betrothal. | have never in my life begun sexuahtiehship with a woman

without first divesting myself of her predecesdbis a rule of mine.’

‘Bully for you! she snorted inelegantly, but jutte touch of his hand on
hers made her pulse race and she despised hewself fYou are so
moral,” she managed to drawl sarcastically. ‘I3 tgposed to make me
feel better that you are dumping me?’

‘Dumping...” a grimace of distaste tightened hisdhaaouth *...is not how |
would have put it. Our affair has reached its cosidn, and | hope we can
part friends.’

This is not happening to me, this cannot be hamgeta me, Amber told
herself over and over again. The blind, arrogamiced of the man was
unbelievable Friendshe wanted them to beiends..Didn’'t he know he
had broken her heart, destroyed her dreams, le&t $he looked up and
saw the flicker of impatience in his dark eyes, &l@of expression on his
handsome face, and she had her answer. It wasusbk®was wondering
how to extricate himself as quickly as possible.

‘And what about me?’ Amber asked quietly, amazed tter voice didn’t
break.

‘Amber, we have had some great times togethernbut it is over, it has
to be. | have reached the age-’ he walked away fiempacing the length
of the room ‘-when it is time for me to settle dawnvant a wife, a family,

a home, and Christina is going to give me all thEten, spinning on his
heel, he walked slowly back towards her.

‘You're bright and ambitious, | know you have allpant future ahead of
you. But, for me, Christina is the answer. You ustind.’

The numbness that had protected her for the pashéairs vanished. He
was ripping her heart to shreds with every wordgpeke. ‘No, no, | don’t.’



She raised her eyes to meet his. ‘| thought we wereuple, and that this
was our home.” Even as she said the words, shdateagleam of cynical
amusement in his dark eyes as he glanced arountbdine and back at
Amber.

‘Oh, come on, Amber, don’t play the innocent, iedaot 'suit you. This
was never meant to be a home, a living area withopen-galleried
bedroom and a sybaritic bathroom. Could you seeentertaining my
family and friends in this place?’ One dark browhad sardonically. ‘I
think not...’

Amber exploded; her hand swung in a wide arc andsbed across his
face. ‘I should have done that last night,” shelegkl “You arrogant,
conceited, two-timing bastard.’

Lucas raised a hand to his cheek, and rubbed wstezehad hit him.

‘Perhaps | deserved that, so I'll let you get awath it, Amber, but only

once,” he declared grimly. ‘Accept it is over betmeuse and move on. |
have.’

She watched the dark stain appear on his cheelevgherhad hit him, and
immediately regretted her action. Involuntarily sh&ised her hand,
intending to stroke the side of his face, but haswvwas caught in an iron
grip. ‘No.’

She moved forward and lifted her other hand to oestthe soft wool

sweater covering his broad chest. ‘I'm sorry,” ghermured. But the

familiar feel of his hard muscles beneath her fiageent shivers of delight
arcing though her body. She loved this man with bl heart, and

helplessly she tilted back her head and lookechtghis darkly attractive

face. ‘Please, Lucas? She felt him stiffen, andmsbeed' even closer, and
slid her hand up over his chest and around the obpis neck.

‘We are so good together, Lucas, you know we drdnad been two long
months since she had felt the warmth of his caaesglsshe ached for him.
Suddenly she was fighting for her man, and usingryewskill at her
disposal. She saw his pupils dilate as her brdasthed against his hard
chest, and involuntarily her fingers trailed witictile delight up through



the hair at the back of his neck. ‘Kiss me, Lugasj know you want to.’
Gently she urged his head down towards her eguger li

‘No, Amber.’ His large hands gripped her shoulderpush her away just
as she brushed her lips against his, the tip ofdregue darting out to gain
access to his mouth. She heard the intake of ligthbras his arms jerked
her to him and their bodies met in searing cont@ut, she was lost in the
dark, heady hunger of the kiss for an instant, tgefos hands caught her
shoulders and he forced her back at arm’s length.

Lucas Karadines didn't like the way she affectech.hHis dark eyes
glittered dangerously. His own mother had beenaedito sex, one lover
after another until she’'d died. Her last lover hacked a young boy of
thirteen out on the street. So he fought the tenagpotaand won. ‘You are a
very sexy lady, Amber, but | am not such a bastartb take what you're
offering. It's over.’

‘But if you want a wife, why not me? | love you, tas, and | thought you
loved me,” Amber pleaded, raising an unsteady laamtitenderly brushing
a few black silky strands of his hair from his broWw could give you
children, anything you want.” She was laying hearheher life, on the line,
begging him. She had lost all pride, all anger, ahd didn't care. She
looked deep into his dark eyes, her own beseedhisgShe thought she
saw a flicker of uncertainty in the depths of lig{ she was mistaken.

‘No, Amber.” A grim smile twisted the corners ofshsensual mouth. ‘I
never lied to you-I never once mentioned love.’

His words lashed her like a whip flailing her aliwhe closed her eyes for
an instant, searching her mind. He was right, he iever said he loved
her. How had she made such an enormous mistakdtaHiis fell from her
shoulders and she opened her eyes. She could lpcteal him mentally
withdrawing from her as he physically moved bactep.

‘You are a lovely girl, but you are not the wifedamother type.” His
breathing was heavy but his dark eyes held unnablak unyielding
willpower. ‘You're a career woman-you compete inmele-dominated
industry, and you are as good as, if not bettamn,thest of the men, by all
accounts. You wouldn’t last six months as a stalgesthe wife. You would



be bored out of your skull. So don'’t fool yoursélinber. You're strictly
lover material.’

She listened with growing horror. ‘Is that reallyhat you think?’ she
muttered sickly. ‘All this time you saw me as ydower, a sex object,
nothing else.’

He shrugged his broad shoulders. ‘The term is mgiortant. What we

shared was a mutually agreeable relationship.ddr& eyes skimmed over
her shapely figure and he made no effort to hide Hasculine

appreciation. ‘And great sex.’

His deliberate sensual scrutiny made her breast swinstant awareness,
and hot colour Hooded her cheeks and he noticed.H@nest, Amber,
you’re no shy young maid, never were. You're a bdoedonist, you thrive
on sensual pleasure, the pleasure | gave you. 8uiteya sophisticated
lady-admit it, if we have spent six months togetsiece we met it would
be a miracle, and that mostly in bed. Ours was xaaerelationship,

nothing more.’

For him maybe, but for Amber it had been everythiSge only had to
look at him to remember the powerful strength o &li-male body when
he possessed her, caressed her. ‘Nothing more,patreted his words
with horror.

‘Exactly.” He sounded relieved, actually believispe had agreed with
him. And blithely carried on adding insult to imr‘But Christina is
different. She is sweet and innocent and has nioediesdo anything other
than be my wife, and bear my children.’

Her teeth had bitten into her bottom lip as shieiied to him praise his
Christina, and the salty tang of blood coated begte. ‘I was innocent
until you seduced me,” she reminded him, the hlrtoat too much to

bear. He knew she’d been a virgin when he’d firsdmlove to her. She
had given him the greatest gift a woman could givean, her heart, body
and soul, and he had the gall to label her a hetlani

‘Ah, Amber..."” He shook his dark head in a mockuoesture. ‘You know
as well as | do that it was no great moral conerctihat kept you a virgin.



It was probably the fact you had spent the last fgears living with a
couple of gay men and their friends and hadn’t mapportunity. You
would have jumped into bed with me the first day yorived at the villa.’
Lucas shot her a cynical smile. ‘With your minugchlkinis, and designer
clothes, you were no retiring violet. You were daspe for a man, and it
was my restraint, my strict rule not to take oneavriover without first
leaving the old that meant we waited until | had lgack from New York.
Seduction did not come into it.’

‘I see.” And she did... She closed her eyes forief moment, blocking out
the picture of his hard, cynical face, her han@ndhing into fists at her
sides. He thought of her as a sexy woman who had basy to take, who
could respond to any man’s caress with equal feyvoat just his. Eagerly
she had followed where he’d led, plunging the erdepths with a hunger
that had known no bounds, confident that he'd ldved and everything
had been permissible between two lovers. Her owatenhonesty forced
her to admit it was not all his fault. She had losiately set out to appear
to be the sort of woman she’d imagined he wanteldist by her own
petard’ was the phrase that sprang to mind... Ldaasot know her at all,
never had, and, worse, did not want to.

‘Tell me, Lucas, if | had held out for a ring, wdwou have married me?’
Amber demanded, black anger filling her heart atdfauvinistic attitude,
never mind his betrayal.

He stared at her, his hard mouth suddenly cruelth\Wou the question
would never arise. If you remember, | did ask yowgive up work so we
could spend more time together, and you could mehealo that. 'So the
answer is no. You're a thoroughly modern woman,aéqa a man, you
work hard and play hard.’

‘And your Christina is not?’ She arched one deédatow in a gesture of
mocking disbelief. ‘A year in Switzerland, all tleobBunky ski instructors,’
she taunted him, the memory of the young girl'svarsation last night
still clear in her mind.

That appeared to catch him on the raw, and for memb he looked almost
savage. ‘Leave Christina out of this,” he orderedlg. ‘"You disappoint
me, Amber, | did not think you could sink so lowtasmaliciously malign



a young girl's reputation, a girl you hardly knowhe drawled
contemptuously.

Amber stared at his hard, cold face, willing hdrsel to feel hurt by his
immediate defence of the girl. Then it hit her. tiee never slept with
Christina, and you think you love her. I'm righteg't 1?’ she demanded,
not sure whether to laugh or cry. Lucas Karadireppwerful, dynamic
businessman viewed with fear and awe by his congpgtiwas fooled by a
pseudo-innocent eighteen-year- old going on eighty.

‘Yes, | love Christina, and | am going to marry .héte gave the only
answer he could. He wasn't sure he believed in.lbN& mother had fallen
in love with depressing regularity, when basically it haib sex. He had
no intention of making the same mistake. He hadsehocarefully and
made the commitment to Christina and both of tfeemilies in traditional

Greek fashion, and he was determined to honourdtraake his marriage
a success.

Amber stared at him. Oh, heavens, she silentlyasceel. It was true. She
saw the absolute sincerity in his dark eyes, higandthe tone of his voice,

and was convinced. Never mind business, Lucas Hgrihsught he loved

the girl. Her shoulders drooping, she closed hesdygr a second, all the
fight draining out of her, and a dull acceptandeng its place. ‘Il suppose
I'd better go and pack.’

‘No.” Lucas caught her shoulder and turned her biackace him. ‘Sit
down, Amber. | am not so unfeeling | would see ymprived of your
home.’

It never was a home, he had made that abundaetly,dbut her traitorous
limbs gave way beneath her and she sank thankfiohyn onto the soft
cushions. ‘No.” Amber looked at him towering oveerhwith all the

bitterness of her feelings in her eyes. ‘Then wiaw, Lucas? If you're
waiting for my blessing, you're wasting your timede was sliding

something from the inside pocket of his jacketsaglonanila envelope.

‘You have no need to leave-l am going. I'll sendnsone round this
afternoon to collect the few things | have hered gou'd better keep
these-you will need them.’



The last half-hour had been the hardest of Lucaadaes’s life. It had
taken all his monumental control not to take whanhb®r had been
offering. He would not dare come back himself, lbseadeep down he
knew he would not be able to resist making lovedoone more time. He
dropped the envelope and his set of keys to thempat down onto the
sofa beside her. ‘Goodbye, Amber.” He hesitatedaf@econd, his night-
black eyes lingering on her pale face. ‘I'm...’

‘Just go.” Her lips twisted; if he said sorry sheul kill him. His dark
head bent towards her and she felt the brush digsisgainst her hair and
flinched. She didn’t need his pity. And, flingingethhead back, she sat
rigidly. on the edge of the sofa, her golden eydmbadnim.

Lucas straightened up. ‘Look after yourself’ Andughing past her, he
headed for the door. He opened the door and pafiselly turning to add,

‘By the way, if you're thinking of taking up the fef Clive Thompson

made you, don’t. The man is not to be trusted.’

A harsh laugh escaped her. ‘It takes one to know. @et out.” And,
picking up a scatter cushion, she flung it at Hinlbounced harmlessly off
the closed door and fell to the floor.

Amber looked around her at the apartment that sldentistakenly thought
was a home with new eyes, and groaned out loudadwas right. How
could she have been so stupid, so gullible? Shetied to add a few
touches, the scatter cushions, a couple of frantestographs of her
mother, and Tim. A painting she had bought onmdround a gallery with
Spiro. The rug was the only thing in the place tbla¢ and Lucas had
chosen together. It was exactly as Lucas had salshchelor pad, or a
lovenest.

She had to get out, she thought brutally. It didn&tter where as long it
was somewhere that did not remind her of Lucas figsitshe had to pack
up his clothes-hadn't he said he was sending soen@wer to collect
them?

She jumped to her feet and the manila envelopértaih her knee to the
floor; she bent down and picked it up. Slitting ophe envelope, she



withdrew a folded document. She read it, her eyeemng in amazement
that quickly turned to fury. Her first thought w#s rip it up, but she
hesitated... The paper dropped from her hand tteflback to the floor.

It was the deeds for the apartment in her namejtamals dated two weeks
ago. She felt sick and defiled; he had paid hellikéf some cheap whore.
Perhaps not cheap, she amended, but her fury kreevbonnds. She
marched into the kitchen and took the scissors fteenkitchen drawer,
and then headed straight upstairs. With grim datetion she slid back
the wardrobe door. Earlier she had run her hands bwcas’s clothes, in
need of reassurance. Now she touched them for @letety different
reason.

Working quickly, Amber emptied the wardrobe andwi¥es of every item
that belonged to Lucas, and packed them in oneasat That told her
something. Her mouth tightened in a rare grimaceyaicism. If she had
needed any further convincing that Lucas had censdalher nothing more
than a convenient bed partner, the fact that hddfado few clothes in the
place she had thought was his home said it all.

When a little man called a few hours later and ddke Mr Karadines’s
luggage she handed over the suitcase without a,vaor closed the door
in the man’s face. She only wished she could dbseloor to her heart as
firmly on the memory of Lucas Karadines.

* % %

A few hours later on the other side of London, lsugaradines stood in
the middle of his hotel bedroom and stared in fairghe pair of trousers
his father’s valet was holding out to him.

‘I'm afraid sir, I've checked, and all three suitsthe luggage | collected
from the lady's apartment are the same.” The littlzened man was
having the greatest difficulty keeping the smilenfr his face. ‘The fly
panel has been rather roughly cut out of all ofrthe

A torrent of Greek curses turned the air blue asasustormed across the
room and picked up the telephone and began pressinthe number he
knew by heart. Then suddenly he stopped halfwagutyin, and replaced



the receiver. No, there was no point-Amber was afuhis life and he
wanted it to stay that way. But a reluctant smilérlged the corners of his
firm mouth. He should have expected some such thigber was a
passionate character in every way; it was whatdraa/n him to her in the
first place. A shadow darkened his tanned featasede instructed the
valet to press another suit. With brutal honestydmmgnised Amber had
some justification. She should never have discal/bsea third party their
relationship was over, and certainly not in so udlmanner.



CHAPTER FOUR

CARRYING her mug of coffee, Amber made her way e kitchen.
Draining the last dregs, she rinsed the cup irsthk, and dried it with the
tea towel.

It was little more than a week since Lucas had t@d he was marrying
Christina and walked out of her life. She had gtm&ork as usual, and
she had waited. Waited and hoped for a miracld-taras to change his
mind. But by Wednesday she had bowed to the ingdeitand set the
wheels in motion to move out of the apartment. Ahth the deepest
comer of her heart hope lingered, she ignored it.

When Spiro had called her Sunday afternoon fromeAsh confirming that
the engagement party of Lucas Karadines and Qtaisfiristides the
previous evening had been a great success, it wgysthe final nail in
the coffin that held all her dreams.

If she needed any more confirmation, she only bdddk at this morning's
newspaper lying on the kitchen bench open at tssiggage. A picture of
the couple was prominently displayed. She crushedhe papers and
wrapped the coffee mug in it. Then she carefulacpt it on the top of the
rest of the kitchen implements already packed énldinge. tea chest that sat
in the middle of the kitchen floor. Finished...

She had applied on Friday to have today, Mondaly,Vdrk, because
realistically she’d known she would be moving otverything was
packed, the For Sale sign had been erected ancdiar by the carpenter
employed by the estate agent she had consultedisjwpos# of the
apartment. She could not live in it, and the prdsewould help some
charity. She did not care any more.

Since the night at the London hotel, and the séssphights since, she had
gone beyond feeling pain into a state of complet@achment. It was not
completely Lucas’s fault. She should have rementb&re thine own self
be true.’ She had transformed herself virtually roight into a
sophisticated lady in her determination to win Lsjcand that was how he



had seen her. She had never let him see the nawmsgycountry girl she
had been, who just happened to have a gift fordéigiuNow it was too late.
He had fallen in love with someone else, and sheldvoever be that girl
again anyway.

On Saturday she’d made a start on getting hebhigk. She had rented a
small cottage with a garden in the village of Fleaad, within manageable
commuting distance of the City. Amber recogniseel Is&d loved unwisely
and too much, but she had silently vowed no manldveuer be able to
hurt her like that again.

Amber walked back into the living room, and glane¢dhe gold watch on
her wrist. The removal firm was due to arrive aeé Another two hours
to kill.

The telephone was still connected: she could cat, but she had no
desire to talk to him or Spiro for that matter. Stes still mad at Spiro’s
revelation yesterday that, at the engagement pantyg joke he had hinted
to his grandfather and Lucas that his engagemeAntoer might be next.
Spiro was a wickedly mischievous devil-he could Imelp himself.

She heard the knock on the front door and sighed welief. Good, the
removal men were early, almost unheard of in Lond#éalking over to
the door, she opened it, the beginnings of a smileing her generous
mouth. At last something was going her way. Herlsmanished, her
mouth falling open in shock as she found hersalirgg into the hard black
eyes of Lucas Karadines.

Her first instinct was to slam the door in his fdu# he anticipated her
action by brushing past her and into the centth@foom.

Mechanically, she closed the door behind him. ‘Wihatyou want?’ she
demanded, her mind spinning, fighting to contra@ themor in her voice
and the swift surge of hope his appearance ardadeer. On a completely
feminine note Amber wished she were wearing somgtlbetter than a
battered old cotton shirt and a pair of scruffyckldeggings from her
student days.



Spinning around to face her, Lucas regarded hentdl for what seemed
an interminable length of time, but Amber quickBtlgered from the harsh
expression on his dark, slightly saturnine featuhes he had certainly not
sought her out for reconciliation.

‘| said, what do you want?’ she repeated coolly.lbtezked dynamic and
infinitely masculine, his casual jeans and heavyolwsweater barely
detracting from the raw vitality of the man. Hisesydidn't leave hers for a
second, and she began to feel a rising tide afrxieisentment as the blood
raced through her veins in the old familiar way.

‘I want to study what a woman scorned really lodike,” Lucas stated
with studied indolence, his eyes raking over hemfithe top of her head,
over her face, her hair hanging loose about heuldkecs, down over the
firm thrust of her breasts clearly outlined agaitts¢ fine cotton, then
lower to her slim hips and long legs perfectly numa by the black
leggings. His narrowed gaze rested on her baretfest back to her face.

‘| ignored the destruction of a few suits,” he dhaavsilkily, taking a step
towards her.

She swallowed painfully, colour flooding her cheel&he’d forgotten
about her futile attempt at revenge: the manglet$,sand all the gifts he
had ever given her flung on top. But it was as imgtito what he had done
to her. Her head lifted fractionally. Pride upperimogou can afford it,’
she snapped.

One eyebrow lifted slightly. ‘A bagatelle, | grapbu, compared to the
price of this apartment. | see you have wastedme in trying to sell it,’
he opined silkily and moved closer. ‘I ignored ihsult intended by the
return of the presents | gave you.” And, catchinigdlof her hand, he drew
her towards him, despite the struggle she madedakbfree. His glance
spearing her ruthlessly, he added, ‘But | will mreadow you to marry
Spiro simply so he can get his hands on his irdnece before he is of age.
I'll see you in hell first’

The statement was quiet and deadly, and Amber silddealised his
temper was held in check by a tenuous thread. daetof me,” she
demanded, her own anger rising. as she tried epedus steel-like grasp.



‘I will when | have your promise you will stay awépm Spiro.’

She almost laughed out loud. Lucas actually thougpiro had been
serious when he had voiced' the prospect of maryer to his
grandfather. But she saw no reason to make it fsdyucas. How. dared
he come here and threaten her?

'l can live with who | like and | can marry whoike, and it has damn all to
do with you. In case you have forgotten, you amgaged to be married. In
fact, | am amazed you could tear yourself away ftbe arms of your
fiancée so quickly after your betrothal. Not asspasate as you hoped,
hmm?’ she prompted. ‘Now, let go of my arm and Igst.” And with a
fierce tug she freed her wrist from his grasp awdtly stepped around
him, heading for the stairs.

With an angry oath he spun around and caught tlo& bé her shirt,
bringing her to an abrupt halt. She strained fodsaand he tugged harder
so she fell back against him, the buttons poppih¢er shirt at the rough
treatment. She tried to elbow him in the stomaalit.H& quickly turned her
around and held her hard against the long lengthisofmpressive frame.
She began to struggle in earnest, striking ouiratvith her fists, making
little impression on the broad, muscular wall of bhest.

‘Let go of me, you great brute.” Her temper finadyploded. ‘I know your
game. Not content with marrying a poor kid half yage for her father’s
business, you're so bloody greedy that you're fiediSpiro will manage
to get his hands on his half of the business. God,make me sick!” she
told him furiously.

Her wrists were caught and held together with #&#es ease behind her in
one large hand, his dark eyes leaping with ragtheys burned into hers.

‘You foul-mouthed little bitch! You would marry aan you know is gay

simply to get back at me.’

‘Don’t flatter yourself," she jeered. ‘Il don'’t giveetoss about you.’



‘But you enjoyed what | could give you,” he saidrstdy as though he
wasn’t really making a statement but rememberi@pmething Spiro is
not capable of.’

If Amber had not known better, she might have thmuge was jealous on
a personal level, but she knew he was only woraédut retaining
complete control of the company. Once Spiro camagaf, heaven knew
what he would do with his share. He was a loos@@ann the business
sense, her own intelligence told her that. But &swstill no reason for
Lucas to try and bully her.

‘How would you know what Spiro is capable of?’ dlaeinted him. ‘He
could be bisexual. But it does not really mattecduse Spiro is a friend,
and with you for an uncle he needs all the friehdscan get,” she opined
scathingly.

‘And of course you have no ulterior motive in befriding Spiro,” Lucas
drawled cynically. ‘What did my nephew promise you marrying him-a

percentage of his inheritance, or is it pure, @shioned revenge you're
after?’

He towered over her, dwarfing her not inconsidexdddight. Suddenly she
became aware of the hard heat of his body. Hissabiody! Her eyes
clashed with his, and his darkened as the chenfistiyeen them renewed
itself with frightening force.

‘Certainly not his body, we both know that is nad Bcene,” Lucas drawled
huskily, his dark gaze moving down to the luscioutiine of her lips.

Amber could not help it. She regarded him hungriilig harshly etched
features as familiar to her as her own. She lowémdeyes in case he
might see the need, the hunger flooding through &ed suddenly she
became aware that in the struggle her shirt hadecopen almost to her
waist. One firm breast was completely exposed,adtteer only partially
covered. But she was not alone in her discovergakls sharply indrawn
breath and something in his eyes that had alwaysedaher in the past of
his stirring hunger for sex made her tremble. Ise fhand slid cool fingers
down her flushed cheeks, circling the outline affud mouth. °



Amber realised she should be fighting him, but doohly gaze at him
mesmerised as his hand captured the gentle curlerafape, and electric
tension filled the air.

‘Christos! But you probably could turn Spiro!” He laughed stdy. ‘You
are sinfully sexy.’” His gaze swept down to her danemasts, and her nipples
peaked in telling arousal; she was incapable ahbitier response to him.
In that second Lucas knew he should never have dm@ok here-she was
utterly irresistible.

Speechless, Amber remained pinned against himptise racing wildly

out of control, and suddenly she realised withdhg clarity she did not
want to hide her response. The musky scent of riascarousal teased
her nostrils, and, as she felt the muscles of bisepful thighs pressing
against her, she tilted back her head and sawybis were all black pupil,
his desire a primitive need as great as her owolumtarily her back

arched ever so slightly, lifting her breasts tcagee prominence.

She heard his guttural curse a moment before highnfound hers, kissing
her with a bruising, demanding hunger, grinding lis back against her
teeth. A wild, basic recklessness filled her, ahe esponded with a fiery
fervour, her mouth opening to his. She forgot hes wagaged to another.
She forgot he had betrayed her. There was onlynthraent...

He kissed her with a searing passion, and she shedldresponding to his
passion, matching it with her own. The kiss theghanged was primitive
and out of control. Every bit of Amber burned wimeed, a hunger that
was almost pain, and when he trailed sharp, bkieges down her throat
and finally closed his teeth over one pouting repgte whimpered, but not
with pain.

Her hands were set free, and instead of pushingaway she gloried in

her freedom to touch him. Her hands worked frerlgidieneath his

sweater. Lucas helped her by lifting his head aading his sweater off,
before hauling her back against him. Her fingessdd over the breadth of
his chest, finding the hard male nipples in thkysihat of hair and doing

some tantalising of her own. It had been months strel hadn’t realised
how needy she had been.



Lucas lifted her high in his arms and laid her dawnthe hardwood floor
in one smooth motion. ‘Damn you, Amber,” he growléollowing her
down, his chiselled features dark with passion.

His words hurt and angered her, but nothing cotdg the storm of desire
sweeping through her. He removed her leggings aisfisbwith enviable
ease, while Amber fumbled with the belt of his sexs; quickly he guided
her hands and in a second he was almost naked.

She heard the sharp intake of his breath as hgerfnslid along his thigh
and his mouth ground down on hers with furious grééeir bodies met
with a searing impact that made her shudder witalre.

Lucas lifted his head, his black eyes sweeping sim@lently over her
naked body. His head bent and he suckled the laaldng peak of her
breast as swiftly he parted her legs. Every otivae the had enjoyed
making love to her long and slow, teasing and teamg, drawing out the
experience for ages. But this time it was like andaursting, sweeping
everything before it, as without hesitating he posed himself between
her slender thighs and joined them fiercely togethe

Amber gasped and writhed, half mad with wanting,hime hardness of the
floor, the anger not love that fuelled the joiningre of it mattered. It was
enough he was here with her-in her-and if it wabeathe last time, she
didn’t care. He wanted her.

Hot and breathless bodies wet with sweat, they ihdogether in a mind-
blowing, consuming passion. The climax when it camas a shuddering
ecstatic release that lifted Amber to another useewhere her mind
closed down, and the body was everything. The gcsthivers went on
and on long after Lucas lay heavily on top of hiee, rasping sound of his
breathing the most wonderful music to Amber’s ears.

She refused to believe he could behave like thik Wwer and yet love
someone else, and when he moved to roll off hefalmved him around;
Sprawled across his wide chest, still joined, shekéd into his darkly
flushed handsome face, but his eyes were closed.



‘Lucas,’” she tenderly murmured his name, and, riegcbp, she brushed
the sweat-slicked hair from his brow. Slowly hisesyopened and he
looked at her with such contempt she almost crigd o

‘Amber,” he grated, mockingly brushing her off hams if he were swatting
a fly and jumping to his feet, as though he coudt get away from her
quickly enough. She lay where he had left her aatclved him. He had
not removed his shoes, and he should have lookgidstvith his trousers
around his ankles, but he didn’'t. She let her esgessy over every perfect
inch of his bronzed body, committing every curvel anuscle, pore and
hair to memory, because she instinctively knew was the very last time
she would ever see him this way.

His dark eyes wandered insolently over her as Heguwup his trousers.
The taut line of his mouth gave way to a thin, taraile. ‘Christos’' He
laughed harshly, and slipped his sweater over k&dh Adjusting the
sleeves, he added, ‘I was right about you-as sexysia and far too
seductive to wed.’

Lucas knew he was being cruel, but it was a pufende mechanism. He
could not believe what he had just done! He hatl doatrol completely,

and he hated himself for it. He was strongly puiital when it came to
women, totally monogamous for as long as the wlghip lasted, and he
had every intention of being totally faithful toshwife. Hell! He almost

groaned out loud. Betrothed three days to Chriséind already...

‘You're no saint,” Amber’s voice cut into his torad thoughts.

His black eyes roamed over her lovely face, heekfidurning with angry
colour. She was exquisite, and briefly he closexddyes, a deep black pit
opening up before him, his supreme self-confidesitaken to its core as
for a moment he doubted his decision to marry @hes He opened his
eyes. It was too late now. He was Greek, first &m@&most, he was
engaged to a Greek girl, his father was deligh@utistina’s father was
ecstatic. He had made the right decision. It waspli he had been
celibate for too long, he told himself, aalinostbelieved it...



‘So much for your moral code, off with the old befahe new,” Amber
declared fiercely, breaking the tension-filled sde, and, sitting up, she
pulled the shirt that was hanging off her back acbhber chest.

He smiled down at her mockingly, forcing himselt t@ weaken. ‘Oh, for
heaven’s sake, get dressed.’ If she didn’'t he wagave danger of falling
down on top of her again, eyeing her flusteredngtteto pull her shirt
around the luscious curve of her breasts. Shamegaittdmade him add,
‘You disgust me. | disgust myself.’

Amber bowed her head for a moment, the long cuméiher hair hiding
her face from his glittering gaze. She squeezeeyes tightly shut to hold
back the tears. She disgusted him, he had saidyetrghe was only what
he had made her, and in that instant the new Anvasrborn.

Swiping back the mass of hair from her face, slse to her feet. Ignoring
Lucas’s looming presence, she picked up her breid leggings and,
turning her back on him, took her time about pgttthem on. Then,
straightening her shoulders, she turned to face him

She lifted hard golden eyes to his. ‘What are yoaiting for?’ she
demanded bluntly. She was furiously angry at thdisguised contempt in
his expression. But she refused to show it. ‘| tiidua man of your high
moral values would be long gone,” she mocked hihe Bad learnt her
lesson well. Never again in this life, she voweould she show any man
how she really felt.

‘The floor show is over,” she said facetiously. ybu’re hoping for a
repeat performance, forget it-go back to Chriséind | wish you both joy.
Though | have a suspicion you will not find hertguihe pure, malleable
little bed partner and wife you imagine. After alhe already knows you
have a mistress-’ she wanted to hurt him, denatrisgant pride ‘-and she
doesn’t care, which must tell you something.’

She had gone too far. He stepped towards her,amd hfted as if to hit
her. Involuntarily she flinched and stepped back.

‘No.” His hand fell to his side, his fingers cudinnto a list, his knuckles
White with strain. ‘You are a lying little bitchAmber knew he would



never believe her or forgive her for her commetsd you will never
speak to my fiancée or mention her name again.’

Amber stared at him, her anger dying fast as hisnaggd roamed
contemptuously over her. There was sheer hatrddsieyes, and a clear
message he would not touch her again if his lifeedeled on it. But then
she already knew that, she thought sadly. The Haithour had been
nothing more than animal attraction fuelled by ragehis part. He didn’t
want her love, never had... The realisation wasetie of everything for
Amber. ‘Just go,” she said wearily, brushing past towards the door.
Good manners decreed she see him out, she thaughthad to choke
back hysterical laughter.

She opened the door and held it. Lucas reachetbagtasp her arm, but
she pulled away. ‘Goodbye, Lucas.” The finality her tone was
unmistakable.

He went rigid. ‘Not so fast, you still have not givme the promise | asked
for. I...I want your word you will not marry Spiro.

She was sick at heart and halfway to being phygisatk. ‘Okay.’

‘I mean it, Amber,’ Lucas said with deadly emphadisyou marry him
your life will not be worth living, and you will fid no solace in your work,
that | promise.’ The taut line of his mouth gaveyw@ a thin cruel smile as
he paused. ‘I will personally make sure no onehm financial world will
ever employ you again.’ He had to convince hehfsrown sanity to break
all ties with Spiro. If the last hour had taughinhanything it was that there
was no way on God'’s earth Lucas trusted himselfetan the company of
Amber ever again. Not even a simple social occasiohe was in danger
of succumbing to the same sickening addiction to Isis mother had
suffered from. The realisation of his own weakngsscked and horrified
him, and he reacted with the same icy determinatimt made him a
ruthlessly successful businessman. ‘I will totallgstroy the career you
love, and, believe me, | can and will do it.’

It was no idle threat, and the really scary pars et Amber had no doubt
he could destroy her career with a few chosen wiardier most influential
clients. ‘Your threat is unnecessary. | have nentibn of marrying Spiro.’



Amber’s golden gaze roamed oyer Lucas as thoughweine seeing him
for the first time. He stood in the entrance ddall,and broad and as still
as a statue carved in stone. She registered thevsof sweater moulding
the muscles of his broad chest, the hip-hugginggeRaising her gaze, she
noted the thick black hair, the broad forehead, pleefectly chiselled
features-he was incredibly handsome, but his faceha&ed, cold, the inner
man hidden. One thumb casually hooked his leatitief over a shoulder,
but there was nothing casual about the man. Sgidodalled him a shark
and Amber finally realised it was true.

It was a revelation to Amber’s bruised heart. Lutlasught he loved

Christina, but it was not what Amber considereckltw be. It was no great
consuming passion on Lucas’s part, he was incapzhilee emotion. He
had simply planned to fall in love with Christinathvthe same ruthless
efficiency he planned a takeover bid. Christinapdynmet his criteria for a
wife. Amber’s golden eyes met his, black and naglimmer of human

warmth in their depths, just a ruthless determamatio succeed be it
business or private, family or friend. He was iradalp of differentiating

between them. How had she ever thought she loveddid, frighteningly

austere man?

‘If you knew your nephew a little better, or at,aAmber said softly, one
perfectly arched brow lifting eloquently, 'you wduhave realised he was
only winding you up when he said it. Now pleasé go.

With the door closed behind him, Amber silently eddIf Lucas allowed
anyone to know him, he might possibly develop iatdalfway decent
human being. But she had a suspicion he neveramathe was too old to
change now.

Three weeks later in the same Monday morning pApdver viewed the
wedding photo of Lucas and Christina with a cynsailile. She read the
gossip that went with it, the gist of it being thttere were great
celebrations at the high society wedding in Athand the joining together
of two great Greek families, not to mention the kamation of two
international corporations to make one of the ®pure companies in the
world.



Amber settled into her small house, bought a neatl [Ear to drive into

work, and as the days and weeks went past trigpdittier disastrous love
affair out of her mind. During the day she coulddi Lucas out of her
thoughts with work. But at night she was hauntedngynories of the sheer
magic of his lovemaking-only it hadn't been lovdheshad to keep
reminding herself, and then the tears would falie Dnly thing that kept
Amber from a nervous breakdown over the next yeas Wer growing

relationship with her father. The news she had earid tell Lucas so

eagerly, after lunching with Sir David Janson.

Two weeks after Lucas Karadines had left her, Anitzet met Sir David
again for lunch at a restaurant in Covent GardemciMto Amber’s
surprise his wife Mildred had accompanied him. ¢uld have been
embarrassing, but Mildred quickly explained she diot blame her
husband or Amber’'s mother. At the time Mildred teit her husband and
two children and had lived with another man forroaeear. Sir David had
found, solace with his secretary and Amber wagehalt.

Sir David quite happily acknowledged Amber as hasighter, saying a
certain notorious Member of Parliament had recaghian illegitimate
daughter without any ill effect, so why shouldn&?hlIt was a one-day
wonder in the papers, and his family-a married dgergand a much older
son-were equally welcoming.

But Amber refused to take a job with her fathesnpany. Her feminine
intuition told her she shouldn’t. Sir David’s sdviark Janson, accepted her
in the family, but as heir apparent to the busirfessvas nowhere near so
happy about having her in his father’s firm. Espbgias Sir David told all
and sundry Amber had obviously inherited her gkilthe money markets
from him.



CHAPTER FIVE

FIVE years later...

As Monday mornings went, this had to be one ofwbest, Amber thought
sadly. She’d just returned from two weeks’ holidayTuscany at her
father’s villa feeling relaxed, and revitalisednduin Italy was beautiful,
unfortunately June in London was rain, the stockkeishad dropped three
per cent, and now this...

Her long fingers tapped restlessly on the docunhgng on the desk.

She’d read the letter countless times, but shiecsiilld DOI quite believe

it. The letter was from a firm of lawyers in NewoiX, the lawyers dealing
with the estate of the late Spiro Karadines. It \Wated eleven days ago.
Spiro had died the day before, apparently, andag iwmforming her of the

time and place of his funeral in Greece, and alldgaument in the usual
lawyer speak that ‘Amber Jackson may learn somegtturher advantage’.

Amber didn’t think so... Spiro was trouble...

A sad, reminiscent smile curved her wide mouthwads four years since
she’d last seen him, and they had not parted obekeof terms.

She had gone to New York for the grand openingisfait gallery. Spiro

had been so excited as he had shown Amber aroenelxttibition. It had

been incredible, or perhaps unbelievable was .teroeord, Amber had

thought privately. Spiro had told her the artistsose work was on display
were all up and coming in the modern art world. Aimber’'s untrained

eyes it looked more as if they had been and gd@ene crazy...

‘Are you sure about this stuff?” she had asked &piecoiling from a
massive red and green painting that appeared bit$ef body parts.

‘Yes, don’t worry, in half an hour people will begliting over these
paintings. Trust me!’

Her smooth brow pleated in a frown as she fiddlétth whe letter on her
desk. She’d trusted Spiro when he had assuredaeiftshe gave him the



money from the sale of the loft apartment to dtgstart gallery, he would
never tell Lucas, and return it with interest whiee came into his
inheritance a year later. He had persuaded hechzaity could wait, and,
being honest, Amber admitted she had thought itpeasic justice, letting
Spiro have the money as it was Karadines money afteHe had also told
her Lucas would not be at the opening. Spiro hedi din both counts...

Although it had been over a year since she’'d lashsLucas, the gut-
wrenching pain she had felt when she’d turned atdwom viewing the

‘Body Parts’ painting to find him, and Christinashivife, hispregnant

wife, standing behind her had been almost unbearabl

She’d glanced at Spiro, and seen the devilmentsireyes, and known he
had done it deliberately. Shifting her gaze to ¢beple, she’d made the
obligatory greeting portraying a sophistication slaé not felt. She’d even
managed to congratulate the pair on their forthogntiappy event. But
she’d been shaken so badly she’'d had to claspameishbehind her back to
hide their trembling. f

But Lucas had had no such problem. His eyes hddoskr her with cool
insolence, stripping away the stylish green silkath dress she’d worn to
the flesh beneath, but Amber had forced herselfitbstand his scrutiny,
and done some scrutinising of her own. Thick daak had curled down
over the collar of his impeccably tailored lightén suit, he’d been leaner
than he had been the last time she had seen hanfedtures slightly more
fine drawn, but as devastatingly attractive as ewetil he’d spoken.

‘It seems congratulations are in order for you tAmber. Spiro tells me
you are his partner and put up most of the moneyhis little venture,’
Lucas said smoothly. ‘A remarkable achievement doyoung woman.
Your passion...” his hesitation was deliberatdot.finance must be truly
exceptional,' he opined with mocking cynicism.

Amber felt the colour burn up under her skin. Lueasn’t referring only
to her passion for business. He obviously knew e/ltlee money had come
from and for a moment she felt like strangling SpiBut instead she
forced herself to look at Lucas. ‘Luckily | seem have a gift for it.’
Amber stared at him, deliberately holding his ey&ut I'll never be in



your league. Men have a certain ruthlessness.d’ iamvas her turn to
pause ‘...in business, women find hard to emulate.’

‘Not all women,’” Lucas said flatly, and Amber sugad what looked very
much like a flicker of regret in his dark eyes befbe turned his attention
to his wife, and began a conversation in Greek,ornigig Amber
completely.

Instead of being insulted Amber was glad to esthpattention of Lucas;
breathing an inward sigh of relief, she turned awalurt her more than
she wanted to admit to see the two of them so chrs# she was going to
have a very serious talk to her so-called partri8giro was talking

animatedly to a guest in the now crowded gallery.cHuld wait!

Spying Tim, she’d begun to walk towards him whexddanly someone
grabbed her bare arm. The tingling sensation oflahg fingers on her
bare flesh was electric. Lucas...

‘What?’ Amber snapped.

‘Will you follow Christina to the rest room, makars she is all right?’ he
asked, his expression one of deep concern, theywohis dark eyes there
for all to see as they tracked his wife headingttier powder room. Amber
did see. His request reinforced what she had toedeny. Amazing for
such a predatory male, Lucas, a man who was rgthieshe business
world, a man whom she’d thought incapable of lavas actually madly in
love with his wife.

‘She is pregnant, not sick.” Amber shrugged offiid and stalked away
without looking back. Listening to Christina rhapgsing about Lucas and
the soon-to-be family was the last thing she neebedas was a fantastic
lover, and, once Christina had discovered the wotalde found in her

husband’s arms, she had to have fallen in love Wi, even if she had

not been at the beginning.

After a furious row with Spiro, Amber left New Yotke next day, and she
had not seen or spoken to Spiro since. As for theay she had given him,
she had written that off long ago.



With the benefit of hindsight Amber had come tolissathat Lucas had
been right about Spiro. She should never have ghiem the money,
because within a week of the gallery opening Tird 8piro had split up.
Spiro had been having an affair with the artisBafdy Parts’.

Tim had returned to England, and back to his hamilarthumbria. Six
months later he had received a brief’ note, nanf@piro, but from a New
York clinic telling him to get himself tested. Spihad been HIV positive,
as had been the artist lover who had somehow fiangdb mention the
fact!

Restlessly Amber swivelled around in her chairrestaout of the plate-
glass window of her office, not really seeing whats beyond. She felt
guilty and half blamed herself for Spiro’s illnessshe hadn’'t given him
the money, he would not have gone to New York, ianaight never have
happened.

Tim was a successful wildlife artist living and Wirg from his home in

the north and perfectly healthy. He had told hesr@and over again, it was
not her fault Spiro had done what he had. Tim fyrimtlieved Amber and
himself had both fallen victims to the charm of #t@radines men; it was
that simple, and they had both had a lucky escape.

Swivelling back to face her desk, Amber picked bp telephone and
dialled Tim’s number in Thropton.. He had a righkhow Spiro was dead.

The conversation was not as difficult as she hgzketed. Tim was quite
philosophical about it: the past was past-so theylbst a good friend, but
in reality they had lost him years ago.

‘You're right, Tim...” Suddenly her office door swg open and someone
walked in unannounced. Amber lifted her head. Rettimyp was instant,
her golden eyes widening in shock. ‘I'll see yowsolove,” she finished
her conversation, and replaced the receiver.

She was thankful she was sitting down because ahigteld her legs would
support her. Lucas Karadines... She didn’'t daret risecold black eyes,
and, carefully taking deep breaths, she soughalim ©er suddenly erratic



pulse. She should have expected this as soon atasheead the line
‘something to her advantage’ she realised too late.

He was standing in the middle of her office as tiobhe owned the place.
Amber’s first thought was that Lucas at forty-om®HKed little different
than he had done when they had first met. His bbdpeath the
conservatively tailored charcoal-grey suit wad $ithhe and firm, his face
was still handsome, but the harsh symmetry of bamelsflesh mirrored a
cold bitterness that she had never noticed betdeelooked lean and as
predatory as ever, but he looked older, harder thla® would have
expected for a happily married man, was her sed¢badght. The lines
bracketing his mouth were deeper, the hair atdngotes liberally streaked
with silver. But nothing could detract from the awf dynamic, vibrant
male he wore like a powerful cloak, masking hishiegsly chauvinistic
nature. He would be a handsome devil to his dyiray, dAmber
acknowledged wryly.

Amber felt colour creeping under her skin as he enad immediate
attempt to either move or speak. His hands wemeslacasually into his
trouser pockets, accentuating the musculature ©fldnig legs. His eyes
were hooded so she could not tell what he was itingn&s they slid slowly
over her head and shoulders to where the colldreofblue silk blouse
revealed a glimpse of cleavage. She fought the lsepto slip her suit
jacket off the back of the chair and put it on. STkwvas her office, and
Lucas was the intruder, and as he made no attemnpteak the tense
silence between them she finally found her voice.

‘What do you want?’ she asked abruptly.

Lucas Karadines for the first time in his life watsuck dumb. The instant
tightening in his groin shocked him into silences Hody had not reacted
this way in years. His memory of Amber had not dbee justice. She'd
matured into the most exquisitely beautiful womanhad ever seen. His
dark eyes drank in the sight of her. The hair ssdapack from her face
only accentuated the perfection of her features, dlegant line of her
throat, the shadowed cleft between her lusciouadiseher conservative
blouse could not quite hide.



‘Not a great welcome for an old friend," Lucas fipanurmured, his dark
eyes gleaming with mockery, before scanning thgagltoffice. ‘So this is
your domain.’

A corner suite with windows on two sides, it waghti and airy, and in
keeping with her present position in the firm as jloungest partner, and
Amber was justifiably proud of her achievementsbviusly,” she said

dryly.

‘You have done well for yourself, but then | alwagaid you would.’
Lucas’s glance skimmed lightly over her desk asmwed towards it,
noting her hand still on the phone. ‘Sorry if lamupted your conversation
with your lover, but you and | have some pressingri®ss to discuss.’

Her hand gripping the telephone was white-knuckbad, realising she
was betraying her shock, she smoothly slipped bhed$ to her lap and
managed to smile coolly back at him. She was figreggad that the
sophisticate she had pretended to be when theyitsadnet was now a
reality. She refused to be intimidated by Lucastoy man, for that matter.

‘I can’t imagine we have anything to discuss, Mr&Gines. As far as | am
aware you are a client of Janson’s and | am ntiterhabit of poaching my
father’s clients.” It gave her great satisfactiorsaly it. Whether Lucas was
aware Sir David was her father, she did not knout $he was making it

abundantly clear he was not about to treat herdik@e inferior being to

be discarded like yesterday’s newspaper as he éfadeb

‘Yes, | heard. I'm surprised you didn’t choose ojSir David’s firm,” he
opined smoothly. ‘I seem to remember Clive Thompsans rather keen on
the idea.’

‘He still is,” Amber shot back, angry that Lucasdhthe nerve to remind
her of that horrible party. ‘But | like it at Brdotd’s and | don’t believe in
nepotism,” she said with a shrug. ‘Nor mixing besis with pleasure? Let
him make of that what he liked, She’'d been datitigeCfor the past year
and part of the reason she had spent the last e@ipheeks on holiday
was to decide if she should accept Clive’s propo§aiarriage.



‘Very wise of you. | dispensed with their serviceyself some months
ago.'

That did surprise her. Neither Clive nor Mark, atf-brother, who had
been the head of the firm since their father haidecktwo years ago, had
mentioned the fact.

‘I didn’t know,” she said blandly, implying that sldidn’t really care.

‘Now, if there is nothing further, | am rather busyilting back her head,
she stared up at him, deliberately holding his ey it is usual to make
an appointment.” The sarcasm in her tone was vedert. ‘| am a busy
lady.’

Lucas was not the slightest bit fazed. ‘I'm surel yoe, Amber-a little too
busy, it would seem.’

Amber raised her eyebrows. ‘Too busy, says a mao was the most
driven, competitive workaholic’” she mocked lightlyMarriage has
changed you. How is the family? Well, | hope.” Skas proud of her
ability to ask the conventional question, and wamgsed to realise it
actually did not hurt at all.

Lucas stilled, his handsome face as expressiomssstone. ‘| have no
family. Spiro was the last-that is why | am here.’

Amber’s face went white. Oh, God! In her shockesisg Lucas again, she
had forgotten all about Spiro’s death. How could Bave been so callous?
‘I'm sorry, Lucas, truly sorry,” she hastened irdn explanation. ‘I only
found out this morning. I've been on holiday, ahé hews hasn't really
sunk in yet. I'm sorry | missed the funeral. Pleagalown.” She indicated
a chair at the opposite side of the desk with tlaenof her hand. ‘T'll
order some coffee.” She was babbling, she knew, preksing for her
secretary, she quickly asked Sandy to bring indoftees.

He lowered his long length into the chair she haticated. ‘Cut out the
phoney sympathy, Amber,” he commanded bluntly. ‘Wé¢h know Spiro
hated my guts, and the fact he left everything bespssed to you simply
underlined the fact.’



‘He what?’ she exclaimed, her golden eyes widemmngstonishment on
Lucas’s hard face, and what she saw in his nightkoéyes sent a shiver of
something very like fear quivering down her spiiido, | don’t believe
you,” she amended quickly. ‘Spiro wouldn’t.” Thehesremembered the
‘something to her advantage’.

‘Yes, Spiro would, and did, and your innocent amglinot impress me,’ he
said harshly. “You knew damn fine you stood to nith®piro’s share of the
business.’

‘Now wait just a minute-” Amber began, but at thadment Sandy walked
in with the coffee.

Amber sat bristling with frustration as she watched secretary, the girl’s
eyes awestruck as she asked Lucas breathlessiiidtook his coffee.

‘Black, please.” He favoured her with a broad snaited just sat looking
dark and strikingly attractive until the flustergal handed him a cup of
coffee. ‘Thank you.’

Amber thought Sandy was going to swoon. No wonHerted let Lucas in
without an appointment. Even her secretary, whodrdg been married a
few months, was not immune to Lucas’s lethal makr.

When Amber had first seen Lucas walk into her effshe had been in
shock, but now the shock had worn off, and anatiiech more dangerous
emotion was threatening her hard-won equilibriunncds was a handsome
devil and he still had the power to stir her femehormones.

Amber hastily picked up her cup of coffee and t@olong drink of the
reviving brew. The days were long gone when she avadave to the
sexual excitement Lucas could arouse with a mesk & touch. He had
killed them dead when he had accused her of beingvarsexed female,
excellent lover material, but never a wife, andnthead gone off and
married Christina.

For months after his desertion her self-esteemhitacbck-bottom. She’d
guestioned her own worth; perhaps Lucas had begn about her. She



was sex mad, the hedonist he had called her. Stentg had been when

she’d been with him. In consequence she had, witreally being aware

of doing it, adjusted her style of dress to eledaritconservative-no short
skirts, or revealing necklines. She wore little ®ailp and kept her long
hair ruthlessly scraped back in a tight chignord ahe had no idea she
looked even more desirable.

The door closing as Sandy left brought Amber backhe present with a
start, and, straightening her shoulders, she was again in command.
She looked at Lucas with narrowed hostile eyesloti’'t need you to tell
me what | do or don’t know, she said curtly, apitking up the letter
from the desk, she held it out to him.

‘Read that. | saw it for the first time this morgjrand as yet | have not had
time to respond, basically because | have an udside guest. You.” His
fingers brushed hers as he took the document frenohtstretched hand,
igniting a tingling sensation on her soft skin. Hglden eyes narrowed
warily to his face, sure he had done it delibeyatbut he was unfolding
the document.

She waited as he read the letter, and then with ddiberation folded the
document back up again. ‘This proves nothing,” lsucaid bluntly,
dropping the letter back on her desk.

‘I don't have to prove anything to you, Mr KaradsneShe shrugged
dismissively. ‘Now finish your coffee and leavehdve work to do.” Yes,
Amber congratulated herself, she was back on traitle cool

businesswoman. ‘And when | get around to contactireglawyers, and
discover the true state of affairs, then if | néedyet in touch with you, |
will.” When hell freezes over, she thought silentigtanding up, she
drained her coffee-cup and replaced it on the deskgre walking around
heading for the door, her intention to show Lucag as swiftly as
possible.

‘Well, well. The hard-bitten businesswoman act,’ chka drawled
sardonically, rising to his feet, and when she ndawepass him he reached
out for her.



Amber felt every hair on her skin leaping to att@mtas his long fingers
encircled her forearm. ‘It is no act. Believe msfie retaliated sharply. If
he thought he was going to walk all over her agaesmwas in for a rude
awakening.

‘You don’t fool me, Amber." His voice dropped thtibg his fingers
tightening ever so slightly on her arm. His eyemaeaed over her in
blatant masculine appraisal, taking in the primktiee of her blue blouse,
the tailored navy blue trousers that skimmed hendgr hips and
concealed her long legs to the classic low-heetay shoes, and then ever
so slowly back to her face until she thought sheldiscream with the
effort to remain cool and in control. ‘You may dsdike a conservative
businesswoman, but it doesn’'t change what you laadvays knew you
had a passion for sex, but it was only after weéepkthat | realised you had
an equal passion for money,’ he drawled cynically.

She wrenched her arm free from his hold, her wholdy rigid with anger.
Just who the hell did he think he was? So now sag avgold-digger, as
well as a sex maniac in his eyes... With the gstafort of will, Amber
managed to control her fury and say calmly, ‘Whedotly do you want,
Lucas, barging into my office unannounced? | hagiéher the time nor the
inclination for playing games. You obviously knowensething about
Spiro’s will, which concerns me. So just spit it and then go.’

His eyes darkened, and for a moment Amber sawsh fé violent anger
in their glittering depths, and she knew she hadnbeght to feel
threatened. Then he was smiling mockingly downeat fYou used to like
playing games,” he reminded her, his eyes cruedxu@l games.” His
finger lifted and stroked down the curve of heradhe

‘Cut that out,” she snhapped, taking a deep, shunigidoreath. ‘You're a
married man, remember.” Her golden eyes clashed hig, and as she
watched it was like a shutter falling down over fiaise.

Lucas’s hand fell from her face, his black eyesiand blank. ‘No, | am
not. | told you before, | have no family.’



Confusion flickered in Amber’s eyes. Had he? Thiea ,emembered, but
she had thought he’d meant Spiro. ‘But what abohtisfina and your
child?’

‘The child was stillborn. My father died three yeago, and Christina was
gone the next,' he informed her in clipped tones.

Her soft heart flooded with compassion, and untinigly she laid a hand
on his arm in a tender gesture... Such tragedy bristeartbreaking even
for a man as hard as Lucas. ‘| am so sorry, Ludaad no idea.’

‘These things happen...” he brushed her hand awand, as you never
cared much for any of them, | can do without yoypdcritical sympathy. |
would ask you not to mention the subject again.epkdor Spirg of
course,” he demanded with chilling emphasis.

Why was she wasting her sympathy on this man? Lotent nothing to
her. He was simply another irritant in an already lday, she told herself.
So why did her cheek still burn where he had toddher, her pulse still
race? It wasn't fair that one man could have sudér@ble effect on her
senses. She glanced up at him, and briefly his ringggoresence was a
threat to her hard-won sophistication, then shaaldstook a step back.

‘You want to talk about Spiro; fire away,’ she sé#atly, retreating behind
her usual hard shell of astute businesswoman, ehiedately she lifted
her wrist and scanned the elegant gold watch she.\WBut make it quick,
| have a lunch appointment.’

‘You have changed, Amber.’ His lips quirked in t@mblance of a smile
that did not quite reach his eyes. ‘I can remenabéme when you begged
for my company, you couldn’t get enough of me afehged with me to
stay with you,” he said silkily.

The unexpected personal attack made her go whiteyrible coldness
invading her very being that he could be so uttedijous as to mention
the last time they had been alone together. ‘It¢ashie denied flatly. He
might even now make her heart race, but no wayshadoolish enough to
get personal with Lucas Karadines ever again.



‘Liar.” He smiled sardonically. ‘But I'll let it gdfor now, as you say you
are busy, and we have a much more pressing itelis¢asspartner:

‘Partner.’ She bristled. What on earth was the ta#ing about? She’d
rather partner a rattlesnake.

‘All right, pretend you’re innocent, | don’t reallsare. But, put simply, the
will Spiro made when you invested in his art gallerade you his heir if
anything happened to him.’

‘Oh, no!” Amber exclaimed, a horrible suspicion nmekher face pale. It
couldn’t be. But one look at Lucas’s dark countex@aconfirmed her worst
fear. When she had given Spiro the money he hastéalson making a
will naming her his heir as collateral for the lpamtil he could pay her
back.

‘Oh, ye-es,” Lucas drawled derisively. ‘Spiro newdanged his will. You
are now, or very soon will be, the proud owner dadudbstantial part of
Karadines.'

He was watching her with eyes that glittered witldisguised contempt
and something else she could not put a name to.

Amber simply stared at him like a paralysed porpoieer mouth hanging
open in shocked horror. How typical of Spiro. Hewdbget a bee in his
bonnet about something, do it and then forget ladlua it. His business
sense had always been negligible, but Amber haaen it until it was too
late.

Lucas laughed, but there was no humour in it. &rdumb; how very
typical of you. The silent treatment might have keat for you in the past
with Spiro,” Lucas drawled, a smile creasing hisfimouth, ‘but not this
time. | am a totally different male animal to mydaephew.’

He'd got that rightt Amber had a hysterical destce laugh-a more
ruggedly aggressive macho male than Lucas woulenpessible to find.
Her lips quirked, while she damned Spiro for lagdner in this mess.

‘You find something amusing in this situation?’ d¢teallenged icily.



The ring of the telephone saved her from answefigs, Sandy, what is
it?’ she asked briskly. ‘Clive.” She glanced sidgwat Lucas and caught a
thunderous frown on his dark face.

‘Tell him two minutes, my client is just leavingshe informed Sandy
before turning towards Lucas. ‘My lunch date hasved, I'm afraid |
must ask you to leave.’

‘Clive Thompson, | might have guessed-he was lgsfter you the first

time he met you,” Lucas opined bluntly. His darkegyswept over her
cynically. Her wide, oddly coloured gold eyes, dhe full sensual lips that
begged to be kissed. Her startling beauty combingld a slender yet

curvaceous body* was enough to make a grown mae. dalcas was

aching and he bitterly resented it. ‘Obviously hes Isucceeded, but by
your ringless fingers | see you have had no suaggessg him to the altar

yet,” he taunted.

The arrogant bastard, Amber thought angrily. He stdsof the opinion
she was good enough to bed, but not to wed. Wellwas in for a big
surprise.

‘Ah, Lucas, that is where you are wrong.” Amber letlia deliberately
slow, sexy curve of her full lips. ‘Clive appre@atmy talents.’ Let the
swine make of that whatever his lecherous mind lcoled. ‘He has asked
me to marry him, but | have yet to give him my aasperhaps over
lunch,” she said. ‘So, if you will excuse me.’

He moved so fast Amber didn’t have time to avoith.nDne minute there
were six feet of space between them, and the exivas hauled against
the hard-muscled wall of his chest. Before she ca@tituggle, one large
hand slipped down over her buttocks, pressing bhgainst his thighs, and
she felt the heat of him searing into her evenughoher clothes. ‘No, |

won't excuse you,’ he rasped.

Amber’s throat closed in panic. The years since thed last met might
never have been. It was as if Lucas had rolled biaog, his sexuality so
potent that it fired her blood, making her onceimghe young girl who



had been a slave to her senses. Then his darkdesadnded and he kissed
her.

‘Lucas, no,” she managed to croak as his mouthddred hers, as he
ground the tender flesh of her lips back againstdeth in a brutal travesty
of a loving kiss. But even as she hated him, hatybflooded with a

feverish excitement and she fought the compuliosutrender with every
ounce of will-power she possessed, but it was matugh. The sexual
chemistry between them had always been explositie. years had not
dulled the effect, and with a hoarse moan she refgmh Lucas’s hold
relaxed as he sensed her surrender, and, reahisingcompletely she had
betrayed herself, she swiftly twisted out of hisar

‘Get out,” she ordered in a voice that shook, rensafolded protectively
across her breasts as she put as much space bedtveseras her office
allowed.

‘Christo! It was only a kiss-since when have you ever obpbtd a kiss?’
he derided savagely. ‘I was wrong, you haven't geah You can't help
responding. It is to be hoped Clive knows whatshaking on.’

The cruelty of his attack drove every last vesti§eolour from her face.

His narrowed eyes studied her pale face for a loogent before a self-
satisfied smile tilted the corners of his mouth.eNvwell, you haven't told

Clive about you and 1. He was far too astute; lad Been the answer in
her lowered gaze.

Lifting her head, she looked straight at him. “Ténés no you and I,” she
declared angrily. ‘There never was, as you wergredat pains to point out
when you married Christina.' Her eyes sparkled witlal defiance.

His temper rose as swiftly as her own. ‘Leave QGimgsout of his,’ he

commanded. ‘And if you want Clive to stay in ignoca...” he paused, his
narrowed gaze cold on her lovely face ‘...you waidlve dinner with me
tonight. I will pick you up here at six and we widbntinue our talk. We
have a lot to discuss.’



Panicked by his kiss, her lips tingling with theteof him, Amber had
forgotten Lucas’s real reason for seeking her dére was still the will to
discuss...

‘All right," she said curtly. ‘I'll check with Newyork this afternoon. The
sooner this matter is settled, the better.” Theugid of Lucas back in her
life filled her with horror and fear.

‘Amber, darling.” Clive strolled into the officeaw Lucas and stopped.
‘Lucas Karadines." And he held out his hand fordsuto shake. ‘Thinking
of changing bankers yet again?’ Clive asked comatiensally.

‘NO, nothing like that. A private matter concerninty late nephew Spiro.
Now, if you will excuse me...” Lucas glanced at Aenbhis dark eyes
holding a definite threat ‘...until later.” And Iheft.

Clive quickly crossed to Amber’s side, and put anfarting arm around
her shoulder. ‘I forgot to tell you when | spokeyou yesterday. | heard
about Spiro a week ago. | know he used to be a @oexd of yours; it

must have been a shock.’

A tragedy. A calamity that Amber had a sinking fieglwas only going to
get worse.

Lunch was a disaster. Amber toyed with the foodenplate, her mind in
turmoil. One kiss from Lucas Karadines, and hereftdlly considered
decision taken after two weeks in ltaly to accepive’s proposal of
marriage was shot to hell...

Clive was very understanding when she told him sbeded more time.
But she saw the hurt in his blue eyes when they gaodbye outside her
office building, and she hated herself for it. Hassa true friend.



CHAPTER SIX

RETURNING from lunch, Amber stopped at her seckesardesk.
‘Sandy...” she looked hard at the pretty brunett&vhat possessed you to
let Mr Karadines walk straight into my office? Yknoow the rules. No one
gets in unless they have an appointment, especiatlyir Karadines, you
must inform me first. Do | make myself clear?’

‘Sorry.” Sandy apologised and then grinned. ‘Butdaed he was an old
friend and he wanted to surprise you, and | cowldgsist. | thought you
would be pleased. | knowwould. Smart, charming and sexy as hell; what
more could a girl want?’

‘He is also a domineering, chauvinistic pig, withet mind-set of a
medieval monarch,” Amber declared with a wry grBandy was an
excellent secretary but a hopeless romantic. ‘New lgack to work,’
Amber commanded and walked into her office, clogimg door behind
her. She couldn’t blame Sandy. Lucas had a letmaine that few women,
if any, could resist...

A fax to New York was her first priority and thenmbder spent all
afternoon trying to work, but without accomplishimguch. It was five in
the afternoon when she finally received a repl¢o fax. She read it, and
groaned; her worst fear was confirmed. Lucas, damm was right! She
was Spiro’s sole heir, and clarification of whaattkentailed would follow
by mail.

Amber did not need to know. She’d made up her riadl whatever Spiro
had left her she would give to Lucas. She wantething to do with
Karadines ever again...

She’d been badly burnt once and only a fool puit th@nd in the Flame a
second time. Ruthlessly she squashed the waywatdjtih that Lucas was
a single man once more. He probably wasn't, shegihtodryly. Lucas had
a powerful sex drive, he was not the sort to ddvait a woman for very
long, and there were millions of women out therly ¢mo ready to fall into

bed with the man.



She was walking out of her personal washroom whenélephone rang.
Crossing to her desk, she pressed the button antdreom to hear Sandy
at her most formal announcing the arrival of Mr &dines.

‘Send him in,” Amber responded briskly.

A moment later with an exaggerated flourish Sarldgg the door wide
open. ‘Lucas Karadines.’ Strolling past Sandy, lsugave the girl a smile
and..a thank-you.

Even though Amber was ready for him, her heart stissed a beat, and
anger with herself made her tone sharp. ‘Thanksdgayou can leave
now. | will see Mr Karadines out myself.’

‘As | have no intention of leaving without you, yolast statement was
rather superfluous, wouldn’t you say?’ Lucas quesardonically.

Amber forced herself to meet the mockery she knewlgvbe in his eyes.
‘Not at all. I think when you hear what | have #ysthis meeting will be

over in a few minutes.” She was slightly reassumé@n she realised he
was still wearing the same charcoal suit as befoike her, he had not
bothered to change; with a bit of luck, she cowdié having dinner with

him.

‘Really?’ he drawled silkily. “You intrigue me.’

‘Yes, well. | have checked with New York, you wetght about Spiro’s
will. I don’t have the details yet, but it does moatter, because | have
decided to sign everything over to you.’

‘Such generosity, Amber.” He was laughing at hlee sould see it in the

sparkle in his black eyes. ‘But then you were abvagry generous, at least
in one department.’ Lucas drawled softly, a flidkis lashes sending his
gaze skimming over her with deliberate sensualgration.

She shivered, with what must be cold, she tolddikees she stared at him
in silence for a second, then lowered her gazkdaaléesk and picked up her
briefcase. She was over Lucas. She had been fos.\yida had humiliated



her, and caused her more pain than any woman slnawe to bear. So
why? Why did die sight of him, the sound of hinill $tave the power to
disturb her? With no answer, she continued as thdwaghad never spoken.

‘That being the case, | don’t think there is anythfor us to discuss at this
time. When | am in possession of the full factsSpfro’s legacy, I'll have
my lawyer contact yours as soon as possible.” Gintcher briefcase, she
stepped forward, about to stalk past him, but lisdhreached out and his
fingers bit into her shoulder. Instinctively sheZe.

‘It is not that simple, Amber, and you promiseddm me for dinner,' he
reminded her pointedly. ‘I'm holding you to that.’

She wanted to deny him, but his closeness, his barter shoulder were a
brittle reminder of her own susceptibility to theam She was not
indifferent to Lucas, no matter how much she tt@deny it. Whenever he
came near her she was rigid with tension. Her hpaunded and her
mouth went dry, a throwback to the time they'd sptayether, and
something she’d thought she’d got over long ago.

‘If you insist,” Amber managed to say coolly, astirugging her shoulder,
she slipped from under his restraining hand. ‘Bus itotally unnecessary.
I've told you, you can have the lot.’

‘If only it were that easy. You're a businesswomamber, you should
know better,” Lucas opined sarcastically. ‘But nasvnot the time to
discuss it. Unlike you, | missed lunch and I'm stagv Let’s go.’

She didn't really want to go anywhere with Lucast bne glance at his
granite-like profile and she knew it would be fatib argue. Much better to
go along with him now, than put off the discussioranother day. ‘Okay,’

she agreed, and preceded him out of the officeerkfwgf the lift, she tried

to ignore Lucas’s brooding presence lounging agane wall, apparently

content to remain silent now he had got his own way.

Her mother had always told her it was better te thlad medicine in one
go, and Lucas was certainly that where she wasetnad. How bad could
it be? A couple of hours in his company and them rséver need see him
again. Amber consoled herself with the thoughthaslift hummed silently



to the ground floor, and she stepped out into ther, her chin up, her
expression one of cool control.

‘There is quite a nice little Italian restauranstaround the corner from
here,” she offered with a brief glance at Lucal,aiad indomitable at her
side.

‘No, | have already made arrangements.’

Amber shot him a sharp glance. She didn’t like sband of that, but as
they were exiting the building the early rain' lgpden way to brilliant sun
and dazzled her eyes for a moment. When she didsfocucas was
opening the door of a black BMW parked illegallyttze kerb.

She stopped. ‘I have my own car, tell me where we going and I'll
follow you.’

‘Not necessary. Get in, | can see a traffic wardeming.” His large hand
grasped hers, urging her forward. ‘Don’t worryl| Bfing you back.’

Amber didn’t want to get in his car, but a briedigte along the road told
her he was telling the truth, at least about th#itrwarden, so she did as
she was told. It was only as he deftly manoeuvinedcar through the rush-
hour traffic that she realised to a man of his weal traffic ticket was

nothing. When he stopped the car outside the ilspm@s®ntrance to the
Karadines Hotel, Amber’s face paled. Lucas hadetdhle most insensitive
man alive, or else he had brought her here deldélgrand was just plain

cruel.

‘Why here?’ Amber queried as Lucas helped her éth® car. She didn’t
want to put her hand in his, but she did, refusomtet him see how much
he still affected her. ‘Not very discreet of you.’

‘It is toon late for discretion, you own part ofettplace.” Lucas’s hard,
intent gaze held hers. ‘So follow my lead and beliav

She stared at him, their eyes warring for a secand,she was the first to
look away. ‘All right.’



The foyer was relatively empty, but even so theehotanager appeared
and greeted Lucas effusively. Amber, to her constgsn, was urged
forward and Lucas insisted on introducing her t#® mman as a partner in
the business.

‘What did you do that for?’ she snapped as sodmesnan took his leave
of them. ‘I have not the least intention of-’

‘Keep it till we get to the suite.’

‘Wait a minute. | am not going to any suite withuyoShe stopped dead
and looked up into his cold dark eyes. ‘The restaumwill do perfectly
well.’

‘And run the risk of some employee tuning into duisiness discussion?’
he drawled sardonically. ‘I think not, Amber.’

‘Then you should not have brought me here in tts filace,” she snapped.

Lucas’s dark head bent towards her. ‘I thought yoauld appreciate
somewhere you knew,’ he suggested softly, his breathering across her
cheek as his hand settled in the middle of her lamckhe urged her across
to the bank of lifts and into a conveniently emphe.

‘You thought wrong,' she declared angrily, twistiagay from his hand,
her body taut with tension. She stared at his btmadk as he pressed the
required button and the doors closed, entombing tinehe small space.

Slowly Lucas turned and lounged back against thpeted wall, his dark
eyes narrowing speculatively on her furious fadecan't be the place,
because you are familiar with the hotel. So whyahger, Amber? | could
almost believe you are afraid of me.’

He hadn’t moved, but all at once the atmospherebeadme charged with
sexual tension. Amber’'s mouth was dry, the blooding rapidly through
her veins. ‘I'm not afraid of any man.’” She raidegt eyebrows, her air of
sophistication firmly back in place. ‘And | am rfamiliar with the hotel,’
she said sweetly. ‘I have only been here twice, laoth times were a
disaster. The first you dragged me into bed, aedsttond you drove me



out.” She managed to say it all with a light, etene of voice, and she
watched with interest as a red tide of colour rarunder his skin. ‘Or had
you forgotten in the old days you had a preferefarediscreet little
restaurants, as | suggested earlier?’

The lift came to a halt, and Amber had the distingpression Lucas was
relieved he did not have to respond. Stroke ondougher, she thought
irreverently as she followed him down a short @wrj and brushed past
the door he held open for her without a glance.

The elegant sitting room was exactly the same usthuxury fitted carpet
and period furniture. The large patio doors leadiug onto the terrace
were wide open and she had a glimpse of a tablséwo. Some of her
hard-won sophistication evaporated as she rectiednly other time she
had been in this suite. The first time they had enage.

She stared at the floor with unseeing eyes. Shebeat a virgin, and
totally ignorant of the power of love. She had bety at first but so
desperately eager. She felt the colour rise incheeks at the memory. A
few passionate kisses and he had carried herhetbédroom and she had
let him strip her naked-helped him, in fact. Thenhad told her to undress
him, and she had fumblingly complied. With breakirig expertise he had
taken her to the heights of ecstasy over and ay@naand from that night
on she had been completely addicted to the manh&teéeen madly in
love, and willingly she had followed where he’d .|afith hindsight she
realised she should have guessed then for Ludeslionly been sex. She
felt a deep ache in the region of her heart, arntedrher teeth. She hadn’t
expected the memory to hurt so much...

Lucas walked past her, discarding his jacket aedoti a low velvet-
covered sofa, and headed straight for the drinbdéeyr. ‘What will you
have?’ he asked, and only then did she lift hedtzal glance at him.

‘Nothing,” she croaked. With his shirt half opendaa tantalising glimpse
of silky black chest hair exposed and his pleatedsers resting snugly on
his slim hips, he looked exactly as he had alléhg=ars ago.

One ebony brow rose enquiringly. ‘“You must, | insis



‘No, I'm driving later.” She swallowed hard and lad away. ‘A fruit
juice, maybe," she amended.

A moment later Lucas was handing her a glass ofgarguice. She took it
with a steady hand but made sure her fingers dtdcame into contact
with his.

‘You look hot,” he opined, his dark eyes searctoncher flushed face. ‘Let
me take your jacket.’

‘No, no.” With a glass of juice in one hand and bdefcase in the other,
there was no way she could remove it, and he ofytarasn’t going to.
She had no faith in the fine silk of her blousedher body’s reaction to
his intimidating male presence.

‘Please yourself, but at least let me take this\tAefore she could react,
his large hand prised her fingers from the dedth-girip she had on her
briefcase. ‘We are eating on the terrace. Are yoe $can’t persuade you
out of your jacket? It is a warm night.’

Warm did not begin to describe how Amber was suljdiereling and she
almost fell over her feet to rush out onto theaee; and take a great gulp
of air.

A moment later Lucas followed her out with a glagsvhisky in one hand,
and, casting a sardonic glance at her stiff bodgdihg by the balustrade,
he pulled out a chair at the perfectly set table.

‘For heaven’s sake! Sit down and relax, Amber. haot about to jump
you.’

‘I never thought you were,” she responded with adbie poise and took
the seat he offered.

Surprisingly Amber enjoyed the meal, probably beeashe had hardly
eaten any lunch, but also because Lucas was ahhisning best. Not a
hint of innuendo, or mention of the past. The cosagon was topical;
some politics, the latest show to open in the Vist, which Amber had
seen, Lucas had not.



‘I didn’t know you liked the theatre,"” Lucas remadk ‘I never thought to
take you when we were together.’

Sitting back in her chair, sipping at a cup of klaoffee, Amber almost
choked. He was back to personal and she did netitiKYou never took
me anywhere,’ she said flatly, draining her cup.

‘You're right. Except to bed, of course, as | récaeé had the greatest
difficulty leaving the bedroom.’

Hot colour flooded her face but Amber wasn’t tomchthat one with a
bargepole. ‘Shall we stick to business? | meanttwhkaid earlier-whatever
Spiro has left me, you can have. | know the willstnhave been an
oversight on his part, or laziness. Either way yoe the rightful heir. |
don’t see any problem.’

‘Even if | believed your offer, there are severalgh obstacles," Lucas
intoned cynically. ‘Never mind the death duty, whievill be quite
substantial, his medical bills are enormous.’

‘Did he die of Aids?’ Amber asked, but she’d alrp@lessed the answer.

‘Of course, after a protracted illness,” Lucas eddaflatly. ‘I gather you
have not had much contact with Spiro.’

‘I hadn’t spoken to him in four years,” she sai@rwously fingering the
waist button on her jacket and slipping it opene 3&lt terribly guilty,
though she knew deep down it wasn't rational. Spad been a law unto
himself.

‘Okay. In that case I'd better fill you in.’

For a brief second she imagined his long body, dakeerally doing just
that, and to her horror her own body betrayed &devave of heat washing
over the surface of her skin, her breasts swebigginst the constraint of
her bra. Thankfully Lucas did not seem to be awditbe effect his simple
statement had aroused.



‘Well, you know Spiro,” Lucas prompted, exaspenatiacing his tone.
‘From taking control of his inheritance, he spertrmay like a madman. He
bought most of the pictures in his art gallery frohe artists himself.
“Friends”, he called them. For the last few yeagshias hired a house on
Fire Island every summer, apparently a very popplace with the gay
community, and he always took a crowd of pals alkanghare it with him.
He sold off twenty per cent of his share of Karadinwithout my
knowledge. | don’t think he did it deliberately harm the company, but it
didn’t help. He needed money fast and a frienddfikéor him.’

‘How so Spiro,” Amber groaned with feeling. ‘Even death he caused
chaos.’

‘You knew him well,” Lucas commented dryly. ‘Buttdang up after my
father and Christina has left me with a bit of ashcfow problem. |
haven't got the capital to buy Spiro’s shares atttoment-but if | don’t
own them, the company will be very vulnerable tedators.’

And he should know, Amber silently concluded. Lueass the biggest
predator she knew. She glanced across at him,diéerg eyes narrowing
shrewdly on his darkly attractive face. That wag\ihber saw the Haw in
his argument. Lucashouldknow the solution. He had a brilliant brain and
was a sharp operator of worldwide renown. He wase alickedly sexy
with his shirt unbuttoned, came the unbidden thautop it, Amber.
Concentrate, she told herself firmly. Lucas wasaipomething, but what?

‘But why can't | just give you Spiro’s share?’ sheked, feeling her way.

‘I have never taken money off a woman in my lifeldram not going to
start now. | will buy your shares, eventually.’

‘When you're over your cash-flow problems.’

He nodded. His eyes were hooded, masking his esipresHers were
hopefully blandly business-like. The treacherousutit did flicker
through her mind that she was in the perfect posittb exact a devastating
revenge on the man who had thought of her as h#teer than a slut, a sex
object to be used and discarded when he felt tikear a fleeting moment
she let her mind dwell on the idea of selling tother party. It was no



more than Lucas Karadines deserved; her lips curvedwry smile. But
she knew she couldn’t do it...

Rising abruptly from the table, Lucas said, ‘Igestting distinctly chilly out
here, we can carry on our discussion inside.’

Amber’s mouth opened to deny him, but, catchingdjaical expression
on his handsome face, she thought better of it. Bdw the distinct
impression he had read her mind and was not taldooyt the weather at
all.

Rising, she followed him back into the sitting rqomnd, carefully
positioning herself on the edge of an armchair, réffiesed his offer of a
brandy. She simply watched and waited.

‘My solution...” having poured himself a generowdging of brandy into a
crystal goblet, Lucas turned and walked towards..hés as | said earlier
today... You and |, Amber, are now the major padrie Karadines. As
you have probably worked out, you can make lifeywbfficult for me, and

| could hardly blame you, after the way | treated.y

His answer floored her. He actually sounded cantiier golden eyes
widened to their fullest extent on his, and he sdthilown at her, a small
smile, but a smile nevertheless.

‘Don’t look so surprised.” His gaze narrowed anceptvover her tensely

held body perched on the end of the chair, lingeahwhere her breasts
were outlined beneath the fine silk of her blo&ee had forgotten she had
undone her jacket. ‘The past four years have taughtthat love is an

illusion and what we shared was a lot more honastien.’

Amber gulped, and jumped to her feet. No way wasging there! And,
fastening the button of her jacket, ‘This is allwénteresting but | really
must be going. And if you want my advice. . . sta&d briskly, spying her
briefcase leaning against the end of the sofa &edheaded towards it.
Picking it up, she turned and finally glanced up latcas. ‘I'm a
stockbroker-if you need to raise money, float tloenpany on the stock
market.’



‘Come now, Amber,” he drawled mockingly. ‘Do youallg think that I,
Lucas Karadines, would ever give up control of idamas?’

His impregnable confidence made her suddenly angey;golden eyes
flashed. “You might have to.’

‘Not if you agree to my plan, Amber,” he murmuréds glance intent on
her lovely face as he towered over her. ‘If you asehonest as you say,
you know Spiro would never have intended the farfiign to fall into
other hands or even collapse.’

Lucas was right. Spiro used to rant and rave ah@ifamily, but deep

down he had cared for them. Amber’s golden gazeéieduLucas, and her
pulses raced. She’'d been struggling to keep hes effehim all evening,

the tempting view of his near-naked chest, and witly inches separating
them she knew she had to get away.

‘What exactly is your plan?’ she asked abruptlye Sfould listen to him,
agree and get out fast.

‘I's quite simple,’” he murmured. His black eyesgkred on her high
cheekbones, the thick, curling lashes framing hidewget golden eyes, and
then lower to the full curve of her lips, and lovetill to the soft swell of
her breast.

‘Get on with it Amber prompted, terrified by thatent sensual gleam in
his dark eyes.

He was too close. Far, far too close. ‘Just-jedit me,” she stammered,
,somewhat breathlessIyurn, run her mind screamed. But she had waited
too long.

Lucas hauled her hard against him, his dark heawbged down and his
mouth closed over hers. Amber gasped, and his ®mgined instant
access to the moist, dark interior of her mouthr. bteefcase fell from her
hand and clattered to the floor. But Amber was uascomus of the fact.
She was only aware of the hard heat of Lucas,dble-like strength of his
arousal pressed against her lower body, the grieedger of his mouth as
he ravished hers, and her own instant fierce respon



His hands slid down from her shoulders, and shedliiher own to clasp
them around his neck. She clung to him, as one laagd delved down the
front of her blouse to cup the soft curve of hexast, long fingers slipping
under the strip of lace that was her bra. Ambeddbted as he flicked a
nail over a nipple, bringing it to a rigid, pulsipgak. With his other hand
closed over her bottom, she instinctively rotated lips sensually against
his hard thighs, wanting more,

Lucas lifted his head, his breath hot against lnerek, and watched her
with night-black eyes. ‘You haven’t changed,” haldauskily with an edge
of triumph in his tone. ‘Still the sexiest girl &di.” His lips caressed hers
softly.

Amber stiffened, her hands fell from his neck, at@ turned her head
away from his searching mouth. He was right, danmm..h Nothing had
changed in the intervening years, she realized. \&&® still helplessly
enslaved to the potent sexuality of this one maut.she was older and
wiser...and, fighting for every bit of will-poweshe flattened both hands
on his chest and pushed.

‘Let me go,” she demanded bitterly. She could fieelheavy pounding of
his heart beneath her hand, the angry tensionsirbbdy. She lifted her
eyes to his, and caught a flash of something vidteat quickly vanished.

‘As you wish, Amber.” He threw his arms wide antépped back. ‘I have
discovered all | needed to know.’ His dark eyes aaglitter in them, and
more than a hint of triumph.

Amber gazed at him, her eyes clouded with puzzlérard the lingering
traces of passion. To hide her confusion, she dewn and retrieved her
briefcase, and, straightening up, she smoothedas&et down over the
curve of her hips with a trembling hand. ‘If yountany co-operation over
Spiro’s legacy, you can cut that out for a stashé said icily. ‘Otherwise
you can sort Karadines’ problems out yourself. $are you’'re more than
capable.’

She headed for the door.



‘I am.” Lucas smiled, catching her wrist and spimi her back to face
him. ‘The solution is simple: | marry you,” he daad, a hint of
satisfaction in his voice. ‘You did ask me oncedoef remember?' he
taunted softly.

Amber would have given everything she owned notHer face went
ashen, the passion and the pain inextricably linkeder mind. She had
swallowed her pride and begged him to love heril@inally he had told

her the truth-that she disgusted him.

‘Over my dead body.” Wrenching her wrist from hissgp, she looked at
him with loathing in her eyes. ‘My God! Your arraogz is only exceeded
by your colossal conceit in daring to ask the qoast

‘I did not ask a question.” His black eyes glintedckingly. ‘I made a
statement of intent.’



CHAPTER SEVEN

AS AMBER tried to find her voice through the angleat consumed her
she told herself, He has to be joking! But Lucas nibt look particularly
amused. In fact, the cold determination in his lblages sent an icy shiver
of fear slithering down her spine. ‘I don’'t have listen to this,” she
declared forcibly. ‘I'm leaving.’

‘No, you are not,” Lucas countered coolly, and géig an arm around her
waist, drawing her ruthlessly closer. She felt tigat of him searing her
even through her clothes. Amber’s lips went dryt tlegoat closing in
panic. Lucas was holding her tightly. She tried tauggle free, but he
simply increased the pressure, crushing her tdhéndness of his body. ‘I
have no intention of letting you go,” he mutterexer again.” He grasped
her chin with one large hand and tilted her heatkbd.ook at me!’ he
commanded.

She wanted to escape, and planted her hands fomlhyis chest intending
to push him away, but the old familiar sexual chetrngiheld her in thrall,
and had he actually said ‘ever again"? The notias Wweguiling and the
best she could do was stare up at him with puzalegky eyes.

Her anger seemed to amuse him, and as his darkbgaed into her she
felt the surge of blood in her cheeks, and begarnrd¢mble, her legs
suddenly weak as with a faint, mocking smile hel toér exactly what he
wanted.

‘You and | will marry a week on Saturday in Greéeds fingers traced up
over her lips in intentional provocation. ‘I carkéayou to bed now, and
remind you how it was with us, or we can wait foe tvedding. But that is
the only choice I'm giving you.’

Amber knew she should be fighting him, but couldyogaze at him in
shock, with increasing need and desire scorchinguth her. ‘No,” she
denied. But his mouth found hers, deriding her tiegavith a demanding
hunger that had her weakening helplessly against. Mith sensual
expertise he deepened the kiss until a druggingigrashad emptied her



mind of everything but a growing physical need,aghe she had to have
assuaged.

He was using the potent force of his sexualitygblgs own way, and even
as she recognised the fact Amber suddenly did raoe!cA wild
recklessness filled her, sweeping away the yearediucas had held her
like this, kissed her like this, and, slipping hends over his chest, she
clasped them behind his neck, pressing her slebddy to his mighty
frame. It was only when he broke the kiss and heldslightly away from
him, his breathing ragged, she realised the fuktmxof her capitulation.

‘Come to bed with me, you know you want to.” Higldayes blazed with
triumph; he had sensed her complete surrenderakea tit as a yes, now
he was simply discussing the terms. ‘Now or nexekyewhat does it
matter?’

Amber would have denied him, even as her body wafire for him. His
assumption he only had to kiss her and she wowie igi was an insult to
her pride, her self-esteem. But then he groaned.

‘Christo! | certainly need you.” The hand at her chin waddenly gentle,
and he stared deep into her golden eyes. ‘Say @&’ gulped at the
unguarded hunger, the desire she saw in expresges ‘I'll wait for the
wedding night if you insist,” he said, his smilenaist tender.

It was the tenderness that did it. She wanted @im. How she wanted
him, and why not? her sex-starved body demandeel W&is not going to
marry him, she was no longer a lovesick girl, oioal, but with every
nerve in her body screaming with frustration shenmmued, ‘All right’ At
least she could have this one night.

Lucas smiled, a slow, sensual twist, then raisechands to her head and
deftly unpinned the severe chignon, and trailedihgers through the long

length of her hair, spreading it over her shouldénges closed, Amber

trembled as his arm slid down around her waist landested his head in
the curve of her neck, breathing in the fragraensof the tumbling mass

of hair.



‘I have been longing to do this,” he murmured. ffarthe second | walked
into your office today and saw your magnificentrhetraped back, my
fingers ached to set it free. It should alwaysree f His lips moving over
her burning cheek finally found her mouth.

The years since they had last met might never baea. Her pulse leapt
as Lucas kissed her with a wild, yet tender, passize was helpless to
deny. She didn’t want to. She felt the sudden mfstdtamp heat flooding

her lower body, and feverishly she clung to himerdly abandoning

herself to the sheer ecstasy of his kiss, his touch

Swiftly Lucas swept her up in his arms. She putdrenrs around his neck
and she kissed him very slowly and long. Amber vasally conscious
of him lowering her to her feet and removing thelothing as desire
mounted fiercely inside her. She touched a slerfishgrer to his lips,
remembering, tracing the firm outline-he had sudem@sual mouth. Lucas
drew a ragged breath, and urged her down onto die 8She felt the
mattress at her back, and stared up at him witsigaglazed eyes. He
was magnificent in his nudity; his shoulders wereakl, his hips were
narrow and his belly fiat and hard, and the awesseiglet of his aroused
manhood made her shudder in almost fearful anticipa

For a long, tense moment Lucas looked down atdrarking in her naked
beauty with black hungry eyes, then, leaning okerkissed her, his mouth
possessive and urgent on her own.

Then, rearing back, he touched her and she quividteda leaf in the
breeze. His 'hands swept slowly down her body liong, sinuous, almost
worshipful motion, then up again, his palms Hathen stomach until they
reached her breasts. He teased her gently, theréirgf one hand grazing
slowly over the tips of her breasts, first one &meh the other, bringing
them to rigid, aching peaks, while his other hantbasthed back down
between her legs that parted involuntarily at lasess. She was moist,
ready, aching for him, and with a delicate, eratiach he caressed her
until desire mounted crazily inside her and evenghelse was blotted
from her mind.

He caught her to him, and their mouths met anddiused she arched
herself blindly against him. With tactile delightesslipped her hands down



across his shoulders, and along under his armesadris taut abdomen,
and then they swept around the outside of his shagtd finally to his inner
thigh, her slender fingers curving around the hptdsing strength of him.
She wanted him now...

She heard the sharp intake of his breath as hid hikad back. ‘No,

Amber.” And he closed his hand over hers, pullinfyjam his body. For a
horrible second she thought he meant to deny het yet. | was a brute
the last time,” he rasped. ‘Il vowed...’

She could see the muscles of his thighs bunch tertkion in the effort of
control. But after five years of celibacy Amber mitdwant to talk. So she
wrapped her arms around his neck, and pulled hick dawn over her.

He kissed her with a wild hunger, his tongue expfpdeep in her mouth,
his hands caressing every inch of her burning flegh sensual delight,
and she responded with equal passion and helplessswf pleasure.

She sank back under his hard, hot body, whimpeitiy need. But Lucas
was not to be hurried. He kissed her mouth, headtse her thighs, until
she jerked helplessly beneath him, her senses simgnmuith desire.
‘Please, Lucas, don’'t make me wait,” she begged.

And as though he’d been waiting for her plea Lucesed between her
parted thighs. Amber tensed for a second. It hauh lzelong time for her.
The hard length of him moved slowly, easing himskdéper and deeper
inside her, sometimes to his full length and somes with shallow strokes
that teased and enhanced the pleasure almostrtoApaber had never felt
such need, such fiery tension, until her inner rnassconvulsed around
him in a shattering completion. But still he movekeir bodies locked
together.

Lucas rolled onto his back and brought her up ablowe. His hands
clasping her hips, he held her against him, but m@wcould kiss her
breasts. Amber cried out at the feel of his mouthher taut nipples, and
shockingly felt the excitement building all overaagy

‘Yes, yes,’ Lucas cried, and as he held her figrdelwn on him his great
body bucked violently beneath her as he reachedlinax. At the same



time Amber cried his name, and tumbled over into tin headlong
fulfilment yet again.

She collapsed on top of him, breathless and misdfegling the sweat of
passion cooling on her skin. She buried her headi®shoulder. She did
not want him to see her, not yet. Not until she hewbvered some of her
shattered control. She felt his large, warm haneksther back gently, and
she could almost fool herself it was love. .. Bot quite...

Rolling off him, she lay flat on her back, and dealed a despairing
sigh-from the heights of ecstasy to the depthsespdir in a few moments.
Amber knew herself well-no way would she allow angn the intimate
liberties she had gloried in with Lucas unlesslIshed him. The enormity
of the realisation made her heartsick.

She loved him, she always had and probably alwaysldv But she had
been too badly hurt before to believe he wantemaory her for any other
reason than Spiro’s legacy. Tonight would haveda®@bough. It was ironic
in a way, she thought as a wry smile curved heedewollen lips. Lucas
had called her a gold-digger, but in fact it wasdsiwho was now in that
position.

‘What are you thinking?’ Lucas propped himself arecelbow, his dark,
slumberous eyes boring into hers, his breathinguststeady. ‘That smile
looks decidedly smug.’

It was a question she did not want to answer, nuttfully. The night was
young and she intended to make full use of it. Bted her hands and
trailed her fingers through the silky mat of chieatr, caressing his body.
As her finger grazed a hard male nipple she fedt hagnificent body
tremble, and she smiled again. ‘I was wondering havg it takes you to
recover these days,” she murmured throatily, hezsegleaming with
invitation.

Surreptitiously Amber glanced at her wrist-watchvés the only thing she
was wearing. It was close to one o’clock in the mmay. She looked down
into the face of Lucas Karadines. Somehow he seemeth younger in



sleep. His eyes were closed, his long dark lasheshing his cheeks. He
was deeply asleep, not surprising after their sgécencounter, Amber
thought, remembering his seemingly insatiable dedut she could not
sleep-she had to leave. Even now, with her padsiohim momentarily
guenched, she felt no lessening of desire, bukake on Lucas’s part it
was only lust... He had told her so quite truthfylears ago. Dear heaven!
What was it going to take for her to get over hib€ath?

On that morbid thought she stifled a sigh and skd of bed, and by
moonlight she managed to find her clothes and getsgd. Slipping her
shoes on, she crept quietly towards the door. @imed for one last look at
his bronzed body spread out on the bed, and awnerst back to join him.

Instead she closed the door on the temptationdedad.

She didn't get far! Finding her jacket on the arithe sofa, she slipped it
on, and, picking up her briefcase, she steppedrtsimae exit and escape,
just when the bedroom door was Hung open.

‘Amber.’ Lucas walked into the sitting room, totallinconscious of his
nudity. ‘What are you doing?’

‘I am leaving.’

Lucas glared at her for a startled second. ‘Whaitll is wrong with you?
Are you out of your mind? We have just shared nblalwing sex and now
you are sneaking out of my bed in the middle ofrtigit!’

Pushing the tangled mass of her hair behind herigaa futile attempt to
tame it, she glanced up at Lucas. He had the apgegzled look of a child
who had had his favourite toy snatched from hissgraand his crude
comment on sex simply angered her further. ‘Whys Weupposed to wait
until you left first?’ she asked cynically.

If tonight had taught her anything at all, it wasittshe had to stay away
from Lucas. Because, loving him as she did, shenoacksistance against
him; she was his for the taking. Even now the textim to close the
distance between them and run her hands .overants tanned body, to
feel once more the wonder of his possession, wassdlirresistible. But
one thought stopped her. The memory of his leakisrgnaked on the floor



in the apartment they had once shared was someshiagvould not let
herself forget. She moved to walk past him, buth@ad shot out and he
captured her arm in a steely grip.

‘I have no intention of leaving you-' he glared dowat her pale face and
bruised, swollen mouth *-or of letting you go. Ybelong to me!’

‘Spiro’s money belongs to you is what you reallyame

He frowned at her acid comment. ‘If that is whatiyeant to think, so be
it. But it does not alter, the fact you are margyime. | had hoped
willingly.” His black eyes raked appreciatively avieer. ‘You're a very
beautiful, intelligent woman; any man would be mtao make you his
wife.’

A harsh laugh escaped her. ‘Oh, please, Lucas,’dsieled scathingly,
tugging her arm free and stepping back. ‘It's al&ié for compliments.’
Five years too late, she thought bitterly.

His dark eyes blazed angrily for a second befogtudg his more usual
expression, coldly remote. ‘If you say so.” He gged his broad
shoulders. ‘But if not willingly, | am quite prepat to use coercion. The
end result will be the same.’

He sounded so uncompromising that Amber flinch&ut ‘why?’ she
demanded in exasperation, trying not to look atrtdked body. ‘I have
told you to contact my lawyer. | will put it in wimg here and now, if you
like. You can have the lot.” Her temper was frayede was tired and
beginning to be afraid. There was something abasitimsistence on
marriage that was finally getting through to hee. \mMas deadly serious.

‘Because of the time-scale, Amber, even if | baedigour assurance that
you don’t want Spiro’s legacy, | don't want you ¢ive it to me,’” he
insisted for the second time, much to Amber’s peizant. ‘I will pay you
the going rate for your holding. But first theretiee small question of
probate. It usually takes months for a will to getough, and in the
meantime the company will become vulnerable to numas to how you
intend to disperse Spiro’s shares,” Lucas answgradly. ‘You will be
inundated with offers, and, much as | want to velien your altruistic



nature, | prefer to make sure. As my wife it wik apparent to any
predator the company is being kept firmly in thenilg.'

Amber had enough business sense to realise theseawdlaw in his
argument. ‘In that case the answer is simple. Il gWle you first option to
buy the shares at a knock-down price when | finafligerit. Problem
solved,” she said jauntily.

'l prefer my solution. We both know there is thesgbility of you
marrying Clive Thompson-' he almost spat the namie'-@nd there is no
way he is getting anywhere near my business.’ Laogl#tering glance
was full of macho rage. He knew Amber would notdasy to fool, she
was too damn smart. But after the great sex theyshared there was no
way on God’s earth he was letting her get awayradgée had spent far too
many long, lonely nights frustrated as hell. Hekkab grimly down at her.
‘And if you have any fondness for your new-founth& and family, you
will do as | say.’

To Amber's ears that sounded suspiciously like eeah A terrible
coldness invaded her and, cautiously lifting hemdheshe looked into his
jet-black eyes. ‘What exactly do you mean by thati® demanded quietly.

‘Wait here while | dress,” Lucas commanded andd&rdack into the
bedroom, leaving Amber standing in an agony of ense: She considered
walking out, but didn’t dare, Lucas had been sdliogly confident, she
had to know what he meant.

When he returned, Amber’s wary gaze swept over kienlooked casually
elegant. Light-coloured linen trousers hung easityhis lean hips, a line
knit roll-neck sweater covered his muscular chest lis black hair was
brushed firmly from his broad brow. ‘Good, you vedit | rather thought
you might,” he stated silkily. ‘Now, where were Wwée asked, smiling. '

She felt like knocking the grin off his face, buisiead gathered all the
will-power she possessed and took a couple of gtegdreaths. “You
were about to tell me why | should not marry Cliug marry you instead.
Personally | thought it was my own choice. Howysdf me,” she managed
to say facetiously.



Lucas’s smile vanished. “You have no choice.” Hiskdeyes narrowed to
angry slits. ‘Not if you value your father's goodme? Amber felt a sick
feeling in the pit of her stomach as Lucas conthu&ince Sir David
retired, his bank has not, how shall | put it.H# hesitated; his black eyes,
glittering with triumph, clashed with hers. ‘Hisrs#ark is not a patch on
him. Last year, although it saddened me to doviergithe long association
between Karadines and Janson'’s, | had to cuteslwith the bank. It was
only out of deference for Sir David that chargesemeot brought against
them.’

‘I don’t believe you,” Amber said sharply. ‘My fathis an honest man.'

‘Yes, | agree. Unfortunately the same cannot bd &ai his son,” Lucas
opined cynically.

Amber went white, and in a voice that shook shedsk/ou're telling me
that Mark has done something illegal?’ The horripkrt was, Amber
realized that she was not completely surprisedumak’s statement.

Lucas shot her a caustic smile. ‘What else would gall using money
from a client’s account to fund a yacht in the Matl keeping a very
expensive mistress?’

Amber turned her head aside, unable to meet his. &ark had bought a
yacht, that much was true, and the mistress dginjprise her much either.
His poor wife Mary was the mother of three delightfaughters, and spent
her whole time apologising for not producing the ser husband wanted.

Lucas walked over to her, his long fingers clasgieg chin. ‘If you don’t
believe me, ask him, Amber,” he challenged.

She had a terrible feeling Lucas might be right] ahe hid her confusion
with an angry accusation. ‘You would use the feglitnave for my father
to blackmail me into marrying you?’ she derided. ybur dreams, buster.’

His jaw tensed and something violent flashed indyiss before he drew a
deep breath. ‘Not in a dream, but in reality, yéshat's what it takes to
get what | want. Yes, he reiterated bluntly.



She searched his lean, strong face, sure he mikstidiag. Surely no man
in the twenty-first century could force a womanoimharriage? He didn’t
mean it. But she could not help noticing the implde determination in
his gaze. How had she forgotten what a ruthlessizhbe could be? She’'d
fooled herself into thinking she could have him &night and walk away.
Amber felt her stomach curl sickeningly with fear laer eyes skimmed
over his magnificent physique, the vibrant raw ggeof the man that
fascinated her even as it repelled her. She hadrastimated Lucas. But
she’d also overestimated her own ability to conbret chaotic emotions.
Her eyes widened in horror. ‘You're crazy,” she biit as realisation
dawned. He was serious, and, worse, much worseyasigempted...

One ebony brow lifted while a ruthless smile curtesl sensuous mouth.
‘Perhaps, but how would you live with yourself knog you could have
saved the reputation of your father’'s firm? A fatiého went to great
lengths to find you and acknowledge you.’

She was trembling. ‘You're a bastard, Lucas,” slagd,sher strained
features reflecting her inner turmoil. ‘But I'm nafraid of you. | will ask
Mark, and-’

He cut across her. ‘Yodo that. | made my decision a while ago, I'll give
you until the day after tomorrow to make yours.’

Amber heard the car drive up, the engine stop hadcar door slam. Her
full lips tightened in an angry grimace as she géahout of the window of
her living room. Lucas was pushing open the wrotigint gate that led up
the garden path to the front door of her cottage.

Since the night when she’d fallen like a ripe plimo his arms, in his
hotel suite, her life had become chaotic. The fwihg evening she’d met
Mark, her half-brother, for a drink, and as soorslas’'d mentioned Lucas
Karadines he had gone white, and within minutesdshad the whole
story: it was true. It would have been risiblehietconsequences had not
been so tragic for Amber.



Wednesday morning Lucas had called at her offiogalty to her father’s

family and her guilty feelings over Spiro’s legawgd forced her to accept
Lucas's proposal. Because she knew she did natveetsegain by Spiro’s

death. He had been a good friend for many years, gtsdent and after.
Yet she had not contacted him in over four yeacabge he had invited his
uncle to the opening of his art gallery withoulibtgl her, and told Lucas
that she’d put up the capital for Spiro’s ventuvéorse, she could not
shake the notion that if she had not given Spiertitoney to go to New
York when he had, he might not have contractedlibease that had killed
him. But the fact that Lucas the devil had won dathing to soothe her
anger.

That weekend, at Lucas’s insistence, she had thkento her father's

house in Surrey, and dropped the bombshell of thdoming marriage
the following Saturday. Lucas had charmed Sir Dawid his wife Mildred

so much so that Mildred had insisted on throwingeagagement party.
Amber had been glad to get back to work on the Mgrahd away from

Lucas, who had business in New York for a few d&ysg.then she’'d had
the unenviable task of lunching with Clive and itgl him she was

marrying Lucas Karadines. She had felt an absaeloren by the time they
had parted, because she hadn’t been able to igk @le real reason for
her hasty marriage, and he’d taken her rejectidh wibrave smile and an
honest desire that they remain friends.

Then mid-week she’d discovered Lucas had spokethgochairman of
Brentford’s. The firm had given her three monthslittay. When she had
discovered from one of the other partners why, s been furious and
deeply hurt in equal proportions.

She heard the doorbell ring. They were flying autGreece today and
tomorrow was their wedding day. ‘Unfortunately,” Aer muttered darkly,

smoothing the fine buttercup silk summer dress s chosen to wear
over her slender hips, and, taking a deep, calimiagth, she walked out of
the living room, along the hall and opened the tfidoor.

Lucas stood on the path, tall and dark, and theessmpn on his strong
face was one of amusement. ‘| don't believe it-youe in a country
cottage with roses around the door. It is not yoallaAmber," he drawled
mockingly.



Put out by his opening comment, Amber snapped, ‘Hosvhell would
you know?’ Her heart had leapt at the sight of Bime-had not seen him
since last Sunday.

A green polo shirt fit snugly over his wide shoukjeand outlined the
musculature of his broad chest in loving detailaKihcotton trousers clung
to his hips and long legs. A pair of sunglasses stewed carelessly back
across the thick black hair of his head, revealigy perfect features in
stark beauty. It wasn’t fair; no man should lookgemd. Even the summer
sun glinting on the silver wings of his hair onlphanced his vibrant
masculine charm.

Lucas straightened. ‘As | recall | know you verylhieHis dark eyes
roamed over her face and down over her shapelyefigua blatant sensual
caress.

‘Only in the biblical sense,” Amber returned, amdarning back into the
hall, she grabbed the case she had packed anddmalkine door. ‘I'm
ready. Let’s go.” She did not want to invite hinbaimer home, because she
knew her marriage to Lucas would only last as lasgt took Spiro’s will
to pass probate. She loved her cottage; she haghbaudrom her landlord
three years ago, and had had great fun renovatin§hie wanted no
memories of Lucas to haunt it when she returned,

‘Is that all your luggage? Lucas demanded, one damdw arching

incredulously on the single suitcase. ‘We are gegttmarried in the

morning, we will be in Greece for at least the m&fsthe summer. Where
are all your clothes? Surely not in that thing.” Heng an elegant tanned
hand at her admittedly rather battered suitcase.

‘Let’s get one thing straight here, Lucas. | daréed anything special for a
civil marriage that is strictly business and wi# kerminated as soon as
possible; the dress | am wearing will do. Easy-eemsh and dry as are the
other clothes | have packed. | don’t need muchutm laround on a Greek
beach for three months, whichal | will be doing since you took it upon
yourself to get my employer to give me a holidayderstood?’ Amber

told him belligerently, squaring up to him, her dgh eyes dashing. If he
thought for one second she was going to socialise Wwm, or play the



part of the loving wife, or climb into his bed likegood little girl, he was
in for a rude awakening.

Black eyes clashed with hers, and she saw the dfirfury before he
successfully masked it with self-restraint.

‘Amber, you can walk around naked, if that is whati want,” he drawled
mockingly. ‘In fact, | would prefer you to.” His eg, flaring with sensual
heat, roamed over her body. She looked breathtikibgautiful, the
buttercup silk dress outlining her luscious curivekving detail. Her eyes
were wide and lustrous, with just a trace of vuhbdity in their golden
depths that her anger could not hide. She was newtear as confident as
she wanted to appear.

‘Oh, that is not what | mean and you know it,” sSimapped.

Lucas knew now was not the time to argue. ‘It waska, Amber, | hear
what you are saying. A business arrangement.’

Expecting an argument, Amber was surprised at &y @greement, and
for a moment felt ridiculously disappointed. Buteth what had she
expected? She remonstrated with her foolish headas had not wanted
her five years ago, he was hardly going to be desp¢o marry her now.
On that sobering thought she brushed past him pégbghe suitcase on the
path, and turned to lock the door of her littletage.

‘What exactly do you intend doing with this placé®icas asked, picking
up her suitcase in one hand, his other hand sg#iithe base of her rigid
spine as he urged her away from the house.

‘Why, nothing,” she informed him dulcetly. ‘| expeio be back at work in
three months.” Lucas wasn't getting it all his oway. He had ridden
roughshod over all her objections, charmed herefattind bribed her boss
to give her a three-month sabbatical, by the simreglgedient of becoming
a client of Brentford’s. He might have blackmaileer into marriage, but
he was definitely not blackmailing her into his tzeghin.

'Well, it is a bit small, but | suppose | could geted to it, Lucas
murmured.



Amber tensed. ‘What do you mean by that?"

His sensuous mouth tilted at the corners. ‘Why, Amldarling, once we
are married, what is mine is yours, and what igyoimine.’

Amber’s eyes widened in astonishment at his wokitsu're joking.’

‘If you want us to live in a cottage rather thanmansion,” he said,
shrugging his broad shoulders. His dark eyes wadtctitee myriad

expressions flicker across her exquisite face, ahen flicked

appreciatively over the soft curve of her breasts, narrow waist and on
down over the slender hips and long legs. ‘I danihd,” Lucas said
huskily, his dark eyes dancing wickedly.

He was laughing at her; she should have been firi@wt-but, I-1 mean
you have just agreed the marriage is strictly bessri Amber stammered
to a halt. He was handsome, a rampantly virile pede she stared at him,
her breath catching in her throat.

‘I know exactlywhat you mean, Amber,” Lucas emphasised dryly.uYo
are angling for a fight and | flatly refuse to giy®u one. Business
marriage or whatever! If my competitors are to bavinced, we have to

live together for as long as it takes. Now reldre sun is shining, it is a
beautiful day, and tomorrow will be even bettert @ethe car and let's

go.” With a broad grin he urged her out onto thadrand into the

passenger seat of a black BMW.

She watched him through lowered lashes as he icdthe driving seat

after depositing her suitcase in the back. Why steeleven imagined for a
moment that she would be able to resist Lucas, tényher body? If he

wanted her he only had to smile at her, and shdagasWhy had she even
tried to pretend she hated him? She loved him, thedrealisation of

exactly how vulnerable she was hurt like hell. Buhade her all the more
determined to defy him.

Starting the car, Lucas turned his dark head ankggrat her again. ‘I have
a surprise for you when we get to the airport.



Her own vulnerability to his blatant masculine e¢hamade her respond
with biting sarcasm; ‘Let’s hope it is the samepsise as the last time you
said that to me. You are marrying someone else...’

Lucas stiffened, his smile vanishing, his dark es&sing straight ahead,
watching the road. Amber noticed the dull stairrexf on his cheekbones
and for a second thought he was embarrassed engpdke. ‘No, this time
it has to be you. | have no choice.’

Amber opened her mouth to argue and stopped. Shgidack in the seat,
she let her thoughts loose, and winced at her eamgeait. She had been so
incensed at being conned into marrying Lucas, car®dd she was making
a great sacrifice for her family; she had nevewugi for a moment how
Lucas had to feel. He had loved his first wife, i8tima, and now because
of Spiro’s will he was stuck with either trustingmder, or marrying her.
His only other alternative was facing a takeoveti®dor his business.

A very chastened Amber said, ‘It is not too latee dbn’t have to marry.
You can trust me to give you Spiro’s legacy, Ludagon’t betray you.’

A large tanned hand dropped from the wheel to cuver her thigh.
Involuntarily her leg flexed, electric sensationgling down to her toes.
Lucas shot, her a deep and unfathomable look.

‘Sorry, Amber,” he said softly, ‘but | do have tcamy you.” With a brief
squeeze of her leg, he returned his hand to tleeistewheel.

With her thigh still burning from his touch, sheuddn’t think of a thing to
say. She closed her eyes to be alone with her btsugle had said sorry.
Did he mean he was sorry for her? Or sorry for kifMsecause he had to
marry her?

Trying to fathom out how Lucas’s mind worked wasndoher head in,
and, opening her eyes, she looked out of the pgssemindow and
realised they were approaching the airport.



CHAPTER EIGHT

‘SO WHAT is the mysterious surprise?’ Amber finalliemanded. The
long silence, the heightened tension in the clas#imes of the car, had
her nerves stretched to breaking-point.

‘You will soon find out,” Lucas said curtly, bringg the car to a halt at the
entrance to the airport terminal and, without socimas looking in her
direction, he proceeded to unfasten his seatbdiatéver the surprise was,
Lucas obviously had no intention of enlightening. he

‘Get out.” The terse command did nothing for Ambergrowing
resentment at his high-handed manner. She casalirminating glance
but it was wasted as he was already sliding otheftriver’'s seat, his back
towards her.

Amber scrambled out of the car with more haste thbagance, and,
straightening up, she flicked her mane of chestmait back from her
shoulders and looked around.

Lucas stood a couple of feet away. She watchedealsted an elegant
tanned hand and, magically, a small, rather wizemeash appeared and
caught the car key Lucas threw in his directione Thder man looked
vaguely familiar to Amber and, walking forward, sti@pped at Lucas’s
side as the strange man withdrew her suitcase thentar, handed it to
Lucas and said something in Greek.

Watching Lucas respond in the same language arld down at the other
man, Amber was diverted from her simmering angeiryigig to figure out
where she had seen him before. Then the old madl lifis head, grinned
at her and she remembered.

‘Why, it’'s you,” the asinine comment slipped outit the man had turned
and was already getting into the car. ‘That's thennthat called at the
apartment,” Amber said impulsively, tilting her ldea look up at Lucas. ‘I
remember him.” She beamed, pleased at having ptheestranger.



One dark brow arched sardonically as their eyes. rddt, yes! The
symbolic castration! | don’t think a trip down thaarticular memory lane
is appropriate, given we are to be married tomofrdwcas drawled
cynically.

Instinctively her eyes dropped to a certain parhigf anatomy; realising
what she was doing, she quickly glanced back upisatace. ‘No. No...’
she stammered. She had forgotten her vengefulioeagthen she’d,
destroyed the crotch in his trousers, and felt wolourn up through her
skin. Through anger, she decided staunchly, noaemmssment.

The look he cast her held a tinge of amusementwiiaat apparent in his
voice. ‘It was probably no more than | deservedegithe circumstances.
Forget it-1 have-and give me your passport, we hawget a move on.’

Whether it was embarrassment, anger, or sheer stimtklLucas had
actually admitted he might have been at fault, Wwi@s surely a first for
the great Lucas Karadines, it did not matter. Ambas flustered enough
to delve into her bag, withdraw her passport amtdhaito him without a
murmur.

‘Good girl.” And, cupping a large hand around hésow/, he led her
through the airport.

Following his broad back up the steps to the ditcfamber fumed at the
sheer arrogant confidence of Lucas. He had swesh thoth through
customs, with an ease that lesser mortals coulernaspire to. She
watched him smile at the stewardess waiting atetfieance door to the
plane, and saw the stupid girl simpering all ovien.FBy the time Amber
reached the door, the same girl simply bared teth ta&t Amber.

Walking into the cabin, Amber stopped dead.
‘Surprise, surprise,” a cacophony of voices shouted
Amber’s mouth fell open in shock, her golden eyddewing to their

fullest extent. Everyone and their granny were be tircraft, she
registered in stunned amazement.



Lucas stepped forward to curve a confident arm radooer rigid body.
‘This is your surprise...] thought you would appate your family
attending our wedding.’

She forced a smile to her lips, while her eyes sedrthe interior of the
cabin. Her father, his wife Mildred, her half-sistilie, Julie’s husband
Tom and their son plus Mark’s wife Mary and herethigirls were all on
board.

But the biggest surprise to Amber was Tim’s preserio a flurry of
greetings and with the aircraft door closing and daptain announcing
take-off, it was some time before Amber caughtlreath long enough to
look up at Lucas, who had somehow manoeuvred her anseat and
fastened her seat belt.

‘Why didn’t you tell me? | thought this was suppdge be a quick civil
wedding and an even quicker divorce,’ she hissadeasoar of the engines
signalled lift-off. ‘Why on earth involve my famify

Lucas’s dark head bent towards her, one arm redigigly over her

slender shoulders. ‘I am Greek, we are very farmifgntated,” his deep
voice murmured against her ear. ‘And, though | hebgt my family, it

would be unthinkable to exclude yours,” he declateée warmth of his
breath against her face sending her pulse-ratetiock

Amber stared at him, and Lucas stared levelly baicker, his hooded
black eyes giving nothing away.

‘But Tim as well, | thought...” She didn’'t know whshe thought.

‘He is your lifelong friend," he explained with asual shrug of his broad
shoulders. Against her will, Amber's eyes were drate those same
shoulders, straining under the cotton knit polortsrand gulped. The
popping of a champagne cork was a welcome diversion

Seat belts were unfastened, and the luxurious abmwifdhe private jet was
enjoyed by everyone. Amber found herself seated soft hide sofa, with
Lucas apparently glued to her side. She could tieelheat of his thigh
through the thin silk of her dress, and almost pedpthe stewardess’s



hand off when she offered her a glass of champagméer needed to cool
down quick...

The flight took on a party mood, champagne floweelfy, and toasts were
drunk to the engaged couple. Lucas responded Inygtdlite opportunity to
sweep Amber into his arms and kiss her thoroughlych to the delight of
everyone except Amber. Who, as soon as she coultbwti it looking
obvious, got to her feet and put some distancedmivwhem. She engaged
Mary in conversation only to have the woman gusloatr her, because
her three girls were to be bridesmaids.

It was the first Amber had heard of it, and she wedvanother glass of
champagne as more toasts were drunk to just abengane.

When Sir David raised his glass and offered a twasiis son Mark who

unfortunately could not be with them, Amber glancearily across the

cabin to where Lucas was in conversation with Thfer fiancé lifted his

head, his black eyes clashing with hers as heddigeglass to her, and
smiled a chilling smile that was more of a warning.

But, fortified with another couple of glasses o&oipagne and a delightful
cold lunch to settle her nervous stomach, Amberfoegbtten the moment
by the time the aircraft landed.

‘Are you all right'?” Lucas asked softly, his hamsh her elbow as he
guided her towards one of the waiting cars.

‘Yes, never better,’” Amber flashed him a smile-sehere over Europe
she had given up worrying, or some time after tbarth glass of
champagne. ‘Where are we going or is that anotheprise?’ she asked
blithely.

Handing her into the back seat of a luxurious cleawfdriven, air-
conditioned car, Lucas lowered his long lengthesite her, and, casually
throwing his arm over her shoulders, he hauledirter his side. ‘We are
going to the latest Karadines luxury hotel complaout an hour’s drive
up the coast from Athens.’ He looked down into ftheshed, beautiful face
and his eyes gleamed with triumph, and somethisg &imber was too
inebriated to recognise.



‘Does that suit you?’ he asked with an indulgamils.

Lucas Karadines could afford to be indulgent. Hegeatulated himself as
he settled her pliant body more comfortably agamst; his long fingers
lightly squeezed her upper arm. He had her. Amlaes aere in his car, in
his country, and tomorrow she would be his in eweay known to man.
‘Amber?’ he queried, but her eyes had closed ardr&s fast asleep.

Amber’s eyelids flickered half open and closed ag&he nuzzled her
head into the warm human pillow, blissfully awaré laicas’s arms
enfolding her in a warm embrace.

She opened her eyes again, and let her lips bgmhs the strong brown
column of his throat. Her tongue flicked out, andtéd the warm, smooth
skin. Amber breathed in the familiar masculine $aginhim and sighed
with pleasure. She felt the tightening of his firggat her waist and stirred,
tilting her head back to look up into his much-ldviace. ‘Lucas,” she
murmured his name, still in that no man’s land lestw sleep and
wakefulness.

Through half-closed eyes, she saw his dark headeddsg, the mobile
mouth with just the hint of a smile, and her tongii®ked out over her
softly parted lips in sensual anticipation.

His mouth covered hers, and she sighed her acasptas his tongue
gently explored the soft dark interior, and shapmcated. His lips were
firm yet sensuous, his touch so light, she museguilly. His strong hand
closed over her breast, and she groaned, the nggA&ing in instant
reaction to his touch. She snuggled closer anddebwn hand drop to his
thigh and gently stroke upwards. She heard hisdfisgeath and felt. his
instant reaction. His long, hard body was savadehse; her slender
fingers traced the outline of his rampant arousedugh the fabric of his
trousers. His dark head bent and he muttered samgetiplent in Greek

and captured her mouth again with a raw passide;agious urgency that
took her by surprise. Her head swam and she coaldyhbreathe. Fire
scorched through her veins. She heard him moanthenblast of heat was
overpowering. With a violent curse Lucas lifted hisad. Amber surfaced
abruptly from a whirlpool of passion.



A blast of hot aithad invaded the air-conditioned interior of the caneT
door was open...

‘Come on, you two, we are waiting.” A deep masaailroice laced with
laughter echoed in Amber's head, and suddenly sag wide awake.
Appalled at what she was doing, she jerked backdasped her hands
tightly together across her chest, staring into dsi& dark face with
horrified golden eyes.

‘Christo! Don’t move,” Lucas growled, his arms tighteninguward her,
shielding his body with hers. ‘Give me a momeng’ lhusked with one
strong hand stroking slowly up and down her badk,bineathing ragged.
‘You have the most damnable timing, Amber,” he infed her, slowly
withdrawing his arms from around her trembling body

A rueful smile twisted his firm lips, but the haathis hungry gaze as he
stared into her upturned face was sent wild casouging over her cheeks.
Lucas still wanted her every bit as much as shdednm. The realisation
sent her into renewed shock.

‘I must have been drunk," she muttered, slidingkkelong the seat to her
own side of the car, mortified that she had beuldyerself so publicly. For
a moment she had travelled back in time to the geuAmber when she’d
fallen madly in love for the first time and had ibekd her feelings were
reciprocated. Hastily she lifted her hands and $wepk the wild tumble

of her hair behind her ears.

‘Then | will have to make sure | feed you champagmethe rest of our
lives.” Lucas drove raking fingers through his thiglack hair, much the
same as she had just done, and stared at her.e9askmet her bemused
gold, his lips curved back over brilliant white tleen a dazzling genuine
smile, the like of which Amber had not seen in geand her own eyes
widened in wonder. ‘But if you keep looking at mikel that | think the
champagne may be superfluous] Lucas prompted st@ibyne on.’

It was a very subdued Amber that stepped out ofcthre How had she
imagined for a second that she could marry Lucasrem go to bed with
him, when a simple smile had her panting? Her krieksveak and she



was actually grateful when Lucas slid a strong around her waist as he
introduced her to the man who had so casuallyrimpéed them.

‘This is Joe, my right-hand man, and tomorrow nst lnean.’

Amber looked up into the laughing grey eyes of thkk brown-haired
man. ‘How do you do?’ she said formally.

‘Great for having finally met you,” he respondedtiwia trace of an
American accent.

‘You’re American,” Amber said stiltedly. If she hatt been feeling so
embarrassed she would have immediately liked the ma

‘Greek-American and you are very English, and Jaegutiful, exactly as
Lucas described you? He smiled broadly. ‘Pity he gau first.'

‘Cut that out, Joe; the lady is mine,” Lucas samkgessively. Amber
watched as the two men exchanged an expressivedadkthen they were
all entering the vast foyer of the hotel.

Immediately Amber’s family surrounded them, white,Jwith a few swift

commands, had their luggage taken care of. Lucafidemtly listed the

features of the complex at Sir David’s request. iBdtvo hundred acres
with its own golf course, shooting range, and gavaeach with every kind
of water sport available, it was a holiday paradRevate chalets were
scattered all around the complex. But he had aedhgr everyone to stay
in a number of suites in the main hotel buildingjtavas more convenient.

Without a word Lucas took hold of Amber’s arm aad her towards a lift.
The doors swung open as if waiting for his arramadl he urged her inside.

For the sake of something to say, Amber offerede ‘Seems a really nice
man.’

The look Lucas cast her held a hint of wry acceggaand something more
she did not recognise. ‘Implying | am not?’ he tagngently.



‘I never said that.” She tensed, suddenly feeliagstrophobic in the small

enclosed lift. ‘Relax, Amber-1 was joking. All thiadies like Joe. The

trouble is, he likes all the ladieall being the operative word.” Lucas, his
eyes glinting, flicked Amber a teasing glance, agkher to share his

humour.

Lucas in a light-hearted mood was impossible tasteand a reluctant
smile parted her full lips. She could imagine Jseadadies’ man with no
trouble. He had the good looks and easygoing chanai,the banter girls
the world over fell for.

‘And of course you don’t,” she mocked.

His hand reached out and caught hold of Amberi®agng her fingers as
he threaded his own through hers. ‘No, | only wame.” And the look he
cast down was serious, his black eyes penetratinigeo lovely face. ‘And
I've got you,” he murmured, leading her out of th# Amber was
powerless to control the sudden acceleration inpése, or to deny his
hand holding hers was oddly reassuring.

Twenty minutes later she stood in the centre of dlegantly furnished
sitting room, and looked around, in wide-eyed avwes magnificent,
Lucas.” She turned her beautiful face towards hmah grinned. ‘It's bigger
than my cottage. | could live in here.” He had jgsten her a tour of the
suite. From the long balcony with magnificent vieswer the bay, through
the stylish bedroom with a king-sized bed, from ethshe had hastily
dashed out into the bathroom, with double showdnemripool bath all in
the finest marble.

‘I'm glad you like it. My only regret is | cannotap and share it with you
now. But have patience, tomorrow will be a diffd@retory,” he declared
with all the arrogance of a supremely confident mAnd the experience
will be all the more erotic for the anticipatiorpriomise.’

Amber flinched. After her performance in the cawés hardly surprising;
he thought she was a pushover. But then Lucas vigsial alpha male,
strikingly handsome, lethally sexy, wealthy, sopb&ed, and great in
bed, and the combination was irresistible. She thlihe’d ever met a
woman in his life that would not be happy to falta his arms at the first



opportunity. But it galled her to think he thougite was one, and that he
had to apologise for leaving!

She straightened her shoulders, her proud gazewiag on his face.
‘Providing | am still here. After all, there is fiihg to stop me changing
my mind, a woman’s prerogative and all that, Amipeinted out. That
should give the arrogant devil something to wolrgia.

Tall and powerful even in casual clothes, Lucasched her, not a flicker
of any emotion showing on his handsome, hard-bdaegl ‘I'm sure you

can leave,’ he said softly, moving swiftly acroesathere she stood. ‘But
you won't.” Tilting her chin with one long fingehe added, ‘That is the
second reason for your family’s attendance at #remony. You might
want to walk out on me, but no way will you walktaan them...” He

shook his dark head. ‘Leaving them dependent orhasgpitality. | know

you too well, Amber.’

Amber squirmed at her own stupidity, She had atuadught his fairy
story on the plane about her family. His secondarawas much more
believable. The devious devil-in that second shiechhim. ‘You really are
a swine,” she hissed. The fact that his assumptiaa also correct did
nothing for her temper.

His perfectly chiselled features froze into impeagj but not before she
saw the flare of anger in the depths of the haadkbeyes that held hers.

‘It won’t work.” Lucas’s fingers tightened slightlgn her chin. ‘I told you
earlier, | am not going to argue with you, so diying.” His thumb traced
along her full lower lip, and she could not représs shiver that rippled
through her.

"You want me and | want you, so stop fighting itithour history it is
inevitable.’

‘No,” she denied, but her body inexplicably swayedvard like a moth to
a flame, her golden gaze captured by the simmeenguality in his night-
black eyes.



‘Yes.” Lucas smiled a wry sexy twist to his firmpdi. His hand dropped
from her face. He ached for her with a hunger, @ e had no
knowledge of. But he dared not touch her again. ot He’d made one
mistake, and he was not about to risk making amathel he had his ling
safely on her finger. ‘But not now-I have some hess to attend to in
Athens, but | will be back to take you to dinnerrae. If you need
anything, speak to Joe or Reception.” Lucas bedtdxopped a swift kiss
on her full lips and left.

Tense and frustrated at her own inability to rekist, Amber paced the
length of the room and back, her mind a seethingsn@ conflicting

emotions. Was she a woman or a wimp? A few houos sige’d been
determined her marriage to Lucas would be in namg. But one touch
and she melted like ice in a desert. And he, daim knew it!

By eight in the evening Amber was almost at boHpagnt. The first shock
had been Reception delivering a wedding dress itodoen and a handful
of bridesmaid dresses, closely followed by Julied ddary and her
daughters. Amber had stood in the middle of thenrdike a statue as the
other two women had shoved the girls into massewhife froth while
Julie had explained it had all been Lucas’s ideawds such a considerate
man, she had rhapsodised.

Apparently, he had explained, because it was ansenmarriage for him
Amber was being stubborn and insisting on keepirigw-key-a simple
suit had been mentioned. But he did not want taidegAmber of a white
wedding. So he’d asked Julie to choose the gowrthéoccasion.

Any thought of depriving the young girls of beingdesmaids or of doing
a bunk on Amber’s part had been quickly dispellgdh® constant visitors
to her room: her father, Mildred, everyone, and iallfavour of the

wedding.

Amber lay in the decadent marble bath, and steamedemper as hot as
the water. Finally she stepped out and, pickingaularge fluffy towel,
wrapped it around her naked body, and then, usiadpair-dryer provided,
she spent the next ten minutes drying her long Réalking back into the
bedroom, she picked white lace briefs from the @raand stepped into
them. She didn’t have much time and she wantea teeady before Lucas



arrived. Amber did not want him in her room agange was enough for
one day.

Quickly she withdrew from the wardrobe a blue $dksey halter-necked
dress, and slipped it over her head. Turning, &uecgd at her reflection in
the wall mirror, smoothing the clinging fabric dowwer her slender hips.
The skirt ended a few inches above her knee, aaddjusted the bodice
over her firm breasts, eyeing the cleavage withmalaok. Either she was
getting fatter or the dress had shrunk in the w¥gith a toss of her head,
she dismissed her worries and slipped her feet nmatching blue open-
toed sandals.

It took only minutes to apply moisturiser to heragith skin, a touch of

mascara to her long lashes, and a plain pink igggtompleted her make-
up. With the ease of long habit, she brushed heg tair back behind her
ears and let it fall loose down her back. She festehe gold Rolex watch,
a present from her father, around her wrist. Foraihe, she made it, and,
walking into the sitting room, she picked up hergauand left.

Luck was with her, a lift was waiting. Amber walkedand pressed the
down button and seconds later she stepped outhattoyer. Julie and her
husband and the whole crowd immediately surrourtted Joe appeared
and, heading straight for Amber, he took her arviou’ look sensational.
Where’s Lucas?’

‘I don’t know,’ she told the truth. Then she didokm when a strong arm
curved around her waist.

‘I'm here, Joe, you can unhand the lady now. I'e¢ lger.’

Amber tensed, her heart missing a beat. Slowly tsineed her head.
‘Lucas,’” she greeted him.

‘Amber, darling, you couldn’t wait, you had to cont®wn to meet
me-how sweet.” The devilish light in his dark egd®uld have warned her.
He curved her close into his hard body, crushinmgupeagainst him as his
dark head swooped and his lips claimed hers.



Amber’s pulse went from normal to the speed oftligind then he lifted
his head; though he still held her hard against &t she could not help
but be aware of his instant, shameless arousalu’'f¥csex mad,” she
muttered angrily. ‘And you had no right to get éuto buy a wedding
dress.’

He silenced her by claiming her mouth again inrglpassionate kiss, and
when he finally let her up for air she was boneldsdgidn’t matter how
often he touched her, it was always the same. Thadealways been a
devastating chemical reaction between them, andhidw not changed in
the intervening years. ‘What do you think you apend?’ she croaked.

‘Not what | want to be doing, that’s for sure,’ lagcsaid bluntly in her ear,
and then very slowly eased her away from him.

Her face scarlet, Amber wanted the ground to opehsavallow her up.
How dared he embarrass her like that in front offamily? Eyes flashing
angrily, she looked at Lucas and caught her brdath. superbly tailored
white dinner jacket and narrow black trousers thiang to his thighs and
accentuated the long length of his legs, he loakednificent. A perfect
example of a man-the slight dilation of his pugil#l evident, although he
had controlled his body, only added to his aurgm&datory masculine
power.

‘You look ravishing, Amber.’ His dark eyes raked fim head to toe. ‘I
am a very lucky man.” Lucas smiled-for the audieramber thought, but
said nothing as he caught her hand and tuckedigrums arm.

Dinner was probably superb, Amber decided almosthours later. It was
a pity she had no idea what she’d eaten. maére d’ had arranged for a
long rectangular table to be set at one end oéligant dining room so the
whole party could eat together. Seated at Lucads at the top of the
table, she had smiled and chatted and prayed éagvlning to end.

"You must try thisagape mou Lucas’s husky drawl had all the women at
the table swooning, while Amber felt like a catamot tin roof. If he put
his finger in her mouth one more time she sworevahidd bite it off.



Finally, when the meal was over and he called herldve for the
umpteenth time, and let his long fingers stray dwarbreast supposedly to
smooth back a strand of her hair, Amber turnedeindeat and raised her
golden eyes to his. ‘You are so good to me, Lucd®’said, and delivered
a hard kick to his shin under the table.

Lucas threw back his head and laughed out loudaliReAmber, you are
priceless!

She wasn't priceless, she was furious and frustratel tingling all over in
a semi-permanent state of arousal, because afidks.t

‘Hey, cut us in-what's the joke?’ Joe asked witljria.

‘Private, strictly private,” Lucas responded, aettled gleaming dark eyes
on Amber. ‘It is only between my fiancée and |.ishat right, Amber?’

To everyone else it was a casual comment, but tbekwith his intent
gaze lingering on her face, it was very definitelwarning. Their war was
private and nothing must upset the success of\ubrimg. She picked up
her wineglass and drained it, avoiding his eyes.

‘By the way, Lucas, you will have to leave befor&dmight,” Sir David
remarked as they were all being served with cofféter the meal.
‘Traditionally it is unlucky to see the bride bedathe ceremony on the day
of the wedding.’

‘Well, I am all for tradition, so at midnight I'llnake my way back to my
lonely bed,” Lucas drawled with mock sorrow, ancemone laughed,
except Amber who could only manage a stiff smile.

The urge to smash through the smooth facade heeshtovtheir guests
raged through her. How could they not see the diexepehind the clever,
striking face? The feeling of being trapped wasastoverpowering and
she sighed with relief when a trio of musiciansivad and took up

positions on the small stage set at the back o$hall square dance-floor
at one end of the elegant dining room and stamegdldy. Chairs were

pushed back, and to Amber’s delight Tim appeardgtaside.



‘Dance with me, Amber. We have hardly had a chaadalk,” Tim asked.
With a brief glance at Lucas, he added, ‘If you'darind.’

‘Of course he doesn’'t mind,” Amber answered for &sicleaping to her
feet. To escape Lucas’s overpowering presence flawanoments was just
what she needed. Grasping Tim’s hand, she almasigdd him onto the
dance-floor.

The lights had been dimmed and quite a few people wancing. Amber
slipped into Tim's arms, and felt as if she werenko ‘Thank God! she

sighed, and, looking up into his familiar face apérkling blue eyes, she
smiled her first genuine smile of the evening.s'liireat to see you; | had
no idea you were coming.’

‘Lucas called me last week and told me your gooslsnéy favourite girl
getting married! How could | refuse? Then againyrybanceé is a very
persuasive man, | doubt anyone dares refuse him.'

‘You've got that right,” Amber said with feelingehsmile vanishing.

‘Hardly the response | would have expected fromoanan in love,” Tim
stated quietly, and, tightening his arms around igist as they moved
slowly to the music, he asked, ‘What’s wrong, Antber

‘Nothing,” she murmured. It wasn’t fair to involvem in her problems.

‘Come on, it's me, your best pal. | know you bettean you know

yourself. I've watched you all night-your laughteras forced and your
smile strained. That is not like you at all. Youthe most genuine person |
know.’

Moisture glazed her eyes. ‘Thanks for that, TimridAsuddenly she had
the overwhelming need to confess everything. ‘Yeuight, Tim.” And as
they moved around the dance-floor she told him aBpiro’s will and the
consequences of it.

‘That's Spiro for you,” Tim remarked dryly. ‘Evem ideath he causes
mayhem. But that is not your problem, Amber. Alluyoneed to ask



yourself is, do you love Lucas? Everything elssuperfluous; believe me,
| know.’

‘Yes, | never stopped loving him,” Amber admitteaskily, the sadness in
her voice unmistakable. ‘But Lucas had never lowed | thought he did,
and you know what happened. He fell in love witimsone else.’

‘I'm not so sure about that,” Tim contradicted. das Karadines is a very
traditional Greek male, and at the time he wouldehdone anything to
humour his father-the man was dying. He went tatgtengths to hide

Spiro’s sexuality from the old man. Marrying thel diis father approved

of would seem a likely thing for Lucas to do. As foving her, he might

have thought he did, but we men are just as likslyyomen to mistake our
true feelings.’

‘Since when did you become such an expert on tkes§®e Amber asked
dryly.

‘Since | made a huge mistake with Spiro that cdwdde cost me my life.’
‘But you did truly love him,” Amber responded. ‘las there, remember.’

‘No, it was friendship and infatuation, and theyordason | stayed so long
was because Spiro, as the dominant partner, k#épigtene we were in

love. But once in New York and watching how he vtk | discovered |

didn't actually care enough to even be jealous,laedlised it wasn’t real

love | felt for him. | know the difference now. lake a new partner,
David.” His blue eyes lit up with happiness as loatmued. ‘He has a
picture-framing business in Newcastle and what gesis true love. So
you see, Amber, we can all make quite horrendogsakes.’

Amber looked up into his lovable face, believinghhil am glad for you,
but it doesn’t really help me. Lucas loved his whike can’t even bring
himself to talk about her death.’

‘But she is dead, Amber, and she can’t come betwearany more. Lucas
wants a flesh-and-blood woman.' He held her skgatlay from him, his

blue eyes roaming the luscious length of her, cagpiup with mocking

male appreciation. ‘And you are certainly that!



Amber grinned at his teasing; she could not help it

‘Look at him-he is watching me like a hawk.” Timsgered with his head,
and, glancing across the room, Amber saw Lucasgisp from the table,
his whole attention fixed on her. ‘Believe me, Ambee wants you and
badly. He and | had a long talk last week. I'm soedoves you even if he
does not want to admit it. Take a chance.’

‘Take a chance on what?’ Lucas’s deep, melodiousevbroke into the
conversation. ‘You are already taking a big chafdoe, dancing with my
fiancée for so long. If you don’t mind.’

‘My pleasure.” Tim grinned and, leaning forward, dpped a swift kiss
on Amber’'s nose. ‘Go for it,” he whispered befordaging her hand in
Lucas’s.

‘Are you sure that guy is gay? | saw the way hekéabat you,” Lucas
queried, slipping a long arm around her waist, eadping her other hand
in his, holding her close to his strong body.

Tilting her head back, she looked up into his odafl§ious face. ‘Jealous of
Tim?’ she prompted with a chuckle.

‘I'm no fool; if your closest male friend had bestraight | would never
have invited him in a million years,” he declarddrily.

Amber couldn’t help it, she burst out laughing.
‘I'm glad | amuse you,’ Lucas said simply. ‘I halkeen trying to all night.’

The hint of a smile quirked the corners of his nelhouth as his hand
laced with hers and raised it to his lips. He bedsta kiss along her
knuckles, before moving her effortlessly to the strfains of the music.

‘Is that what you were doing?’ Seducing her mokelli, Amber thought,

and slid a slender arm up around his neck, tandiargfingers in the silky
black hair at his nape. ‘I would have calledeidsing' She pouted and did
some teasing of her own, relaxing against him, rmoging her hips in an



exaggerated sway to the rhythm of the music. Hédegoeyes gleamed
mischievously up at Lucas.

His black eyes glittered over her lovely face. ‘Aenb One hand caressed
her back down her spine, curving her in closeth® hard strength of his
body, and heat pooled in her belly. ‘Watch it! Yimuplaying a dangerous
game,’ his husky voice drawled as he curled trairgd fists against her
breast.

Her sensitive flesh swelled and her nipples peaktxdtight buds against
the smooth fabric of her gown as desire, sharp @mgbical, scorched
between them. Amber could not drag her eyes away fris. She wanted
him so much, she trembled. ‘I don’t play gamesg shispered, and then,
with courage she had not known she possessedsked, abut what about
you?' He'd played with her emotions once beforee slad no reason to
suppose it would be any different this time.



CHAPTER NINE

LUCAS had hurt Amber so much before, it terrifiegr las she waited for
his answer. But Tim had told her to take a chanfter all, Christina was
dead and Lucas was very much alive.

Something she was made vividly aware of the necdrs@ as, dropping her
hand, he placed his through the silken fall of In@ir to curve around the
nape of her neck and tip her head back. ‘No, | nglay games,’ he

contradicted fiercely while his other hand, low the base of her spine,
urged her hard against him. ‘Does this feel likgaame?’ His lean hips
moved urgently against her, making her aware ofdn@isal. ‘Do you

think | willingly walk around in this state achirfigr you? The chemistry
between us is as strong as it always was, alwaybevi

‘Not always.” The memory of him walking out on heas ever present.

Lucas stilled, giving up any pretence of dancinges, even then,’ he
confessed harshly. He knew exactly what she meawt,he was ashamed
of his behaviour, but at the time he had been timally arrogant to see the
truth. He had decided it was time he fell in lovel anarried, and had set
about doing it exactly the same way as he pursuadsmess deal. He had
been so confident he’d been doing the right thiflgasing his father, and
expecting it to please himself.

‘No,” Amber denied. ‘Don’t bother lying." It waslah game to Lucas,
anything to get his own way. ‘| wathere, remember,” she prompted
scathingly. ‘You said | was disgusting, a hedon¥&iu as good as called
me a whore,” she fumed, all the old anger and tesemt bubbling to the
surface.

Lucas’s arm around her waist jerked tighter. Hipesh bone structure
tautened and something that looked almost like géimed in his night-
black eyes. ‘I was disgusted wittmyself Amber, never you. Spiro’s
statement after my engagement party that he wagydoi marry you had
enraged me, but deep down | suspected it was &Hmugh it did not stop
me using it as an excuse to see you again. | hathke sure, | told myself,



and, seeing you so strong and defiant and desjriabigs lost to all reason,
consumed by such an irresistible passion that ngtlelse mattered. |
betrayed my fiancée, and | hated myself, so | ibokit on you. You have
to believe me, and if | hurt you with my brutallgllous remarks | am truly
sorry.’

If... He’d almost destroyed her, and he had not evelsedahe’'d been
doing it...and yet, looking up into his taut, somliace, she believed him.
Plus he had actually done it, actually managedayd’sh sorry. For once
the arrogant, all-powerful Lucas Karadines was &ilmgi he was as
susceptible to making a mistake as any ordinaryahwaas.

‘Amber, | swear it was never my intention to huouy then or now. We are
getting married tomorrow.” His sensual mouth twasteryly. ‘Can we at
least try to forget the past and make it work? Miakeal.’

His strong hand moved restlessly up and down heesgnd with the heat,
the strength of him enveloping her, she was temjatedjree.

‘Please,’ Lucas pleaded for the first time in his.|He had behaved like
the worst kind of hide-bound, chauvinistic fool whé&e had let this
woman go. Equating great sex with a girlfriend, talking himself into

loving what he had considered an acceptable witev lde knew better:
love was an illusion; lust was reality. He mightt tike the way Amber

affected him so instantly. But he was not fool agloto believe he could
live with her without making love to her. He wasmasochist.

Amber saw his eyes darken. She knew what he wantbdf he was

asking, and was dizzied by the sensations snakiogigh her. She placed
a hand on his shirt-front to steady herself invtduity her hand stroked up
over the front of his chest, feeling the uneven nudog of his heart

beneath the fine silk of his shirt. He wanted faexd in all honesty Amber
knew she ached for him. She was older now and sHenger saw Lucas
as the perfect, infallible, godlike male she hadrgeago, yet she still loved
him.

She was under no illusion as to why he was marryieg He was not
prepared to trust Amber's word she would sell Spsbares to him. It was
ingrained in his character to trust no one; antasgbe top echelons of the



business world, but on a personal level more aélaility, though Lucas

would never see it as such. But the real questias, was she mature
enough to forget all her old bitterness and anged take what was on
offer? A few months of sexual pleasure at least, mraybe, just maybe
Lucas might come to love her. Dated she take thacdf?

‘Amber..." his long fingers tangled in the silkylddocks of her hair, he
urged her face to his ‘...what do you say?’

She could say no! And deprive herself of six montifispleasure and
probably the only sex she would get in her lifee $3doked into his eyes,
and was fascinated by the tinge of vulnerabilitattieven the sensual
hunger blazing in their depths could not hide. B sould say yes! And
pray she was mature enough to walk away with higepntact when the
time came.

Her golden gaze meshed with his. ‘Yes, | suppose...

Whatever else she might have said was lost as Lemasred her mouth
with his own, his tongue prising her lips apartugting and tasting with a
simmering sensuality, again and again.

‘This is becoming a habit,” a laughing Joe exclaim®reak it up, you
two, it is late.” "

Lucas groaned, and lifted his head. He eased Imd fram Amber’'s nape
but still kept his arm around her waist. ‘We apptabe the floor show,
sweetheart,” he husked, brushing the long fallefdhestnut hair carefully
back off her face.

‘Oh, heavens!" Blushing bright red, Amber tried @ase away, horribly
aware the music was no longer playing, and everyae watching them
with varying degrees of amusement.

Lucas grinned and, clasping her around the waisih Wwoth hands, he
stepped back, his dark eyes, blazing with mascutioenph, flicking over
her. ‘It's all right, you look decent,” he murmurduaiskily. ‘But Joe is
right. It is late, and | have to leave you befdre witching hour, according



to your father. If | want to be lucky, and | am ggito be lucky tomorrow
night...” He arched one ebony brow wickedly.

Amber’s blush could have lit the room. She walkadkbto the table with
Lucas on legs that shook. Any thought of trying peetend she was
immune to him was banished for ever from her brain.

‘Well, any lingering doubts | had about the hadt¢hes wedding are well
and truly put to rest, old man.” Sir David slapgadas on the back. ‘But
in future | would try to be a little more circumspeif 1 were you.” He

chuckled.

‘I will, Sir,” Lucas agreed and the two men exchatiga very masculine
smug grin. ‘And look after Amber for me until tomow.” Bending his
dark head, he pressed a swift kiss on her browt¢Gzed. It's late.’

She did not need looking after, nor did she neeldetdold to go to bed.
But, then again, after the exhibition she had juatle of herself, maybe
she did.

Noon the next day Amber stood in front of the diregsnirror, and barely
recognised herself. The sides of her long hair eeh swept up into an
intricate crown of curls threaded through with petfwhite rosebuds and
tiny satin ribbons, and the rest left to fall innge curls down her back.
Her make-up was light but perfect. The wedding sineas a dream, the
soft fabric draped narrowly across her shouldeqgosing just a hint of the
creamy mounds of her breasts. Cut on the biadjimied across the
shapely length of her body to end at her ankles iscalloped border
embroidered in a rose pattern. She glanced ardwtidvoc of the room,
and smiled at the three young bridesmaids. They w&nding in a stiff
line, terrified of spoiling their finery; their dsses flounced like crinolines
from fitted waists and copied the embroidery of bhielal gown.

Someone handed Amber a posy of ivory roses mixeld baby’s breath
and her father appeared at her side, resplendanpate grey suit.



‘You look beautiful, Amber. | am so proud to be ydather and | want
you to know-1 deeply regret all the wasted yeargnvhwas not there for
you. Especially now when | am losing you again.ameglazed her golden
eyes, and she sniffed as he took her hand and duggender his arm,
adding, ‘Time to go, Amber.’

Suddenly the enormity of what she was about toitdben and for a second
she panicked. ‘But | don’t even know where | amnggi Amber wailed.

Hoots of laughter greeted her comment and somelomated, ‘Joe has it
all arranged,’ as everyone moved towards the door.

Amber gasped-it was like something out of a Hollpgganovie. Joe had
done a superb job. A secluded corner of the vastega of the hotel was
set out with chairs for the guests, the centreedeshding to a raised dais
covered with a delicate arched pergola beautifddlgorated with hundreds
of tiny white roses and vines.

The three little girls were solemnly walking dowretaisle sprinkling rose
petals from decorated baskets, and then it was Astugn.

Straightening her shoulders, Amber took a tightasg of her father’'s arm
and stepped forward, her gaze fixed on the taltblaired man standing
with his back to her in front of the celebrant. mhee turned to watch her
approach.

The clear blue sky and the blinding sun added tobéiws feeling of
unreality and only hazily was she aware of the tgussated either side of
the aisle, her glance captured by Lucas’s intemiyavering gaze. He was
magnificent in an immaculate pale grey silk suiid avhite shirt, and a
grey silk tie shot through with blue. His thick bkahair had been neatly
trimmed and he looked exactly what he was: a mataghisticated Greek
businessman, while Amber, on the other hand, wakist like a jelly
with nerves.

It was stupid, she knew. She’d lived with the mand year, for heaven’s
sake! She should not be intimidated by what wadlyrea simple civil
ceremony-it was not as if she were marrying himlifer



But as her father left her at Lucas’s side, Ambek that for her it would
be a life sentence. She would never love any manvtly she loved Lucas.
Looking up into his darkly handsome face, she ladlink hard to stop
emotional tears blinding her eyes. ‘You've had ybair cut.” She said the
first thing that came into her head to cover heowons.

His black eyes widened in surprise and then his fiprted over brilliant
white teeth in a beaming smile. ‘I'm so glad youioed,” he murmured for
her ears only. ‘| was afraid you might have changedr mind, and not
deign to look at me.’

Lucas afraid was a novel notion, but she did neehane to dwell on it as
she listened to the celebrant and surprisinglyi@spappeared. Amber was
too nervous to take much in but she must have nfaeleight response.
Lucas took hold of her hand and slipped a gold manber ring finger, and
indicated she should return the favour by placingng on his finger.
Surprised he would want to wear a ring, she glangednd was captivated
by the blaze of emotion in his dark eyes. She atsltfor a moment and
Lucas covered her hand with his free one and hefgedslip the ring on
his finger.

‘My wife at last,” he murmured. Then gathered hoihis arms and kissed
her. It was a kiss like no other, firm but tendsensual and seeking.
Amber’s head swam, her pulse raced, her full lggipg to welcome him.

‘Break it up, you two. You still have plenty of terfor that later. We have
to party.’

To Amber’s chagrin, once again it was Joe who'dughd them back to
their senses. Flushing scarlet, she glanced wadbynd at all the grinning
faces, then tilted her head to look up at Lucas.

‘You really are a blushing bride now,’ Lucas saidyly. ‘My fault-1 got
carried away.” Her heart gave a curious lurch airgp the glittering
intensity of his gaze, igniting sparks of sensuabmeness through her
whole body. ‘But you are the most beautiful brildon’t have the words
to tell you how much it means to me you are mirtéis voice was
thickened with emotion and he lifted her hand ® miouth and kissed the
wedding band.



Amber wanted to believe his sentiment was genuutgtbaring her eyes
from his, she mumbled, ‘Yes, well, thank you.” Streed him but trusting
him again was something else...

The speeches were over, and the wedding recepaidtaken on the air of

a joyous feast. Lucas led Amber from one table rotlzer to say their

goodbyes. Amber was stunned at the number of pebptas appeared to
have a remarkable number of friends, all Greek,amnshe could not speak
the language she simply nodded and smiled.

It was a relief when Lucas curved his large hammssessively around her
shoulders and murmured, ‘It's time you changedhase to leave in a few
minutes.’

‘Leave. What for?” Amber queried. She glanced up asaw the
amusement gleaming in his black eyes, and she wisiared rather
helplessly back at him.

Lucas chuckled. ‘Because the honeymoon is the gmastof the wedding,
my sweet.’

Julie burst out laughing. ‘Come on, Amber, I'll pefou change.’ Before
Amber knew it she was back in the bedroom of thie su

Amber removed her bridal gown, and with Julie’sphelanaged to remove
the rosebuds from her hair. Five minutes laterheer was brushed, but a
little on the wild side because of the curls. Juli@s holding an elegant
cream trouser suit up for her inspection.

‘A present from your husband. Put it on.’

A silk and linen mix-the designer label told Ambierwas incredibly
expensive. The tiny silk camisole that left her nficbare prevented her
from wearing a bra, but with the jacked fastenedbdatked great. Chic
casual and Amber wondered again where they wergggdwo hours later
she knew...



‘So. What do you think? ‘ Lucas demanded, his blagks alight with
pleasure. ‘Isn’t she beautiful? | only bought hele&w months ago, and |
have not really had the time to try her out.” Thigl@ and admiration in his
voice were unmistakable.

Amber stood on the wooden deck and looked arouhdy hiad driven to a
marina along the coast, and Lucas had just finisiheaving her around his
latest toy-a thirty-foot motor cruiser.

‘The joy of this is...” Lucas continued, his hanasoface animated ‘...it
does not need a crew, | can handle it myself, kadwo of us will have no
problem. Everyone sails around the islands, babuight we could explore
the mainland coastline, stopping off to see thegdaof interest, of course.
It will be fun.’

He was wearing cream cotton trousers and a sheet«stl blue checked
shirt. His legs were planted slightly apart on deek. He looked so sexy,
the sheer size and virile strength of him hit ke b punch in the stomach.
Amber hadn’t the heart to tell him she’d never béersea before, other
than on a ferry. For all she knew, she might gasisi.

‘It sounds very nice, but | don’t know much abouofts,” she managed to
say, suddenly realising just what kind of intimatye was inviting if she

agreed. She had seen the galley was small and ctnpa saloon was
beautifully furnished, and comfortable, but not @ughere was one large
cabin with a very big bed, a shower and toilet. Gneall cabin with a

couple of bunks and a lot of computer equipment.

‘You don’t need to.” Lucas caught both of her haadsl cradled them in
his own. ‘I will teach you everything; you will l@vit, | promise.’

Standing barefoot on the deck, Lucas had insidbedremove her shoes,
declaring they were unsuitable for the Wood deokl, avith the warmth of
his hands enfolding hers, she felt totally out @f depth in more ways than
one. ‘Yes, well...’

Lucas drew her into his arms, pulling her closetts® top of her head
tucked under his chin. ‘Great. | had intended tgkiaou to a very exclusive
holiday island in the Bahamas, but yesterday wh&wl your suitcase and



you said you only needed a few clothes becauseiryi@mded to bum
around and do nothing, | thought of this.’

‘I missed out on the Bahamas!" Amber exclaimedstilag a mock
protesting glance up at him, only to chuckle whée saw his teasing
expression.

‘I will take you another time,” Lucas countereds ldark eyes suddenly
serious. ‘I am going to do everything in my powemtake sure you never
miss out on anything life has to offer ever agalthe’ gathered her in even
closer, and Amber was utterly transfixed by thening desire in his eyes.
A desire Lucas was doing nothing to hide.

She gasped, a soft sound, her lips parting as aesseshivered though
her. Lucas lowered his mouth down to hers, anc dte# breath from her
body.

The kiss didn't last long, but when he drew awag aaid gruffly, ‘Let’s
go below,” with a nod of her head Amber mutely agre

Lucas wanted her, and, dear God, she wanted himmw@hted to feel that
sensuous mouth on her own again, those elegans ftanter naked flesh,
feel once more the exquisite pleasure only Lucaddcprovide. There was
no point in denying it.

He didn’t give her time to change her mind. Clagpwer hand, he led her
quickly down into the living quarters. His stepsreveirgent as he hurried
her through the salon and into the bedroom.

Kicking the door shut behind him, he let go of hand and reached for
her, quickly opening the buttons of her jacket, dadslid it down her
shoulders to drop unnoticed on the floor.

Amber gasped, her breathing was fractured, herepwas racing, her

breasts swelling against the silk camisole. His ddeing eyes burned a
path down her body, taking in the bare midrifffle# same time his fingers
deftly dealt with the fastening of her trouserss idark head bent towards
her and her lips parted in anticipation of his kisst instead he moved
lower, his mouth closing over the tip of her silkeased breast, sucking on



it, then biting and nibbling, and her spine arcloed a fierce shock of
sensual pleasure.

He dropped to his knees, taking her trousers aiedsbwith him while his
mouth slid from her breast to lick down over herebmidriff, and circle
her navel, and lower.

‘No, Lucas,’ she tried to protest at the ultimatéimacy, even as a low
erotic moan escaped her. His head jerked up, hiskldyes smouldered.
Standing up, he whipped the camisole over her haad, tumbled her
naked body backwards onto the bed.

Lucas looked down at her, his passionate gaze rgpover every inch of
her body as he swiftly stripped naked. ‘You're petf he growled, falling
down to join her on the bed.

‘So are you,” Amber murmured throatily, the sigthés big tanned body,
hugely aroused, sending shivers of pleasurableipation arching though
her.

He leant over her, his mouth capturing hers invagealy hungry kiss that
she welcomed like a sex-starved slave, her tongmglihg with his,
relishing the devouring need that had always betwden them. His hand
slid down over her breast and stomach, along leedsk thigh, parting her
long legs. He touched her, and she shuddered,du3r responding with a
wanton life all of its own. She grasped his broadusders, her slender
hands tracing down his long back, feeling the sstiooth skin burning
beneath her fingertips. She wanted him, wanted minv with a fierce,
primitive need.

He broke the kiss. They fought for breath, his dayes holding hers
asking the question and he saw the answer in meinbus golden gaze.
With a low growl he lowered his head and sucked ragid nipple into his

mouth. Her back arched off the bed, and she wasrdke fiery sensations
flooding through her. She never heard her owrelithimpering cries of
pleasure, as with hands and mouth Lucas ravishexy @wh of her body.

‘You want me.’” Lucas shifted his weight between K@ghs, his arms
straining either side of her pulsing body.



She was lost to all reason, her eyes burning likéten gold clung to his.
‘Yes, yes, yes,” she pleaded, and involuntarily sfied her long legs and
wrapped them around his lean waist. Lucas thrust er in one strong
stroke, and she cried out at the power of his Essse. He was there,
where she ached for him.

He filled her, and moved in her in a wild paganthimy. Her legs wrapped
tighter around his thrusting body as she soared l@gber and higher. Her
arms reached for him, pulling his head down clossugh for her mouth to
meet his. Her tongue sought to repeat the rhyththeaf bodies.

Lucas threw back his head, his battle for restrawtent in the damp
sheen on the taut bronzed features. He watche@dgsrly, as he drove
feverishly harder, his hands grasping her buttokké]ing her in a grip of
steel as she reached the peak. Her keening crynreride air as the
incredible tension snapped, her tight, pulsing rassconvulsed inside her
taking Lucas with her in a fierce dynamic surgepotverful release that
shook his great body, totally out of control.

It was a frantic coupling and together they clumgthe shuddering
aftermath, until finally, their sweat-slicked bosli@ntwined, they both
fought to breathe air into laboured lungs, the mngm of two hearts
together.

Amber let her arms fall weakly to the bed as rgafitruded. But it wasn’t
love and she had to remember that, and she tristbt@.

Lucas rolled off her, and, lying down beside her,gathered her tenderly
into the curve of his body. She tried to ease awatyhe hauled her closer.
‘Lie still and let me hold you for a while,” he @ed in a throaty voice.
‘My Amber, my sexy wife,” and the satisfaction inishtone was

unmistakable.

‘Wife,” Amber murmured, her golden eyes wideningsuarprise as she
glanced up at him. Theexyshe did not like at all-it reminded her too much
of their past affair. But thevife she did like. Amber Karadines had a nice
ring to it.



‘Why the surprise?’ Lucas grinned and, leaning oler, he kissed her
very gently. ‘We have just consummated our martiagel that does make
you my wife,” he drawled huskily. ‘And if you givene a moment | will
prove it to you all over again.’ His eyes held hegdinting with
amusement, and Amber could not look away.

His suggestion of a repeat performance was encughake her stomach
curl and her breasts tingle, in shameful awarepésss promise of more
sensual delights to come. ‘I thought we were suppde be going out to
sea,’ she reminded him, to take her mind off meodi@thoughts.

‘I know,” he declared with a rueful grin. ‘I'm beagiing to wonder if a
cruising holiday was such a great idea with onlytmsteer the boat.’

‘Serves you right.” Amber laughed. ‘You will be skuat the wheel all day
and night.’

‘No way.’ His head bent and he captured her mouth ks own.

Her lips parted, and her senses stirred agaimva, sleep, salacious curl of
excitement that unfurled from her belly to igniteeey nerve-end in her
body. Lucas thought she was sex mad, always hag.tio deny it? she
wondered with stark reality-after all, this was Wwkhe wanted. She let her
hands slide up over the bulging biceps to the valdeulders and up to
tangle in the thick black hair, and she held hisd® hers and returned the
kiss with equal fervour.

It was dark when Amber opened her eyes. She radkest onto her
stomach and discovered she was alone in the bigTiesh she realised the
low noise she could hear was the sound of the esgiand the gentle
motion of the boat told her he had put out to &taeuggling to a sitting
position, she surveyed the tangled mass of shaats,her own slightly
bruised naked body. She was just reaching for atdleecover her with
when a light flicked on. Blinded by the light, shienked for a moment.

‘Good, you're awake. Come on.” Lucas smiled, walkover to the bed
and lifting her bodily out of it.

‘Wait a minute, what do you think you are doing?’



He lowered her down the length of his long bodyl,amth her feet on the
not-so-firm floor, she glanced up at him. ‘Whateims it?’

‘Time you started work, sailor. Hurry and get degksind meet me on the
deck. If | stay here much longer-" his sparklingdi eyes slid lasciviously
over her naked body *-the boat will probably rumaamd.’

Ten days later, Amber leant on the rail of the heh a cup of coffee in
one hand, idly surveying the approaching shorel8fe had just showered
and put on a time lawn sarong skirt in blue andteviiith a blue bandeau
around her breasts. Her long hair hung down hek laowvet strands,
because Lucas’s precious boat with all mod consndidpossess a hair-
dryer.

Stifling a big yawn, she lifted the cup to her nfoaind took a sip. She
grimaced as she swallowed. She needed the catieinerestricted diet of
sex, sex and more sex could be pretty exhaustmgthe first four days of
their honeymoon, Lucas had anchored the boat atladed cove and they
had lived on sex and the provisions on board. Lwess almost insatiable,
more so than she remembered, and, being brutaliyedtp she was no
better herself.

He only had to look at her a certain way and theyewstraight into bed, or
not necessarily the bed-the salon, the galley,ddek, a beach, even the
sea, which she was surprised was possible. MaylbasLbad been right
about her all along-maybe she was a sex fiendtheut what did that make
him?

She drained her coffee-cup and sighed. He certdlidynot love her, the
word hadn’'t been mentioned. Sometimes when shehfelt deep inside
her, possessing her, devouring her completelyhaldgo bite her tongue to
stop crying out her love for him.

The tour of the Greek coastline had been a joke.drtty sites Amber had
seen were the sea and a naked Lucas. Her lipsdcurlea secretive
smile-not that she was complaining. Lucas was furbe with, and an



experienced and inventive lover, and no .womanctbalve dreamed of a
more passionate honeymoon. And they had actuallyaged to travel
through the Corinthian canal a couple of days ago.

They had stopped in the town of Corinth, and dioetifor a change, and
now they were heading for Karadines Island, andéghom

Home was such an emotive word, and Amber felt loglgi of her own
little house in England. Amber was beginning toéhaevere doubts about
lazing around all summer. It was all right for Ledae was going back to
work after the weekend. He had told her last nigte. had everything
arranged: they would live on the island, and Luwasild travel into
Athens most days by helicopter, but when he hattateel further afield
Amber would go with him-at least until the childramived, he’d laughed.

Amber had been stunned to think Lucas was actoaltgidering her as the
mother of his children. Or had he been joking.he $asn’t sure and so
she’d mumbled something and changed the subject.

Before she’d left England she’d visited her docad started taking the
pill, because, though loath to admit it, she’d knoa platonic marriage
was never going 'to work between them. And she wdsal enough to

risk getting pregnant, much as she would love teehas child, until she
was sure their relationship was going to last beytwe probate of Spiro’s
will. Lucas had let her down before, and she ditdh'’t trust him...

Two large hands slid around her slender waist. &ltmtake up position.’

‘What position would that be?’ Amber queried tegbmas she turned in
his arms to face him. He looked good enough tostmiwered and shaved
and dressed in white tailored shorts, and pale &thagt-sleeved shirt, and
his sensuous mouth curved in a wicked smile.

‘How about over the rail?’ Lucas prompted, elevgtione dark brow
enquiringly. ‘I think that's one we have missedisHhead dipped and he
kissed her, and in an exaggerated gesture bebilckrover the rail.

‘No, no,” she squealed with laughter as he nuzihedside of her neck. ‘I
was only joking’



‘I wasn’t,’ Lucas drawled mockingly, allowing her stand up.
‘You're incorrigible." Amber shook her head, buingred.

‘I know. We will save the rail for later. In the @etime would you go to
the stem of the ship and be ready to throw the?IM& are going to dock
in a few minutes.’

Only then did she notice they were a lot nearesstime. She could see the
tiny harbour, and she was vividly reminded of hireo visit here with Tim
and Spiro. It seemed a lifetime ago now...

Twenty-two and in love for the first time, the onigne. Full of confidence
and dressed up to the nines, she’'d set out to naéas Karadines notice
her. Hoping and praying he would fall in love witler, and they would
live happily ever after. Then believing he had, 'dhbeen bitterly

disillusioned when their relationship had ended.

Who would have thought years later she would beirgriack as Lucas’s
wife? Was she making the same mistake again? Ambedered. No,
because it wasn’t the same. She was no longer rgydrusting fool; she
no longer wore her heart on her sleeve. She andd.had a mature adult
relationship based mostly on sexual attraction angrowing mutual
respect. She kept her love and her innermost thieughherself. Perhaps
she had finally grown up emotionally...

How times change, Amber, mused sadly, her haze$ dyzing with

moisture. She was no longer the carefree girl wdub first arrived on this
island, but at least she was here. Poor Spiro weasl,dand the woman
Lucas had really loved, Christina, was also deadh lbong before their
time. Amber was the lucky one. She had a chan@egatod marriage. It
was up to her to take it. Life was too short fayress.



CHAPTER TEN

‘THROW it, Amber. Amber! Lost in her thoughts, Arabhad forgotten
what she was supposed to be doing until an iratad.wappeared at her
side, grabbed the rope from her hand and threwuttering a string of
curses in Greek.

She looked at him, and felt her breath catch inthevat. His hair was
rumpled, his big muscled chest was bare and heetbakipremely male
and infinitely desirable.

‘What were you thinking of? ’ Lucas whirled to faber. ‘We almost hit
the pier.’

‘Sorry.” Amber smiled up at him, and, stepping fardl, she looped her
arms around his neck and, stretching up, placedif lsiss on his firm
lips. ‘Guess,” she murmured teasingly.

His arms clasped her loosely around the waist,daik eyes lit with
laughter. ‘I'd take you up on that, but the welcamparty awaits.’

Before she could respond, a heavy-set middle-aged mrried along the
deck to meet them carrying two garlands of wildvidos in his hands.

As he approached Lucas greeted him, and, taking ekshand, said,
‘This is Tomso, he runs the bar-cum- store, andnisharge in my
absence-a sort of mayor.’

Amber smiled as Tomso insisted on placing the gddaof flowers over

their heads and leading them ashore. ‘What didaly@’sshe asked Lucas
as they stepped onto the old stone pier. The rombotit a dozen or more
whitewashed houses lined one side of the earth owadooking the bay

were the same. But the twenty or so smiling fadeth® locals waiting to

greet them were a surprise.

‘Every new Karadines bride arriving on the islarashto be met with a
garland of flowers; it’s tradition.” Sliding an araround her shoulders, and



briefly kissing her smiling mouth, he added, ‘Wsahave to walk to the
villa.’

A great cheer went up as Lucas led her along tla€,rand suddenly
Amber wondered if Christina had enjoyed the samleamee and her smile
dimmed a little. '

Sensing her withdrawal, Lucas looked directly ifter eyes. ‘What’s
wrong? Tired?’

"No; | just wondered how many other Karadines l®idmt to do this
walk,” she replied flippantly.

‘You're the first,” he conceded wryly. ‘I should Y& added if we don’t
have a tradition we invent one.’

Amber’s head jerked around and she looked at hith wpen-mouthed

incredulity. ‘You invent...” And staring into higarkling eyes, she shook
her head and grinned. Hand in hand they walkechepvinding path that

led to the big rambling Greek-style house. Scdrtmigainvillaea made a
brilliant splash of colour against one of the whitalls. As they drew

closer Amber could see the huge iron gates were opé& the forecourt

with an ornate fountain in the centre.

‘Come on, let me show you the house.’ Lucas urgadirtside out of the
sun.

‘I have been here before,” she reminded him easily.

He looked down at her, his dark glance moving itiyeover, her lovely
face. ‘As a visitor years ago. Now | welcome yoyooir home, Amber.’

‘And was it Christina’s home as well?’ She wantedoite her tongue the
minute she’d said it. But to her astonishment Lugpd@sned and swept her
up high in his arms.’

‘Never,” he said adamantly. ‘Christina was a cityf through and through.
Nothing would persuade her to visit the island. Bstgood to know you
are jealous.’



Whatever she might have said was lost, as Lucagduio introduce her to
a plump lady waiting in the cool of the interior.

‘This is Anna, she keeps the place running. If yant anything you just
ask. She does speak a little English.” Anna shoakdh with Amber
enthusiastically. ‘Welcome, welcome. It is hot fgyu. You like a cool
drink? Lemon?’

‘Yes, thank your Amber looked around her. The inspiree reception hall
with its central marble staircase looked differebtit she could not
immediately think why. She turned enquiring eyes aipLucas. ‘It is
different,’ she said. ‘But why?’

‘Let me show you.” Grasping her hand in his agaie,gestured with his
free hand to ornate double doors set in one wakmember the sitting
room? It has been extended into what was the siigly.dining room, the
terrace and everything else is the same. But I'ad the opposite side
extended by about thirty feet.” Then she realidezl dne wall of the hall
that had been blank now had two doors set intdetled her through one
of them.

Amber stared around her in amazement. Pride oeplent to a custom-
made oak desk fitted with all the latest computgwigment. A long low
cream hide sofa overlooked a large window that egeonto a vast
expanse of lawn, and in the distance there was \lo&ed like a stone
patio area. She turned to look-up at Lucas. ‘Thigaur new study,” she
surmised.

‘No.” He folded his arms around her waist, his klayes holding hers.
‘This is your study. | know how much your work means to you amd t
study has everything you need to keep in touch withworld markets,
and your office in London. Mine is next door. | didnk of having one big
study, but | realised if we shared one neither ©ofmould get much work
done. Do you like it?’

Like it! She loved it. Lowering her eyes from hstie swallowed the lump
of emotion lodged in her throat. More importantshe loved what it
represented. Years ago he had objected to her wondknow he had done



this for her. He was not quite the male chauvipigtshe had thought him
to be. He understood her need to work, to be herwaman. Hope grew
in her heart for their marriage. Building a study her was not the act of a
man who expected to be rid of her a few months.late

‘Well?’ he prompted when she took too long to answe

‘I love it, she said simply. She could feel therghtening prickle, of
moisture in her eyes, and to hide her emotionsaked out of his embrace
and walked back to the window and stared out.

‘I knew you would.” Lucas followed, slipping a caduarm around her
waist.

Amber leant into him, revelling in the hard heatho$ body. ‘And of
course you are always right,” she teased.

‘Not always.” He moved to her side, his eyes caighiers again. ‘But |
am trying, | want you to be happy here...” he tiftene hand, so he could
gently comb his fingers through her long loose hawith me,” he husked
and she trembled, her breasts swelling againdbper

‘I think 1 will be,” she murmured, wallowing in th&onderful heady sense
of elation she was experiencing as she strokednd bp over his broad
chest and felt his muscles ripple with pleasure.

‘Good.’ His black eyes moved lazily over her sniatie, the expression in
the darkening depths anything but good; wickedkuaé more like.

‘Anna will be here any second,” Amber said, readigymind.

‘You're right.” Lucas grinned, stepping back. ‘Butshall continue the
guided tour until we reach the bedroom.” Looking otithe window, he
added, ‘There is no sea view, which is a plus fetualy, as it would only
be a distraction’ He indicated with his hand théigarea. ‘But you do.
have a view of the heliport so you will know the mment | arrive home.’

Amber couldn’t help but burst out laughing. Trusicas! He had given her
a high-tech study so she could continue to work,nbade absolutely sure



she would know the second he was home. He hadaitgdd that much
after all...

‘What's so funny?’ One dark brow arched in genwypnoezlement.

‘Nothing-nothing at all,” Amber said, shaking hegdd, her long golden
hair shimmering over her shoulders. Anna entereddlbm carrying a tray
with the jug of lemonade and two glasses and, tingnthe housekeeper;
Amber tilled the glasses and handed one to Luéa®k your lemonade
and show me the bedrooms.’

His black eyes flared and he drank down the lememadne go. Reaching
out to flick her hair back over her shoulder, helioned her to hurry up.
Five minutes later he was lowering her down onteeaarmous bed, and
joining her.

‘Nice bedroom," Amber commented, running her fisgep into his hair,
and then his mouth covered hers.

Clothes were ripped off, and with eager hands astcahd urgent mouths
they explored and gloried in each other, until fjnance more they
reached the ultimate pinnacle of passion and thidniaguidly into the

heated comfort of the aftermath.

‘All right, Amber'?’ Lucas’s husky demand vibratedjainst her smooth
cheek, as she lay sprawled on top of him.

‘Better than all right,” she breathed against Hisst, and, pushing herself
up, she looked around. She spied her skirt,tbier skirt, and, glancing
back down at Lucas, she added, ‘But we have to dtapg this or | will
very soon have no clothes left!’

‘I have to go to Milan next week. Come with me amdi can shop till you
drop.’

She went to Milan with him, and Lucas bought hecamplete new
wardrobe, and on returning to the island she medelhe whole lot for
him, including the lingerie, with countless intgstions.



It was lucky she had because over the ensuing wiee&as spent only
three days a week in Athens, but numerous busitmksagues arrived on
the island. Though she had told herself she wooldsocialise, she did,
and she was too much of a professional to greettssuded businessmen
in cut-off jeans. She contacted her own office drstovered quite a few
of her clients had insisted on dealing only with. Mgith the compliance of
her boss, and the state-of-the-art equipment Lusb provided, she
quickly slipped back into work mode and when Lueas in Athens she
spent the time as hard at work.

As the weeks stretched into two months they dewslopn enviable
lifestyle. They went swimming, sailed, ate togetlamd slept together.
They also talked, listened to music or sometimespbi sat

companionably in the same room reading. The omgtthey did not do
was talk about their relationship and underpinratigheir activities was
the simmering desire for each other. Their lovemgkivas great. They
could not keep their hands off each other.

Amber wandered out onto the terrace and sat dowm @onveniently
placed lounger overlooking the gardens and the, @oal stared out at the
sun-drenched blue of the sea beyond. Her marrisae working better
than she had ever dreamed possible. She rememibeiecarly-morning
romp and a sensual smile curved her wide mouthwBstsex enough? she
asked herself, chewing her, bottom lip with hethie& was Monday and
three weeks today she was supposed to return tlathgsShe would have
to go back anyway, because, although she could é&edpp of her job as
well from the island as England, her clients expeécsome personal
contact, as did the other partners in the firm. &beld miss this place,
lazing around in only briefs and a cotton shirtfmthe greatest lover in the
world for company. What more could a woman want?

‘Hi, beautiful, waiting for me?’ Lucas leant ovenda brushed his lips
lightly over her brow before sitting down on theutger beside her,
flicking open the buttons of his jacket and shruggt off.

‘Yes. But | didn’t hear the helicopter.” Amber gtaad across at him, and
watched as he unfastened the buttons of his sidrlay back with a sigh.
He had been in Athens today and he looked tireg-baktired.



With his eyes closed, his long lashes curled o leigeekbones, his firm
lips curved in a smile. ‘That’s because | came Hdackoat. The helicopter
is out of service until Saturday.’

‘But what about the rest of the week?’

Lucas dealt her a simmering look from half-closgdse ‘The rest of the
week, | am going to stay here with you.’

Amber rose to her feet and, leaning over him, shiemmred, ‘Promises,
promises.” She pressed her lips to his, probingrosith with her tongue.
Lucas responded by slipping his strong hands ugtite soft shirt she
was wearing to cup her full, firm -breasts with piaglms, and groaning.
‘This is what | came back for,” he confided hoayselnd moments later
they were in the shuttered coolness of their bedroo

Amber threw off her shirt, and watched utterly ensdd as Lucas stripped
off his, and then with a husky growl! tumbled hekedhonto the bed.

A long powerful thigh nudged hers apart and shepped her arms around
his neck and kissed his mouth, his eyes, his skeouéthywhere she could
reach. His long fingers teased her nipples, tramest her stomach and
parted the soft folds of velvety flesh between theghs. Amber groaned
out loud, heat flooding through her, and he took lerd and fast, and
she*was with him all the way until their mingledes of release left them
absolutely sated in each other’s arms.

‘Do you think the hot climate in Greece has anyghio do with making
people feel sexy?’ Amber asked lazily.

A great guffaw of laughter greeted her remark, damtas, propping
himself up on one elbow, stared down at her. ‘Yoow what I I...” And
he stopped, an arrested expression in his black. ¢ye focused on her
flushed face, her swollen mouth, thick black laskeseening his gaze.
‘What | adore about you, Amber, for all your braarsl beauty, you can be
SO naive.’

Amber forced a grin to her lips, but for a momedrdre she had been sure
he was going to say he loved her. ‘Better naiven tharld-weary, like



some | could mention.” He didn’t rise to her tegsiut looked at her for a
long while with disturbing intensity. ‘“You're rightAnd, rolling off the
bed, Lucas strolled over to the bathroom. ‘I nesti@aver?

Ah, welll Amber sighed happily. They had the whaleek together. But
she was wrong...

After dinner Lucas retired to his study to makeew fcalls and Amber
headed for bed. Fifteen minutes later, showered wedring a peach-
coloured satin negligée, Amber walked back intoltédroom, the material
floating around her as she moved. Tiny shoestringps supported the
bodice-a delicately embroidered web of fine laceeadiing tantalising

glimpses of her full breasts and dusky nipples.r&ydously sexy, it had
been chosen for her by Lucas and Amber felt grestring it. She crossed
to the dressing table, and, opening a drawer, wathidhe small box that
held her contraceptive pills, a dreamy smile onfaee. Lucas would be
joining her soon. Flipping open the top of a debbtalacquered box, she
picked up a pill and lifted her hand to her mouth.

‘What the hell are you doing?’ Lucas’s deep voioared, and the box
went flying through the air, pills cascading on fleor, and suddenly her
wrist was caught in an iron grip. ‘Drop it. Dropnibw,” he said in a rough
threatening voice, with menace in his dark eyes.

The single pill fell from her fingers, and Ambeltfa frisson of fear run
down her spine. She had never seen Lucas in sucitheat temper.

He pulled her towards him, the strong dark planfeki® face contorted
with rage. ‘What are they?’ he demanded, fury iergine of his body.
‘Tell me, damn you.’

She opened her mouth to speak but no sound cam&haitension in him

was so strong that she shivered at the impact &hié stared at him, and
the violence leaping in his eyes scared her witldssber told herself she
had no reason to fear him, she had every righake birth control pills.

‘Answer me, woman,’ he raged, his hand falling frower hair to curve
around her throat, tipping her head back. ‘Tellanso help me I'll-’



‘You're hurting me.” She choked, the breath squddeam her lungs.

Suddenly he released her, but he still held hestw@he tried to jerk away,
shaking from head to foot, but he forcibly pullesf sloser.

‘Birth control pills,” she muttered in a low, friggned voice.

‘Not amphetamines,' Lucas grated between his testime of the anger
easing from his body. ‘You're sure?’

His simmering black eyes fixed on her face. Somiaiop he had of her
that he dared suggest she would take drugs. Angjeiehed her mouth,
and she returned his look with a hard, level starbey are my birth
control pills,” she reiterated. '

‘My wife, and you-’
‘Thought | was a junkie,” Amber cut in harshly.

She saw him stiffen ‘One cannot be too sure nowadalis dark eyes
were hooded and curiously blank when he added, 'trbatter pick them
up, as you seem to think you need them.’ Lettingpfyber wrist, he spun
around and stalked off into the bathroom withouithar word.

Amber crawled around the floor trying to find he&mraining pills, and
then, placing the box back in the drawer, she daithinto bed. Lucas’s
reaction puzzled her-it had been out of all prdpartand totally out of
character.

The bathroom door opened and Lucas approachedetheabsmall white
towel flung precariously around his hips, and watiother towel he was
rubbing his damp hair. Helplessly Amber’'s eyes lédhi over his

magnificent tanned torso, and she forgot theirfbargument, her body
warming at the sight of him.

Lucas slid into bed and, leaning over her, brusaddw strands of hair
from her forehead, his fingertips stroking down tieve of her cheek. ‘Do
you like children, Amber?’



‘Yes,” she murmured, but warning bells rang in biexin.

‘So why the pill? You're a married woman,' he askékily, his dark eyes
intent and a little speculative on her lovely face.

Amber didn’t want this conversation, not now, net.yEasing away from
his side, she looked up at him, and, choosing leedsvcarefully, she said,
‘You told me to take it the first time we were ttiger, so naturally | do
now.’

‘And if | told you to stop? If | told you | wantegou to be the mother of
my child,” he suggested, ‘how would you respond?’

Her heart missed a beat, but her own sense opsstervation made her
cautious. ‘That it was not a very sensible suggesifi we are to part in a
few months.” She waited with bated breath, hopind jpraying for him to
ask her to stay for ever, tell her he cared. Shedisappointed...

For a space of ten seconds he didn’'t speak. Shehsamuscles bunch at
the edge of his jaw, and if she had not known bettee would have
thought he was shocked. ‘That could be ignoredfinadly offered.

‘Why?’ She had to know. She had swallowed her padee where Lucas
was concerned and she wasn’t doing it a second timas his turn...

‘I'm forty-one, it is time | had a family, and yoare twenty-nine next
week. It makes sense.’

There was nothing in the world. she wanted more teahave his baby,
but the cold calculation in his words and his utisukeminder of her age
were not what she had wanted to hear and her digapgent was intense.
‘I'll take it under consideration,’ she mocked, @vey a direct answer. ‘But
right now, I'm tired, can we have this conversatsmme other time?”’

‘There is nothing more to say.” Amber flinched la¢ ffinality in his tone,
the cold derision in the eyes that met hers, aneinwite turned his back on
her and went to sleep she had a sinking feelindgn¢imeymoon was over.



Wednesday afternoon she answered the telephorer study, and smiled
at the sound of her father’s voice. She needed thngeto cheer her up, as
her marriage was going down the pan fast. Yestetdeas had buried
himself away in his study, only surfacing for medlast night they had
lain in the same bed, but as far apart as it wasiple to be. Amber could
sense him both physically and mentally withdrawingm her and she
could do nothing about it. But realistically sheelina relationship built
only on sex was bound to fail. The only questiors when?

Five minutes of listening to all the city and fayngossip cheered her up.
‘We had visitors at the weekend-your friend Clive.’

Her father chuckled.

‘Clive?’ Amber responded in surprise.

‘Yes, he wanted to know if you will be back for ydauirthday next week.’
‘Not next week, but | will be back soon.” Amber ditisee Lucas standing
at the open door of her study or the murderousessoon on his face as he

turned and left. A few minutes later she concluthedconversation.

Turning back to the computer, she tried to worke Timood Lucas was in
there was no point in joining him, she thought Bcid

‘Are you busy?’ The man occupying her thoughts wdlinto the room.

Amber swung around on her chair. ‘Not if you camkhof something
better to do,” she teased with determined cheesfignHe was wearing a
beige linen suit, and the desperate thought ocduoéer that, if she got
him almost naked in the pool, perhaps they coutdogek to the way they
had been. ‘It's so hot | thought | might go forwairm.” Rising to her feet,
she walked towards him.

‘Don’t let me stop you,’ her said bitingly. Her gein gaze winged to his
and she froze at the contempt she saw in his legek.



‘I thought you might join me,” she said quietly. H®outh twisted into a
mockery of a smile. ‘Sorry, but | have to go to étis after all, something
has come up.’

‘| thought the helicopter-’

‘It is repaired,' he said, cutting her off. Angdegmed cold as ice in the
darkness of his eyes, but there was reluctant eléso, and it was the
desire she responded to when he pulled her int@dns and kissed her
with a fierce, possessive passion. Then just asefig he put her away
from him.

‘I won’t be back until Saturday. If you need anyidy call me-Tomso has
the number.” He strode out of the room.

What she needed he could not give her, she realighdh despairing sigh,
the sound lost in the whining sound of the helieoptrriving. He had not
even said goodbye.

Amber watched from the window as the helicoptereras the air and

vanished. It was happening all over again-Lucasingiout on her. The

truly sad part was, Amber realised stoically, slasmit even surprised she
had no faith in him. She’d been expecting it.



CHAPTER ELEVEN

AFTER spending the night alone, Amber was nowhe@ @as stoic. She
missed Lucas desperately. She had not slept. Shlklntio work, and
finally mid-morning she decided to walk down to ther, Tomso waved
her into the bar and 'over a cup of coffee he rbdiged in fractured
English over Lucas and their marriage, informing they had never seen
Lucas so happy, and if anyone deserved to be happdid after the
terrible loneliness of the past few years.

Amber presumed Tomso meant the deaths of all Ledashily members

and it made her think. She had acquired a wholefaevily that had taken

her into their home and hearts while Lucas had hast His grief must

have been horrendous. Strolling back along thelesde sat down on the
hot sand and took a long, hard look at herself, wad not impressed at
what she saw.

She claimed she loved Lucas, but she was too poddoo frightened of
being hurt to tell him. But she was hurting now\aay. If she truly loved
him, and she did, she should be declaring it froenrboftops, not hiding it
as though it were something shameful. Was sheyresl lacking in
courage?

As for Lucas, he had an inherent need to be inrabat all times. He was
a dynamic, arrogant man, but not a man to talk absufeelings or show
them. He was a loner; he withdrew behind a coolpfamask at the least
sign of challenge to his real emotions. Yet whesytimade love Amber
was almost sure he was as overwhelmed as she utafariioo proud to
admit it. But then so was she...

Lucas had hinted she stay with him and have hig.cRerhaps that was as
near as he could get to admitting he wanted hayevay a man wanted a
woman, and not just as the sex object he had @imdléd her. Christina

was dead, and Amber was pretty certain there wasther woman in his

life. Dared she take a chance and tell him howfsli@ Was she strong
enough to cope if he rejected her love? The answbpth questions was
yes.



The bible said, ‘hope deferred maketh the heakt’sand it was happening
to her. Surely it was better to know the truth ey or the other and get
on with her life? And, with that thought in mindhes had made her
decision.

The following morning Amber dressed with care ineoof her Milan
purchases. A sleek white linen dress, with a diygbtooped neckline,
buttoned from top to bottom and skimming her sleruely from shoulder
to mid-thigh, with a matching fabric high-heeleshdals and shoulder-bag
to complete the outfit. Her long hair was sweptiu twist on top of her
head, and even in the late summer heat she loab@itly sophisticated.
She had talked Tomso into bringing her to the naaidlby boat and he had
also arranged the taxi to carry her to the toweclothat housed the offices
of Karadines International.

Getting out of the taxi, she hitched her bag ondeulder and took a step
towards the entrance and froze. She blinked amdkdadi again. It couldn’t
be-she was seeing things. The woman was dead...

‘Amber, it's good to see you again. | was sornhear about Spiro, but |
hear congratulations are in order, and, hey, Lusa% a bad old stick.
Even after our divorce he still looks after me,uflo he does not have to.
We have just been to see him.'

It was Christina, a slim, beautiful, positively glimg with life Christina,
and obviously pregnant, accompanied by a very landsyoung man
whom she proudly introduced as her husband wite khining in her dark
eyes.

The blood drained from Amber's face. She was padaxShe said
something and it must have been okay, because arniewtes later she
was standing on her own, her dazed eyes watchingst@a and her
husband walk down the street.

‘Hi, Amber.” She vaguely heard her name and turdnedhead; it was Joe.
‘Are you okay? You look like you've seen a ghost.’



‘Maybe | have,” she said without thinking in herosked state, her
stomach twisted with nausea and sweat dampeningnn@oth brow.

‘Funny! I'm glad to see you haven't lost your sengdumour. Lucas has
been acting like a bear with a sore head for teetli@o days. For the sake
of his poor beleaguered workforce, try and cheer ap, will you? You
are going up to see him?

‘Oh, yes.” See him! She was going to kill him...cas had lied...

‘Come. I'll show you to his private lift.” With Jokeading the way, Amber
stalked into the Karadines building. Joe usheredrte the small lift.

‘It opens into his private office suite. I'll probly catch you later,” Joe said
with a grin as the doors swished shut.

Amber sank back against the wall, her mind a més$seming emotional
pain, humiliation, sheer disbelief. It was a hdgithought, but until now
she had not realised how much she had counted ostiGa being finally
out of his life to win Lucas’s love. Tim had tol@hto take a chance, but
she had never had one... Lucas had told her heswak dead. It was a lie
of such magnitude no one with any sense of morabtyld forgive it. Not
only was Christina alive and well, but she had died Lucas and married
a gorgeous young man and was pregnant. But Lucastilalooking after
her.

With blinding clarity Amber saw it all. It must haween a hell of a jolt to
Lucas’s colossal ego to be rejected by the womaiowed, the woman
who had lost his child, and then to see Christiappily married and
pregnant again.

Amber had felt sympathy for him and had hoped tivate the grieving
was past he would fall in love with her. Only lasght she’d decided to
tell him how much she loved him, and all the tirhe swine had lied to
her. His request she have his baby took a much siarster turn in the
light of Christina’s pregnancy. Lucas hated to laseanything. If his ex-
wife could have another child, then so could hecdsudidn’t care about
her, Amber realised. She was obviously a converpamin to be used in
the competition with his ex-wife, and Spiro’s legacas an added bonus.



Amber had been second best once in Lucas’s lifeshiiedwas damned if
she would be again. She didn’t need the lying, cong pig, and she was
about to tell him so. By the time the lift stopp@dhber’s overriding
emotion was murderous rage.

Her golden eyes leaping with fury, she strode duhe lift, and on past a
stunned-looking secretary who cried, ‘You can’t igothere,” as Amber
thrust wide the door of Lucas’s office, and slammeshut behind her.

The object of her fury was sitting behind a largslkd His head shot up as
the door slammed, his black brows arching enquiyijrend not a flicker of
emotion disturbed his hard-cut handsome featufasber, to what do |
owe this honour?’

‘Honour, honour!” she screeched, striding acrostheodesk and planting
her hands flat on it. “‘You don’t know the meaninfj tbe word, you
devious, lying bastard.’

‘Be careful what you say, Amber.” Lucas shoved bhikseat and stood
up, moving around the desk. ‘A Greek will not allawwyone to cast a slur
on his honour. Even you, my beautiful virago,” havded mockingly, but
with a hint of steel in his tone.

‘How could you?’ she demanded wildly. ‘How coulduytell me Christina
was dead? What kind of sick joke was that? You wauget down on your
knees and pray for your immortal soul or you wiltedy go to hell.” She
was in full Hood now. Her golden gaze clashed with ‘The night before
our wedding Tim convinced me to take a chance angmwing to love
me. After all, you were a man with a man’s need ok first wife was
dead. So | did.” Amber didn’t see the brilliantréaof triumph in Lucas’s
eyes-she was on, a roll. ‘The other night when fimog my pills from my
hand...” she accompanied the word with the gesturecking a desk lamp
flying to the floor with a resounding crash, bueevhat did not stop her
‘...then you suggested | have your baby, |, idlttl am, actually felt
guilty for denying you. | spent all yesterday thimk how really you were a
caring guy, but too shy to show your emotions!” Asterical laugh
escaped her. ‘Shy! You don't have any genuine emstionly devious
plans!



‘Amber,” Lucas slotted in, ‘you’ve got it all wrorigReaching out, he
grasped her upper arms.

‘No. | have finally got it right! After five longmiserable years | am over
you. | actually came here today to tell you theapte. What a joke! | got
out of the taxi and, low and behold, risen from dead on your doorstep |
meet Christina, the woman you really love. God! Homust have dented
your pride to have your young wife discard you. Batn through being a
substitute for any woman.’

‘Shut up and listen to me.” His hands tightenedham arms. ‘You're
screaming like a fish wife, and there is no need.’

His eyes were black but there was fire in them thatored the violent
emotion in her own. ‘Need. What would you know aboeed? Everything
is sex and money to you,” she retorted, trying tdl free, but his grip
tightened.

Suddenly aware of how close they were, she falemliling start deep in
the pit of her stomach, and she stared at himanibd, humiliating anger.
‘I am through listening to you,’ she said, feelingr hands clenching into
fists at her sides. ‘I am leaving you. | never wamsee you again. As for
Spiro’s legacy, see my lawyer.’

His mouth curled in a chilling smile. ‘Very conving but don't pretend
you're leaving on my account. | heard you yesterdaythe telephone
talking to Clive, telling himnot next week but soofhree nights without
sex too long for you, Amber?’ he asked with bitsagcasm.

Her hand flew out and slapped his face in blazingea His head jerked
back and his eyes leaping with rage clashed with fug a second, before
he hauled her hard against him, his mouth crastdavgn on hers, kissing
her with a raw, savage fury that left her with tiaste of blood in her
mouth.

She tried to struggle, but he was too strong, ahdmhe finally lifted his
head she stared at him with bitter, pain-filled years burning at the
back of her throat because his last crack hadhetdis opinion of her had



never changed. She froze in his arms and pridesattade her tell him the
truth.

‘I spoke to my father yesterday. He mentioned Cheel visited him, and
as a friend asked if | was coming back for my lgatyr Afriend that is all
Clive has ever been. But you,’ she said, her lipsbling, ‘you never saw
me as anything but an easy lay. You have the miral sewer rat.” The
tears she had restrained for so long filled hesggbe blinked furiously,
but one escaped down the soft curve of her chéeid | am leaving you.’
She tried to push him away, the tears falling fastev as the trauma of the
last few days, few months, finally caught up wittr land Lucas’s callous
comment had been the last straw.

‘Oh, hell, Amber.” Lucas groaned, hauling her tigtgainst him. ‘Don’t
cry. | can't bear to hear you cry.” With one strongnd he stroked her
back, while his other hand lifted to her face amlfimgers smoothed the
wetness from her cheeks.

She choked back a sob. ‘I am not crying,’ she mueahu but long

shudders racked her slender frame. Suddenly the ajmmed, and Lucas
turned his head and said something violently toploisr secretary, but the
interruption gave Amber the strength to break freen him, and, rubbing

the moisture from her face, she fought to regainsed-control. She was
not shedding another tear over the fiend, and akyskegs she stepped
towards the door.

‘No, Amber. Please.’ Lucas swept her up in his arivisu have had your
say, now it is my turn.’

‘What do you think you're doing? Put me down,” sfenanded hoarsely.

‘What | should have done years ago, but never Imed guts,” Lucas

admitted and, sitting down on the sofa, he heldfastrin the cradle of his
arms. His face was only inches away from hers,thadlack eyes caught
hers with brilliant intensity.

Even in her abject misery, to her horror, the scéra heat of him invaded
her senses, reawakening the familiar awarenessalsteys felt in his



presence. ‘Let me go, Lucas. Your secretary.’ Sls grasping at any
excuse; she had to get away.

‘No, | am going to keep you here until you hear oo’ Lucas informed
her bluntly. ‘Even a condemned man is allowed teagy His features
were harsh, brooding as he studied her tear-sticfake.

She nodded-she did not trust herself to speakeBaithear him out and
get out, before she broke down completely in fiafrttim.

‘Forgive me for what | said about three days witheex. | didn’t mean it.
But to hear the mention of Clive’s name is enougdrive me insane with
jealousy.’

He was jealous, and it gave her hope.

‘But | believe you, | know you have to go back tondon. You love your
work, and | had every intention of taking you. leavgot your father to
purchase the old rectory for us in the village n@arhome. | thought we
could split the year between Greece and Englami'tAting her chin with

one finger, he looked deep into her tear-washed.éBat | wanted it to be
a surprise for your birthday.’

Surprised! She was amazed. ‘You bought a house?malrmured. He had
been planning for their future together, includireg career.

He nodded and continued. ‘But | don’t believe yoaamt what you said
about Christina. Would you really wish her dead2diese that is what you
implied.’

‘No, never.” She found her voice. Horrified to thkihow callous she must
have sounded. Then she remembered why she hadeokehavshe had.
‘But you lied.’

‘I never lied, Amber. That day in your office | ¢tbyou my father had died,
and Christina had gone the next year. Perhaps aspgof English is at
fault, but since when hagbnemeant the same dgad?’

‘Then why did you not tell me you were divorced?é stemanded huskily.



‘What man wants to discuss the biggest mistakalife,” he said slowly,
and she felt his muscular body lock with tensiomith the woman he
loves?’

She was held in his protective arms, with the whrpfthim surrounding
her, and for him to suggest he loved her was thellesst cut of all to her
bruised heart. ‘Please, Lucas, no more lies: yoeddChristina, you told
me so. You probably still do,” she said sadly.

His dark eyes locked on hers as if they would s&eher very soul. ‘No, |
lied to you and myself, and | paid for it with tirst few years of my
life.” His dark eyes clouded with remembered pdinwas my own fault,
but the worst part is knowing in my arrogance ltlyau.’

He brushed her lips with his in a bittersweet tendss that squeezed her
heart. This was Lucas as she had never seen horebdfgot over it,’ she
muttered.

‘You should not have had to.” He eased her offlégisonto the sofa beside
him as if she were the most fragile Dresden doidl placed an arm around
her shoulders, holding her turned towards him.€éch to explain why |
behaved the way | did.” His dark eyes clouded \w#imful memories. ‘My
mother was a stunningly beautiful woman," Amberlddaelieve that. Just
look at her son!

‘Men adored her. She had numerous affairs-herlastended at her death
of a drug overdose when | was thirteen.” Amber gdsghe had not known
that.

‘Yes, not very pleasant.” Lucas’s lips twisted @ally. ‘Though the man
we were living with at the time was quite good abibuHe gave me a
thousand drachmas, and told me | was big enouggotoafter myself and
not to think of my mother as a drug addict becalmewasn’t. She did not
need to get high to be the sexiest lady around.’

‘It must have been hard for you.” Amber was shockbd image of Lucas
as a young boy living such a life filled her sodtlt with compassion.



‘I don’t want your pity, Amber] he said hardly.dbn’t deserve it because |
let my mother colour my relationship with you. bdit see it at the time,
but | realised it when it was too late.’

Amber sat up a little straighter-this insight iritocas’s character was so
unexpected she could not help but be moved and/ahted to hear more.

‘When you came to the villa the first time, you werot as | remembered,
You had metamorphosised into an elegant, gorgeousvigo made no
secret of what she wanted. I, to my shame, haddagke simply so | could
fool Father into thinking you were Spiro’s girl,dh

‘You don’t need to explain-I know all about thaBimber felt the colour
rise in her cheeks; she had been blatant in hsugwf Lucas.

‘Of course, Spiro told you. Anyway, when we becdowers, although you
were a virgin, you were so eager, so uninhibited, were everything | had
ever fantasised about. | wanted you morning, nood might, and it
angered me. | vowed never to be like my motheretddito sex-and yet
around you | was. | had no control where you wemgcerned. The year we
were together | deliberately forced myself to stayay from you for longer
than | needed to, just to prove a point. Then, wheid come back early,
you had no time for me, so | began to blame youpifif | know, but
though | enjoyed everything you had to give | coieeld myself you were
too sexy, too career-minded, too free-spirited ¢oabything other than a
girlfriend. Too like my mother.’

His mother had a lot to answer for, Amber thoughtetly. She had
coloured his view on relationships from a very pade. But she made no
comment as Lucas continued.

‘The odd occasion marrying you crossed my mindjitkly dismissed the
notion, and not least because | would also havettadll my father you
had never been Spiro’s girl. And | had impliedathide the fact he was
gay. | was an arrogant, conceited bastard, | ainwhen the chance came
to make a deal with Alex Aristides, | leapt athty father was delighted,
and when | met Christina, | was at the right age#ory.' He shrugged his
broad shoulders beneath his tailored white silktshiam Greek; we are
strong on tradition and family. | had just had aguanent with you about



work, and Christina appeared as a sweet, mallef@ini@ale. Someone |
could love and look after.’

‘This is all very interesting, Lucas,” Amber cut fibut | really don’t need
to hear any more.” She was not sitting listeninghtm telling her how
much he loved Christina yet again, and, risingdofket, she was abruptly
pulled back down onto Lucas’s lap.

‘Damn it, Amber. | am putting my pride on the lihere.” He held her firm

on his lap and his mouth swooped down on hers ankigsed her with a
driven urgency that awakened the same responser st that in seconds
she was flat on her back on the sofa with Lucaslgiver her.

‘I am trying to tell you | love you. | always haveeing brutally honest.’
He clasped her head between his large hands, ¢phen to look at him,
his black eyes dark and glittering with emotionkfiew the last time we
were together in the loft but | wouldn’t admit ot even to myself.” He
kissed her again. ‘I knew when | walked into yotfrce three months ago.
But still I told myself it was just sex. | had beled abominably towards
you, and | didn’t think you would give me the timnkday, so | forced you
into marrying me.’

‘You wanted Spiro’s shares,’ she reminded him.

‘You think so?’ His mouth quirked in self-derisicas he continued, ‘I
already have most of them, as you will discover nigeu hear from the
lawyers. You knew Spiro-did you honestly think heuhd be able to hang
onto his inheritance for one year, never mind fiv&? invested in every
crackpot scheme his friends suggested, and them.sAmleast a dozen
times he sold me blocks of his stock.’

‘What, you tricked me?’ Wide-eyed, she stared at,hher thoughts in
chaos.

‘Another lie.” His jaw clenched. ‘Haven't you resdid yet? | would lie, |
would cheat, | would do anything to have you.” Lsigmoaned, burying his
head in the glorious gold hair. ‘But, God help rAember, | do love you.’



If he did not marry her for Spiro’s legacy, theAmber reached up to him,
her slender fingers lacing around the back of kisknthe blood pounding
through her veins. ‘I think | am beginning to bebkeyou,” she whispered,
incredulous hope growing in her heart.

‘Spiro’s will gave me the excuse to see you aghiook one look at you
sitting behind the desk in your office, and | wastedmined to have you
back in my life. When you told me you might marriv€ | was frantic. |
freely admit | lied to get you back. | wasn’t tafgiany chances.’

‘But you told me you loved Christina.” Amber couidt get over that fact.
‘I saw you with her in New York-when she was pregngou were so
crazy about her you asked me to go and look aéet h

A harsh laugh escaped him. ‘I had to look after, bet | never loved her.
The marriage was over before the honeymoon finisiedi can guess
what | discovered on my wedding night, you hadaasehinted as much.
But that did not matter. | tried to make the mageavork, though we were
rarely together because she refused to travell Udiscovered the final

irony when she was pregnant, and then the god$y riealghed at me.
Christina was a drug addict, and had been sinceetiger age of fourteen,
which is why she would not go to the island. Too &vay from her

supplier and, as for sex, she would do anythindy wityone for a fix. |

never touched her again.’

‘Oh, my God, no.” Amber tightened her arms aroumch,hfeeling his

anguish as if it were her own. ‘The night of thetpahe was rolling her
own cigarettes and | wondered why,” she murmurediaud. ‘Her little

vice, she said.’

‘Cannabis was the least of her addictions. Our bahg stillborn two
months before the due date because Christina ha th&ing heroine all
along.’ Lucas ran a hand over his eyes as if thuey/him.

‘And Christina now?’ Amber asked.

‘I look after her business interests-a promise dento her father, but |
divorced her as soon as my father died. | persuaéedo go into rehab.



She met her new husband there. He is a doctor aroth more competent
to look after her than I. She has been clean fer awear.’

‘| see.” Amber looked deep into his night-black gyand she knew he was
telling the truth.

‘Do you? Do you really?’ His sensuous lips tightéme a grim line. ‘Have

you any idea what it did to me the other night sgeiou with a pill in your

hand? Just a few hours earlier | had almost toldtiat | loved you, and |
had to walk away because | suddenly realised tbemdty of my mistake.

| did not deserve you. You gave me your love ondh all the joyous

abandonment of a true innocent and | in my arrogdnok it as my due
and walked out on you for the sake of what | thaugbuld be an easy
marriage. | stood in the shower and | could notelvel how blind | had
been. Then later when | saw the pill in your hamedrly died. | thought
you were on drugs, and after the last few montgstteer | could not live if
anything happened to you. When | realised it wagth control pill | was

relieved but | was angry-1 wanted you to have miydc¢hbut | had not the
courage to tell you | loved you. The next day, hepyou talk to Clive, |

was gutted.” The expression in his eyes nearlypgdpher heart, so full of
anguished love that it was almost painful.

‘You do love me,’ she whispered, hardly daring élidve it was true.

‘Believe it.” And he lowered his head, his mouthding hers in a kiss of
aching tenderness. ‘You are in my blood, my bonés#is throatily
murmured words made Amber tremble inside. She lboke into his
darkly handsome face and was stunned by the sligherability in night-
black eyes. ‘Forgive me, Amber, stay with me, asdéar | will spend the
rest of my life trying to win your love.’

‘| forgive you, and you won't have to.” Amber snmileShe had a better
understanding of why he had behaved the way herh#ite past, and if
their marriage was to work she had to believe m,hrust him. She moved
sinuously against him, her hands reaching up tdclelat his broad
shoulders. ‘I do love you, Lucas. | always have ahldays will-there has
never, ever been anyone else for me,” she confeaseldpulled his head
back down to hers. Her tongue touched his and shehe shuddering
intensity of his response.



They kissed and clung to each other, and with sigakingers Lucas
unfastened the buttons down the front of her drasd, parted the fabric
exposing the near naked length of her to his vi¥au are so beautiful, so
exquisite inside and out,” he grated, shrugging bi$ clothes and
dispensing with her briefs in seconds. His greatybarched over her, his
eyes glittered down into hers. ‘And you really atemine at last.” Then
his head swooped down, and his mouth covered Inees kiss of pure
possession before burning a red-hot trail of fioevd her slender throat to
her swollen breasts.

He filled up her senses as never before, she waskdmn the wonder of
their declared love. Amber moaned as he found dkg peaks and licked
them with his tongue. Her seeking hands strokedwgy his back, traced
his spine, and her nails dug into his flesh asuukled the rigid tips each
in turn, until Amber cried out and her back archebluntarily seeking
more.

Lifting his head, he looked down at her. ‘I loveuycAmber,' Lucas
groaned, his voice thick with hunger. ‘I want yoHis fingers spread over
her flat stomach, caressing all the erotic placekriew so well.

‘And | want you always and for ever.’

With a low growl deep in his throat, he slid betwdeer thighs and made
her his. With huskily muttered words of love anceaeLucas told her
everything she had always wanted to hear fall froasnpassionate mouth.
Their coming together was better than anything thed gone before,
because this time their bodies and minds as onedadchew dimension.
Love.

Surfacing from the exhausted aftermath of theietoaking, Amber stirred
in Lucas’s arms and looked around. ‘Get up, Lugasoff.” She shoved at
him and he sat up, allowing her to do the same.

‘No regrets, Amber, you are not going to changeryaind,” and she was
stunned to see a trace of doubt in his slumberiauck leyes.



‘No.” He loved her, she could feel it in her soahd she did not like to see
her dynamic, powerful husband uncertain. ‘But loakere we are, is the
door locked?’ She grabbed the front of her dress la@gan frantically
fastening buttons.

‘No.” His dark eyes, brimming with love, held hefBut my secretary
would not dare disturb us,” he said with all theogant confidence Amber
recognised. '

She smiled. ‘I'm taking no more chances,’” and, ditagp up, she continued
dressing, glad to see Lucas was doing the sanman’t believe we made
love in your office?

Lucas, looking utterly gorgeous with his hair digbled, his trousers on
and his shirt hanging off his shoulders, pulleding his arms. ‘I can, but
if it perturbs you so much...” he grinned down at h..what about trying
the rail we missed on the boat? Another honeymoon?”’

And they did...



