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Chapter One




This was exactly the kind of waitressing job
Kate Summers hated and tonight was no exception as she served
champagne to the sixty or so people scattered around the fabulous
penthouse apartment.

She had been scheduled not to work tonight
but had received a phone call from her boss at L.C catering agency
earlier that day begging her to stand in for someone who’d called
in sick. And whilst Kate had just finished a twelve hour shift in
her other job, her boss had offered her double time, which Kate had
eagerly accepted.

She may hate serving at these extravagant
functions, but the extra money on offer for tonight’s gig would pay
her over-due electric bill.

The birthday party being held tonight in the
penthouse suite of the elaborate Ivory Tower in Cork city, was in
honor of some hot-shot American property developer – probably
another middle aged old fart she had yet to lay eyes on, Kate
thought to herself as she worked the room, serving drinks to anyone
and everyone who beckoned her.

The place was enormous, Kate thought as she
admired the beautiful interiors. The walls in the function room
were painted a muddy cream color, with the exception of a floor to
ceiling glass wall that looked out onto the River Lee.

In the center of the room there was a huge
brown leather sofa shaped in a half circle with a platinum coffee
table placed in front of a beautiful black marble fire place that
was now turned on and sending glowing warmth into the room.

Kate compared this luxurious home to her own
cottage on the outskirts of Garretstown. Her home didn’t hold one
hundredth of the luxury and class that this penthouse held but it
was clean and cozy with plenty of space.

She had lived in the cottage her whole life
with her father, inheriting the property last year when he passed
away. It cost her a small fortune in petrol commuting to the city
each day for work but she couldn’t bear the thought of selling her
family home so she worked two jobs, part-time at the local bar and
grill a few nights each week, and fulltime with LC Catering.

She gazed broodingly at all the glamorous
people here tonight, droned in diamonds and designer outfits. Every
guest looked as if they had just walked off the runway in Milan and
straight into this extravagant home.

Kate felt both inaccurate and inferior
compared to the women here, but regardless of those feelings, there
was something else about tonight that filled Kate with anxiety,
though she was unsure why.

She had covered more of these types of
functions in the past few years than she cared to remember, and she
knew from past experience that she would never blend into this
world in any shape or form other than as staff, which was fine by
her – she couldn’t care less about fancy clothes and caviar.

Drawing her attention back to the job in
hand, she glided cheerfully around the suite, refreshing drinks.
This was a different world to the one she lived in…Beautiful
people, beautiful lives.

She physically compared herself to the women
she was serving tonight and came to the conclusion that she wasn’t
too bad to look at.

Auburn colored hair that fell below her
shoulder blades, pulled back tonight in a professional bun. Blues
eyes, pale skin…always pale, she couldn’t tan even if she was lying
on the beach in Barbados for a month, unlike other people she
knew…

Her figure was okay she supposed, slim enough
but still with plenty of those pesky curves that tend to stick to
your hips and thighs after childbirth.

But she was secure enough to not have a weep
about her shortcomings. It wasn’t as if she would be luring a man
anytime soon. Kate had been out of the dating ring for a lot of
years now, nearly five to be exact and after being knocked out so
badly the first time she never got back in.

Her first and only relationship had ended in
tatters years ago, leaving her so emotionally scarred that she
didn’t think she could or would trust another man. Besides, she had
never met another who came close to rivaling her ex...

Kate had offers, a few guys in bars on the
rare nights she went out, but not one of them held a spark of what
he had and Kate secretly worried that she would be alone
forever. It was an absurd fear considering she was only
twenty-three years old, but that was the way she felt.

Her good friend Annie Kennedy had long since
given up trying to set Kate up on dates, though she still at
regular intervals insisted that at twenty-three Kate was too young
to not want to date.

But Annie didn’t know about Kate’s ex… She
was new to the area; having only lived there a year and she hadn’t
witnessed Kate’s disastrous relationship with the most scandalous
member of the prestigious and world-renowned DiMarco family.

No, Kate would never fit in it this world.
She hadn’t back then and wouldn’t now, she mused sadly as she
noticed a tall leggy blonde in a full length fitted red fishtail
dress flagging her.

‘Gorgeous’ was the first word that came to
Kate’s mind as she eyed the woman enviously. She had seen her face
before on magazine covers but couldn’t for the world remember her
name.

Blondie, who was at least five-nine with
silky blonde curls falling artfully down her back, was pouting
impatiently and finger flagging Kate over.

Sliding her now empty tray down to her side
Kate approached the woman with a professional smile. “Is there
anything I can get you, ma’am?”

The blonde eyed Kate from head to toe before
answering in a bored tone. “Three whiskeys. Make one a double. I’ll
be over there.” The blonde pointed behind her and Kate nodded
dutifully before heading towards the bar, not bothering to look.
She wouldn’t have trouble picking her out in the crowd.

 


 


****

 


 


The night seemed to be successful but dull,
with many of the usual run of the mill meet and greets. Drinks and
food were flowing, and yet the only notions Lucas DiMarco was
having were about the trouble he was going to have later when he
would be removing that scrap of a dress Caroline had welded to her
body.

The red piece of fabric she had squeezed her
slender frame into was causing all sorts of problems for Lucas’s
concentration.

And right now the only thing Lucas wanted to
concentrate on was removing it as quickly as possible. It would
have to wait for at least another few hours, he thought to himself,
seeing as the party being held tonight in his apartment was in his
honor.

A waste of time, Lucas thought, considering
it wasn’t a milestone birthday. He had just turned twenty-seven
years old, but since being ranked number twelfth on the Forbes 500
Rich list his popularity and demand had sky rocked.

Paparazzi swarmed him and women threw
themselves at him. It was the life he had been born into by his
Italian father; the late great Paulo DiMarco of the DiMarco
Dynasty in Sardinia, one of the oldest families in Italy, and
one of the wealthiest.

Lucas found it ironic that even though he was
mobbed by the paparazzi, and plagued by women over his supposed
‘blue blood’, he had only been to Italy a few times as a child and
spoke hardly any Italian.

The media hadn’t been so violating when he
was younger; just the odd snap here and there, but since his own
business and indeed wealth had skyrocketed, so had the media’s
interest in his personal life.

Of course at first he had played up to the
camera’s, and at times used his status to entice women, earning him
the reputation he carried now; the billionaire playboy…

Lucas spotted a stout, silver-haired man
approach him from across the room and he grinned in surprise.

“Luke,” the older man greeted as he walked
over and embraced Lucas in an affectionate half hug.

Lucas smiled warmly at the old man. Wade
Kramer had been Lucas’s economics professor at Harvard and his late
father’s business partner – the first to invest in the property
development company Lucas had started when he graduated. It was a
decision that had been extremely lucrative for both men with
Lucas’s first year turnover closing in on thirty million
dollars.

The old man, who was now creeping into his
late seventies, had guided Lucas on his journey to the top of the
corporate ladder he was championing. Five years of hard graft and
intelligent investments had made Lucas a millionaire countless
times over.

“Wade, it’s good to see you old friend, I’ve
been meaning to talk to you about the London project…”

Wade tufted and smiled fondly. “I do not
fault your ambition, young Lucas, but tonight is not a night for
business talk. I believe a birthday congratulation is in order, is
it not?” The older man’s Italian accent was still prominent despite
spending the past fifteen years or so living in the States.

“Of course, forgive me. Your presence here
means a lot to me. I’m honored you were able to make it tonight
even though it seems a little over the top. Having a party for
turning twenty seven,” Lucas replied mildly.

“Ahh, my dear young man,” Wade mused. “Ever
the realist. You remind me more of your father each day.”

Lucas reveled in being compared to his late
father.

Paulo DiMarco had been a good father to his
children and a brilliantly shrewd businessman. His only weakness
had been his wife, Lucas’s stepmother Julie.

Lucas’s father had married his American wife
just weeks after his own mother died in childbirth delivering him.
They had moved to Seattle; Julie’s home place, and two months later
his half-brother Jared was born, followed four years later by his
half-sister Sandrine.

Lucas had suffered an uneasy childhood – the
odd child out with his half-siblings and loved less by his
stepmother.

Sandrine, he had always adored. Her carefree
spirit and kind nature were in stark contrast to her mother’s. But
Jared was a tyrant, causing Lucas nothing but grief his entire
life.

Their father had said many times that it was
their closeness in age that had the brothers at each other’s
throats – two alpha males only a few months apart.

But Lucas wasn’t so sure. He had tried to
love his younger brother, attempted on several occasions to include
him in activities and outings with friends, but Jared was a
poisonous soul – deeply jealous that Lucas was the eldest son and
heir to their father’s fortune.

This jealousy was rendered unnecessary when
after Paulo’s death Julie was entrusted his entire business and
fortune...a foolish decision on his father’s part, Lucas thought
darkly. She had no mind for business and her son even less.

In the years since his father’s death, the
DiMarco Empire was slowly crumbling around his stepmother and
brother’s feet. Their lack of business skill – and over-indulgent
lifestyle – was causing his father’s once thriving business to
dwindle.

Just today, Lucas bought out his stepmother’s
shares in a longstanding hotel chain as a silent legacy to his
father.

All of Lucas’s father’s hard work would not
wither but flourish under him.

“Lucas, honey,” Caroline purred as she came
to stand beside him. “I’m gonna get myself something stronger. What
about you? Perhaps a whiskey, sweetheart?” Her sweet Texan drawl
curled around each word and syllable as she drained the remaining
contents of her champagne flute before casually discarding it on a
nearby table.

Clearing his throat Lucas glanced down at the
pretty model. “Yeah, sure make it a double and the same for my
friend.”

Caroline nodded once and kissed him lightly
on the cheek before disappearing in search of a server.

Lucas frowned after her as she left.

“Ahh women…” Wade chuckled. “They have a way
of complicating things, have they not, my young friend?”

This harmless question caught Lucas’s
attention immediately.

A woman could only complicate a man’s life
should he choose to let her. And Lucas wouldn’t be allowing
Caroline Redmond or any other woman complicate his life any time
soon.

Sure, Lucas thought that Caroline was a
beautiful woman – her job in the modeling industry required her to
be so. Her body was a selling package and Caroline was at the top
of her game.

But the thing that attracted Lucas to her in
the first place was that Caroline was uncomplicated. She had made
it very clear that she was under no illusions of expecting diamond
rings or white picket fences from him. Caroline had assured Lucas
that she understood their casual dating would never become more
than that.

This had made Lucas feel at ease – at least
until tonight.

There was something different about the way
Caroline was looking at him all night, a little gooey eyed to be
frank, and Lucas did not like it one bit.

“Apparently they do,” Lucas muttered darkly
and after a pause added, “I, on the other hand, prefer to keep
things un-complicated.”

Mr. Kramer smiled knowingly at Lucas but made
no reply as Caroline returned to his side.

Lucas felt rather uncomfortable thinking
about the conversation he would have to have later with Caroline
about the limited expectations she should expect from him as he
casually wrapped his arm around her waist. Just because he would be
talking to her later about how their little tryst had run its
course didn’t mean he had to deny her now. Lucas didn’t want to
hurt Caroline, but he knew he couldn’t string her along if her
feelings had changed.

Caroline deserved to be told straight before
she lost the run of herself altogether and started confessing her
undying love for him.

Lucas shuddered at the thought.

It was definitely safer to keep all women at
arms length, he thought to himself. It was the reason he only
involved himself with loose women – women who he could enjoy
physically, who understood what he would give and what he wouldn’t.
Because the one thing that Lucas DiMarco would never give again
would be his heart.

 


 


****

 


 


Kate filled each glass with a measured amount
of whiskey, a double dash in one glass, before adding ice.

She then proceeded to walk back towards
Blondie with her tray of drinks only to stop dead in her tracks
when she recognized the tall, golden-haired man and his lean
muscular physique…

Lucas.

Kate’s heart pounded erratically in her chest
and her breath caught in her throat. She hadn’t seen that man in
five years, and here he was right in front of her very eyes,
breathtakingly beautiful, and draped around the leggy blonde.

He looked incredible.

He was taller than she remembered and
broader, and looked mouth-watering in his tuxedo. His white shirt
fitted nicely across the broad plains of his muscular chest, and
his black suit pants complemented his long legs and hard muscular
thighs.

Kate felt her insides melting. She was unable
to tear her gaze away from Lucas. His hair – a contrast to his
Italian heritage – blonde silk was styled effortlessly, falling
slightly forward.

His face resembled that of a model: chiseled
cheekbones, square jaw and those eyes… those icicle gray eyes were
currently focused on Blondie in the red dress.

“Oh god,” Kate gasped aloud. Her body shook
uncontrollably as she watched Lucas lower his mouth to Blondie’s
lips...

Kate’s vision blurred – swayed – and her
first coherent thought was to run, run for the hills and
protect herself.

An avalanche of extreme emotions smothered
Kate as she stared at her ex. Hurt, anger, betrayal…

Too many years had gone by to drag up the
past now and Lucas finding her here would only cause Kate more
heartbreak. Besides, Kate had a lot to keep hidden.

She quickly turned her back to him but her
traitorous mind pushed to the surface memories she thought she had
buried.

Anxiety elevated inside Kate as she nudged
her way through the crowd of guests. Feeling so off balance Kate
swayed momentarily and staggered against a narrow table holding a
very expensive looking vase of flowers. The vase crashed to floor.
Glass shattered against the cool marble tiles and Kate paled.

Mortified, she placed the tray carrying
Blondie’s whiskeys on the sideboard and crouched down quickly to
remove the larger pieces of glass with her trembling hands.

If Lucas discovered Kate’s secret he could
destroy everything she had worked so hard to protect…

He looked different now – he looked ruthless,
like he would stop at nothing to get what he wanted -– and Kate had
one secret she desperately wanted to keep hidden.

She needed to get away and fast, remove
herself from the tension that was building inside her like a
pressure cooker. Her head was spinning. Her eyes were clouding
over.

A drip of moisture slipped onto her cheek,
followed by another. A small crowd was now gathered around Kate,
admonishing her, as she blushed and rubbed a bead of sweat from her
brow.

 


****


Chapter Two




When Lucas spotted the petite brunette
kneeling on the floor, picking up glass with her bare hands, he let
out an impatient growl and moved towards her.

The last thing he needed was some brainless
waitress gutting herself open at his party.

Bad publicity…

The girl was crouched low to the floor with
her face pointed downwards – probably embarrassed, Lucas thought,
as so she should be.

The company he had hired tonight was of high
prestige and came well recommended. It was unwise of them to place
an inexperienced member of staff at a function of this caliber, and
Lucas intended to inform them of that fact.

Calming himself, he knelt down beside the
girl. “Don’t be foolish and pick it up with her hands,” he coaxed,
gently placing his hand on the young girl’s shoulder. “One of the
cleaning staff will take care of it”.

The girl, who was still looking down at the
heap of glass on the floor, jerked then tensed beneath his touch.
She slowly turned her head towards him, her body trembling, before
familiar blue eyes rested on his.

Lucas sucked in a sharp breath when he
realized who she was.

Kate Summers.

His wife.

 


 


****

 


 


“What the hell are you doing here?” Lucas
demanded as his grip on Kate’s shoulder tightened.

Kate immediately flinched and ducked her head
down. The sight of Lucas kneeling over her with that crazed fury
blazing in his eyes hurt worse than the painful grip he had on her
shoulder.

Lucas seemed to sense Kate’s discomfort
because he dropped his hand from her. “Well?” he hissed when she
didn’t respond.

Kate couldn’t answer him. Every time she
opened her mouth nothing but a strained hiccup noise came out. She
could feel herself heaving and realized she was crying.

Tears were blurring her vision as she peeked
up at Lucas who was glaring at her with a mixture of pure hatred
and disgust.

Lucas’s frowned gaze dropped to her hands.
Kate hadn’t realized she had been gripping the shards of glass she
had collected from the ground tightly. Bright red blood was now
oozing freely from her palm and spilling onto the marbled
floor.

Suddenly Kate seemed to find her voice as she
choked out the words, “Oh god, I’m so sorry about the blood.”

Lucas frowned deeply as he stared at Kate.
“Of all the things you have to apologize for, you choose to do so
over something so miniscule.”

Lucas, who until that moment had been careful
not to touch any other part of Kate’s skin, leaned towards her.
Taking her wounded hand in his, Lucas gently pried it open.

He then stood in one swift movement and
pulled Kate up by the arm. Her whole body lurched upwards from the
strength of his grasp.

The physical strength Lucas showed in that
one brisk movement made Kate quiver inside.

“I’ll leave. I promise… just let me go,” Kate
begged. If she didn’t get away from this man and fast the protected
bubble she had been living in for five years would well and truly
burst.

“So you can slam me with a liability suit? I
don’t think so,” Lucas spat out as he glared at Kate with a truly
menacing expression.

“I didn’t know this was your party…” she
began to say as she desperately tried to pull her arm free from his
cruel grasp, but found herself freezing to the spot when she
noticed the dozens of faces staring at them curiously. Kate could
barely concentrate on any of the faces looking at her. Her mind was
clouded by the reappearance of her estranged husband.

Apparently, Lucas also noticed they were
causing a scene because he cursed under his breath before leading
Kate out of the room.

Lucas half pulled/half dragged Kate down the
hallway until they reached the door at the end. Twisting the
doorknob, Lucas ushered them both inside the pitch-black room
before closing the door behind them.

Lucas flicked on a light switch and suddenly
the room – she now recognized as the kitchen – was bathed in
light.

Without a word, Lucas led Kate over to the
breakfast bar in the center of the very masculine kitchen.
Everything in the room was silver and stainless steel with the
exception of the countertops. Those were black marble and
cold…similar to the look in Lucas’s eyes as he watched Kate trying
to hike her short frame onto one the enormous bar stools.

The bleeding in her hand had stemmed but her
flesh was burning like fire.

Lucas didn’t speak a word to her. Instead he
paced back and forth around the kitchen, shoving his hands through
his hair.

Kate knew enough about Lucas to know that
pacing and hair shoveling were his direct reaction to frustration.
Kate could feel the tension emanating from Lucas. She knew she
needed to get away from him and fast, but her body was welded to
the stool – fear had frozen her to the spot.
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Lucas’s head was spinning so fast he thought
he may faint, and the pain in his chest assured him that his
traitorous heart was once again tearing down the center. He could
hardly bear to stand so close to this woman he once promised
himself to.

One half of him wanted to throw Kate out in
the street like the piece of trash she was. That was the sensible
half of him speaking. Kate had all but ruined his life once before
and Lucas could not afford to let her suck him in and deceive him
again.

Lucas had been young and naïve back then –
twenty-two and fresh out of college – green to the deception of
women.

A summer vacation to the south coast of
Ireland had proved fatal for Lucas’s heart because it was there –
on the sandy shores of the south coast – Lucas first met and lost
his heart to his little wife. Kate had intoxicated him with her
honesty and her innocence – eighteen years old, ripe, pure and his
for the taking.

Lucas had been so infatuated with the Irish
beauty, so desperate to keep her that he proposed to her on a whim
after just a few short weeks of dating. He’d flown the then
eighteen-year-old Kate to the States and married her in a tacky
Vegas chapel behind his disapproving family’s back.

Visions of their wedding night crept into his
mind…

Kate’s body, her soft feminine flesh exposed
and naked beneath him. Her expression innocent and willing as Lucas
buried himself deep inside her, tearing through her untried flesh,
through her virginity, claiming her, filling her… That was a time
when she belonged to him and only him.

A time when Lucas saw his future mapped out
clearly ahead of him. His beautiful young wife by his side, with
her porcelain skin, her soft heart shaped face, and her eyes… Her
huge blue eyes that reminded Lucas of the clearest ocean, and every
time he had looked into Kate’s eyes he felt like he was drowning in
her. Her full pink lips, the bottom one slightly larger...

Thinking of how he used to suck on that
bottom lip reignited a desire inside of Lucas he had long since
doused.

‘God damn it,’ Lucas thought to
himself, ‘Get over it you fool, she’s not the girl you fell in
love with. She lied, stole and cheated. The sweet little girl from
back then is gone.’

Lucas was desperately trying to make sense of
his thoughts and feelings when Kate interrupted his reverie. “I
need to leave, I’m not going to file any liability suits…it was my
fault, I’ll replace the vase… I just need to go.”

“You’re damn straight this is your fault. Now
hold still so I can check your hand.” Lucas hadn’t meant to let so
much emotion slip into his voice, but it was this woman! She made
him feel all out of sorts and he hated the panicky feeling that
swept through him at the thought of her leaving.

Lucas felt a twinge of guilt when he heard
the slight whimper that slipped out of Kate’s throat, but shut that
feeling down quickly. There would be no feeling bad for Kate
Summers – there would be no feeling anything at all for her.

He braced himself as he retrieved the first
aid box from one of the cabinets and turned to face her. She was
still every bit as beautiful, maybe even more, he thought to
himself as he took her wounded hand and inspected it. No major
damage or glass left in it but he cleaned the wound just in
case.

Kate’s hand trembled as she held it out for
him trustingly. He had always loved that about Kate, she had always
put blind faith in his…

Now where was all of this coming from?
Lucas thought to himself.

As Lucas dabbed her wound and placed a
plaster on her palm, Kate looked up at him with those swimming pool
eyes. “I can do this myself…” she mumbled. “I really don’t feel
comfortable being in here when I’m supposed to be working. It’s
unethical,” Kate added quietly before pulling her hand away from
his.

Blind rage curled in the pit of Lucas’s
stomach, a rage that had been simmering for the past five years. He
couldn’t hold back any longer.

Grabbing both of her arms, Lucas dragged
Kate’s body towards him. “You’ve got some nerve to stand in front
of me and talk about ethics,” he snarled. “You don’t know the
meaning of the word, Kate. You’re nothing more than a lying,
thieving whore,” Lucas sneered. “And for your information,
Darling, I employed your company so you’re looking at your
boss.”

Unnerved by the current of electricity he
felt with such close contact, Lucas shoved her roughly away. He
instantly regretted shoving Kate so hard when she fell backwards
off the stool, landing roughly on the floor.

Kate scrambled away on her hands and knees,
backing herself into a corner and against a wall. Lucas watched,
horrified, as she curled her arms around her knees protectively as
tears spilled down her cheeks.

Shame built inside him as he reached down to
help her. “Kate, I’m sorry…”

He watched her flinch then stiffen.

 


****


Chapter Three

“Don’t you dare
touch me,” Kate hissed as she climbed to her feet. Lucas’s powerful
body towered over her – though he did edge away slightly.

Anger replaced fear as Kate stared at the man
she had once loved deeply. Lucas’s words had been her breaking
point.

It was one thing to walk away from her all
those years ago, but to accuse her of such crimes was quite
another. “How dare you call me those names? What’s the matter with
you?”

The steps Lucas had retreated he now
reclaimed as he physically shook with temper. Kate’s temporary
bravery quickly deserted her. She backed away from Lucas until she
felt the wall press against her back.

Looking up at Lucas made her feel unsafe.
Deep down in some realm of her soul she knew the old Lucas would
never harm her, but the man standing in front of Kate was a
stranger to her.

“Can’t stand hearing the truth, Kate?” Lucas
goaded. “What word offended you? Was it Liar? Or maybe it was
cheating whore?” Lucas growled harshly. “Are you going to deny
it?”

“I have no idea what you’re talking about,”
Kate all but screamed. Her voice broke on the last word but she
braved on. “But if either of us has a reason to be angry, Lucas,
then it’s certainly not you.” Her chest heaved. His closeness
terrified her, but Kate was determined to defend herself against
his nasty accusations. “How was I supposed to know that this was
your party? I haven’t heard from you once in the past five years. I
had to read all about you in the papers instead. And that’s the way
you wanted it, isn’t it?” she sniffled. “A clean break – to leave
me suffering?”

“You’re a terrible actress, sweetheart,”
Lucas sneered as he ran a hand through his thick blonde hair. “ So
quit it with the crocodile tears.”

Choking on her tears, Kate let out a
gut-wrenching sigh before wiping her eyes with the back of her
hand. “What did I ever do to make you hate me so much?”

Kate knew she looked a mess, her face and
eyes were red and puffy from crying but she couldn’t help it. It
was as if a dam had been released inside of her and every piece of
pain she had suffered was pouring out.

Weary and feeling slightly off-balance, Kate
sank to the ground and put her head in her hands. Her body shook
violently as she sobbed uncontrollably.

Kate could feel Lucas’s presence around her,
dominating the air and she felt as if she was smothering. Looking
up at him once more, she lost the final shred of her dignity when
she sobbed, “I needed you then, Lucas, to talk to you – face to
face…”

Kate could feel her heart breaking again as
she thought back to the day she had arrived at the DiMarco’s
holiday home with all her belongings packed up in her father’s
truck, excited to begin her new life with Lucas in America.

Lucas had promised Kate a fresh start, away
from Kate’s father and Lucas’s overbearing family in New York –
where they could finally live together as a married couple instead
of keeping their vows a secret. Kate had arrived at Lucas’s holiday
home only to have his stepmother inform her that Lucas had left for
New York without her...

Two weeks later Kate had discovered she was
pregnant with his baby. Lucas had ignored her endless calls and
emails, leaving Kate with no other option than to tell Mrs. DiMarco
and beg her to inform Lucas of her pregnancy.

Mrs. DiMarco had been unusually kind, and had
agreed to pass on the message, promising Kate that she would try to
talk some sense into her stepson. Kate’s heart jerked when she
remembered the night Julie DiMarco arrived to her house,
hand-delivering a letter from Lucas.

 


 


Kate,

I’m sorry to write in a letter what I’m
about to tell you, but as you’ve probably guessed I’ve moved on. No
hard feelings but you must have known it was never going to work
between us, we’re from two different worlds...I’m sorry about the
impersonal letter, but as you can imagine I’m extremely busy with
work.

My stepmother tells me you’re pregnant? I’m
presuming it’s mine, hence the check. I want you to use this money
to fix the problem. Get rid of it. You were never good enough for
me, let alone good enough to be the mother of my children.

What we had was fun but it was just a silly
summer fling. I shouldn’t have let it go so far. So do what’s best
for both of us, Kate, and terminate the pregnancy. I’m not coming
back for you, Kate, I have a future here – one I never would’ve had
with you.

Lucas.

 


 


Kate had fainted when she read it. Her body
had closed itself down to protect itself from Lucas’s excruciating
betrayal.

Mrs. DiMarco had seemed genuinely sorry for
Kate, apologizing on Lucas’s behalf and had been persistent in
taking Kate to the airport.

Kate had allowed her to drive her to the
airport. Mrs. DiMarco had waited until Kate went inside the
building before leaving – no doubt to tell Lucas the
‘mistake’ had been corrected.

 


 


****

 


 


Lucas stared at Kate’s tortured face as he
digested her words. So here it is, he thought to himself
wearily as he sank to ground in front of her. Kate was finally
going to admit her betrayal.

This was the moment he had been waiting years
for…yet now Lucas wasn’t so sure he wanted to hear it.

“You have no idea how badly you hurt me,”
Kate whispered, her blue eyes wide and locked on his.

“It was better for both our sakes that I
stayed away, Kate,” he choked out in a gruff tone. Lucas may have
wounded Kate’s pride by leaving, but Kate had ripped his whole life
to shreds. “I was so angry with you.”

Lucas watched Kate’s face redden as she
exhaled a sharp breath before biting down hard on her lip. “It
wasn’t my fault,” she snapped. Her eyes were concentrating on
solely on his. “The both of us were responsible.”

Kate looked so vulnerable sitting on the
kitchen floor with her knees pulled up against her, her frail body
hidden in the large white shirt and shapeless black skirt. Lucas
itched to free her hair from the severe knot at the nape of her
neck and let those soft, silky auburn waves free.

The day had finally come for this
conversation and Lucas’s hunger for revenge was depleting at a
startling rate as he looked at the vulnerable woman in front of
him. The urge for revenge was quickly being replaced with a
different kind of urge.

Putting his thoughts to one-side, Lucas spoke
as calmly as he could, “Oh trust me, Kate, I know all about Jared’s
responsibility in this.”

 


 


****

 


 


Kate couldn’t make sense of the words coming
from Lucas’s mouth “Jared?” she asked, confused. “What does your
brother have to do with us?”

Lucas’s face darkened as he drew in a deep,
shuddering breath. “Don’t play innocent…” he began to say but Kate
interrupted him.

“No, Lucas, tell me right now what Jared has
got to do with us?” she demanded.

“Don’t treat me like an idiot, Kate, I know
about your seedy little affair,” Lucas said in a deathly cold
tone.

Kate sat mouth agape as her mind buzzed,
trying to grasp what Lucas was saying. The worst part of his false
assumptions was the look on his face – it told her that Lucas
believed every word he was saying.

Lucas continued, “At first when he told me, I
thought it was some sick joke – just another one of his malignant
attempts to hurt me. But then another confirmed his claims and when
I watched properly, looked for the signs, studied you together, I
could see it was true.”

Kate stared at him, appalled. “Let me get
this straight,” she said in a high-pitched tone of voice. “Jared
told you that I was sleeping with him, and you didn’t think
to ask me if it was true?” Kate sobbed. “Who else confirmed
this claim?” she demanded in a stronger voice.

“Dammit, Kate, does it matter who told me? I
didn’t ask you because I didn’t want to hear you explain. I didn’t
want details,” Lucas hissed as he threw his arm over his face. “I
didn’t want to hear about him touching you – being inside
you,” he snarled. “As it stands the image is imprinted in my head
for the rest of my life.”

Taken aback from the anguish in his voice,
Kate chose her words very carefully. “Would you believe me if I
told you it isn’t true?”

Lucas moved his arm away from his face and
Kate could see the cocktail of emotions fleeting through him –
anger, pain, doubt, but there was no trust in his eyes for her or
what she was saying.

“Are you telling me it’s not?” Lucas replied
coldly.

Kate let out a breath she hadn’t realized she
was holding in. She desperately wanted to clear her name from all
these terrible accusations. It shouldn’t matter to Kate whether
Lucas believed her or not, his actions based on that dumb
assumption and every day since should be the nail in the coffin for
them.

This man carried no resemblance to the boy
she fell in love with. He had been on summer vacation, visiting the
beach near her home when they met.

Lucas was everything to her back then… her
lifeline, her lover, her best friend and he should know better than
to think her capable of such betrayal.

It was hard to believe that the boy Kate
loved back then and the man in in front of her now were the same
person. But as she stared at his tormented face, Kate realized that
no matter successful Lucas had become since they parted – none of
the millions he had incorporated or women he had bedded – would
satisfy his need for the truth. If the reason he was so cold was
because he believed a cruel rumor then maybe if he learned the
truth the old Lucas would resurface.

Besides, Kate needed to move on with her
life, and it was high time Lucas took the blame for their failed
marriage.

Kate gathered up all her courage as she
spoke, “How could you think such things about me when the truth
is…”

 


****


Chapter Four




A sound pierced through the tension as Lucas
waited for Kate’s explanation – her version of the truth.

Lucas watched as she tugged an old-fashioned
cellphone from her pocket, and Lucas could have sworn it was the
same cell that Kate had used five years ago.

Lucas’s brow rose as he considered the idea
that life may not have been so prosperous for his cheating wife
since his departure.

He wondered if Kate was still living in her
father’s cottage near the beach or had she moved into a place of
her own. Lucas hoped for Kate’s sake that she had moved out of her
father’s house.

He was a good for nothing drunk, drinking
himself into an early grave, and had always left Kate responsible
for everything an eighteen-year-old girl shouldn’t.

Lucas cringed inside because of his actions
earlier. He would never want to physical harm Kate – she had
suffered enough of that at the hands of her drunken
father.

Kate’s deep blue eyes never left his as she
pressed the dial and put the phone to her ear. “What?” she
practically shouted into the phone.

Lucas watched Kate’s face pale as she dropped
eye contact with him, focusing her gaze on the floor. And when she
spoke, her words were like a knife gutting his heart. “Jake,
darling, I won’t be very long, okay? Ask Annie to check for you,
okay sweetie?”

‘Of course she moved on, she’d been moving
on even when she was still with you,’ Lucas thought angrily. He
strained to hear the voice on the other line but the connection was
crackling and he couldn’t make out the voice.

A muscle in Lucas’s neck twitched as an
absurd swell of jealousy washed over him. He loathed Kate yet at
the same time felt recklessly drawn to her. Lucas found himself
wanting her, craving to feel her pliant body beneath him one more
time.

He would have her again, he decided darkly.
But this time it would be on his terms, no relationship, just
sex.

She was still technically his wife, he
thought wryly to himself, and he planned to exert his conjugal
rights.

He would be in control this time, now that he
knew what kind of a woman Kate was – the kind of woman who slept
with her husband’s brother, stole from his home…stamped all over
his heart.

Lucas had assumed – hoped – that it was just
a casual lover on the other line but his heart dropped when Kate
smiled and said, “I love you too, Jake. I’ll be home soon.”

 


 


****

 


 


Kate disconnected the call and placed her
phone back in her pocket.

Lucas smiled darkly at her “Jake?” he
sneered. “Another trusting fool, no doubt? I’m curious, tell me is
this Jake your only lover or have you many more on the cards?
Because I may have a proposition for you.”

Lucas’s words cut Kate deep. It felt like he
had a horsewhip instead of a tongue and every time he spoke he was
slashing irreparable welts across her heart.

“To answer your question, no, Jake is not my
lover,” Kate said with a weary sigh. “And as for your proposition,
I’m not sure there’s anything you could offer me that I’d
want.”

Standing up, Kate straightened her shirt and
walked to the door with all the dignity she could muster, but Lucas
was there before her, backing her up against the doorframe, his
hands splayed on either side of her head.

She swallowed deeply as she looked into his
heated gray eyes.

“You used to want something from me,” he
murmured, pressing his body close enough that Kate could feel him
tightening against her belly. He was toying with her, playing
dangerous games in his unjust attempt at revenge and she knew
it.

He was a player, a brute…

Her heart fluttered, her traitorous body
craved him. But she hated him, hated the way he had betrayed
her, hated the way he was making her feel…

Running his lips up and down her jaw line,
Lucas whispered softly, “I could make you want something from me
again, Kate.”

“Impossible,” Kate breathed, clenching her
eyes shut. “I’m not the teenage girl you left behind, Lucas. I’m a
grown woman and there is nothing I want from you. Now please
let me go.”

“Are you sure about that?”

Kate instantly regretted her choice of words
when she saw that Lucas had interpreted them as a challenge. His
eyes darkened, cloaked with desire, as he leaned even closer to her
– so close that his body was flush against hers.

Grabbing her chin in his hand, Lucas lifted
her face to his. “I can see you’re a woman now, Kate,” Lucas teased
as he caressed her cheek with his long fingers. “All grown up,” he
murmured, tracing a lazy hand up and down her waist.

Kate’s heart thumped violently against her
rib cage. “Don’t tease me,” she whimpered.

“I’ve never been more serious,” Lucas growled
before slamming his body against hers and claiming her mouth
hungrily.

The kiss was explosive, relighting fires
buried deep, and Kate felt her self-restraint slip away. Moments
later she was returning Lucas’s kiss with a passion of her own. His
tongue probed at the entrance of her mouth and she opened her lips
to allow him access.

There was nothing gentle about this kiss and
Kate was powerless to resist him as Lucas made love to her mouth.
His lips were hard, punishing, it felt like he was branding her
mouth with his tongue. His hands were everywhere, touching,
rubbing, grabbing, feeling…

Kate tangled her fingers in his hair, tugging
roughly, pulling Lucas closer, wanting him deeper.

Lucas tugged at her shirt impatiently,
tearing it open, and buttons scattered everywhere but Kate was
beyond caring.

Five years of passion and pain were pouring
from her lips and into this embrace. Lucas trailed kisses down her
jaw, her neck, her collarbone, stopping when his mouth reached her
breasts.

Unclasping her bra with one hand he drew his
head back to look at her and then he brushed his lips against hers
gently...almost lovingly. “God I want you,” he husked, running his
hands down her sides to her hips.

Grabbing her ass, Lucas hoisted her up in one
swift movement and Kate instinctively wrapped her legs around his
waist as he crossed the room and placed her onto a cool marble
counter top as they continued to kiss deeply.

Noting Lucas was fully clothed, Kate placed
her palms against his rock-hard waistline and slowly slid them
upwards, stroking his navel, his chest, stopping for a moment to
trail teasing circles across his pecs, before reaching the labels
of Lucas’s jacket and sliding it off his broad shoulders.

A low growl escaped Lucas’s throat as he
upped the tempo of their kiss, sucking on her lip, nipping it,
licking it…

Her breasts felt so heavy she ached for him
to touch them. Her body thrummed in tune to his erotic rhythm;
suck, nip, lick...

Pressing her naked chest against, Kate let
out a cry of relief when Lucas took the hint and lowered his mouth
to her engorged breasts, suckling and flicking one nipple with his
expert tongue. Cupping the other breast in his palm, Lucas tweaked
and pulled on her nipple so erotically that Kate could feel the
dampness of her arousal between her legs. Her nub in the center of
her mound throbbed in anticipation as she rocked her pelvis against
him. …

Lucas’s hands moved lower to Kate’s thighs as
he hoisted the black fabric of her skirt above her waist, sliding
her cotton underwear aside to touch her core.

Her head fell back as his fingers slid deep
inside her, heightening the aching need she had to be filled.

Kate fumbled frantically with the button of
Lucas trousers – her desire and want building…

Releasing his throbbing hardness from its
confinement, Kate boldly stroked and squeezed his silken rock of
manhood.
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Lucas groaned when he felt Kate’s tentative
touch. He knew he should pull back, slow down, but nothing could
stop this driving force of lust and primal desire he felt for
her.

His self-control had left him high and dry
and the only thing urging him forward was the image of Kate’s full
breasts, the taste of her sweat slickened body...

Abruptly and almost roughly, Lucas pushed
Kate’s thighs apart, pulling her hot core towards him…

The sound of a knock on the door caused both
of their lust-filled bodies to freeze.

Barely restraining himself from his intense
desire, realization of what he had almost done slowly flooded
through him and disgust filled Lucas – disgust with Kate for luring
him, and disgust with himself for being powerless to her…for nearly
taking her again.

How could he want her after what she did to
him?

A second knock sounded, this time with more
force, and Lucas wrenched his body roughly away from Kate’s.

“I’m busy,” he growled to whoever the hell
was knocking on the other side of the door.

Anger and relief clouded his brain as he
adjusted himself and did up his fly. But regret swallowed him when
he saw the emotions that were painted across Kate’s face –
disappointment, fear, and embarrassment – as she clamped her hands
across her chest innocently. She physically shook as she wrapped
her now torn and button-less shirt over her chest.

Lucas watched Kate hoist herself down from
the counter and slide her skirt back down to its natural place –
just above her knees. He could hear Kate’s muffled sobs but he
couldn’t comfort her – he couldn’t even comfort himself. Feelings
he had buried years ago were now floating to fore point of his
mind, his heart, addling and confusing him.

 


 


****


Chapter Five




Kate struggled to pull herself together. How
could she have let this happen?

Lucas was staring at her with a look of
contempt and disgust. She was disgusted with herself.

This was the man who had impregnated and then
abandoned her without as much as a backwards glance. The same man
who had demanded she abort his baby…

“Lucas, darling, are you in there?” asked a
silken voice seconds before the kitchen door opened inwards to
reveal Blondie from earlier standing in the doorway.

She eyed Lucas first then glared at Kate
suspiciously – no doubt noticing her disheveled look, Kate thought
as she caught her reflection in the window.

How unfair it was that Lucas looked
mouth-wateringly sexy with his tousled hair and pinked cheeks, as
he re-buttoned the few buttons on his shirt Kate had managed to
un-do, while she looked a mess. Kate’s hair had come free from its
knot and was curling wildly around her face. Her lips were swollen
and bruised, and her torn shirt…it couldn’t have been be more
obvious...

“Caroline,” Lucas said calmly, clearing his
throat, as he stepped further away from Kate in an attempt to
diffuse the situation.

So that was her name… Caroline Redmond, the
Victoria’s secret model.

Kate knew her face was familiar.

“What the hell is going on here?” Caroline
demanded as she crossed the room to stand between Kate and
Lucas.

Shame crept into Kate’s cheeks as she peeked
up at the glamorous blonde. It was obvious that Caroline had
feelings for Lucas and it was also obvious from their kissing and
touching expedition earlier that they were a couple.

Kate was the other woman in the mix.

A small part of her mind fought that
assumption, insisting that Lucas was still her husband therefore
Caroline was the other woman.

“It’s not what it looks like…” Lucas began to
say but was interrupted by a furious Caroline.

“Don’t give me that crap, Lucas DiMarco.” She
then turned to Kate. Her face was a mixture of fury and
incredulity. “Don’t start thinking you’re anyone special,” she
hissed. “This is what Lucas does. You’re not even a blip on his
radar. He’ll love you and leave you just like he has done every
other woman who has ever been in his bed – which may I add is a
long list.”

Kate flinched at Caroline’s ruthless and
honest declaration. She knew first-hand about Lucas’s talent for
loving and leaving women, and the consequences of so, but
Caroline’s harsh words were a reality check for Kate. Lucas was
dangerous to her – to the life she had rebuilt.

Caroline studied Kate from head to toe before
smirking cruelly. “You can’t seriously think that you’re enough for
him? A plain waitress, a nobody?”

“Enough.”

One word from Lucas was enough to silence the
angry Caroline as he turned his attention to Kate.

“Get out of here, Kate,” he hissed
venomously.

Kate didn’t need to be told twice as she
hurried towards the door. “Oh don’t worry,” she snapped. “I’m out
of here.” She pushed past both Caroline and Lucas in a bid to
escape the nightmare.

 


 


****

 


 


“I take it she’s more than just a waitress,”
Caroline sneered as Lucas watched Kate rush out of the room.

“She was my… she is my … we’re – it’s
complicated,” Lucas mumbled as he bent down to retrieve Kate’s
discarded white bra.

“Complicated? Lucas, you’ve obviously lost
your mind if you’re sleeping with a girl like that. She’s
common. Did you see her clothes? You can bet your Rolex
she’s just another gold digging trollop,” Caroline argued, glaring
at him.

Lucas tensed. “Don’t talk about her. You
don’t know a thing about her,” he warned her coldly. Lucas didn’t
owe Caroline explanations. They weren’t a couple, Caroline wasn’t
his wife…

“My my… there is more to this, isn’t
there?” Caroline taunted as she studied Lucas’s defensive stance.
“I don’t believe it,” she cackled, perceptive as ever.

“The infamous, cold-hearted Lucas DiMarco
actually has feelings…and for a waitress,” Caroline mocked
and he felt his hackles rise. “Tell you what, lover boy,” Caroline
crooned. “How about you call me when you work the little waitress
out of your system. And let’s face it, that won’t take long. You’ll
soon get bored – you always do,” Caroline laughed as she pranced
out of the kitchen.

If only it were that easy, Lucas thought to
himself.

 


****


Chapter Six




“What do you mean fired? What
altercation?” Kate spluttered down the phone.

She couldn’t believe her ears as she sat at
her kitchen table with her neighbor Annie. Kate’s chilled fingers
curled around a piping hot cup of coffee. It was a horrible, cold
March morning and Kate had just phoned her boss at the catering
company to check if she was scheduled on today only to discover she
was being fired.

“Kate, I’m sorry to tell you this over the
phone but I’m afraid your contract of employment has been
terminated with us. Damage of property along with an… altercation
with a client is something we can’t overlook,” her boss said.
“You’ve made too big a mistake – a thirty thousand dollar vase is a
stretch on our insurance cover alone without having a member of our
staff behaving in such a crude and unprofessional manner towards a
client.”

“You’re firing me because I broke a
vase?” The words danced around in Kate’s incoherent
mind.

“Yes, along with the fact that a complaint
has been submitted against you. To be quite frank, Kate, you should
be grateful all I’m doing is terminating your employment. Sexual
innuendos in the work place are a big no-no. If it was up to anyone
else you would be paying for that vase as well as being fired.”

“Yes, I understand, Mr. Sullivan.” Kate rang
off and wiped the tears falling from her eyes with the back of her
hand.

Fired.

She knew who had complained her of
course.

Lucas.

He destroyed her life once before and
continued to do so. He seemed hell bent on making Kate suffer. And
now she knew why.

Jared.

Lucas thought Kate had an affair with his
brother...

“I’m ruined, Annie,” Kate cried. Her hands
shook as she buried her face in them.

“Oh, honey, don’t cry,” Annie gushed in her
English accent as she hugged Kate in sympathy. “You’ll manage.
You’re a survivor. At least you still have your shifts at Mike’s,”
Annie encouraged.

Kate tried to be optimistic. “I suppose I
could ask for extra shifts at the bar and grill.” Even though she
knew that without her catering gig her finances would be shot to
hell.

“That’s the spirit, sweetie, don’t let this
break you,” Annie crooned. “Think of Jake.”

Jake…

He was all Kate could think of.

Jake was the only reason Kate had got out of
bed this morning – the shame of her actions last night had her
gripping her bedpost.

Lucas had reduced her to a trembling ball of
lust and desire and then pulled away as if she was a piece of dirt
on his shoe.

Kate had never felt more degraded, more
scrutinized in her life, than she had last night with Lucas looking
at her with disgust, and Blondie – Caroline – looking at her in
disbelief, as if she couldn’t believe Lucas would look twice at
Kate.

‘He’s my husband, bitch,’ Kate had
been tempted to shout but had thankfully refrained. It was obvious
that Lucas had never mentioned the fact that he had a long lost
wife, and Kate was in no hurry to broadcast the fact.

Lucas may be protecting his public image by
keeping their marriage a secret but Kate was protecting something
much more valuable.

Their son.

Lucas didn’t know she kept the baby he had
demanded she terminate and she feared for Jake if Lucas ever found
out.

Kate had raised her son alone for the last
four years and every time she looked at Jake she was painfully
reminded of those awful memories.

Even though she loved her young son with
every fiber of her being, and would never take any path in life
that would separate them, Jake’s physical resemblance to his father
was uncanny.

Each day that passed Jake began to look more
and more like Lucas. The little boy had inherited his father’s
dirty blonde hair and sun-kissed skin tone. Even Jake’s ice-clear
gray eyes were the picture of his father’s. The only piece of his
mother Jake seemed to carry was her name...

Even worse were the constant daily reminders
of her husband every time Kate opened a newspaper or flicked
through the pages of a magazine at the doctor’s office. The press
labeled Lucas as “America’s Blue-Blood Playboy” for his
promiscuous antics and the countless string of women seen on his
arm. Every photograph, every caption with his name on it, felt like
a red hot branding iron jarring into Kate’s heart.

‘Damn him,’ Kate thought to herself,
‘He’ll never have a chance to destroy Jake’s life like he
destroyed mine.’

He would never find out, she vowed
silently.

Through hell and high waters she would
protect her son from his father.
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Lucas had barely slept a wink. He had thrown
himself into his work all day in a wasted attempt to forget about
Kate.

It hadn’t worked, Lucas thought dryly to
himself as he walked into the bar where Kate worked.

He had his P.A dig into Kate’s whereabouts
earlier that day, forfeiting his feeble attempts at ignoring
her.

He knew he should stay away and have his
lawyer serve Kate her long over-due divorce papers – papers he had
been trying to send for five years but just couldn’t.

And now the need to have her again felt like
an addiction. Lucas promised himself that once he had Kate again he
would walk away, once he had enough of her to placate his body and
mind – both of which seemed to be clouded with visions and memories
of that witch.

Lucas’s heart accelerated as he walked
through the door of Mike’s and caught sight of Kate’s
slender frame as she leaned over a table collecting glasses.

His body reacted instinctively and
automatically to her. Heat pooled in his groin as his body
recognized hers – as its mate.

Kate was dressed tin skin-tight worn jeans
and another white shirt – this one far more flattering, pulled
tight, exposing the fullness of her breasts and revealing her tiny
midriff. The shirttails were tied in a knot above her
bellybutton.

Her hair was undone; her loose reddish-brown
curls were spilling down over her breasts, falling beyond her
shoulder blades.

Desire flooded Lucas as he approached the
table where Kate was serving a young blonde woman and her
child.

Kate was smiling fondly at the child and
scuffling his hair with her hand.

Lucas frowned as he looked down at the child.
He wondered where he’d seen the boy before, as he was certainly
familiar...

“Hello Kate,” Lucas said from behind her. He
watched as the muscles in her back tensed.

Kate turned stiffly to face him and horror
was the obvious choice of words for the expression on her face.

“Lucas, what…what are you doing here?” she
whispered, stammering over her words, as she glanced nervously
between him and the woman and child siting at the table beside
them.

Strange.

“What’s with the guilty expression, Kate?”
Lucas goaded as he pulled her bra from his pocket before placing it
in her shaky hands. “You’ve already been caught in the act. I know
what you are remember?”

Lucas regretted his cruel words the minute
they were out.

Kate flinched before gaping at Lucas, clearly
distraught. With shaking hands, she bundled her underwear into her
jeans pocket as she stared at up him, appalled.

“Everything okay, Kate?” the woman sitting at
the table asked cautiously. Her accent was British and her face
unfamiliar.

Having known almost everyone in this closed
community, he registered the British woman as being definitely
new.

“Yeah it’s fine, Annie, totally under
control.” Lucas watched Kate plaster a forced smile on her paling
face.

“Oh, I wouldn’t know about that, you seemed
to lose every ounce of control the last night we met,” Lucas
drawled, reveling in Kate’s obvious discomfort.

“Don’t, Luke,” Kate warned, as she pulled at
his arm in a wasted attempt to move him away from the table.

“What’s going on, Kate?” Annie demanded as
she stared at Kate with worried eyes. “Do you know this man?”

Lucas could feel Kate’s hand shaking. Her
eyes begged him to leave. His pride denied her request. “Oh, didn’t
she mention me before?” Lucas smiled and extended his hand towards
the woman. “Lucas DiMarco. Kate’s husband.”

 


****


Chapter Seven

Kate couldn’t
breathe. She couldn’t move a muscle. She stood rigid as stone as
she helplessly watched her whole life hang in the balance of this
awful man.

“Her husband?” Annie squeaked as she slowly
extended her hand to Lucas, her green eyes full of questions.

Kate’s eyes fell on her son’s curious
expression and her body and brain immediately kick started back to
life. “Lucas, please, let’s just go somewhere more private to talk
please?” Kate begged, grabbing both of his arms to force him to
look at her.

Her heart was beating ninety to the dozen
from the physical contact and it was all she could do to stay there
and not run for it with Jake.

Her eyes met Lucas’s as she silently begged
him for mercy. He smiled cruelly down at her. “Yes, her husband.”
Lucas smiled, addressing Annie in the politest of tones.

“Oh my god,” was all her friend could
say.

Kate watched as Annie blushed and sighed – an
inevitable reaction to Lucas’s striking good looks. “Well, Mr.
DiMarco, you’re more than welcome to join us. We’re just waiting
for Kate to finish her shift, that is if you don’t have any other
dinner plans?” Annie offered.

“He does,” Kate blurted out as she stared in
horror at her best friend. How could Annie be so impervious to
Kate’s feelings? It was fair enough for her to be astonished to
learn that Kate was married – she hadn’t told a soul besides her
father – but that fact alone surely showed that there was a reason
for not disclosing the information.

“As it happens I have no other plans and
would be delighted to join you and your…son?” Lucas drawled as he
pulled out a chair to sit down.

Kate’s body froze as she watched in slow
motion as her whole world crumbled with the words that proceeded to
spill from Annie’s mouth, “Oh no, you misunderstand,” she giggled
as she corrected him. “Jake’s not my son. Kate is his mum.”
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“Jake’s not my son. Kate is his
mum.”

The English woman’s words twisted and turned
in Lucas mind until he felt he would explode. Frozen in a position
where he was only half sitting, Lucas forced his rigid body into
the chair.

Jake?

He had heard Kate talk to a man on the phone
by the name of Jake. Lucas had assumed he was her lover even when
she denied the claim. Never in his wildest dreams had Lucas
imagined that Jake could be her son…

“Her son,” Lucas muttered numbly as he gazed
across the table at the young boy who was staring curiously back at
him. The child’s ice gray eyes met his and Lucas gasped.

He knew those eyes.

He knew that blonde hair.

This child was the picture of someone he knew
from long ago…
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Chapter Eight




Kate could see Lucas’s mind go into overdrive
and she presumed he was mentally calculating dates. Panicking, she
closed in on her son and dragged him protesting out of his
chair.

With Jake’s small hand gripped firmly in
hers, Kate moved towards the door. Getting Jake away from Lucas was
her only focus.

The air had become malevolent and she needed
to escape. Lucas just sat there as motionless as a statue as Kate
rushed her son out of the bar and into the car park.

“Kate – Kate, wait up, will you?” a voice
called out from behind her. Annie followed them out of the bar and
was rushing towards them as Kate quickly bundled Jake into her old
car.

“What the hell just happened?” Annie asked
breathlessly when she caught up to Kate.

“Oh Annie, I’m in big trouble,” Kate
whispered as she strapped Jake into the car and closed to door.

Another voice drilled through her fragile
mind, an all too familiar male voice…

“Kate, stay where you are,” Lucas warned as
he strode across the parking lot towards them.

“Annie, you have to get Jake out of here,”
Kate begged as she pushed the car keys from her trembling hands
into Annie’s. “Take him home and I will explain everything when I
get there, just please, please get him out of here.”

Without a word, Annie nodded her head
determinedly and jumped into the car, pulling away just as Lucas
reached her.

“Your son?” Lucas demanded as he
loosened the tie he was wearing. He shoved a hand recklessly
through his hair as he stared at Kate in obvious outrage.

She felt her spine stiffen in defense of
Jake. “That’s right, my son, Lucas,” she responded calmly,
trying to hold her ground against this epitome of masculinity.

“Is he Jared’s?” Lucas demanded, grabbing
both of Kate’s arms tightly.

Anger boiled to the surface as she shook him
off. “No,” she heard herself scream, disgusted at how wrong he was
getting this.

“So you lied to me. You are seeing someone?”
Lucas’s voice rang with accusation.

“No, I am not,” Kate shouted back at him.
“His father skipped town when I fell pregnant.”

Lucas just stood there looking at Kate. His
gaze softened slightly. “So you’re what, raising him on your own?”
he asked and Kate could hear the pity seeping into his voice.

She wanted none of his pity. “Yes, I am. Jake
has never had a male influence in his life so at least it’s
consistent,” was the answer she gave him, and the defensiveness in
her voice was obvious even to Kate.

Lucas continued to press her for information.
“But doesn’t the child’s father help you out?” he asked, his voice
softening more with each question.

“No, I have never received a penny from his
father, nor do I want it. I provide everything Jake needs
myself.”

Definitely defensive, Lucas thought as he
coaxed Kate for information. He had come here tonight to sate his
want for her. Never had he pictured a kid into the mix. “But, Kate,
surely he wants time with his kid?” Lucas asked, partly out of
curiosity but mostly to know if there truly was another man in her
life.

“I told you, Jake’s father skipped town
before I knew I was pregnant. I contacted him to let him know I was
pregnant and he demanded I have a termination – tried to
force me to have my baby aborted. Does that ring any bells?
” Kate spat venomously.

The night air was cold, rain was falling
steadily and Kate’s body shook violently.

“Why would it? How old is he?” Lucas asked,
confused.

Kate couldn’t mask the hurt that swamped her
pretty face just then which made Lucas crave to take her thin body
in his arms and hold her. But there was an angry fire burning in
her eyes that kept him from doing so. “He’s four-years-old, and I
realize that you’ve had many women since me, but I refuse to
believe that even you are capable of such thoughtlessness and
insensitivity,” Kate hissed as she turned her back on him to
leave.

Lucas was completely baffled. He didn’t
understand her coded answer and pulled her back to face him.

Her hair was blowing around her face from the
wind and heavy rain, her eyes were puffy and swollen from crying,
but she had never looked so beautiful.

“Don’t even think about walking away from me,
Kate,” he threatened as he loped an arm around her waist, and used
his free hand to cup her neck. “What do you mean, does it ring
any bells?”

“What do you think I mean?” Kate sighed.
“It’s obvious, isn’t it? Do the math, Lucas. I didn’t do what you
asked me to do, and Jake is the living result.”
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Lucas’s hand fell away from Kate as if he had
been scalded. She watched as his face paled. He stood stock still
staring into nothing with his mouth agape.

He was playing a cruel game, pretending not
to remember a time that was eternally etched in her nightmares.
“You conveniently have selective memory, Lucas,” she said in
a harsh tone as she watched his frame stiffen.

She watched his facial features change from
bewilderment to shock and finally awareness.

“Are you saying that he’s mine?” Lucas asked
after an eternity. His voice was soft, his face now masked, his
sharp eyes focused entirely on her.

“What do you…”

“Are you saying that I am his father,
Kate?”

Kate shook from the aching intensity of his
voice. “Yes, Jake is your son,” she whispered, barely able to
contain the emotion bubbling up inside her.

Lucas nodded his head in acceptance of what
she was saying and the small sentiment filled her with hope. He
didn’t seem angry with her for keeping Jake – he wanted
acknowledgement that he was his father.

Hope swelled up inside of Kate, hope that
there was a chance they could mend their turbulent relationship for
the sake of their son.

That hope nose-dived when Lucas said, “And
you knew I was his father all this time?”

Of course Kate had known that Lucas was
Jake’s father. For her, there had been no one else. “Well,
yes…” she began to say. “But you said…”

“And you never once in the past four years
thought to inform me that I had a son?”

Why was he asking her this? Where was this
going? Of course Kate hadn’t tried to contact Lucas. He had made it
clear to her back then that the baby she was carrying wasn’t
wanted. That Kate wasn’t a good enough a pedigree to carry his
child. “No, but…”

“Then you have denied me the right to father
the child you assure me is mine.” The look Lucas gave Kate was
layered with hatred and distrust.

“He is your child,” Kate assured him. “I
don’t understand where are you going with this, Lucas?” Fear and
anxiety were building inside of her trembling frame.

“Well, my dear wife, let me explain this so
that you understand clearly,” Lucas said cruelly. “Since you
decided to take it upon yourself to keep my only child from
me for the first four years of his life, I think it’s only
reasonable that I take custody of him for an equal timeframe.
Consider it co-parenting in the fairest way.”

The earth dropped beneath Kate. Her heart
thrummed violently in her ears as she struggled to comprehend what
Lucas was saying.

He couldn’t be serious.

The only reason she had kept Jake from him
was because he didn’t want him in the first place. Kate would have
never done so if she thought that Lucas had different
intentions.

What he was saying made no sense, it
contradicted every reason why she had kept Jake hidden from him all
these years. The fear Kate felt from Lucas’s next sentence
plummeted her back to earth…

“I will be in contact with you as soon as I
have arranged custody documents. Be sure and have all his
documentation ready for me. I will give you notice before I come to
take my son,” Lucas said as he turned back towards the bar.

“No,” she cried, hurling herself towards him,
falling over in the process.

On her knees Kate gripped one of Lucas’s legs
with both of her hands. “No, I won’t let you do this. You can’t be
serious?” she screamed, unable to see from the tears that were
streaming from her burning eyes.

“I am deadly serious,” he hissed. “And if you
try and fight me on this, Kate, I can assure you that you will
lose. I will hire the best attorney around and make sure you
never see him again. You are of the lowest type of woman to
deny me my son, and I will move heaven and earth to see you pay for
this deception,” Lucas gritted out, pulling his leg free before
walking away.

 


 


****

 


 


“Please, please, Lucas, I’m begging
you. Don’t do this,” Kate screamed as she crumbled to the ground.
“Lucas, I’m begging you. I’ll do anything,” she howled, close to
hysterics. “Anything you want but please don’t take my baby away
from me.”

It was quiet for so long that Kate was sure
he was gone. She curled herself into a tight ball and lay on the
wet dirty ground.

Rain hammered down on her but she didn’t
move. Her drenched body raked uncontrollably with tremors and sobs.
She felt like she was dying. Her whole world was caving in on her
and she could do nothing to stop it.

Lucas was going to take Jake from her and she
had neither the money nor the power to stop him. Even the courts
would favor him… a billionaire father from a prestigious family
could offer Jake wealth and security, a lot more than a part-time
waitress from a broken home, with a failed marriage behind her.

He would twist everything in his favor, Kate
thought. The reasons why she kept Jake from him, he would twist
those the same way he had tonight. Lucas was a tremendous actor,
having fooled her into believing he loved her once, and had
portrayed a marvelous impersonation of a hurt and betrayed
father.

Lucas would take Jake from her and there
wasn’t a damn thing Kate could do to stop him. She had no proof
having burnt the incriminating letter years ago – in fear of Jake
finding it.

Lucas would win and Kate would lose
everything…

A hand clamping down on her shoulder caused
Kate to stiffen. Looking up through tear-induced eyes, Kate saw
that Lucas had come back and was now lifting her from the ground
more gently than she could have anticipated.
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“You came back,” Kate sobbed as Lucas lifted
her into his arms easily.

Yes, I came back, he thought darkly to
himself. He hadn’t moved an inch closer to the entrance before her
pleas had gotten the better of him.

He was pathetic.

This woman had destroyed his life, killed
their marriage by sleeping with his brother, and denied him
the right to play a role in his child’s life.

A child he never knew existed until a few
minutes ago – and quite possibly never would have known if it was
up to her…

How could she have done that to him? Did she
hate him that much? And what about the boy? Had he suffered from
the lack of a father in his life?

He was the spitting image of Lucas as a
child, that’s why he had seemed so familiar.

Jake’s face mirrored the four year old
version of himself.

There would be no need for a paternity test;
the child was the spitting image of him. Lucas couldn’t deny him
and never would have done so if Kate had given him the
chance.

If Kate had told him back then Lucas would
have supported her. He never could’ve trusted her after her affair
with Jared, but dammit he was a man of honor and there was no way
in hell Lucas would have left her on her own. He would have been
there for Kate while his child grew inside her womb, for the birth
of his son. He would’ve watched him grow, witnessed his first
tooth, and watched him take his first steps, taught him to ride his
first bicycle….

Kate had robbed Lucas of all those precious
moments and to make things worse she had spun this absurd tale of
abortion in a feeble attempt to take the weight off her
unforgivable deception.

Lucas had planned to leave Kate in the
parking lot to rot, but his insides had twisted when he looked back
and saw her frail body curled up on the ground.

Lucas had gone straight back for Kate without
a second thought for her shortcomings.

Her clothes were drenched now from the heavy
rainfall and were soaking into his as Lucas held her to his chest
and carried her towards his car.

“Lucas? Say something,” Kate whispered
nervously, breaking through his controlled concentration.

“Not here,” was all he could grind out as
they reached his car.

Lowering Kate to her feet, Lucas opened the
passenger door of his Porsche and ushered her to get in.

When Kate hesitated and hovered at the car
door, Lucas all but lost his patience. “Get in or I’ll put you in,”
he growled before walking around the car and sliding into the
driver’s seat.

Thankfully Kate had taken heed of Lucas’s
warning and was buckled up by the time he started the engine.

“Lucas, thank you for coming back to discuss
this with me,” she said as he drove.

“No Kate, there will be no discussion. I will
talk and you will listen, is that clear?” he barked as Kate paled
in her seat.

Lucas wasn’t sure where he was going with
this un-thought plan but he wanted to make her suffer; suffer for
Jared, and suffer for Jake. “The way I see it you have two options,
the first would be me dropping you home right now and collecting my
son.”

He heard her gasp and watched her shake her
head from side to side.

He continued, “You told me you would do
anything I wanted, does that offer still stand?”

Glancing across the console, Lucas found Kate
watching him warily. “Unequivocally,” she said without thought.

He smiled darkly. “Very well. The only other
option I wish to offer you is the role of my submissive.”
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Kate couldn’t speak. She could barely
breathe. “Your submissive?” she managed to strangle out as she
desperately tried to mask the horror in her tone of voice.

“Yes,” Lucas confirmed smoothly. “You will be
permitted to live with me and our son, and continue to have full
access to Jake in return for fulfilling my needs in bed.”

Kate held back the urge to scream at Lucas.
How could he mean this? “Submissive? But…I’m your wife,” she
stuttered.

“That title didn’t seem to stop you from
climbing into bed with my brother,” Lucas all but roared.

“I didn’t…”

“I don’t want to hear anymore lies, Kate.
This is my offer. Accept and you will remain with our son and be
very well compensated for your troubles. Reject my offer and I will
seek sole custody of Jake, and I will win, Kate. But I warn you
now, darling, if you choose the latter there will be no phone
calls, no visits, and no contact – the same as you gave me.”

Panicked by how serious Lucas sounded, Kate
asked, “How long do I have to decide?”

Lucas tightened his hold on the steering
wheel. “It’s decision time, Kate, now or never. Will you take it or
leave it?”

Maternal instinct clawed inside her. “I’ll
take it,” she said determinedly.

“Good choice,” Lucas replied airily. “But I’m
afraid I’m going to have to get that in writing,” before he pulled
out his phone.
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Chapter Nine




“Keep your face down and don’t talk to
anyone.”

Until now Lucas hadn’t spoken a single word
to Kate since she agreed to his ‘offer’ and she hadn’t dared to
speak either – the fear of provoking him was too potent a worry to
even breathe too loudly.

She hadn’t known where they were going or who
Lucas had phoned in the car until they arrived outside the Ivory
Tower in the city.

Paparazzi were prowling outside the building
and camera flashes erupted the second Lucas pulled up outside.

“Oh my god. What are they doing here?” Kate
gasped. She had forgotten how different Lucas’s world was to
hers.

“Welcome to my world, wifey,” Lucas muttered
as he climbed out and came around to open her door.

The bright lights and flashes immediately
blinded Kate as the deafening sound of the reporters shouting froze
her to the spot.

“Mr. DiMarco, who’s your companion?” one
shouted.

“What happened to your relationship with
Caroline Redmond?” asked another.

“Miss, tell us your name?” they demanded as
Lucas slipped a supportive arm around Kate’s tense body and tugged
her gently from the car.

The contact of his warm masculine body
comforted her. “Don’t say anything,” he whispered in her ear as
they strode towards the entrance with his arm wrapped around Kate
protectively.

Kate could feel the eyes of every reporter
penetrating through her but she kept her head bowed. She could only
imagine what she looked like, standing beside this Adonis
lookalike.

She caught a glimpse of herself in the glass
of the door, which confirmed her suspicions. She looked like a
drowned rat whilst Lucas looked utterly edible.

His fitted blue shirt was soaking and clung
to the broad plains of his muscular chest. His black slacks were
revealing the thick set of his manly thighs and long legs.

His hair was also drenched, droplets of the
remaining rain water falling from his scuffled hair to his
face.

‘You can do this,’ she thought
fiercely, ‘He’s still your husband. He’s your husband and that
makes it less…dirty’ Kate said to herself as she looked up at
Lucas through hooded eyes.

His face was fixed in a masked expression,
his eyes focused on the door ahead of them. He looked completely
relaxed to the public eye except for his tensed jaw.

The doorman opened the door for them and
Lucas marched them straight through the foyer and into an awaiting
elevator.
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Lucas stormed into the living room, stripping
his shirt off as he moved. Kate’s mouth dried as she stared at his
tanned broad back.

This man is everything a man should
be, Kate thought as she continued to stand in the doorway
gawking at him.

Sensing her eyes on him, Lucas turned slowly
to face her.

Her stomach tangled itself in knots as a slow
predatory smile appeared on his face. Kate watched paralyzed with
pleasure and fear as Lucas prowled towards her. Every inch of his
body oozed sex appeal.

Her palms were sweating and her heart was
palpitating.

“We do need to stamp out some ground rules,”
he murmured as his hands found the knot holding her shirt together.
With a flick of his fingers, her shirt fell open. “But first let’s
get you out of these wet clothes.”

Kate could only stand there as Lucas’s deft
hands swiftly dealt with her shirt and bra, freeing her breasts
from their encasement. Her nipples were swollen and puckered in
arousal.

She was so very aroused by Lucas and her body
portrayed the fact clearly.

“Much better,” he approved, bending his head
to lightly kiss each of her breasts as he sank to his knees.

His face was now in perfect alignment with
her breasts, his hands rested on the button of her jeans before
flicking it open and slowly lowering the zipper.

Kate’s legs were shaking; her head was
clouded with instant desire for him. “Lucas…” she moaned when one
of his hands cupped her mound, stroking her over her jeans as his
other hand slid to her ass.

Gripping the fabric of her jeans, Lucas
tugged firmly and pulled them down to her knees along with her
panties, before pressing his face against her nakedness and
inhaling deeply.

The intimacy of the moment made Kate whimper
loudly as she curled her fingers around his soft silken golden
hair, tugging gently as her pelvis rocked back and forth against
his face.

“You smell like home,” he whispered before
standing and pressing his lips to hers softly.

Kate couldn’t stop the single tear that
escaped her eye at that moment any more than she could she stop her
heart from loving him. She knew she shouldn’t, Lucas was dangerous
to her, he was degrading her, but her body couldn’t resist him and
her heart couldn’t reject him. He would always be the only one.

Her heart stopped when he pulled away from
her, but restarted as he gently lifted each of her legs out of her
jeans before pulling her back into his arms and carrying her into
the bedroom, all while he kissed her deeply.
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Lucas’s breath caught in his throat as he
gazed at where Kate’s lay naked, writhing in pleasure beneath
him.

His hands trembled in yearning as he removed
his pants and boxers. She was so beautiful and he wanted her. He
wanted her more than he had ever wanted anyone in his entire
life.

Once was never going to be enough for him… he
would always want her.

Lowering his naked body to hers, he drew
gentle kisses up and down her naked body, sliding his mouth past
her navel, lower…

“Luke,” Kate moaned he trailed his tongue up
the inside of her thigh. She shuddered when his mouth reached her
small triangle of pubic hair.

His body shook with the pleasure of her musky
scent, the sweet salted taste of her clitoris.

Her hips jerked and she moaned with pleasure
Lucas felt her small hands push his head deeper, urging him on as
his mouth sought out the tiny nub in the center of her slick filled
mound of femininity.

Kate’s body trembled as his mouth and fingers
pleasured her.

“Please, Luke, take me,” was all the
encouragement Lucas needed as he positioned himself above her,
spreading her thighs apart then plunging himself into her tight
slick heat.

He felt her body tense, heard the loud scream
of pleasure that tore from her lips, as her muscles relaxed and
expanded to take his length.

Kate bucked her hips upwards in an attempt to
take all of him. He filled her at a hard and punishing pace, unable
to slow or be gentle. He was like a man possessed, driven to point
of madness from this woman.

Lucas pounded into Kate in a desperate race
for his own release, pressing higher and harder, pumped forward by
her womanly moans and wanton groans.

He felt her body jerk then stiffen as her
female muscles clenched tightly in spasms around his erection. Kate
screamed out his name in raw guttural pleasure as her body fell
limp, urging him on.

He pumped her ruthlessly until the swell of
pressure inside his trembling body released, causing him to shudder
for many moments as he poured himself into her.
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Kate awoke the following morning alone in a
strange bed and to the sound of a shower running in the adjoining
bathroom.

Her face heated as she recalled Lucas’s
passionate lovemaking the night before.

He had excited every nerve and tendril in her
body, completed her with every thrust. Kate had fallen into a
thoroughly contented sleep only to find herself wide-awake with
want and she was alone...

Smiling to herself, Kate dragged her stiff
and sweetly sore body towards the sounding shower.

She knew Lucas couldn’t have been serious
about the offer. He had been angry at her, but after last
night…

Desperate to see him, Kate quietly opened the
bathroom door and slipped into the shower cubicle behind him.
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Lucas froze as he felt Kate’s arms come
around his waist.

“Good Morning,” she purred. Her voice oozed
contentment as she dropped lazy languid kisses across his back,
reaching around to his front...

“Morning,” he replied coldly, placing her
hands behind him before her touch tempted him further. Lucas felt
as if he was in a nightmare.

He couldn’t believe how stupid he had been.
How appallingly he had behaved. His plan had been to seduce Kate,
not trap her!

A hiss escaped his lips when he thought of
how he had taken her last night without question of her feelings
and dammed of the consequences – consequences that were now playing
heavily on his mind.

He felt her press herself against him
intimately and groaned when Kate stroked his ass, his hips,
his…

Snapping around to face her, Lucas pinned
Kate’s wandering hands above her head and pressed her roughly
against the shower wall.

Her trusting expression was almost his
un-doing. Unwanted visions of her touching another the way she
touched him filled Lucas with blinding rage. Kate touching his
brother… “What part of the word submissive do you not
understand?” he demanded.

“I’m sorry, I thought… that you weren’t…”
Kate whispered, shock evident on her face.

“You thought what, that I wasn’t serious?” he
accused angrily, forcing the ugly mental images of Kate with Jared
as far from his mind as he could. “Well I was serious and you
agreed so that means if I wish for you to crawl on all fours and
bark like a dog you will.”

She deserved this, he thought to himself. She
deserved far worse.

“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean…” Kate spluttered
as her eyes reddened.

“Hurry up and get dressed. I want to meet my
son this morning,” Lucas growled before releasing Kate and stepping
out of the shower.

Grabbing a towel to dry his body, Lucas
steeled himself before saying, “We will fuck on my terms, Kate. But
don’t misconstrue our arrangement for love. My feelings for you are
dead and gone.”
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