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One

Pregnant.

Despite the warmth of the summer day, an uncomfortable chill settled over Marley

Jameson’s skin as she settled on the bench in the small garden just a few blocks from

the apartment she shared with Chrysander Anetakis.She shivered even as the sun’s

rays found her tightly clenched fingers, the heat not yet chasing away the goose

bumps. Stavros wouldn’t be happy over her brief disappearance. Neither would

Chrysander when Stavros reported that she hadn’t taken proper security measures.

But dragging along the imposing guard to her doctor’s appointment hadn’t been an

option. Chrysander would have known of her pregnancy before she could even return

home to tell him herself.

How would he react to the news? Despite the fact they’d taken precautions, she was

eight weeks pregnant. The best she could surmise, it had happened when he’d

returned from an extended business trip overseas. Chrysander had been insatiable.

But then so had she.

A bright blush chased the chill from her cheeks as she remembered the night in

question. He had made love to her countless times, murmuring to her in

Greek—warm, soft words that had made her heart twist.

She checked her watch and grimaced. He was due home in a few short hours, and yet

here she sat like a coward, avoiding the confrontation. She still had to change out of

the faded jeans and T-shirt, clothes she wore only when he was away.



With reluctance born of uncertainty, she forced herself to her feet and began the short

walk to the luxurious building that housed Chrysander’s apartment.

“You’re being silly,” she muttered under her breath as she neared the entry. If the

doorman was surprised to see her on foot, he didn’t show it, though he did hasten to

usher her inside.

She stepped onto the lift and smoothed a hand over her still-flat stomach.

Nervousness scuttled through her chest as she rode higher. When it halted smoothly

and the doors opened into the spacious foyer of the penthouse, Marley nibbled on her

lip and left the elevator.

She walked into the living room, shedding her shoes as she made her way to the

couch, where she tossed her bag down. Fatigue niggled at her muscles, and all she

really wanted to do was lie down. But she had to determine how to broach the subject

of their relationship with Chrysander.

A few days ago, she would have said she was perfectly content, but the results of

today’s blood tests had her shaken. Had her reflecting on the last six months with

Chrysander.

She loved him wholeheartedly, but she wasn’t entirely sure where she stood with

him. He seemed devoted when he was with her. The sex was fantastic. But now she

had a baby to think about. She needed more from the man she loved than hot sex

every few weeks as his schedule permitted.

She trudged into the large master suite and started when Chrysander walked from the

bathroom, just a towel wrapped around his waist.

A slow smile carved his handsome face. Every time she laid eyes on him, it was like

the first time all over again. Goose bumps raced across her skin, lighting fire to her



every nerve-ending.

“Y-you’re early,” she managed to get out.

“I’ve been waiting for you, pedhaki mou,” he said huskily.

He let the towel drop, and she swallowed as her eyes tracked downward to his

straining erection. He paced forward predatorily, closing rapidly in on her. His hands

curved over her shoulders, and he bent to ravage her mouth.

A soft moan escaped her as her knees buckled. He was an addiction. One she could

never get enough of. He had only to touch her, and she went up in flames.

His mouth traveled down her jawline to her neck, his fingers tugging impatiently at

her shirt. Of their own accord, her fingers twisted in his dark hair, pulling him closer.

Hard, lean, muscled. A gleaming predator. He moved gracefully, masterfully playing

her body like a finely tuned instrument.

She clutched at his neck as he lowered her to the bed.

“You have entirely too many clothes on,” he murmured as he shoved her shirt up and

over her head.

She knew they should stop. They needed to talk, but she’d missed him. Ached for

him. And maybe a part of her wanted this moment before things changed irrevocably.

He released her bra, and she gasped when his fingers found her highly sensitized

nipples. They were darker now, and she wondered if he’d notice.

“Did you miss me?”



“You know I did,” she said breathlessly.

“I like to hear you say it.”

“I missed you,” she said, a smile curving her lips.

It shouldn’t have surprised her that he made quick work of her clothing. He tossed her

jeans across the room. Her bra went one way, her underwear the other. Then he was

over her, on her, deep inside her.

She arched into him as he possessed her, clinging to him as he made love to her, their

passion hot and aching. It was always like this. One step from desperation, their need

for each other all consuming.

As he gathered her in his arms, he whispered to her in Greek. The words fell against

her skin like a caress as they both reached their peaks. She snuggled into his body,

content and sated.

She must have slept then, because when she opened her eyes, Chrysander was lying

beside her, his arm thrown possessively over her hip. He regarded her lazily, his

golden eyes burning with sated contentment.

Now was the time. She needed to broach the subject. There would never be a better

occasion. Why did the thought of asking him about their relationship strike terror in

her heart?

“Chrysander,” she began softly.

“What is it?” he asked, his eyes narrowing. Had he heard the worry in her voice?

“I wanted to talk to you.”



He stretched his big body and pulled slightly away so he could see her better. The

sheet slid down to his hip and gathered there. She felt vulnerable and exposed and

trembled when he slid his hand over the peak of one breast.

“What is it you want to talk about?”

“Us,” she said simply.

His eyes grew wary and then became shuttered. His face locked into a mask of

indifference, one that frightened her. She could feel him pulling away, mentally

withdrawing from her.

A buzz sounded, startling her. Chrysander cursed under his breath and reached over

to push the intercom.

“What,” he demanded tersely.

“It’s Roslyn. Can I come up?”

Marley stiffened at the sound of his personal assistant’s voice. It was late in the

evening and yet here she was, popping into the apartment she knew he shared with

Marley.

“I’m very busy at the moment, Roslyn. Surely it can wait until I come into the office

tomorrow.”

“I’m sorry, sir, but it can’t. I need your signature on a contract that’s due by 7:00

a.m.”

Again Chrysander swore. “Come then.”



He swung his legs over the side of the bed and stood. He strode toward the polished

mahogany wardrobe and pulled out slacks and a shirt.

“Why does she show up here so often?” Marley asked quietly.

Chrysander shot her a look of surprise. “She’s my assistant. It’s her job to keep up

with me.”

“At your personal residence?”

He shook his head as he buttoned up his shirt. “I’ll return in a moment, and we can

have our talk.”

Marley watched him go, her chest aching all the more. She was tempted to save the

discussion for another night, but she had to tell him of her pregnancy, and she

couldn’t tell him of the baby before she knew how he felt about her. What he thought

of their future. So it had to be done tonight.

As the moments grew longer, her anxiety heightened. Not wanting the disadvantage

of being nude, she rose from the bed and dragged on her jeans and shirt. So much for

looking composed and beautiful. She shook her head ruefully.

Finally she heard his footsteps outside the bedroom suite. He walked in with a

distracted frown on his face. His gaze flickered over her, and his lips twitched.

“I much prefer you na**d, pedhaki mou.”

She gave a shaky smile and moved back to the bed. “Is everything all right with

work?”

He waved his hand dismissively. “Nothing that shouldn’t have already been taken



care of. A missing signature.” He stalked toward the bed, a lean, hungry glint in his

eyes. As he came to a stop a foot away from where she sat, he reached for the buttons

on his shirt.

“Chrysander…we must talk.”

Annoyance flickered across his face, but then he gave a resigned sigh. He sank down

on the bed next to her. “Then speak, Marley. What is it that’s bothering you?”

His closeness nearly unhinged her. She scooted down the bed in an effort to put

distance between them. “I want to know how you feel about me, how you feel about

us,” she began nervously. “And if we have a future.”

She glanced up to check his reaction. His lips came together in a firm line as he stared

back at her. “So it’s come to this,” he said grimly.

He stood and turned his back to her before finally rotating around to face her.

“Come to w-what? I just need to know how you feel about me. If we have a future.

You never speak of us in anything but the present,” she finished lamely.

He leaned in close to her and cupped her chin. “We don’t have a relationship. I don’t

do relationships, and you know this. You’re my mistress.”

Why did she feel as though he’d just slapped her? Her mouth fell open against his

hand, and she stared up at him with wide, shocked eyes.

“Mistress?” she croaked. Live-in lover. Girlfriend. Woman he was seeing. These

were all terms she might have used. But mistress? A woman he bought? A woman he

paid to have sex with?



Nausea welled in her stomach.

She pushed his hand away and stumbled up, backpedaling away from him. Confusion

shone on Chrysander’s face.

“Is that truly all I am to you?” she choked out, still unable to comprehend his

declaration. “A m-mistress?”

He sighed impatiently. “You’re distraught. Sit down and let me get you something to

drink. I’ve had a trying week, and you are obviously unwell. It benefits neither of us

to have this discussion right now.”

Chrysander urged her back to the bed then strode out of the suite toward the kitchen.

After a long week of laying traps for the person attempting to sell his company out

from under him, the last thing he wanted was a hysterical confrontation with his

mistress.

He poured a glass of Marley’s favorite juice then prepared himself a liberal dose of

brandy. The beginnings of a headache were already plaguing him.

He smiled when he saw Marley’s shoes in the middle of the floor where she’d left

them as soon as she’d come off the elevator. He followed the trail of her things to the

couch where her bag was thrown haphazardly.

She was a creature of comfort. Never fussy. So this emotional outburst had caught

him off guard. It was completely out of character for her. She wasn’t clingy, which is

why their relationship had lasted so long. Relationship? He’d just denied to her that

they had one. She was his mistress.

He should have softened his response. She probably wasn’t feeling well and needed

tenderness from him. He winced at the idea, but she’d always been there ready to



soothe him after weeks of business trips or tedious meetings. It was only fair that he

offer something more than sex. Though sex with her was high on his list of priorities.

He turned to go back into the bedroom and try to make amends when the piece of

paper sticking out of Marley’s bag caught his eye. He stopped and frowned then set

the drinks down on the coffee table.

Dread tightened his chest. It couldn’t be.

He reached out to snag the papers, yanked them open as anger, hot and volatile,

surged in his veins. Marley, his Marley, was the traitor within his company?

He wanted to deny it. Wanted to crumple the evidence and throw it away. But it was

there, staring him in the face. The false information he’d planted just this morning in

hopes of finding the person selling his secrets to his competitor had been taken by

Marley. She hadn’t wasted any time.

Suddenly everything became clear. His building plans had started disappearing about

the time that Marley had moved in to the penthouse. She’d worked for his company,

and even after he’d convinced her to quit so that her time would be his alone, she still

had unimpeded access to his offices. What a fool he’d been.

Stavros’s call to him hours earlier stuck in his mind like a dagger. At the time, it had

only registered a mild annoyance with him, a matter he’d planned to take up with

Marley when he saw her. He’d lecture her about being careless, about being safe,

when in fact, it was him who wasn’t safe with her. She’d gone to his office then

disappeared for several hours. And now documents from his office had appeared in

her purse.

The papers fisted in his hand, he stalked back to the bedroom to see Marley still

sitting on the bed. She turned her tear-stained face up to him, and all he could see was



how deftly she’d manipulated him.

“I want you out in thirty minutes,” he said flatly.

Marley stared at him in shock. Had she heard him correctly? “I don’t understand,”

she choked out.

“You have thirty minutes in which to collect your things before I call security to

escort you out.”

She shot to her feet. How could things have gone so wrong? She hadn’t even told him

about her pregnancy yet. “Chrysander, what’s wrong? Why are you so angry with

me? Is it because I reacted so badly to you calling me your mistress? It came as a

great shock to me. I thought somehow I meant more to you than that.”

“You now have twenty-eight minutes,” he said coldly. He held up a hand with several

crumpled sheets of paper in them. “How did you think you’d get away with it,

Marley? Do you honestly think I would tolerate you betraying me? I have no

tolerance for cheats or liars, and you, my dear, are both.”
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All the blood left her face. She wavered precariously, but he made no move to aid

her. “I don’t know what you’re talking about. What are those papers?”

His lips curled into a contemptuous sneer. “You stole from me. You’re lucky that I’m

not phoning the authorities. As it is, if I ever see you again, I’ll do just that. Your

attempts could have crippled my company. But the joke is on you. These are fakes

planted by me in an attempt to ferret out the culprit.”

“Stole?” Her voice rose in agitation. She reached out and yanked the papers from his

hand. The words, schematics, blurred before her eyes. An internal e-mail, printed out,

obviously from his company ISP address, stared back at her. Sensitive information.

Detailed building plans for an upcoming bid in a major international city.

Photocopies of the drawings. None of it made sense.

She raised her head and stared him in the eye as her world crumbled and shattered

around her. “You think I stole these?”

“They were in your bag. Don’t insult us both by denying it now. I want you out of

here.” He made a show of checking his watch. “You now have twenty-five minutes

remaining.”

The knot in her throat swelled and stuck, rendering her incapable of drawing a breath.

She couldn’t think, couldn’t react. Numbly, she headed for the door with no thought

of collecting her things. She only wanted to be away. She paused and put her hand on

the frame to steady herself before turning around to look back at Chrysander. His face

remained implacable. The lines around his mouth and eyes were hard and

unforgiving.



“How could you think I’d do something like that?” she whispered before she turned

and walked away.

She stumbled blindly into the elevator, quiet sobs ripping from her throat as she rode

it down to the lobby level. The doorman looked at her in concern and offered to get

her into a cab. She waved him off and walked unsteadily down the sidewalk and into

the night.

The warm evening air blew over her face. The tears on her cheeks chilled her skin,

but she paid them no heed. He would listen to her. She would make him. She’d give

him the night to calm down, but she would be heard. It was all such a dreadful

mistake. There had to be some way to make him see reason.

In her distress, she took no notice of the man following her. When she reached the

curb, a hand shot out and grasped her arm. Her cry of alarm was muffled as a cloth

sack was yanked over her head.

She struggled wildly, but just as quickly, she found herself stuffed into the backseat

of a vehicle. She heard the door slam and the rumble of low voices, and then the

vehicle drove away.

Two

Three months later

C hrysander sat in his apartment brooding in silence. He should have some peace of

mind now that there was no longer any danger to his company, but the knowledge of

why was hardly comforting. He stared at the pile of documents in front of him as the

evening news droned in the background.

His stopover in New York was going to be short. Tomorrow he’d fly to London to



meet with his brother Theron and have the groundbreaking ceremony for their luxury

hotel—a hotel that wouldn’t have happened if Marley had gotten her way. A derisive

snort nearly rolled from his throat. He, the CEO of Anetakis International, had been

manipulated and stolen from by a woman. Because of her, he and his brothers had

lost two of their designs to their closest competitor before he’d discovered her

betrayal. He should have turned her over to the authorities, but he’d been too stunned,

too weak to do such a thing.He hadn’t even ridded his apartment of her belongings.

He’d assumed she’d return to collect them, and maybe a small part of him had hoped

she would so he could confront her again and ask her why. On his next trip back, he’d

see to the task. It was time to have her out of his mind completely.

When he heard her name amidst the jumble of his thoughts, he thought he’d merely

conjured it from his dark musings, but when he heard Marley Jameson’s name yet

again, he focused his angry attention on the television.

A news reporter stood outside a local hospital, and it took a few moments for the

buzzing in Chrysander’s ears to stop long enough for him to comprehend what was

being said. The scene changed as they rolled footage taken earlier of a woman being

taken out of a rundown apartment building on a stretcher. He leaned forward, his face

twisted in disbelief. It was Marley.

He bolted from his desk and fumbled for the remote to turn the volume up. So

stunned was he that he only comprehended every fourth word or so, but he heard

enough.

Marley had been abducted and now rescued. The details on the who and why were

still sketchy, but she’d endured a long period of captivity. He tensed in expectation

that somehow his name would be linked to hers, but then why should it? Their

relationship had been a highly guarded secret, a necessary one in his world. His wish

for privacy was one born of desire and necessity. Only after her betrayal had he been

even more relieved by the circumspection he utilized in all his relationships. She’d



made a fool of him, and only the knowledge that the rest of the world didn’t know

soothed him.

As the camera zoomed in on her pale, frightened face, he felt something inside him

twist painfully. She looked the same as she had the night he’d confronted her with her

deception. Pale, shocked and vulnerable.

But what the reporter said next stopped him cold, even as an uneasy sensation rippled

up his spine. He reported mother and child being listed in stable condition and that

Marley’s apparent captivity had not harmed her pregnancy. The reporter offered only

the guess that she appeared to be four or five months along. Other details were

sketchy. No arrests had been made, as her captors had escaped.

“Theos mou,” he murmured even as he struggled to grasp the implications.

He stood and reached for his cellular phone as he strode from his apartment. When he

broke from the entrance of the well-secured apartment high-rise, his driver had just

pulled around.

Once inside the vehicle, he again flipped open his phone and called the hospital

where Marley had been taken.

“Her physical condition is satisfactory,” the doctor informed Chrysander. “However,

it is her emotional state that concerns me.”He simmered impatiently as he waited for

the physician to complete his report. Chrysander had burst into the hospital,

demanding answers as soon as he’d walked onto the floor where Marley was being

treated. Only the statement that he was her fiancé had finally netted him any results.

Then he’d immediately had her transferred to a private room and had insisted that a

specialist be called in to see her. Now he had to wade through the doctor’s assessment

of her condition before he could see her.



“But she hasn’t been harmed,” Chrysander said.

“I didn’t say that,” the doctor murmured. “I merely said her physical condition is not

serious.”

“Then quit beating around the bush and tell me what I need to know.”

The doctor studied him for a moment before laying the clipboard down on his desk.

“Miss Jameson has endured a great trauma. I cannot know exactly how great, because

she cannot remember anything of her captivity.”

“What?” Chrysander stared at the doctor in stunned disbelief.

“Worse, she remembers nothing before. She knows her name and little else, I’m

afraid. Even her pregnancy has come as a shock to her.”

Chrysander ran a hand through his hair and swore in three languages. “She

remembers nothing? Nothing at all?”

The doctor shook his head. “I’m afraid not. She’s extremely vulnerable. Fragile.

Which is why it’s so important that you do not upset her. She has a baby to carry for

four more months and an ordeal from which to recover.”

Chrysander made a sound of impatience. “Of course I would do nothing to upset her.

I just find it hard to believe that she remembers nothing.”

The doctor shook his head. “The experience has obviously been very traumatic for

her. I suspect it’s her mind’s way of protecting her. It’s merely shut down until she

can better cope with all that has happened.”

“Did they…” Chrysander couldn’t even bring himself to complete the question, and



yet he had to know. “Did they hurt her?”

The doctor’s expression softened. “I found no evidence that she had been mistreated

in any way. Physically. There is no way to find out all she has endured until she is

able to tell us. And we must be patient and not press her before she is ready. As I

said, she is extremely fragile, and if pressed too hard, too fast, the results could be

devastating.”

Chrysander cursed softly. “I understand. I will see to it that she has the best possible

care. Now can I see her?”

The doctor hesitated. “You can see her. However, I would caution you not to be too

forthcoming with the details of her abduction.”

A frown creased Chrysander’s brow as he stared darkly at the physician. “You want

me to lie to her?”

“I merely don’t want you to upset her. You can give her details of her life. Her day-

to-day activities. How you met. The mundane things. It is my suggestion, however,

and I’ve conferred with the hospital psychiatrist on this matter, that you not rush to

give her the details of her captivity and how she came to lose her memory. In fact, we

know very little, so it would be unwise to speculate or offer her information that

could be untrue. She must be kept calm. I don’t like to think of what another upset

could cause her in her current state.”

Chrysander nodded reluctantly. What the doctor said made sense, but his own need to

know what had happened to Marley was pressing. But he wouldn’t push her if it

would cause her or the baby any harm. He checked his watch. He still had to meet

with the authorities, but first he wanted to see Marley and said as much to the doctor.

The physician nodded. “I’ll have the nurse take you up now.”



Marley struggled underneath the layers of fog surrounding her head. She murmured a

low protest when she opened her eyes. Awareness was not what she sought. The

blanket of dark, of oblivion, was what she wanted.There was nothing for her in

wakefulness. Her life was one black hole of nothingness. Her name was all that

lingered in the confusing layers of her mind. Marley.

She searched for more. Answers she needed to questions that swarmed her every time

she wakened. Her past lay like a great barren landscape before her. The answers

dangled beyond her, taunting her and escaping before she could reach out and take

hold.

She turned her head on the thin pillow, fully intending to slip back into the void of

sleep when a firm hand grasped hers. Fear scurried up her spine until she remembered

that she was safe and in a hospital. Still, she yanked her hand away as her chest rose

and fell with her quick breaths.

“You must not go back to sleep, pedhaki mou. Not yet.”

The man’s voice slid across her skin, leaving warmth in its wake. Carefully, she

turned to face this stranger—or was he? Was he someone she knew? Who knew her?

Could he be the father of the child nestled below her heart?

Her hand automatically felt for her rounded belly as her gaze lighted on the man

who’d spoken to her.

He was a dominating presence. Tall, lithe, dangerously intent as his amber eyes stared

back at her. He wasn’t American. She nearly laughed at the absurdity of her thoughts.

She should be demanding to know who he was and why he was here, and yet all she

could muster was the knowledge that he wasn’t American?

“Our baby is fine,” he said as his gaze dropped to the hand she had cupped



protectively over her abdomen.

She tensed as she realized that he was indeed staking a claim. Shouldn’t she know

him? She reached for something, some semblance of recognition, but unease and fear

were all she found.

“Who are you?” she finally managed to whisper.

Something flickered in those golden eyes, but he kept his expression neutral. Had she

hurt him with the knowledge she didn’t know him? She tried to put herself in his

position. Tried to imagine how she’d feel if the father of her baby suddenly couldn’t

remember her.

He pulled a chair to the side of the bed and settled his large frame into it. He reached

for her hand, and this time, despite her instinct to do so, she didn’t retract it.

“I am Chrysander Anetakis. Your fiancé.”

She searched his face for the truth of his words, but he looked back at her calmly,

with no hint of emotion.

“I’m sorry,” she said and swallowed when her voice cracked. “I don’t remember….”

“I know. I’ve spoken to the doctor. What you remember isn’t important right now.

What is important is that you rest and recover so that I can take you home.”

She licked her lips, panic threatening to overtake her. “Home?”

He nodded. “Yes, home.”

“Where is that?” She hated having to ask. Hated that she was lying here conversing



with a complete stranger. Only apparently he wasn’t. He was someone she had been

intimate with. Obviously in love with. They were engaged, and she was pregnant with

his child. Shouldn’t that stir something inside her?

“You’re trying too hard, pedhaki mou,” he said softly. “I can see the strain on your

face. You mustn’t rush things. The doctor said that it will all come back in time.”

She clutched his hand then looked down at their linked fingers. “Will it? What if it

doesn’t?” Fear rose in her chest, tightening her throat uncomfortably. She struggled to

breathe.

Chrysander reached out a hand to touch her face. “Calm yourself, Marley. Your

distress does you and the baby no good.”

Hearing her name on his lips did odd things. It felt as though he was speaking of a

stranger even though she did remember her name. But maybe in the madness of her

memory loss, she’d been afraid that she’d gotten that part wrong, and that along with

everything else, her name was a forgotten piece of her life.
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“Can you tell me something about me? Anything?”

She was precariously close to begging, and tears knotted her throat and stung her

eyes.

“There will be plenty of time for us to talk later,” Chrysander soothed. He stroked her

forehead, pushing back her hair. “For now, rest. I’m making preparations to take you

home.”

It was the second time he’d mentioned home, and she realized that he still hadn’t told

her where that was.

“Where is home?” she asked again.

His lips thinned for just a moment, and then his expression eased. “Home for us has

been here in the city. My business takes me away often, but we had an apartment

together here. My plan is to take you to my island as soon as you are well enough to

travel.”

Her brows furrowed as she sought to comprehend the oddity of his statement. It

sounded so…impersonal. There was no emotion, no hint of joy, just a sterile

recitation of fact.

As if sensing she was about to ask more questions, he bent over and pressed his lips

to her forehead. “Rest, pedhaki mou. I have arrangements to make. The doctor says

you can be released in a few days’ time if all goes well.”



She closed her eyes wearily and nodded. He stood there a moment, and then she

heard his footsteps retreating. When her door closed, she opened her eyes again, only

to feel the damp trail of tears against her cheeks.

She should feel relief that she wasn’t alone. Somehow, though, Chrysander

Anetakis’s presence hadn’t reassured her as it should. She felt more apprehensive

than ever, and she couldn’t say why.

She pulled the thin sheet higher around her body and closed her eyes, willing the

peaceful numbness of sleep to take over once more.

When she woke again, a nurse was standing by her bedside placing a cuff around her

arm to take her blood pressure.

“Oh, good, you’re awake,” she said cheerfully as she removed the cuff. “I have your

dinner tray. Do you feel up to eating?”

Marley shook her head. The thought of food made her faintly nauseous.

“Leave the tray. I’ll see to it she eats.”

Marley looked up in surprise to see Chrysander looming behind the nurse, a

determined look on his face. The nurse turned and smiled at him then reached back

and patted Marley’s arm.

“You’re very lucky to have such a devoted fiancé,” she said as she turned to go.

“Yes, lucky,” Marley murmured, and she wondered why she suddenly felt the urge to

weep.

When the door shut behind the nurse, Chrysander pulled the chair closer to her bed



again. Then he settled the tray in front of her.

“You should eat.”

She eyed him nervously. “I don’t feel much like eating.”

“Do you find my presence unsettling?” he queried as his gaze slid over her rumpled

form.

“I—” She opened her mouth to say no, but found she couldn’t entirely deny it. How

to tell this man she found him intimidating? This was supposed to be someone she

loved. Had made love with. Just the thought sent a blush up her neck and over her

cheeks.

“What are you thinking?” His fingers found her hand and stroked absently.

She turned her face away, hoping to find relief from his scrutiny. “N-nothing.”

“You are frightened. That’s understandable.”

She turned back to look at him. “It doesn’t make you angry that I’m frightened of

you? Quite frankly, I’m terrified. I don’t remember you or anything else in my life.

I’m pregnant with your child and cannot for the life of me remember how I got this

way!” Her fists gripped the sheet and held it protectively against her.

His lips pressed to a firm line. Was he angry? Was he putting on a front so as not to

upset her further?

“It is as you said. You don’t remember me, therefore I am a stranger to you. It will be

up to me to earn your…trust.” He said the last word as if he found it distasteful, and

yet his expression remained controlled.



“Chrysander…” She said his name experimentally, letting it roll off her tongue. It

didn’t feel foreign, but neither did it spark any remembrance. Frustration took firm

hold when her mind remained frightfully blank.

“Yes, pedhaki mou?”

She blinked as she realized he was waiting for her to continue.

“What happened to me?” she asked. “How did I get here? How did I lose my

memory?”

Once again he took her hand in his, and she found the gesture comforting. He leaned

forward and touched his other hand to her cheek. “You shouldn’t rush things. The

doctor is quite adamant in this. Right now the most important thing for you and our

child is to take things slowly. Everything will come back in its own time.”

She sighed, realizing he wasn’t going to budge.

“Get some rest.” He stood and leaned over to brush his lips across her forehead.

“Soon we will leave this place.”

Marley wished the words gave her more reassurance than they did. Instead of

comfort, confusion and uncertainty rose sharply in her chest until she feared

smothering with the anxiety.

Sweat broke out on her forehead, and the food she’d picked at just moments ago

rolled in her stomach. Chrysander looked sharply at her, and without saying a word,

he rang for the nurse.

Moments later, the nurse bustled in. At the sight of her, sympathy crowded her

features. She placed a cool hand on Marley’s forehead even as she administered an



injection with the other.

“You mustn’t panic,” the nurse soothed. “You’re safe now.”

But her words failed to ease the tightness in Marley’s chest. How could they when

soon she was going to be thrust into an unknown world with a man who was a

complete stranger to her?

Chrysander stood by her bed, staring down at her, his hand covering hers. The

medication dulled her senses, and she could feel herself floating away, the fear

evaporating like mist. His words were the last thing she heard.

“Sleep, pedhaki mou. I will watch over you.”

Oddly, she did find comfort in the quiet vow.

Chrysander stood in the darkened room and watched as Marley slept. The strain of

the frown he was wearing inserted a dull ache in his temples.Her chest rose and fell

with her slight breaths, and even in sleep, tension furrowed her brow. He moved

closer and touched his fingers to her forehead, smoothing them across the pale skin.

She was as lovely as ever, even in her weakened state. Raven curls lay haphazardly

against the pillow. He took one between his fingers and moved it from her forehead.

It was longer now, no longer the shorter cap of curls that had flown about her head as

she laughed or smiled.

Her skin had lost its previous glow, but he knew restoring her health would bring it

back. Her eyes had been dull, frightened, but he remembered well the brilliant blue

sparkle, how enchanting she looked when she was happy.

He cursed and moved away from the bed. It had all been a ruse. She hadn’t ever been



happy. Truly happy. It seemed he’d been incapable of making her so. All the time

they were together, she’d plotted against him, stolen from him and his brothers.

Though he’d considered her his mistress, he’d never placed her in the same category

as his others. What he’d shared with her hadn’t been mercenary, or so he’d thought.

In the end, it had boiled down to money and betrayal. Something he was well used to

with women.

Yet he still wanted her. She still burned in his veins, an addiction he wasn’t equipped

to fight. He shook his head grimly. She was pregnant with his child, and that must

take precedence above all else. They would be forced together by the child, their

futures irrevocably intertwined. But he didn’t have to like it, and he didn’t have to

surrender anything more than his protection and his body.

If she would once again be placed under his protection, then he’d do all he could to

ensure she had the best care, her and their baby, but he’d never trust her. She would

warm his bed, and he wouldn’t lie and say that prospect wasn’t appealing. But she

would get nothing more from him.

Three

T wo days later, Marley sat nervously in a wheelchair, her fingers clutched tightly

around the blanket the nurse had draped over her lap. Chrysander stood to the side,

listening intently as the nurse gave him the aftercare instructions. Marley fingered the

maternity top that one of the nurses had kindly provided for her and smoothed the

wrinkles over the bump of her abdomen. They’d all been exceedingly kind to her, and

she feared leaving their kindness to venture into the unknown.

When the nurse was finished, Chrysander grasped the handles of the wheelchair and

began pushing Marley down the hallway toward the entrance. She blinked as the

bright sunshine speared her vision. A sleek limousine was parked a few feet away,



and Chrysander walked briskly toward it. The driver stepped around to open the door

just as Chrysander effortlessly plucked her from the wheelchair and ushered her

inside the heated interior. In a matter of seconds, they were gliding away from the

hospital.Marley stared out the window as they navigated the busy New York streets.

The city itself was familiar. She could remember certain shops and landmarks. She

possessed a knowledge of the city, but what was missing was the idea that this was

home, that she belonged here. Hadn’t Chrysander said they’d lived here? She felt like

an artist staring at an empty canvas without the skills to paint the portrait.

When they pulled to a stop in front of a stylish, modern building, Chrysander bolted

from the limousine while the doorman opened the door on her side. Chrysander

reached inside and carefully drew her from the vehicle. She stepped to the sidewalk

on shaky feet, and he tucked her to his side, a strong arm around her waist as they

walked through the entrance.

A wave of déjà vu swept over her as the lift opened and he helped her inside. For the

briefest of moments, her memory stirred, and she struggled to part the veils of

darkness.

“What is it?” Chrysander demanded.

“I’ve done this before,” she murmured.

“You remember?”

She shook her head. “No. It just feels…familiar. I know I’ve been here.”

His fingers curled tighter around her arm. “This is where we lived…for many

months. It’s only natural that it should register something.”

The lift opened, and she cocked her head as he started forward. His phrasing had been



odd. Had they not lived here just a short time ago? Before whatever accident had

befallen her?

He stopped and held out his hand to her. “Come, Marley. We’re home.”

She slid her fingers into his as he pulled her forward into the lavish foyer. To her

surprise, a woman met them as they started for the large living room. Marley faltered

as the tall blond young woman put a hand on Chrysander’s arm and smiled.

“Welcome home, Mr. Anetakis. I’ve laid out all contracts requiring your signature on

your desk as well as ordered your phone messages by priority. I also took the liberty

of having dinner delivered.” She swept an assessing look over Marley, one that had

Marley feeling obscure and insignificant. “I didn’t imagine you’d be up for going out

after a trying few days.”

Marley frowned as she realized the woman was implying that Chrysander had been

through the ordeal and not Marley.

“Thank you, Roslyn,” Chrysander said. “You shouldn’t have gone to the trouble.” He

turned to Marley and pulled her closer to him. “Marley, this is Roslyn Chambers, my

personal assistant.”

Marley gave a faltering smile.

“Delighted to see you again, Miss Jameson,” Roslyn said sweetly. “It’s been ages

since I last saw you. Months, I believe.”

“Roslyn,” Chrysander said in a warning voice. Her smile never slipped as she looked

innocently at Chrysander.

Marley glanced warily between them, her confusion mounting. The ease with which



the woman moved around the apartment that Chrysander called home to both of them

was clear, and yet Roslyn hadn’t seen Marley in months? The proprietary way his

assistant looked at him was the only thing currently clear to Marley.

“I’ll leave you two,” Roslyn said with a gracious smile. “I’m sure you have a lot of

catching up to do.” She turned to Chrysander and put a delicate hand on his arm once

more. “Call me if you need anything. I’ll come straight over.”

“Thank you,” Chrysander murmured.

The tall blonde clicked across the polished Italian marble in her elegant heels and

entered the lift. She smiled at Chrysander as the doors closed.

Marley licked her suddenly dry lips and looked away. Chrysander was stiff at her side

as though he expected Marley to react in some way. She wasn’t stupid enough to do

so now. Not when he was so on guard. Later, she would ask him the million questions

whirling around her tired mind.

“Come, you should be in bed,” Chrysander said as he curled an arm around her.

“I’ve had quite enough of bed,” she said firmly.

“Then you should at least get comfortable on the sofa. I’ll bring you a tray so you can

eat.”

Eat. Rest. Eat some more. Those dictates seemed to compose Chrysander’s sole aim

when it came to her. She sighed and allowed him to lead her into the living area. He

settled her on the soft leather couch and retrieved a blanket to cover her with.

There was a stiffness about him that puzzled her, but then she supposed if the roles

were reversed and he’d forgotten her, she wouldn’t be very sure of herself, either. He



left the room, and several minutes later returned with a tray that he set before her on

the coffee table. Steam rose from the bowl of soup, but she wasn’t tempted by the

offering. She was too unsettled.

He sat in a chair diagonally to her, but after a few moments, he rose and paced the

room like a restless predator. His fingers tugged at his tie as he loosened it and then

unbuttoned the cuffs of his silk shirt.
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“Your assistant…Roslyn…said she left work for you?”

He turned to face her, his eyebrows wrinkling as he frowned. “Work can wait.”

She sighed. “Do you plan to watch me nap then? I’ll be fine, Chrysander. You can’t

hover over me every moment of the day. If there are things that require your

attention, then by all means see to them.”

Indecision flickered across his handsome face. “I do have things to do before we

leave New York.”

A surge of panic hit her unaware. She swallowed and worked to keep her expression

bland. “We’ll be leaving soon then?”

He nodded. “I thought to give you a few days to rest and more fully recover before

we go. I’ve arranged for my jet to fly us to Greece, and then we’ll take a helicopter

out to the island. My staff is preparing for our arrival as we speak.”

She stared uneasily at him. “Just how wealthy are you?”

He looked surprised by the question. “My family owns a chain of hotels.”

The Anetakis name floated in her memory, what little of it there was. Images of the

opulent hotel in the heart of the city came to mind. Celebrities, royalty, some of the

world’s wealthiest people stayed at Imperial Park. But he couldn’t be that Anetakis,

could he?



She paled and clenched her fingers to control the shaking. They were only the richest

hotel family in the world. “How…how on earth did you and I…” She couldn’t even

bring herself to complete the thought. Then she frowned. Had she come from such a

family?

Fatigue swamped her, and she dug her fingers into her temples as she fought the

tiredness. Chrysander was beside her in an instant. He picked her up as though she

weighed nothing and carried her into the bedroom. He carefully laid her on the bed,

his eyes bright with concern. “Rest now, pedhaki mou.”

She nodded and curled into the comfortable bed, her eyes already closing with

exhaustion. Thinking hurt. Trying to remember sapped every ounce of her strength.

Chrysander slumped in his chair and ran a hand through his hair. He fingered the list

of phone messages as his gaze lighted on the one from his brother Theron. There was

a message from his other brother, Piers, as well.He shifted uncomfortably and knew

he wouldn’t be able to put them off for long. They would have gotten his messages

by now and be curious. How he was going to explain this mess to them and also

explain why he was taking the woman who had tried to damage their business home

to Greece was beyond him.

With a grimace, he picked up the phone and dialed Theron’s number.

He spoke rapidly in Greek when his brother answered. “How did the groundbreaking

go?”

“Chrysander, finally,” Theron said dryly. “I wondered if I was going to have to fly

over to beat answers from you.”

Chrysander sighed and grunted in response.



“Do hold while I get Piers on the phone. It’ll save you another call. I know he’s as

interested in your explanation as I am.”

“Since when do I answer to my younger brothers?” Chrysander growled.

Theron chuckled and a moment later Piers’s voice bled through the line. He didn’t

bandy words.

“Chrysander, what the hell is going on? I got your message, and judging by the fact

you never showed up in London, I can only assume that you’re otherwise occupied in

New York.”

Chrysander pinched the bridge of his nose between his fingers and closed his eyes. “It

would appear that the two of you are going to be uncles.”

Silence greeted his statement.

“You’re sure it’s yours?” Theron finally asked.

Chrysander grimaced. “She’s five months pregnant, and five months ago, I was the

only man in her bed. This I know.”

“Like you knew she was stealing from us?” Piers retorted.

“Shut up, Piers,” Theron said mildly. “The important question is, what are you going

to do? She obviously can’t be trusted. What does she have to say for herself?”

Chrysander’s head pounded a bit harder. “There is a complication,” he muttered.

“She doesn’t remember anything.”

Both brothers made a sound of disbelief. “Quite convenient, wouldn’t you say?” Piers



interjected.

“She’s leading you around by the balls,” Theron said in disgust.

“I found it hard to believe myself,” Chrysander admitted. “But I’ve seen her. She’s

here…in our—my apartment. Her memory loss is real.” There was no way she could

fake the abject vulnerability, the confusion and pain that clouded her once-vibrant

blue eyes. The knowledge of her pain bothered him when it shouldn’t. She deserved

to suffer as she’d made him suffer.

Piers made a rude noise.

“What do you plan to do?” Theron asked.

Chrysander braced himself for their objections. “We’re flying out to the island as

soon as I feel she’s well enough. It’s a more suitable place for her recovery, and it’s

out of the public eye.”

“Can’t you install her somewhere until the baby comes and then get rid of her?” Piers

demanded. “We lost two multimillion dollar deals because of her, and now our

designs are going up under our competitor’s name.”

What he didn’t say but Chrysander heard as loudly as if his brother had spoken the

words was that they had lost those deals because Chrysander had been blinded by a

woman he was sleeping with. It was as much his fault as it was Marley’s. He’d let his

brothers down in the worst way. Risked what they’d spent years working to achieve.

“I cannot leave her right now,” Chrysander said carefully. “She has no family. No

one who could care for her. She carries my child, and to that end, I will do whatever

it takes to ensure the baby’s health and safety. The doctor feels her memory loss is

only temporary, merely a coping mechanism for the trauma she has endured.”



“What do the authorities have to say about her abduction?” Piers asked. “Do you

know why yet, and who was responsible?”

“I spoke briefly with them at the hospital, and I have a meeting with the detective in

charge of the investigation tomorrow,” Chrysander said grimly. “I hope to find out

more then. I’ll also tell them of my plans to take her out of the country. I have to

think of her safety, and that of the baby.”

“I can see you’re already decided in this,” Theron said quietly.

“Yes.”

Piers made a sound as though he’d protest but was cut off when Theron spoke once

more. “Do what you have to do, Chrysander. Piers and I can handle things. And for

what it’s worth, congratulations on becoming a father.”

“Thanks,” Chrysander murmured as he pressed the button to end the call.

He set the phone aside. Instead of making him feel any better about the situation, his

discussion with his brothers had only reinforced how impossible things were. He

didn’t doubt that Marley didn’t remember him or the fact that she’d stolen from him.

Her confusion couldn’t possibly be that feigned.

Which left him with the only choice he had, one he’d made the instant he’d known

she was pregnant with his child. He would keep her close to him, take care of her,

ensure she had the best care possible. He’d hire someone to stay with her when he

couldn’t be there and to provide the more intimate details of her care. It would enable

him to keep her at arm’s length while still keeping a close watch on her progress. And

he would set aside, for now, the anger over her betrayal.

Four



T he next morning, Marley sat across from Chrysander as he watched her eat

breakfast. He nodded approvingly when she managed to finish the omelet he’d

prepared, and he urged her to drink the glass of juice in front of her.

Despite her anxiety and uncertainty, it felt good to be taken care of by this man. Even

if she wasn’t entirely sure of her place in his world. He was solicitous of her, but at

the same time he seemed distant. She wasn’t sure if it was out of deference to her

memory loss, and he had no wish to frighten her, or if this was simply the normal

course of their relationship.She caught her bottom lip between her teeth and nibbled

absently. The idea that this could be ordinary bothered her. Surely she hadn’t desired

marriage with someone who treated her so politely, as though she were a stranger.

And yet, for all intents and purposes, they were strangers. At least he was to her. A

flood of sympathy rolled through her. How awful it had to be for him to have his

fiancée, a woman he loved and planned to marry, just forget him, as though he never

existed. She couldn’t imagine being in his shoes.

He’d watched her closely through breakfast, and she knew she must be broadcasting

her unease, but he said nothing until he’d cleared their dishes away and taken her into

the living room. He settled her on the couch and then sat next to her, his stare

probing.

“What is concerning you this morning, Marley?” Chrysander asked.

His gaze passed over her face, and his expression left her faintly breathless.

“I was just thinking how perfectly rotten this whole thing must be for you.”

One eyebrow rose, and he tilted his head questioningly. He looked surprised, as

though it were the last thing he’d expected her to say.



“What do you mean?”

She looked down, suddenly shy and even more uncertain. He reached over and

touched his fingers to her chin. He slid them further underneath and tugged until she

met his gaze.

“Tell me why things are so horrible for me.”

When put like that, it sounded ridiculous. Here was a man who could have, and

probably did have, anything he wanted. Power, wealth, respect. And yet she

presumed to think it was so terrible that his mousy fiancée couldn’t remember him. It

would have been enough to make her laugh if she hadn’t felt so forlorn.

“I was trying to imagine myself in your place,” she said sadly. “What it feels like

when someone you love forgets you.” His thumb rubbed over her lips, and a peculiar

tingling raced down her spine. “I think I would feel…rejected.”

“You’re worried that I feel rejected?” Faint amusement flickered in his eyes, and a

smile hovered near the corners of his mouth.

“You don’t?” she asked. And did it matter? She hated this lack of confidence. Not

only was her memory of this man stolen, but any faith she had in who she was to him

had been erased, as well. She hated the idea that she couldn’t speak of their

relationship frankly because she worried that she might make errant assumptions and

look a fool.

Embarrassment crept over her cheeks, leaving them tight and heated as he continued

to stare at her.

“You cannot help what happened to you, Marley. I don’t blame you, and neither do I

harbor resentment. It would be petty of me.”



No, she couldn’t see him as petty. Dangerous. A little frightening. But not petty. Was

she afraid of him? She shivered lightly. No, it wasn’t him she was afraid of. It was the

idea that she could have been so intimate with a man such as him and not remember

it. She couldn’t imagine ever forgetting such an experience.

“What happened to me, Chrysander?” A note of pleading crept into her voice. Her

hands shook, and she clenched them together to disguise her unease.

He sighed. “You had…an accident, pedhaki mou. The doctor assures me your

memory loss is only temporary and that it’s imperative for you not to overtax

yourself.”

“Was I in a car accident?” Even as she asked, she glanced down, searching for signs

of injury, bruising. But she had no muscle soreness, no stiffness. Just an

overwhelming fatigue and a wariness she couldn’t explain.

His eyes flickered away for the briefest of moments. “Yes.”

“Oh. Was it very serious?” She raised a hand to her head, feeling for a wound.

He gently took her hand and lowered it to her lap, but he didn’t relinquish his hold.

“No. Not serious.”

“Then why…how did I lose my memory? Did I suffer a concussion? My head doesn’t

hurt that way.”

“I’m very glad your head doesn’t pain you, but a head injury isn’t what causes

memory loss.”

She cocked her head to the side and stared at him in puzzlement. “Then how?”



“The physician explained that this is your way of coping with the trauma of your

accident. It’s a protective instinct. One meant to shield you from harmful memories.”

Her forehead wrinkled as her eyebrows came together. She pressed, trying to struggle

through the thick cloak of black in her mind. Surely there had to be something, some

spark of a memory.

“Yet I wasn’t harmed,” she said in disbelief.

“A fact I’m very grateful for,” Chrysander said. “Still, it must have been very

frightening.”

A sudden thought came to her, and her hand flew from his in alarm. “Was anyone

else hurt?”

Again his gaze flickered away from her for just a second. He reached up and

recaptured her hand then brought it to his lips. A soft gasp escaped her when he

pressed a kiss to her palm. “No.”

She sagged in relief. “I wish I could remember. I keep thinking if I just try a little

harder, it will come, but when I try to focus on the past, my head starts to pound.”

Chrysander frowned. “This is precisely why I do not like to discuss the accident with

you. The doctor warned against causing you any upset or stress. You must put the

incident from your mind and focus on regaining your strength.” He placed his other

hand over her abdomen and cupped the bulge there protectively. “Such upset cannot

be good for our baby. You’ve already gone through too much for my liking.”

She tugged her hand free and placed both of hers lightly over his hand that was still

cupping her belly. Beneath his fingers, the baby rolled. He snatched his hand back, a

stunned expression lighting his face.
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Her brows furrowed as she gazed curiously at him. His hand shook slightly as he

returned it to her stomach. His fingers splayed out, and once again her belly rippled

underneath his palm.

“That’s amazing,” he whispered.

He looked so completely befuddled that she had to smile. But on the heels of that

smile came confusion. He acted as though he’d never experienced their baby kicking.

She licked her lips and cursed the fact that she couldn’t remember. “Surely you’ve

felt it before, Chrysander.”

He continued his gentle exploration of her stomach. It was a long moment before he

spoke. “I was often away on business,” he said with a note of discomfort. “I had only

just returned when I learned of your accident. It had been…a while since we’d been

together.”

She let her breath out, relief sliding over her and lightening her worry. If they had

been separated for a time, it would explain a lot.

“I don’t suppose it was the homecoming you expected,” she said ruefully. “You left a

woman who knew you, who was pregnant with your child and planned to marry you.

When you came back, you faced a woman who treats you like a stranger.”

She glanced down at her finger automatically as she spoke. No ring adorned it. She

frowned at it before she quickly looked back up, trying to make the uneasiness

disappear once more.



“I was only happy that you and our baby were unharmed,” he said simply. He eased

away from her, shifting his body until more space separated them. His gaze still

drifted back to her belly as though he was fascinated with the tiny life making itself

known there.

A buzz sounded, and Chrysander stood and strode to the call box on the wall. Marley

strained to hear who he was speaking to, but she only heard his command to come up.

He returned to her and sat down, collecting her hands in his. “That was the nurse I

hired to look after you. I have a meeting that I can’t miss in an hour’s time.”

Her eyes widened. “But Chrysander, I don’t need a nurse. I’m perfectly capable of

remaining here while you attend to your business.”

His grip on her hands tightened. “Humor me, pedhaki mou. It makes me feel better

knowing I’m leaving you in capable hands. I don’t like to think of you having need of

anything in my absence.”

A smile curved her lips at his insistence. “How long will you be gone?” She hated the

hopeful, almost mournful quality to her voice. She sounded pathetic.

He stood as the sound of the elevator opening filtered into the living room. “Stay

here. I’ll return with the nurse.”

Marley relaxed against the back of the couch and waited for Chrysander to return. His

attentiveness was endearing, even if unnecessary.

A moment later, he walked back in with a smiling woman dressed in slacks and a

sweater. She beamed at Marley as she stopped a few feet away from the sofa.

“You must be Marley. I’m so pleased to meet you. I’m Mrs. Cahill, but please do call



me Patrice.”

Marley couldn’t help but return the older woman’s smile.

“Mr. Anetakis has discussed his wishes with me, and I’ll do my utmost to make sure

you’re taken care of.”

Marley pinned Chrysander with a stare. “Oh, he did, did he? May I ask what his

instructions were?”

Chrysander made a show of checking his watch. “Her instructions are to make sure

you rest. Now, I’m sorry, but I must go out for a while. I’ll return in time for us to

have lunch together.”

“I’d like that,” she softly returned.

He leaned down and stiffly brushed a kiss across her forehead before turning to walk

away. Her gaze followed him across the room, and she realized how clingy she must

look.

With effort, she dragged her stare from his retreating back and looked up at Patrice.

“I’m really quite fit,” she explained. “Chrysander makes it sound like I’m a complete

invalid.”

Patrice smiled and winked. “He’s a man. They’re famous for that sort of thing. Still,

there’s no harm in a little rest, now is there? I’ll see you to bed, and then I’ll see

about making us a nice cup of tea for when you wake.”

Before Marley even realized what was happening, the other woman was effectively

shuttling her toward the bedroom. She blinked when Patrice tucked her solidly into

bed and arranged the covers around her.



“You’re quite good at this,” Marley said faintly.

Patrice chuckled. “Getting my patients to do what they don’t want to is part of my

job. Now get some rest so that man of yours is happy with me and with you when he

returns.”

Marley heard the light sounds of Patrice’s shoes as she walked from the bedroom.

When the sound faded away, Marley glanced to the fireplace on the wall opposing the

foot of her bed. Chrysander had started the flame the evening before, more for

coziness than actual warmth, because the apartment suffered no chill. Even the floors

were heated, which she loved, because she hated to wear shoes indoors.

The thought hit her even as a burst of excitement swept over her. What else could she

remember about herself? She concentrated hard, but the effort caused her head to

ache again.

The baby moved, and she slid her hand down to rest over her swollen abdomen. The

movement eased the discomfort in her head, and she smiled. Despite the temporary

loss of her past, she had a future to look forward to. Marriage and a child. She just

wished she could remember how she’d gotten to this point.

With a sigh, she resigned herself to living in the moment. Hopefully her memories

would return and fill in the gaps.

She dozed, and when she awoke, she looked at the clock by her bed and saw that an

hour had elapsed. She felt refreshed and drew away the covers, wanting to get up and

move around. The constant rest was starting to make her restless.

Though she was dressed in soft pajamas, she nevertheless reached for the silk

dressing robe lying at the foot of her bed. Tying it around her body, she walked out of

the bedroom and into the living room, where she found Patrice.



She smiled at the other woman and assured her she was feeling well when Patrice

prompted her. Patrice nodded approvingly, and as if sensing Marley’s need to be

alone, excused herself.

Marley took the opportunity to explore the spacious penthouse. She walked from

room to room, acquainting herself with her home. Only it didn’t feel like home. She

could see Chrysander in the style and makeup of the decorations and furnishings, but

she couldn’t see anything that made her feel as though she’d made any mark on the

apartment. For some reason, that discomfited her. She felt like a guest intruding

where she didn’t belong.

When she entered the master suite, her frown grew. Chrysander had placed her in

what apparently was one of the guest rooms. She hadn’t given any thought when he’d

put her to bed and seen to her comfort in the extra bedroom. She’d been too

overwhelmed, too focused on trying to process everything.

She retreated, unable to shake the thought that she was somehow trespassing. Next to

the master suite was a large office. It was obviously Chrysander’s work space. The

furnishings were dark and masculine. Bookcases adorned the back wall, and a large

mahogany desk sat a few feet in front of them. Her feet brushed across a plush rug as

she walked farther into the middle of the room.

A laptop rested on the desk, and she sat down in the leather executive chair in

anticipation of browsing the Internet. She only hoped he had a wireless connection

since she could see no evidence of a cable line connected to the computer.

She touched the keypad, and the monitor lit up. At least she wasn’t a useless

vegetable and had retained knowledge of the basics. As frustrating as her memory

loss was, she was relieved to know it was confined to her personal history and not to

the world around her.



She shook her head, plagued by the sheer absurdity of it all.

For the first half hour, she did countless searches on memory loss, but wading

through the mass of conflicting opinions only gave her a vile headache. So she turned

her attention to looking up information on Chrysander.

It was a bit frightening to see just how powerful and wealthy Chrysander was. He and

his two brothers were a formidable presence in the hotel industry. There wasn’t much

personal information, though, and that was what she craved.

She sat back, irritated with her cowardice. What she needed was to ask Chrysander

for the information she wanted. For goodness’ sake, he was her fiancé, her lover.

They’d created a child together, and he’d asked her to marry him. If only she could

remember those events, she would feel more sure of herself.

“What are you doing?”

Chrysander’s whiplike voice lashed over her, and she jerked in surprise and fright.

She stared up to see him standing in the doorway, anger and suspicion glittering in his

eyes. His mouth was drawn into a tight line. He strode toward her before she could

even formulate a response.

“Chrysander, you scared me.” Her hand went to her chest to try and calm the erratic

jumping of her pulse.

“I asked you what you were doing,” he said coldly as he walked around the desk to

stand beside her.

Hurt and confusion settled over her. “I was just surfing the Internet. I didn’t think

you’d object to me using your laptop.”



“I prefer if you leave the things in my office alone,” he said curtly, even as he

reached out and closed the computer.

She slid out of the chair and stood staring at him in shock. Tears burned the corners

of her eyes. He looked at her with such…loathing. A shiver took over her body, and

she desired nothing more than to be as far away from him as possible.

“I’m sorry,” she managed to choke out. “I was just trying to discover something

about me…you…this horrid memory loss. I won’t bother you or your things again.”

She turned and fled the room before she embarrassed herself and broke into sobs.

Chrysander watched her go and cursed under his breath. He dragged a hand through

his hair before he sat down and reopened the laptop. A quick check of the browsing

history showed she’d done nothing more than research memory loss and a few

articles about his company. Another check of his files indicated none of his business

documents had been accessed.

He cursed again. He’d reacted badly, but seeing her using his computer had

immediately put him on guard. In that moment, he’d wondered if her memory loss

was all a ruse and she was plotting again to betray him.

He propped his elbows on the desk and held his head in his hands. His meeting with

the detective in charge of the investigation into Marley’s abduction had been an

exercise in frustration. They had little to no information to go on, and the one person

who could supply it couldn’t remember.

Marley hadn’t been rescued as the news had led viewers to believe; rather, she’d been

abandoned by her kidnappers, and an anonymous caller had alerted police to her

presence in the rundown apartment building. When they’d arrived, they’d found a

frightened pregnant woman obviously in shock. When she’d awoken in the hospital,



she’d remembered nothing. Her life, in essence, began on that day.

So many questions, so much unknown.

What had been made clear to him, though, was that he couldn’t take chances with her

safety. Whatever threat there was to her was still out there, and he’d be damned if he

let anyone get close enough to hurt Marley or his child again. He’d expected the

authorities to balk when he said he was taking Marley out of the country, not that he

cared, because her well-being was his top priority and he would do whatever it took

to ensure it.

Instead, they’d agreed that it was the best choice and advised him to step up his

security. They wanted to be notified the moment her memory returned, so they could

question her. Chrysander supplied them with his contact information and told them he

would be leaving with her the next day.

There was much to do to prepare for their departure. He’d already alerted his security

team both here and on the island. Preparations were under way, but he still had many

phone calls to make. Yet the sight of Marley’s tears and the hurt in her voice gave

him pause. He should shove it aside and continue with his plans. Her safety was

important. Whether she was upset was not.

Even as he thought it, he was on his feet and going after her.

Marley stood in the closet of the bedroom Chrysander had given her, staring blindly

at the row of clothing hanging in front of her. She wiped the tears with the back of

her hand and concentrated on what to wear.She rummaged through the many outfits,

but none of them felt like her. With an unhappy frown she turned to the row of

shelves that lined the right side of her closet and saw a stack of faded jeans next to

several neatly folded T-shirts.



She reached for the jeans, knowing that this was what she felt comfortable in. But

when she unfolded the first pair, she saw that they weren’t maternity pants. A quick

search of the rest yielded the same results.

She turned back around and flipped through outfit after outfit on the hangers and saw

that they, too, were not suitable clothing for a woman in the more advanced stages of

pregnancy. Why did she have nothing to wear? She glanced down at the bulge of her

stomach. While she wasn’t huge, the waistlines of the clothing in her closet were too

confining for a woman five months along.

She felt his presence before he ever made a sound. Slowly, she turned to see

Chrysander standing in the doorway of her closet. His expression softened when she

swiped at her face and turned quickly away.

He stepped forward and captured her wrist in his hand. “Marley, I’m sorry.”

She stiffened and raised her chin until she met his gaze. “I shouldn’t have meddled in

your belongings.” She raised her hand to gesture at the closet full of clothes. “We

obviously keep a very separate lifestyle. You’ll pardon me while I relearn the ropes.”
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He frowned darkly and stared at her in confusion. “What are you talking about?

There will be no separation of our lifestyles.”

She shrugged indifferently. “The evidence is here. It doesn’t take an idiot to figure it

out. You’ve put me in my own room. My clothes are separate. Our things are

separate. Our beds are separate. It’s a wonder I ever got pregnant,” she added wryly.

She swallowed and then pressed on with the question burning uppermost in her mind.

“Why are you marrying me, Chrysander? Was my pregnancy an accident? Was I

some lascivious bitch who trapped you into a relationship?”

She knew she sounded hysterical even as the words tumbled out, but the hurt was

eating away at her insides. She needed reassurance, some sign that the life he claimed

was hers was a happy place and not one filled with dark gaps like the holes in her

memory.

“Theos! Come with me.”

Before she could protest, he was dragging her from the closet. He ushered her over to

the bed and sat her down before settling beside her.

She glanced uncomfortably around. “Where is Patrice?” She had no wish to have a

disagreement in front of anyone else.

“I dismissed her when I arrived,” he said impatiently. “She is only here when I cannot

be until we leave for Greece. She’ll remain on the island with us for as long as you

have need of her.”



Marley couldn’t keep the disappointment from her expression. “But Chrysander, I

don’t need her at all, and I thought we would be alone once we reached the island.”

His look told her that he wanted anything but, and hurt crashed in again at his

seeming rejection.

“You may think she isn’t needed, but I won’t take chances with your recovery. Your

health is too important to me.” His voice became softer, and his eyes lost some of

their hardness. “You’re pregnant, and you’ve undergone a great deal of stress. It’s

only natural that I would want the best care possible for you.”

She swallowed and slowly nodded.

He stared intently at her. “Now, as for my earlier rudeness…I apologize. I had no

right to speak to you that way.”

She snorted, which caused his eyebrows to rise. “I don’t think rude adequately covers

it. You were a first-class jerk.”

Color rose in his cheeks, and he swallowed. “Yes, I was, and for that I apologize. I

have no excuse. I’ve been busy making arrangements for our travel, and I took my

frustrations out on you. It’s unforgivable, but I ask for your forgiveness nonetheless.”

“I accept your apology,” she said coolly.

“And as for your other assertions.” He took one of his hands away from hers and

dragged it carelessly through his dark hair. “We do not lead separate lives. Nor will

we. You did not trap me into a proposal, and I won’t have you say it again.” He

paused and sighed. “I put you in this room out of deference to your condition. I didn’t

think it fair of me to expect you to share a room and a bed with a man who is a

stranger to you. I had no wish to put such pressure on you.”



In that light, her worry seemed silly. What she’d perceived as a slight had in fact been

an act of caring on his part. Her shoulders sagged as her breath escaped in a sigh.

“I thought…”

“What did you think, pedhaki mou?”

“I thought you didn’t want me,” she said lamely.

He let out a curse and cupped her face in his palm. For a long moment, he stared at

her. Light blazed in his golden eyes, and then he lowered his head to hers. Her breath

caught in her throat and hung there as his lips hovered over hers.

A fierce longing ignited within her, and suddenly she wanted nothing more than his

mouth on hers. When their lips met, a bolt of electricity shot down her spine and

rebounded, spreading through her body like wildfire.

Instinctively, she arched into him, working her body into the shelter of his as his

fingers fanned across her cheek and he deepened the kiss. Her br**sts tightened as

desire hummed through her belly. His chest brushed across her taut nipples, and she

flinched in reaction.

Her arms snaked around him, and her fingers dug into the hair at his nape. Peace

enveloped her. A sense of rightness she hadn’t experienced since waking in the

hospital bed lodged in her mind.

A low groan worked its way from his throat as he pulled away. His breath came in

ragged spurts, and his eyes shimmered with liquid heat.

“Your body remembers me, pedhaki mou, even if your mind does not.” Pure male

satisfaction accentuated his statement. It sounded arrogant, self-assured, but it gave



her flagging confidence a much-needed boost. He sounded very pleased at the idea

that she recognized him, if only on a physical level.

“I don’t have any suitable clothing,” she blurted, then blushed at the absurdity of her

statement. Her brain had gone to mush as soon as he’d kissed her, and now she

scrambled to cover the awkwardness.

One brow went up again.

“Why don’t I have any maternity clothes?” she asked. “Did I not buy any?” She

reached for any plausible explanation as to why she wouldn’t have appropriate

clothing among the closet-ful of outfits she owned.

Chrysander frowned. “I am sorry, pedhaki mou. I did not think of this. Of course you

cannot go around in your jeans.” He smiled a slow, sensual smile. “Even if I do love

to see you in them.”

She cocked her head to one side.

He chuckled, and the sound, sexy and low, vibrated over her hypersensitive body.

“You do not like to wear them around me. Something about looking nice when we

are together, but I assure you, you would look beautiful in a sackcloth if you chose to

wear one.”

Heat bloomed in her cheeks, and she smiled at the compliment.

He shook his head ruefully. “I am not doing a good job of taking care of you since

your release from the hospital. I’ve upset you and not seen to your needs. This is

something I must remedy at once. I admit, though, that your safety and well-being,

not your clothing, was uppermost on my mind.”



“Don’t say that,” she protested. “You’ve been wonderful. Well, except the brief stint

as a big jerk.” She smiled teasingly at him as she spoke. “This can’t have been easy

for you, and yet you’ve been incredibly patient. I’m sorry for being such a shrew.”

He touched her face again, and for a moment, she thought he’d kiss her once more. “I

won’t let you apologize, Marley. You keep worrying about how hard this is for me,

when you are the one who has suffered.” He took his hand away and stood. “Now I

must make some phone calls so I can have more appropriate clothing arranged for

you.”

She blinked in surprise. “Couldn’t we just go shopping?”

He frowned. “You are not up for a shopping trip. I want you to rest. We’re leaving for

the island tomorrow morning, as soon as you have seen the doctor and he gives his

approval for you to travel.”

“Tomorrow?” she parroted. “So soon?”

He nodded. “Now you know why I must hurry if I am to have your clothing delivered

on time.”

She put her hands up helplessly. He said it as though he had much experience in

making things happen in accordance with his wishes. If he could have clothes

delivered to her on such short notice, then who was she to argue?

“Now—”

She held up a hand to silence him. She knew enough about the look on his face and

the tone of his voice to know that an order to rest was about to follow.

“If you tell me to rest again, I may well scream.”



His gaze narrowed, and he was about to protest.

“Please, Chrysander. I feel well. I napped while you were gone. Now, you promised

me lunch when you returned from your meeting, and I find myself starving. Can we

go eat?”

He cursed again and clenched his fingers into fists. “Of course. Apparently, I strive to

be thoughtless in all things. Come and sit down at our table. I’ll get us something to

eat.”

Five

T he next morning, Marley dressed in one of the chic outfits that had been delivered

straight to their penthouse by a local boutique specializing in maternity wear.

Chrysander had insisted she see an obstetrician before they departed for his island,

and so, accompanied by Chrysander and flanked by several members of his security

team, they entered the medical building where the doctor’s offices were housed.

She felt conspicuous and faintly embarrassed, but she also glowed under

Chrysander’s constant attention and his apparent concern for her well-being.To her

surprise, there was no waiting once Chrysander announced their arrival to the

receptionist. His security detail remained in the lobby, and Marley smiled at the

image of the big, burly men standing amidst a dozen pregnant women.

She and Chrysander were ushered to an exam room by a young nurse who assured

them that the doctor would attend them shortly.

When the nurse retreated, Chrysander lifted Marley and settled her on the exam table.

Instead of sitting in the chair to the side, he stood in front of her and rubbed his hands

up and down her arms in a comforting manner.



She leaned into his arms, unable to resist the pull between them. She rested her cheek

on his broad chest and closed her eyes as his hands slipped around to caress her back.

The door opened, and Marley quickly pulled away. But Chrysander seemed in no

hurry to relinquish her. He slipped an arm around her shoulders and pulled her

against him as the doctor introduced himself.

After a few preliminaries and a discussion of her condition, the doctor looked over

his clipboard and said, “I’d like to perform an ultrasound just to make sure everything

is as it should be.”

Chrysander frowned. “Do you have cause for concern?”

The doctor shook his head. “It’s purely precautionary. Given the fact that you’re

traveling out of the country, and that Miss Jameson has recently suffered a trauma,

I’d just like to take a look at the baby and make sure everything is well.”

Chrysander nodded and took Marley’s hand. As the doctor left the room, he turned to

her. “I will be with you, pedhaki mou. There is nothing to fear.”

She smiled and squeezed his hand. “I’m not worried. I wasn’t even injured in the

accident, so there’s no reason anything should be wrong with the baby.”

His expression became unreadable, but his hand remained tight around hers.

A few moments later, the doctor returned and instructed Marley to recline on the

table. When he asked her to tug her pants below her waistline and to raise her shirt,

Chrysander frowned fiercely.

“Her belly must be exposed in order to perform the scan,” the doctor said, amusement

twinkling in his eyes.



Chrysander himself arranged her clothing, only baring the minimal amount of flesh,

and he hovered close, his hand resting above the swell of her stomach.

When the probe slid over her belly and the screen lit up with a blurry image that

resembled a blob, Marley reached a shaking hand for Chrysander’s. Chrysander bent

over her, his face close to her ear as he strained to see the monitor.

“Would you like to know what you’re having?” the doctor asked with a broad smile.

Chrysander looked at Marley, and she held her breath for a moment, excitement

making her pulse race. “I do,” she whispered to Chrysander. “Do you?”

He smiled and brought her hand to his lips. “If that is what you wish, pedhaki mou. I,

too, would like to know whether we’re having a son or a daughter.”

Marley turned her head to look at the doctor. “Yes, please. Tell us.”

She watched as the screen changed, blurring in and out as the probe moved over her

belly. A few seconds later, the image slowed and then became clearer.

“Congratulations, you’re having a boy.”

Marley’s breath caught in her throat. “Is that him?” she whispered as she viewed

what appeared to be two legs and round buttocks.

“Indeed it is. Handsome devil, isn’t he?”

“He’s beautiful,” Chrysander said huskily. He bent and brushed his lips across

Marley’s cheek. “Thank you, pedhaki mou.”

She twisted to look up at him. “Why are you thanking me?”



“For my son.” His gaze was riveted to the screen, and delight shone deeply in his

eyes. He was clearly enthralled with the tiny baby, and her heart squeezed with

emotion.

“We’re finished here,” the doctor said.

Chrysander gently arranged Marley’s clothing and then put an arm behind her back to

help her sit forward again.

“Was everything all right?” Chrysander asked the doctor.

“Quite so. Make sure she checks in with an obstetrician when you arrive in Greece. I

don’t anticipate any problems. She and the baby appear perfectly healthy, but it’s a

good idea if she has regular care during her pregnancy.”

“I’ve arranged for a private physician as well as a nurse to remain on the island as

long as we do,” Chrysander said. “She will be well looked after.”

The doctor nodded his approval and then smiled at Marley. “Take care, young lady,

and best wishes on your pregnancy.”

Marley returned his smile then took Chrysander’s hand as he helped her from the

table. He ushered her out moments later and helped her into the waiting limousine.

“Are you feeling all right?” Chrysander asked as they pulled away. “The plane is

waiting at the airport, but if you’re tired from your appointment we can take the flight

after you’ve rested.”

“Are our bags already there?” she asked in surprise.

He nodded. “I had them brought over while you were at your appointment.”



“We can leave now. I can rest on the plane.”

He leaned forward to tell the driver to take them to the airport, and then he closed the

privacy glass between them.
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She gazed at him, suddenly a little shy. “Are you happy about our son, Chrysander?”

He looked startled by her question. Then he pulled her closer to him, until she was

nearly in his lap. He cupped his hand to her belly and rubbed tenderly over the swell.

“Have I given you reason to think I am not happy about our child?”

She shook her head. “No, I just wondered. I mean, now that I know what I’m having,

it suddenly seems so real.”

“I couldn’t be happier about our son. I would have loved a daughter just as well. As

long as our child is healthy and safe, I am very content.”

“Yes, me, too.” She sighed. “Now if only I could remember, things would be so

perfect. It’s been such a good day.”

He put a finger over her lips. “Don’t spoil it by lamenting over things that are out of

your control. It will come. Don’t rush it.”

She grimaced. “You’re right. I just wish…”

“What do you wish, pedhaki mou?”

“I wish I could remember loving you,” she said quietly.

His eyes darkened, and for a moment, what she saw sent a shiver down her spine.

There was such conflicted emotion in the golden orbs.



“Maybe you can learn to love me again,” he finally said.

She smiled. “You’re making it easy.” She settled against him, content. But then an

uneasy thought assailed her. She’d spoken of loving him, something she couldn’t

remember, but felt that she had, but there had been nothing said of his love for her.

Not once had he voiced words of love, and shouldn’t they have come? When she was

in the hospital. Weren’t reaffirmations of love common after a scare? Wouldn’t he

seek to reassure her that he loved her when she couldn’t remember their life together?

She raised her head to ask him, to seek confirmation of that fact, but the question died

on her lips when she saw his attention was already focused on the small television

screen in the corner of the large compartment of the limousine.

She let the question die and contented herself with remaining snuggled into his body.

The next thing she knew, they were arriving at the airport.

“We are here,” Chrysander said.

She nodded, and Chrysander stepped from the limousine. He reached in and helped

her out, and she blinked as the bright sunshine hit her eyes. The wind blew, and she

shivered against the slight chill.

Chrysander wrapped an arm around her and hurried her toward the waiting plane. The

inside was warm and looked extremely comfortable.

As he guided her toward a seat, he said, “There is a bed in the back. Once we’ve

taken off, you can go lie down.”

“That sounds lovely,” she said with a smile as he settled into the seat next to her. She

turned and looked out the window and then glanced toward the front of the plane as

she saw several of Chrysander’s security detail file into the cabin.



“Chrysander, why do you have so many security people?”

He stiffened beside her. “I am a very wealthy man. There are those who might seek to

harm me…or those important to me.”

“Oh. Is the danger very high?” she asked as she turned her gaze on him.

“It is the job of my men to ensure there is no danger. Do not worry, Marley. I will see

to the safety of you and our child.”

She frowned. “I didn’t mean to imply that you wouldn’t. I’m merely trying to

understand your world.”

“Our world.” He stared pointedly at her. “It’s our world, Marley. One that you are

very much a part of.”

A blush colored her cheeks. “I’m trying, Chrysander. I’m trying very hard. It’s

difficult when I’m in a place but can’t remember any part of it. Please be patient with

me.”

“If I spoke too harshly, then I apologize,” he said soothingly. He reached across her

lap to pull her seat belt over her waist. With a click, he secured it then pulled it snug.

“We’ll be taking off soon.”

A few minutes later, the plane began to move, and she settled back in her seat, trying

not to think too hard about the uncertainty that lay ahead.

They landed at a small airstrip in Corinth several long hours later, and Chrysander

helped her down the few steps onto the concrete runway. He urged her toward a

waiting helicopter several feet away. When she looked questioningly at him, he

leaned in close and said, “The island is a fifteen-minute ride by helicopter.”



She glanced appreciatively out the window of the helicopter as it rose over Corinth

and headed out to sea. In the distance, she saw ancient ruins and turned to question

Chrysander about them. When she had no luck making him hear over the noise of the

rotors, he slid a pair of earphones with an attached microphone over her head and

suddenly she could hear him clearly.

“The Temple of Apollo,” he explained. “If you like, we can fly back and tour the

ruins when you’ve recovered from your journey.”

“I’d like that.”

She turned her attention to the brilliant blue expanse of sparkling water, but already

in the distance she could make out a small dot of land. “Is that it?” she asked,

pointing.

He nodded.

“Does it have a name?”

“Anetakis,” he responded.

She laughed. “I should have known.” She shook her head. It seemed unreal that he’d

own an entire island. But his naming the island Anetakis didn’t surprise her in the

least. He wore arrogance like most people wore clothing.

As the island loomed larger on the horizon, she curled her fingers into tight balls. Her

anxiety must have been evident to Chrysander, because he reached over and took one

of her hands in his. “There’s nothing to worry over, pedhaki mou. You’ll like it on

the island, and it will be good for you to have time to relax and concentrate on

regaining your strength.”



She didn’t argue with him over her condition, knowing full well it was a useless

expenditure of energy. But she had no intention of spending her time on the island

“resting.”

They landed on a small concrete helipad situated at the rear of a palatial house.

Chrysander curled a protective arm around her as they ducked and walked away from

the helicopter.

He touched her shoulder and indicated that she wait while he spoke to the pilot. She

stood, staring up at the sprawling house, waiting for some flicker of recognition. A

cool breeze blew off the water, and a chill raced up her arms. Still, she remained,

staring, hoping, but she was convinced she’d never been here.

“Come,” Chrysander said as he took her hand. “You’re getting cold.”

As the helicopter droned away, she took a step to follow Chrysander and then paused

again. He turned and looked inquisitively at her. “What is wrong?”

She swallowed as she continued to gaze over the grounds. There was a sense of

wonder, as though she’d stepped into some wild paradise, but no feeling of home,

that this was a place she had any knowledge of. It terrified her.

Chrysander closed the distance between them and touched her face in concern. He

cursed when she trembled.

“I’ve never been here,” she said in a low voice. She looked to him for confirmation.

He nodded. “This is so. This is your first visit to the island.”

“I don’t understand,” she said faintly. “We’re engaged, and I’ve never been to the

place you call home?”



His lips pressed together. “We made our home in New York, Marley. I told you this.”

The cloud of confusion grew around her. Would they not have visited? Even once?

She allowed him to take her hand, and they walked up the long, winding path toward

the house. As they neared the gate, Marley could see the sparkling waters of a

swimming pool.

A large patio extended from the back of the house, and the pool was carved in the

middle. To her surprise, the pool entered the house under an elaborate archway.

“It’s heated,” Chrysander explained as he drew her inside the house. “It’s too cool

this time of year for outdoor swimming, but you can enjoy a light swim indoors if the

doctor gives his permission.”

She rolled her eyes and allowed him to tug her along with him. They entered a huge

room that looked to be in actuality three separate areas. They stood in the living room

but the floor plan into the kitchen and dining area was open, and they flowed

seamlessly into one another.

Marley’s gaze wandered to the glass doors leading onto a patio where yet another

pool was situated with a view of the ocean in the distance. To her shock, a woman in

a skimpy bikini appeared at the entrance and stepped inside the house.

She recognized her as Chrysander’s personal assistant, but why would she be here?

And it was certainly too cold to be out sunbathing in such a suit.

Roslyn looked up, and it was apparent to Marley that she feigned surprise at seeing

them. Though she had a wrap draped over one arm, she made no move to put it on as

she hurriedly crossed the floor toward Chrysander.

“Mr. Anetakis, I didn’t expect you until tomorrow!”



Her long blond hair trailed seductively down her back, and Marley gaped as she saw

the bottom of Roslyn’s bikini was actually a thong.

“I hope you don’t mind that I took advantage of the facilities,” Roslyn rushed to say

as she put well-manicured fingers to Chrysander’s arm.

“Of course not,” Chrysander said smoothly. “I did tell you to avail yourself of

whatever you liked. Did you set up my office as I requested?”

“Of course. I do hope it won’t be a problem for me to remain one more night? I didn’t

arrange for the helicopter to fetch me until tomorrow morning.”

Roslyn’s wide, innocent eyes didn’t fool Marley, and she felt the beginnings of a

headache drumming in her temples. She pulled her hand from Chrysander’s and

merely walked away, having no desire to listen to the mewings of his assistant any

longer.

“You are welcome to stay, Roslyn. I do hope you’ll have dinner with us tonight,”

Chrysander said politely as Marley mounted the stairs.

She really had no idea where she was going, but upstairs seemed as good a place as

any, and it would put her solidly away from the source of her irritation. She was

nearly to the top when Chrysander overtook her.

“You should have waited for me,” he reproached. “I don’t like you navigating the

stairs by yourself. What if you were to fall? In the future, someone will escort you up

or down.”

Her mouth fell open. “You’re not serious!”

He frowned, clearly not liking her tone of disbelief. “I’m very serious when it comes



to your well-being and that of our child.”

She blew out her breath in frustration as Chrysander escorted her from the landing of

the stairs down the hall to a spacious bedroom. Clearly this was the master suite. She

set aside the protests forming on her tongue and stared at Chrysander in question.

“Is this to be my room?”

“It is our room.”

Heat rose in her cheeks. Her throat suddenly went dry as she imagined sharing the big

bed with Chrysander. Satisfaction gleamed in his eyes as he observed her reaction.

“Do you have any objections?” he asked softly.

She shook her head. “N-no. None.”

A slow smiled curved his sensual mouth. A predatory gleam entered his eyes. “That

is good. We are in agreement then.”

“I—w-well, not exactly,” she stammered.

He cocked one imperious brow. “We are not?”

She shook herself from the intimate spell he was weaving over her. The one that had

her reduced to a mass of writhing stupidity. She lifted her chin and stared

challengingly at him. “I don’t need an escort to get up and down the stairs,

Chrysander. I’m not an invalid, and I don’t wish to be treated like one.”

“And I would prefer you had someone with you.” His voice became steely and

determination creased his brow.



“I will not spend our time here as a prisoner, only allowed out whenever someone can

make the time to fetch me back and forth.” She crossed her arms over her chest and

glared mutinously at him.

To her surprise, his shoulders relaxed and laughter escaped him.

“What’s so funny?” she demanded.

“You are, pedhaki mou. You sound just like you always have. Always arguing with

me. You’ve always accused me of being too set on having things my way.” He gave a

shrug that said he accepted as much.

“Well, since we’re arguing, what is that woman doing here parading around in next to

nothing?”

She hadn’t meant it to come out quite like that. She’d wanted to sound more casual

and less like a jealous shrew, but she’d failed miserably.

Chrysander’s expression hardened. “You never liked her, but I would appreciate it if

you weren’t rude.”

Marley raised a brow. “Never? And you don’t wonder why?” She turned her back to

Chrysander and walked to the window that overlooked the pool and the garden to the

left that separated the two swimming areas. “Why is it she is here and seems so

comfortable, and yet this is my first visit?”

She tensed when Chrysander’s hands cupped her shoulders. “Roslyn often travels

with me. This time I arranged for her to stay in Corinth so she is available if I need

her, but her presence won’t be an issue for you.” His lips brushed across her temple.

“As to why you’ve never been here, I can only say that it has never come up. When I

would return to New York after being away for weeks at a time, I was more



interested in spending that time with you, not wasting it traveling.”

Marley turned around and without thinking wrapped her arms around Chrysander and

buried her face in his chest. “I’m just so frustrated. I won’t apologize, however, for

not liking the fact that my fiancé’s personal assistant is cavorting around with barely

a string covering her assets, or that she seems perfectly at home in a place that I

should, but don’t.”
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“If it makes you feel better, I did not notice her assets.” There was a tone of

amusement in his voice, and it only served to irritate her further.

When she tried to wrench away from Chrysander’s arms, he gripped her shoulders

and held her fast. His eyes glistened with a need that made her stomach do odd flips.

Nervously, she wet her lips, and he groaned just before he slanted his mouth over

hers.

She felt as though someone had lit a match as she went up in flames. Oh, yes, her

body recognized, craved his touch. His tongue swept over her lips, demanding she

open to him. Her mouth parted on a sigh, and his tongue laved hers, hot, electrifying.

She went weak and sagged against him, but he caught her, holding her tightly against

him. A low moan worked from her throat, and he swallowed it as it escaped. Her

hands scraped across his shoulders, clutching and seeking his strength.

Her ni**les beaded and tingled when his fingers skimmed underneath the waist of her

shirt, feathering across her belly and up to where the lacy bra cupped her breasts.

Before she could fully process what his intentions were, her bra fell loose, and his

thumb rolled across one taut point.

Uncontrollable shudders wracked her small frame as his mouth slid down her throat

and lower. He blazed a molten trail to the curve of one breast, and when he took the

sensitive nipple in his mouth, she nearly shattered in his arms.

“Please,” she begged.



His head came up at her plea, and shock was reflected in his golden eyes. “Theos

mou! I would have ravaged you on the floor,” he said in disgust. He quickly

rearranged her bra and settled her shirt back over her body.

Her hand shook as she raised it to her swollen lips. Every nerve-ending in her body

screamed in want. Her reaction to Chrysander frightened her. It was intense. Volatile.

How easily she’d gotten carried away as soon as he’d touched her.

“Do not look at me that way,” he said in a near growl.

“How?” she asked, her voice shaking.

“Like you want nothing more than for me to carry you to our bed and make love to

you all night. I only have so much control.”

She laughed, a hoarse and needy sound. She attempted to calm her response to his

words by smoothing her hands down her sides. “And if that was what I wanted?”

He reached out to cup her chin. “The doctor will arrive in a few moments. I want him

to examine you and make sure you haven’t overexerted yourself with our travel. Your

health is my first priority.”

“I do believe I’ve been shot down,” she murmured ruefully.

He moved so quickly she barely had time to blink. One minute they were a foot apart,

and the next she was hauled against his chest, his eyes burning into her.

“Don’t mistake my hesitation for disinterest,” he said in a soft, dangerous tone. “I

assure you, as soon as the doctor has given his approval on the state of your health,

you will be in my bed.”



He slowly let go of her, and she stepped back on faltering feet. “I believe I hear the

helicopter now. That will be the physician and Mrs. Cahill. Why don’t you freshen up

and make yourself comfortable. I’ll send the doctor up to see you.”

Marley nodded like a dolt then watched as he strode away. As soon as he

disappeared, she sagged onto the bed and clenched her trembling fingers together in

her lap. How could she react so strongly to a man who was, for all practical purposes,

a stranger? It was as he said, though. Her body recognized him even when her mind

did not. She should find comfort in that, but the intensity of her attraction to him

frightened her. In just a few moments, she’d so easily lost herself to his touch.

Remembering that the doctor would be up in a few moments, and not wanting to give

him any excuse to send her straight to bed, she hastened to the bathroom, where she

splashed cool water on her face in an effort to rid herself of the flush that still

suffused her cheeks.

She dragged a hand through her curls and frowned at her reflection in the mirror. Her

hair didn’t look right. A brief image flashed across her mind. It was her, laughing, but

with shorter hair. Hair that curled riotously around her head in an unruly cap. Even

with such a brief glance into her memories, she knew she preferred her hair short. So

why had she let it grow long? She shook her head and vowed to get it trimmed as

soon as she was able.

A knock sounded at her door, and she rushed out of the bathroom. Chrysander walked

in, an older man following closely behind him. Patrice entered after them and smiled

at Marley across the room.

“Marley, this is Dr. Karounis. He is a leading obstetrician in Athens, and he has

graciously agreed to see to your care while we are here on the island,” Chrysander

said as he curled one arm around her waist.



“Miss Jameson, it is my pleasure to provide what assistance I may,” the doctor said

formally.

She smiled a little nervously. “Thank you. Chrysander fusses a bit much. I’m sure it

wasn’t necessary for you to come all this way.”

“He wants the best for you and his child,” Dr. Karounis said with an easy smile. “I

can hardly fault him for that.”

She smiled ruefully. “No, I suppose you can’t. Do whatever it is you need to do to

persuade him I’m quite all right.” She aimed a glare at Chrysander. “And that I’m

perfectly capable of navigating the stairs by myself.”

Chrysander’s expression never wavered. “You will do this for me, pedhaki mou. It is

a small thing I ask. Having someone assist you up and down the stairs will take no

longer than if you were to go by yourself, and I would feel more at ease.”

Oh, he knew just how to make her feel about an inch tall. She sighed. “Very well.”

She looked pointedly at the doctor and then made shooing gestures at Chrysander and

Patrice.

Chrysander pulled her hand to his lips and kissed her palm. “After the doctor has

finished, why don’t you take a long bath and rest before dinner. I’ll come up for you

when it’s time to go down.”

She nodded, and Chrysander’s eyes gleamed in triumph. He turned and walked out of

the room, shutting the door behind him.

Six

S omehow, between the visit with the physician and a very long, relaxing bath,



Marley had managed to forget all about Roslyn’s presence at the house. When

Chrysander walked into their bedroom to escort her down the stairs, she smiled

welcomingly.

He stopped in front of her and studied her for a moment. Then he brushed his lips

across hers and folded her hand in his. “You look beautiful. Your color is much

better, and you look rested.”“The good doctor has proclaimed me fit as a fiddle. So

there’s no cause for concern.”

“That is good, pedhaki mou. Your health is important to me.”

He tucked her arm underneath his, and they headed out of the bedroom and down the

stairs. As they neared the bottom, Marley looked up and saw Roslyn standing in the

entrance to the formal dining room.

Marley stiffened. The woman was immaculately turned out in a designer dress that

molded to every single one of her curves. She looked down self-consciously at her

own very casual slacks and maternity blouse. She felt a sudden desire to race back up

the stairs and change.

Not willing to allow the woman to know how much she had rattled her, Marley

tightened her grip on Chrysander’s arm and plastered a smile on her face.

“If I had known we wouldn’t be dressing for dinner, I would have chosen different

apparel,” Roslyn said. She made a gesture at her outfit that drew attention to the

plunging bodice. “You usually like a formal dinner.” She made her last remark

directly to Chrysander and cut her eyes toward Marley as if gauging her reaction to

the fact that she knew more about Chrysander’s likes than Marley did.

Chrysander ushered Marley forward, curling his arm around her waist in a casual

manner. “Marley’s comfort is what is most important, and since we intend to enjoy a



great deal of privacy while we’re here, it makes no sense to be so formal.”

Marley relaxed and wanted to throw her arms around Chrysander. Roslyn didn’t seem

to be too affected by his statement, however.

“Come, pedhaki mou. Mrs. Cahill and Dr. Karounis are waiting on us to begin

dining.”

They walked past Roslyn, leaving her to follow. Marley could feel the other woman’s

malevolent stare boring into her back.

The food, she imagined, was delicious, but she didn’t register the taste for all the

attention she paid it. She smiled until her jaw ached and nodded appropriately when

Patrice or Dr. Karounis spoke, but her focus was on the quiet conversation between

Chrysander and Roslyn.

Chrysander’s head was bent and his expression intent as the two spoke in low tones.

When dessert was served and Chrysander showed no signs of turning his attention

from the woman who sat a little too close, Marley scooted back in her chair, tossed

her napkin down and rose.

Chrysander jerked his gaze to her. “Is everything all right?”

“Just fine,” she said tightly. “Don’t let me disturb you. I’m going upstairs.” Before he

could respond, she turned and walked away as calmly as she could.

When she reached the foot of the stairs, Patrice caught up to her. “Mr. Anetakis

doesn’t want you to go up the stairs alone,” she said as she took Marley’s elbow in

her gentle grip.

Marley turned but saw no sign of Chrysander. He wasn’t so worried that he’d see to



the task himself. Obviously Roslyn’s company was a little more important than his

posturing over Marley’s safety.

Fatigue beat at her as she entered the master suite and Patrice returned downstairs.

The long, hot bath she’d taken before dinner had relaxed her, and she could have

gone to bed then. Dinner had just brought back the tension she’d managed to rid

herself of, and she knew she wouldn’t sleep now.

She gazed down at the pool and gardens from the large window. The entire area

shimmered under bright moonlight. It glowed with a magical quality, one that called

to her. Maybe a walk in the garden would soothe her irritation.

She pulled a sweater from the closet and tugged it over her shoulders as she left the

bedroom and headed for the stairs.

Not sparing one iota of guilt over the fact that her doting fiancé wouldn’t be pleased

that she was ignoring his dictate, Marley eased down the stairs. She held tightly to the

banister, cursing the fact he’d made her paranoid with his concern.

She could still hear the murmur of voices filtering in from the dining room as she

stepped down into the living room. She turned left and hurriedly crossed the floor to

reach the French doors leading to the patio.

When she opened the door and slipped out, a chill blew over her face and raised

goose bumps on her neck. Still, it was a lovely evening, and the moon shone high

overhead.

She followed the stone pathway that led beside the pool and then veered right into the

winding walkway of the garden. In the distance, the faint sound of the ocean soothed

her ears. As she walked farther into the garden, the sound of running water overrode

the distant waves. To her delight, as she rounded the corner of a thick row of hedges,



she found a fountain, illuminated by spotlights angled from the ground.

Marley moved closer and inhaled the brisk night air. The salty breeze tasted tangy on

her lips, and her fingers crept higher to pull the sweater more firmly around her body.

She shivered with the cold but was reluctant to depart the scenic spot so soon.

“You should not be out here.”

Chrysander’s voice startled her even as his hands closed around her shoulders,

spinning her around to face him. Anger glinted in his eyes, and displeasure tightened

his jaw.

“How did you find me so quickly?” she asked, refusing to apologize for her flight.

“I’ve known where you were as soon as you left the house,” he said calmly. At her

confused expression, he said, “I have security posted all over the island. I was

notified the moment you stepped onto the patio. You’ve been closely watched ever

since.”

Her mouth turned down into a frown even as she looked around, trying to ferret out

the security he mentioned.

“You were not to navigate the stairs alone, and you should not come outside in the

darkness unless I am with you.”

“You could hardly accompany me anywhere, glued as you were to your personal

assistant,” she said dryly. She wanted to be flip and sound like she couldn’t care less,

but hurt registered in her voice, and she clenched her fingers together.

“I neglected you at dinner. For this, I am sorry. I had several things I needed to go

over with Roslyn before she leaves in the morning. I will be away from my offices



during our stay, and while I can work from here, I’d rather devote the time to you.”

He drew her closer as he spoke, and she felt herself go weak. She hated jealousy and

would like to believe she wasn’t a jealous person, but how was she to know? Did she

always feel such burning insecurity when it came to Chrysander? She hoped not. It

had to be a miserable existence.

She leaned her forehead on his chest and closed her eyes. His spicy scent surrounded

her, blocking out the salt in the air and the fragrance of the garden. Warmth

enveloped her and bled into her body. “I’m sorry,” she whispered.

He pulled her away and tilted her chin up with one finger. “Promise me you won’t go

off like this again. I cannot protect you and our child if you won’t heed my

precautions.”

She stared up at him, watched slow desire burn its way through his eyes. Her breath

caught in her throat, and all she could do was nod. She wanted him to kiss her again,

touch her.

“I have spoken with Dr. Karounis,” he said huskily. His finger trailed up her jaw and

then over her cheek and back to her lips.

“What did he say?” she asked breathlessly.

He reached down and swept her into his arms. She let out a startled gasp as she

landed against his hard chest.

“He saw no reason I could not make love to you.”
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“You asked him that?” she squeaked. Mortification tightened her cheeks, and she

buried her face in his neck.

His low chuckle vibrated against her mouth. “I would not endanger you or our child,

so I had to be sure I would not hurt you by taking you to my bed.”

He strode back up the path toward the patio, bearing her weight without the slightest

difficulty.

“Chrysander,” she protested. “If there are all these security men around who see

everything we do, then you shouldn’t be carrying me off like this. They’ll know what

you’re doing!”

He laughed but continued on. “You are cute when you’re embarrassed, pedhaki mou.

They are all men. They understand very well what it is I do.”

She groaned and kept her face firmly planted, unable to bear the thought of looking

up and seeing one of the security men milling about.

He nudged the French doors open with his foot then shouldered them aside as he

ducked inside with her. As he climbed the stairs, Marley’s nervousness grew. She

wanted what was about to happen, but she also feared it. How could she retain any

amount of control when he shattered it with one touch?

Her physical reaction to him made her feel vulnerable, as though she couldn’t shelter

any part of herself from him. She wasn’t even entirely sure she wanted to, but until

she could fully remember the scope of their relationship, she needed to be able to



protect her emotions.

Chrysander laid her on the bed and stared down at her with glittering eyes. He

touched her cheek and then let his hand trail down her body and over the swell of her

stomach.

He bent and tugged her shirt up then touched his lips to her belly. There was a

tenderness to the gesture that made her heart ache. He placed his hands on either side

of her head and held his body over hers.

“Is this what you want?”

“Yes, oh yes,” she breathed. She twisted restlessly, wanting him to fulfill the promise

in his eyes.

“In many ways this is our first time together,” he said huskily. “I don’t want to

frighten you.”

She reached for him, pulling him down to meet her kiss. Her uncertainties evaporated

under the heat of his lips. He took command of her mouth, leaving her to clutch

desperately at his shoulders.

“I want you,” she whispered when he pulled away from her, his chest heaving.

He stood to his full height, and she stared up at him from her position on the bed. Her

lips were full and trembling. Her pulse ratcheted up, and excitement raced through

her veins as he reached for the buttons at his neck.

Slowly, with exacting precision, he divested himself of his shirt. It fell to the floor,

and he began to undo his pants. Her breath caught in her throat at the familiarity of

his actions. He’d done this for her before. Teased her. Taunted her until she was crazy



for him.

“You’ve done this before,” she murmured.

A predatory smile curved his lips as the pants fell down his legs. “It is something you

enjoy, or so you’ve told me. I like to please my woman.”

Finally the silk boxers inched down his thighs, and she swallowed as his erection

bobbed into view. He was simply beautiful. All powerful male. Strength rippled

through the muscles in his body as he leaned forward once again.

“And now to rid you of your clothes, pedhaki mou.”

She curved her arms over her chest in a moment of panic. Would he find her

beautiful? Would he react to her as she’d reacted to him? She strained to remember

more of their lovemaking, seeking more familiarity than the fact that he’d undressed

for her before.

He gently took her wrists in his hands and pulled them away until they were over her

head, pressed against the mattress.

“Don’t hide from me. You’re beautiful. I want to see all of you.”

She licked her lips as little goose bumps raced across her skin. Her ni**les tightened

against the confines of her bra, and suddenly she ached to be skin to skin with him,

without the impediment of her clothing or her doubts.

Chrysander lowered one hand and began to pull at her shirt. His mouth found the soft

skin of her neck, and he began nibbling a path to her ear. The room went a little fuzzy

around her, and she struggled to keep up with the need for oxygen. She simply

couldn’t breathe.



Amazingly, he’d removed every stitch of her clothing. Her mouth rounded in shock,

and he smiled arrogantly at her as he tossed the last of her undergarments over his

shoulder.

He lifted her and positioned her on the pillows in the middle of the bed then followed

her down, pressing his hard body to hers. He cupped her belly protectively then slid

his hand lower, finding her most sensitive flesh.

“Chrysander!” she gasped as she arched into him.

Hot, breathless and aching, her body tightened as his mouth closed around one hard

nipple. A sob escaped her as his fingers brushed across the tiny bundle of nerves at

her center.

“I want you so much,” he whispered. “I’ve missed this. We’re so good together. Give

yourself to me. Give me your pleasure.”

He covered her, his skin pressed to hers. He inserted one thigh between her legs and

positioned himself. She wrapped her arms around him as he slowly entered her body.

Even as he possessed her, he cradled her tenderly against him, taking care not to put

too much of his weight on the swell that rested below her heart.

He took her to paradise, and in that moment, for the first time, she felt like she was

truly home. That she belonged and wasn’t living someone else’s life. Tears streamed

down her cheeks, and only when she found completion in his arms did he shudder

above her and slowly come to rest on her body.

When he tried to move, she uttered a weak protest.

“I’m too heavy,” he murmured as he settled beside her. He drew her into his arms and



tucked her head underneath his chin. He ran a hand down her side and came to a rest

over the curve of her hip. His fingers tightened possessively as she snuggled further

into his chest.

For a long moment, they breathed in silence. Warm lethargy stole over Marley, and

sleepy contentment weighed on her eyelids.

“Chrysander?”

“Yes?”

“Was it always like this?” she asked softly.

He went still against her. “No, pedhaki mou. This…this was much better.”

A smile curved her lips as she drifted off, the smell and feel of Chrysander

surrounding her.

Seven

M orning sun streamed into the bedroom and cast a warm glow on the bed where

Marley lay. She opened her eyes and promptly burrowed more deeply underneath the

covers. Her hand sought Chrysander, but she found only an empty spot.

She frowned and sat up, looking around the bedroom, but he was nowhere to be

found. The unmistakable whir of the helicopter caught her attention, and she got out

of bed and walked to the window.Chrysander stood with Roslyn a short distance from

the helicopter, his hand on her arm. She nodded and ducked down to hurry into the

helicopter. A few seconds later, it lifted and headed toward the mainland. Marley

couldn’t help but breathe a sigh of relief.



She stood watching a moment longer before she turned and hurried toward the

bathroom. After a quick shower, she pulled on her robe and walked back into the

bedroom to dress. Chrysander was waiting for her.

She eyed him nervously and pulled her robe tighter around her.

“I’ll leave you to dress,” he said shortly. “I’ll send Mrs. Cahill up to escort you down

in half an hour.”

Without another word, he turned and walked out of the bedroom, leaving Marley to

gape after him. Hurt trickled up her spine. He’d acted as though he couldn’t wait to

be away from her, and after last night, his behavior certainly wasn’t what she’d

expected.

And sending Patrice to collect her? If he was so bent on her not navigating the stairs

alone, then he could at least see to the task himself rather than foist her off on the

hired help like she was some undesirable chore.

She drew her shoulders up and went to the closet to choose an outfit. There were

enough concerns she had to deal with without adding a surly, moody man to the

equation. Whatever the reason for his fit of temper, he could damn well get over it.

All warm and floaty feelings from the night’s lovemaking evaporated as she walked

out of the bedroom. She wasn’t going to stand around like a lapdog and wait to be

summoned. It was ridiculous that he insisted on having her helped up and down the

stairs like a child.

She was halfway down when she saw Chrysander standing at the bottom, his jaw set

and anger flashing in his eyes. She faltered for a moment but gripped the railing and

continued downward. It made her feel childish and a little petty to defy him over such

an insignificant matter, but at the moment she didn’t mind irritating him in the least.



She met his gaze challengingly as she navigated the final step. His lips thinned, but

he said nothing. He put a hand to her elbow to guide her to the breakfast table, but she

firmly moved her arm forward and walked ahead of him.

They ate in silence, although she couldn’t really say she ate anything. She pushed the

fruit around on her plate and sipped mechanically at her tea, but the stony silence

emanating from Chrysander had her wanting to flee.

Several times she opened her mouth to ask him what was the matter, but each time,

something in his expression kept her silent. Finally, she gave up any pretense of

eating and shoved her plate away.

Chrysander looked up and gave a disapproving frown when he noted the food still on

her plate. “You need to eat.”

“It’s rather difficult to eat when a black cloud resides at your breakfast table,” she

said tightly.

His lips thinned, and his eyes flickered. He looked as though he would respond, but

then she heard the sound of a helicopter approaching.

“It’s a regular airport this morning,” she murmured.

Chrysander stood and tossed down his napkin. “That will be the jeweler. I’ll return in

a moment.”

Jeweler? She watched him go, confusion running circles through her head. What the

devil did he need a jeweler for? She sat back with a sigh and wondered where Patrice

or Dr. Karounis was. At least with them present, she wouldn’t have to face

Chrysander’s stormy silence.



She stood and looked around for a moment before finally deciding to venture

outdoors. The sun looked warm and inviting, and she had yet to see any of the island

in daylight.

She stepped out onto the terrace and immediately closed her eyes in appreciation as

the sea breeze blew over her face. It was cool but not uncomfortably so, and sunshine

left a warm trail over her skin as she sought out the stone path leading to the beach.

The farther she walked from the house, the sandier the pathway became. She stopped

on the walkway and shed her sandals, wondering how the warm sand would feel

sliding over her feet.

At the end of the pathway, there was a short drop off to the beach. When she stepped

down, her toes sank into the loose grains, and she smiled.

The waves beckoned, and so she ventured toward the frothy foam spreading across

the damp sand at the water’s edge. The sea was so blue it took her breath away.

Paradise. It was simply paradise. And Chrysander owned it.

The wind picked up the curls at her neck and blew them around her face. After

several attempts to tuck the wayward strands behind her ears, she laughingly gave up

and let them fly.

She glanced back toward the house, but seeing no one coming, she continued to walk

down the beach, paralleling the water. The sounds of the incoming waves soothed

her, and soon the tension in her shoulders began to unravel. She felt at peace here, but

more than that, she felt safe.

The word startled her, and she stopped where she was, her forehead wrinkling in

consternation. Why wouldn’t she feel safe? Chrysander had a veritable mountain of

security that he insisted on taking everywhere with them. If anyone was safe, she



was. And yet, until they’d landed on the island, she’d felt uneasy, panic just a

heartbeat away.

“You’re losing your mind,” she muttered. “Well, you’ve already lost that. Maybe the

sanity isn’t far behind.”

Marley spied a large piece of driftwood wedged against a mound of sand, and she

walked toward it. There was a place on the end that was relatively smooth, so she

dusted off the sand and settled down to sit.

She sighed contentedly. She could sit here for hours watching the waves roll in and

listening to the soothing sounds of the ocean. If it was warm enough to swim, she’d

be tempted to shed her clothing and wade in. But then she had no idea where all the

lurking security men were, and she had no desire to give them a free show.

Movement out of the corner of her eye caught her attention, and she turned her head

to see Chrysander striding down the beach.

She grumbled under her breath even as he approached. Stopping in front of her, he

fixed her with a frown. He pursed his lips then shook his head before moving to sit

down beside her on the log.

“I can see you’re going to keep my security team very busy, pedhaki mou.”

She shrugged but didn’t say anything.

“What are you doing out here?” he asked mildly.

“Enjoying the beach. It’s very beautiful.”

“If I promise to bring you out again, will you come back to the house with me? The



jeweler is waiting for us, and he must return to the mainland soon.”

She glanced sideways at him. “Why is a jeweler here, and why must we meet with

him? Doesn’t one usually visit a jeweler in his shop?”

Chrysander stood and gave her an arrogant look that suggested everyone came to

him, not the other way around. He held out his hand to her, and she extended hers in

resignation.

“You’re really no fun,” she muttered as he pulled her up to stand beside him.

“I can see I will have to change your opinion of me.”

She tried to pull her hand away as they started back toward the house, but he held it

fast. Hot then cold. At this rate, she’d never figure out the man. Memory loss or not,

she couldn’t imagine not wanting to tear her hair out around him.
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They walked into the library, where an older man was arranging velvet-covered trays

on Chrysander’s desk. When they entered, he looked up and beamed.

“Sit, sit,” he encouraged as he walked around the desk to grasp Marley’s hand. He

raised it to his lips and brushed a polite kiss over her skin.

When Chrysander had settled her into a chair, he took the one beside her, and the

jeweler hastened around the desk.

Marley took in the stunning rings, the dazzling array of diamonds, in front of her, and

gasped. She turned a questioning gaze to Chrysander.

“He is here so we can choose your ring,” Chrysander said matter-of-factly. As if

having a jeweler personally come out was an everyday occurrence.

“I don’t understand,” she began lamely.

Chrysander picked up her left hand and raised her fingers to his lips. “It is important

to me that you wear my ring, pedhaki mou. We had not gotten around to choosing

one when you had your…accident. I want to rectify that matter now.”

“Oh.” As responses went, hers wasn’t terribly brilliant, but it was all she could

manage.

Chrysander urged her to turn her attention to the rings, and she did so a little

nervously. They were so huge. And expensive! She didn’t even want to know how

much they cost. After trying several on, she spotted one that she loved, but then



wondered if he’d be offended by her choice.

Her gaze kept wandering to it even as she continued to try on the rings the jeweler

pressed on her.

“That one,” Chrysander said, pointing to a ring to the far right.

To her surprise, the jeweler plucked the one she’d been staring at and handed it to

Chrysander. Chrysander slid it onto her finger, and it fit perfectly. It was smaller than

the others, and simple, but it suited her. A single sapphire-cut solitaire sparkled on

her finger, and suddenly she had no wish to take it off.

“You like it,” Chrysander said.

“I love it,” she whispered, then looked quickly up at Chrysander. “But if you’d prefer

another, I don’t mind.”

“We’ll take this one,” Chrysander told the jeweler.

If the jeweler was disappointed, he didn’t show it as he smiled broadly at the couple.

He efficiently boxed the jewelry back up and stored it in a briefcase that he locked. A

few minutes later, Chrysander walked the jeweler out to the waiting helicopter but not

before issuing Marley a stern order not to move from her spot.

She giggled as he left. He looked so exasperated, but then he was probably used to

people obeying his every command and staying where they were put. A sudden

thought horrified her. Had she been one of those people? Surely not. She may have

lost her memory, but she hadn’t had a personality transplant.

With that in mind, she left the library and went in search of something to eat. Her

nonbreakfast was now a regret as her stomach protested.



Before she could open the refrigerator, she heard Chrysander enter the kitchen.

“How did I know you would not be where I left you?” he said.

She turned around and smiled sweetly. “Because you didn’t ask nicely?”

He let out a low laugh, a sexy sound that vibrated right up her spine. “I’ve asked the

helicopter to return in an hour’s time. If you are feeling well enough, I thought we

could go visit the ruins you were interested in and maybe take in some of the other

sights.”

“Oh, I’d love to!” Forgotten was food or anything else as she hurried across and

threw herself into Chrysander’s arms. She hugged him tightly in her excitement.

Chrysander chuckled again. “Am I forgiven then for being no fun?”

She pulled back and made a face. “Trust you to throw my words back at me. But yes,

you are forgiven. Let me just go change.”

“Bring a sweater,” he cautioned. “It will grow cooler toward evening.”

She started to hurry off, but he caught her hand and pulled her back to him. She

landed against his chest and looked up to see his mouth just inches from her own.

“Surely I deserve a reward?” he murmured.

She licked her lips, and he groaned. “I suppose a little one wouldn’t be remiss,” she

said huskily.

His mouth closed over hers, and she melted into his arms. She trembled as he

deepened his kiss, and a small moan escaped her lips.



He pulled away, his eyes blazing. “I better take you upstairs to change, or we will not

be going anywhere but to bed.”

She grinned impishly then pulled away and headed for the stairs. Not that she thought

she’d get far, and she didn’t. He caught up with her before her foot hit the first step.

She gave him an exasperated look as they climbed the stairs. “I am perfectly capable

of navigating the stairs on my own, Chrysander. I’m not completely helpless.”

“I can be a reasonable man. Just not in this matter,” he said arrogantly. “I’m sorry,

but you’ll have to live with the fact that I intend to take care of you.”

She rolled her eyes, but a smile twitched at the corners of her mouth. She could tell

she strained his patience, and for some reason that amused her.

He waited while she changed and handed her a sweater when she was finished. She

laid it over her arm, and once again he took her down the stairs and out to the helipad,

where the helicopter waited.

Soon they were flying over the water and a while later landed in Corinth. A car was

waiting, and to her surprise, Chrysander put her into the passenger seat of the

Mercedes then slid into the driver’s seat himself.

“I do know how to drive,” he said dryly when she looked at him questioningly.

She laughed. “It’s just that I’ve never seen you do so.” She frowned as she realized

what she’d said. “What I mean is, I haven’t seen you drive since…”

He laid a hand over hers. “I know what you meant, Marley. True, I don’t drive very

often. I’m usually occupied with business matters, but I have a car both here and in

New York.”



She settled into the soft leather seat as he drove away from the airport.

They spent much of the morning walking among the ruins. He explained the history,

but she was more focused on the fact that it was a beautiful autumn day and they

were together. No annoying personal assistants, no doctors or nurses, no business

calls or faxes. It was, in a word, perfect.

“You’re not paying a bit of attention, pedhaki mou.” Chrysander’s amused voice

filtered through her haze of contentment.

She blushed and turned to look at him. “I’m sorry. I’m enjoying it, truly.”

“Are you ready to return to the island?” he asked. “I’m not overtiring you, am I?” The

amusement had turned to concern, and if she didn’t dissuade him of the notion that

she was not well, she’d find herself bundled back on the helicopter and her perfect

day would be at its end.

“Tell me about your family. You’ve said nothing about them. I realize the

information may be redundant, but since I can’t remember any of it, perhaps you

could humor me.”

“What would you like to know?” he asked.

“Anything. Everything. Are your parents still living? You don’t talk about them.”

A flash of pain showed in his eyes, and she immediately regretted the question.

“They died some years back in a yachting accident,” he said.

She slipped her hand into his and squeezed comfortingly. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to

bring up such a painful subject.”



“It’s been a long time,” he said with a shrug. But she could tell speaking of them

bothered him.

She opened her mouth to change the topic when he suddenly frowned and lowered his

other hand to his pocket. He pulled out his cell phone and studied it for a moment

before opening it and putting it to his ear.

“Roslyn,” he said shortly, after a quick glance at Marley.

Marley stiffened and pulled her hand away from Chrysander’s. Trust his assistant to

know just when to call. She must have radar.

She could see the tension rise in Chrysander, and when he looked in her direction, it

was as though he stared right through her.

“Everything is fine here,” Chrysander said. “Find out from Piers how things are going

for the Rio de Janeiro hotel and report back.” There was a long pause. “No, I don’t

know when we’ll return to New York.” He glanced again at Marley, and she got the

distinct impression Roslyn was talking about her. “No, of course not,” he said in a

soothing voice. “I appreciate your diligence, Roslyn. You’ll be the first to know when

I plan to leave the island.”

Marley looked away in disgust, no longer able to listen to his part of the conversation.

A few moments later, he snapped the phone shut and put it into his pocket. As

expected, when she turned back to him, his entire demeanor had changed for the

worse. He looked at her almost suspiciously, though she couldn’t imagine why. But

she wasn’t imagining it. There was a distinct change in his mood.

“I’m sorry for the interruption,” he said almost formally. “What were we talking

about?”



“Tell me about your hotels,” she said impulsively, wanting to steer him away from

his concerns.

His expression froze and wariness stole over his face. “What would you like to

know?”

She found a place to sit that overlooked the tall pillars and tugged him down beside

her.

“I don’t know. Anything. Where do you have hotels? Imperial Park in New York is

one of yours, isn’t it?”

He nodded.

“Where else do you have hotels? Are you very international? I heard you say

something about Rio de Janeiro. Do you have a hotel there?”

He’d gone completely stiff, and she puzzled over why. Did he not like to discuss his

business? In truth, she craved whatever details about him she could get. He hadn’t

been very forthcoming about his work life, a fact she found odd.

“We have hotels in most major international cities. Our largest are in New York,

Tokyo, London and Madrid. We have several others, slightly smaller, across Europe.

We’re currently working on plans for one in Rio de Janeiro.”

“But not in Paris? I think I’d like for you to have one in Paris so we could visit.” She

grinned teasingly at him.

Her smile faded when his eyes went cold and hard. A shiver worked its way up her

spine, and a knot formed in her stomach. He looked angry. No, he looked furious.



“No, we do not have one in Paris.”

His clipped tone had her backing away. She slid several inches down the bench. “I’m

sorry….” She didn’t even know what she was apologizing for. His mood had gone

black in an instant, and she had no idea why. She seemed to have a penchant for

dredging up the wrong subjects. First his parents and now his business. Was there any

safe topic for them to discuss?

She stood and clenched her fingers into tight balls. “Perhaps you’re right. Maybe we

should go back now.” She turned swiftly, her intention to walk back toward the car,

but she moved too fast and the world spun dizzyingly around her.

She thought briefly of her missed breakfast before her knees buckled and she blacked

out.

When Marley regained consciousness, the first thing she heard was a furious voice

rapidly firing in Greek. As her eyes opened and her gaze flickered around her

surroundings, she realized she was on an exam table in what appeared to be a

clinic.Chrysander’s back was to her, and he was interrogating the doctor standing in

front of him.

“Chrysander,” she murmured weakly.

He spun around immediately and hurried over to where she lay. “Are you all right?”

His hands swept over her body even as his eyes bored intensely into hers. “Are you in

pain?”

She tried to smile, but she felt shaky. The doctor moved in front of Chrysander and

held a cup toward her.

“Drink this, Miss Jameson. Your blood sugar is too low, but I think some juice will



set you to rights.”

Chrysander took the juice then curled an arm underneath her neck to help her sit up.

He held the cup to her lips as she cautiously sipped at the sweet liquid.

“When was the last time you ate, Miss Jameson?”

The doctor pinned her with an inquiring stare, and she felt her cheeks warm with

embarrassment. She ducked her head. “I didn’t eat breakfast,” she admitted.

Chrysander bit out a curse. “Nor did you eat much dinner last night. Theos, but I

should not have brought you here today. I knew you hadn’t eaten properly, and yet I

didn’t think to remedy the situation.”

She gave him a wan smile. “It isn’t your fault, Chrysander. It was foolish of me. I

didn’t give it much thought in my excitement over our trip to the ruins.”

“It is my job to take care of you and our child,” he said stubbornly.

The doctor cleared his throat and smiled at them. “Yes, well, no harm was done. A

proper meal, and she’ll feel like a new woman. I’d suggest being off your feet for the

rest of the day. No sense in chancing things.”

“I’ll personally see to it,” Chrysander said stiffly.

Marley sighed. He was taking her fainting spell personally. He fairly bristled with

guilt, and she knew there’d be no swaying him from his course. She might as well

resign herself to the rest of the day in bed.

“Can I take her home now?” Chrysander asked the doctor.



The doctor nodded. “Just make sure she eats promptly and that she rests.”

“You can be certain I will,” Chrysander said grimly.

Marley made to slide off the exam table, but Chrysander put out a hand to prevent her

movement. Then he simply plucked her up into his arms and strode out the door.

When they got outside, a dark car pulled immediately in front of them, and a man

jumped out to open the door for Chrysander. He ducked in, still holding Marley close

to him.
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“So much for you driving,” she muttered as they were whisked away toward the

airport.

“I cannot drive and hold you at the same time,” Chrysander said patiently.

“I wasn’t aware of the need to be held.”

“I will take care of you.”

It was said with ironclad resoluteness, his voice solemn, and she knew he took his

vow very seriously. Realizing she wouldn’t win any arguments with him today, she

relaxed against his chest and curled her arms around his body.

He stroked her head and murmured softly in Greek. She was nearly asleep when the

car came to a halt. Soon after the door opened, and a shaft of sunlight speared her

eyes as she looked up.

Chrysander threw his arm up to shield her then gently turned her head back into his

chest. He got out of the car still holding her and walked rapidly toward the helicopter.

“Go back to sleep if you can, pedhaki mou,” he murmured as he climbed in.

But when the whir of the blades started, the fog of sleep disappeared. She contented

herself instead with snuggling into the curve of his neck as they lifted off toward the

island.

He’d obviously called ahead and issued a montage of orders, because when he



walked into the house with her, Patrice had a meal waiting, and Dr. Karounis stood

by to monitor Marley’s condition. After an initial fuss, Patrice and the doctor, once

they’d assured Chrysander that Marley was well, excused themselves, leaving the two

alone.

Marley dug into the bowl of soup first and sighed as it coated her empty stomach.

“You will not skip any more meals,” Chrysander said reproachfully as he watched her

from across the table.

“I didn’t intend to skip any,” she said. “I just got sidetracked.”

“I’ll make sure that doesn’t happen again.”

She raised an eyebrow then grinned mischievously. “So it’s back to being no fun

then?”

He glowered at her.

That glower reminded her of what had transpired right before she’d fainted. She

sobered and looked pensively at him.

“What is the matter?” Chrysander asked.

She fiddled with her spoon then set it down. “Before, when we were at the ruins.

Why did you become so angry?”

His expression remained neutral, but she could tell he had no liking for the question.

“It was nothing. I was just thinking about work,” he said dismissively.

She stared doubtfully at him but didn’t pursue the matter. When she had finished



eating, Chrysander once again swept her into his arms and carried her up the stairs to

the bedroom.

He settled her onto the mattress and methodically removed her clothing. By the time

he’d pulled away her pants, she lay in only her bra and filmy panties. She heard the

catch in his breath just as he turned away.

“Chrysander,” she whispered.

He turned back, the muscles rippling through his body as if he were under a great

strain.

“Stay with me. Could we take a nap together? I find I’m very tired after all.”

If he didn’t look so tortured, she’d laugh. She worked to keep her expression neutral

as he grappled with her request. Finally he began working the buttons to his shirt. In

silence he undressed to his boxers then crawled onto the bed with her.

Then he cursed. She looked inquiringly at him as he stared down at her.

“Would you like something to sleep in? You cannot stay in your bra. It doesn’t look

comfortable.”

She blushed but nodded. “A nightshirt will do.”

He got up and returned with one of his shirts. He helped her sit up and unclasped her

bra. His hands shook slightly as he pulled the shirt over her head and let it fall to her

swollen belly.

With gentle hands, he urged her back down and knelt above her. “Better?”



“Much,” she said huskily.

He settled down beside her and tucked her into his arms. She twisted about, trying to

find just the right spot. When she scooted her behind into his groin, she froze, feeling

his arousal there against her skin. She started to move away, when Chrysander

growled in her ear.

“Be still.”

He clamped his arms around her, rendering her immobile. Her cheeks flaming, she

tried to relax. The moment he’d touched her, her fatigue had fled. Now she faced

trying to sleep with him wrapped around every inch of her body.

His warmth bled into her. He stroked her hair and murmured in her ear. Greek words

she couldn’t understand, though the comfort they intended was well recognized. She

sighed in contentment as his hand glided down her arm, to her hip, coming to rest on

her thigh.

She felt a wave of such utter rightness, and she was stunned to realize the nameless

emotion she’d been grappling with was love. Her eyes fluttered open even as she

heard Chrysander’s even breathing signal his slumber.

She loved him. It shouldn’t surprise her, but now that she’d acknowledged it, she

realized that she hadn’t immediately recognized it after her memory loss. Shouldn’t

she have known on some level that she loved this man?

He was complicated, there was no disputing that. Complex, hard and reserved. Well,

if she’d broken down his barriers once, then surely she could do so again.

She settled down to sleep, purpose beating a steady rhythm in her mind.



Eight

W arm lips kissed a line from her shoulder down her arm. Marley stirred and opened

her eyes to see Chrysander’s dark head move sensuously down her body.

“That’s a very nice way to wake up,” she murmured.His head came up, and she met

the liquid gold of his eyes. “How are you feeling, pedhaki mou?”

She rolled onto her back and lifted her hand to thread it through his short hair. “Much

better. I’m full and had a nap. What more could a pregnant woman want?”

“Our child did not sleep much,” Chrysander said as he slid his hand over her rippling

abdomen.

She smiled. “No, he’s been very active lately. The obstetrician said they do the most

moving in the second trimester.”

He stared intently at her rounded belly, fascination lighting his eyes. “They don’t

move in the last trimester?”

“Yes, just not as much. There isn’t as much room. In the last month, they do very

little as their environment gets even more cramped.”

“I would think it would be easier for you to rest then.”

She yawned then covered her mouth with her hand as her jaw nearly cracked with the

effort.

“You’re still tired,” he said reproachfully.

“I’m pregnant. I expect I’ll be tired for the next eighteen years. I feel much better



though. Truly, Chrysander. Let’s get up.”

He straddled her body, putting one knee on either side of her hips. He looked down at

her, his eyes gleaming with a predatory light. “You’re so eager to rise. Why is this?”

She blushed and smacked his chest with her fist. He leaned down and tugged her lips

into a kiss. He nipped at the fullness of her bottom lip until it was swollen and aching.

“I have half a mind to keep you in bed until tomorrow morning,” he murmured.

Putty. She was complete putty in his hands. If he so much as breathed on her, she

went to mush. She twined her arms around his neck and returned his kiss hungrily.

She could feel his erection straining against her, knew he wanted her as badly as she

wanted him.

With obvious reluctance he pulled away and climbed off the bed. She looked at him

in confusion. Why was he withdrawing?

He reached down and touched her hair, smoothing the tendrils away from her cheek.

“You’ve been through an ordeal today, agape mou. I don’t want to tire you any

more.”

He seemed as surprised as she was when the endearment slipped out of his mouth.

Her eyes widened, and he tensed. Then he turned around and strode to the closet.

She watched him dress and then disappear from the bedroom. He’d called her my

love, and while it had given her an indescribable thrill, it was obvious that it wasn’t

something he meant to say.

But he had said it. She held tight to that truth as she got out of bed to dress. Not

knowing how he felt about her and why he took such pains to hold himself distant



had puzzled her from the beginning. Was it because of her memory loss? Did he fear

that her feelings for him couldn’t possibly be considered valid while he was still a

stranger to her?

She’d focused so much on her own problems that arose from the gaping hole in her

past, but it was obvious that he, too, had difficulties with the situation.

If only she could remember. If only she could reassure him that she loved him

whether or not she could remember loving him in the past.

All she could do was show him. And hope that her memory was restored before too

much longer.

Chrysander sat in his office, staring out the window that overlooked the beach.

Marley stood close to the water, her feet bare and the maternity dress she wore

rippling in the breeze. He kept careful watch over her and had instructed his security

team to do the same. He wouldn’t take any chances after her fainting spell of the day

before.Just moments earlier, he’d hung up after speaking to the lead investigator on

Marley’s case. There had been no arrests made yet. No leads. The men who had

abducted her were still out there. Still a danger to her and their child. It was

unacceptable.

The detective had promised to stay in touch and to inform him the moment there was

a break in the case, but Chrysander still wasn’t satisfied. He wanted results. He

wanted to make the men who’d dared to touch Marley pay.

He focused his attention back on Marley, who was still staring out to sea. Every once

in a while she raised her hand to shove the curls from her face, only for them to blow

back. She lifted her chin and laughed, and Chrysander could feel the impact from

where he sat.



She was beautiful and carefree. Unguarded in the moment. He searched his memory

for the times when they had been together. Happy. He hadn’t appreciated it at the

time, but their relationship—he now admitted to himself that they’d had a

relationship—had been open and undemanding.

So what had driven her to betray his trust? He’d almost have preferred she’d betrayed

him with another man; but no, she’d gone after his family, his brothers. And that he

couldn’t forgive…could he?

Indecision wracked his brain. A large part of him was still conflicted and angry. But

another, smaller part was ready to move on. To forget what she had done and

embrace a new beginning. Maybe she’d never remember, and if he was honest, it

would make things easier if she never did.

He continued to watch her, and his gaze moved beyond her to where one of his

security detail stood on guard at a distance. She continued to defy him, and he

pretended annoyance, but all he did was make sure his men shadowed her at every

turn. Her determination to go against his wishes amused him because he didn’t sense

any real irritation on her part. She liked goading him.

And he knew he was being overprotective, but the fact that her kidnappers were still

out there, that they still posed a threat to her and their child, sent dark fear through his

veins. She was his. He’d failed her once. No matter that she had betrayed him. He’d

sent her and his child unprotected into the hands of her kidnappers because he’d

allowed emotion to cloud his judgment.

He turned in annoyance when his phone rang. Tearing his gaze from Marley, he put

the phone to his ear.

“Mr. Anetakis.” Roslyn’s voice broke clear over the line.



“Roslyn, have you spoken to Piers about the status of the Rio de Janeiro deal?”

“Yes, sir, and he said to tell you that if you’d answer your phone he’d let you know

how things were going himself.”

Chrysander chuckled. “I will deal with my younger brother.”

“If at all possible, you need to attend a conference call tomorrow evening, seven our

time. I’ll send out an e-mail with the details. Theron and Piers will both be on hand,

but Mr. Diego specifically wished to speak personally with you.”

“I’ll make it,” he said.

“And how are things with you?” Roslyn asked hesitantly.

Chrysander frowned and glanced back to the beach, where Marley stood watching the

waves roll in.

“Has she regained her memory yet?” she continued.

“No,” he said shortly.

There was a moment of silence, and he could hear Roslyn’s soft breathing as though

she battled over whether to say what was on her mind.

“If that’s all,” he said in an effort to end the call.

“Have you considered that she’s faking her memory loss?” Roslyn said in a rush.

“What?”



“Think about it,” she said impatiently. “What better way to circumvent your anger

than to pretend to have forgotten it all? You can’t even be sure the child is yours. She

was in captivity for months. Who’s to say what went on during that time?”

Ice trickled down Chrysander’s spine. “That’s enough,” he said tersely.

“But—”

“I said enough.”

“As you wish. I’ll phone you if anything changes.”

Chrysander hung up and yanked his gaze back to the beach, but Marley was gone.

Could Roslyn be right? Could Marley be faking her amnesia? The thought had

crossed his mind when they’d still been in New York and Marley was fresh from the

hospital. His instincts said no, but then he’d already been so wrong about her in every

way. If someone had told him six months ago that she was capable of betraying him

as she had, he would have cut them down to size.

Anger and confusion took turns battering his head. He rubbed a weary hand across

his face and closed his eyes. It didn’t really matter what he thought at this point. She

was pregnant with his child and that took precedence above all else. He could

overlook a lot for his son.
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A sound at the door made him look up. Marley stood just inside his office, a sparkling

smile on her face. Her eyes glowed with…happiness.

He found himself relaxing, the turmoil of a few minutes ago dissipating.

“You grew tired of your walk on the beach?”

Her lips twisted ruefully as she walked forward. “I should have known you knew

exactly where I was.”

He gestured toward the window. “I had a prime view. You looked to have enjoyed

yourself. Are you feeling well today? You haven’t overdone it?”

She stopped at his desk, and he nearly gestured her around to settle on his lap, but he

refrained, needing to maintain a distance while he felt so volatile, so uncertain. He

didn’t want to think of her as a deceiver, nothing more than a practiced actress bent

on escaping retribution.

“I’m fine, Chrysander. You worry far too much. I don’t need to be coddled. You

would think I was the first woman to ever be pregnant.”

“You are the first woman to bear my child,” he pointed out.

She laughed. “And so I am. I’ll make allowances for your overbearing ways because

this is your first child. When we have our next, I expect you to act sanely.”

Every muscle in his body stiffened, and he fought the darkness that spread across his



face. Another child. It suggested permanence. A lasting relationship. Yes, he planned

to ask—no, insist—she marry him, but he hadn’t given thought to what it would

mean. A permanent place in his life for her. More children.

Were his brothers right? Should he have installed her in an apartment, hired suitable

staff to look after her until the baby was born and then removed her from his life?

“Chrysander? Is something wrong?”

He glanced up to see her staring at him with worried eyes. There, again, as it had so

many times before when she looked at him, was a flash of uncertainty. Of fear

almost. He cursed under his breath. He had not intended to frighten her, nor did he

want to upset her.

He reached for her. “No, pedhaki mou. Nothing is wrong.”

She hesitated the briefest of seconds before she finally walked around and into his

arms. She settled on his knee, and he watched as she worked her lower lip between

her teeth.

“Don’t you want more children?” she asked.

He cocked his head to the side, trying to adopt a casual air. “I don’t suppose I’d

considered it yet. Our first son is still to be born.”

She nodded. “I know. I suppose I just assumed since you have brothers that you’d

want more than one child. Have we discussed it before? Did I want more than one? I

look ahead now and feel like I’d love several more. Maybe four total. But I don’t

know if I’ve always wanted that many.”

Unable to resist her worried brow, he pressed a kiss to her forehead. “Let’s not worry



about it now. We have plenty of time. First you have to marry me,” he said teasingly.

“Let’s wait until our son is born to think about adding more to our family.”

A beautiful, captivating smile lit up her face and knocked the breath from him all in

one moment.

“That sounds so lovely when you say it,” she breathed.

“What’s that?”

“Family. I don’t have family, or so I was told. To know that you and I will have a

family of our own means so much. Sometimes I feel so lonely, like I’ve been lonely

forever.”

She shivered lightly against his chest as the haunting words left her lips.

“You aren’t alone,” he said softly. “You have me, and we have our son.”

It was a vow. One that he felt only passing discomfort over making. Part of him

wondered at the ease with which he committed himself to a woman who’d done so

much damage, but the other part could no sooner turn away than he could cut off his

arm.

“You should go rest,” he said firmly, more because of his need to distance himself

from her before he totally succumbed to the pull between them than a real concern

over her health. The doctor had assured him she was fit and well, that her fainting

spell had been nothing more than a product of missed meals. “I’ll summon Mrs.

Cahill to help you up the stairs.”

Her lips turned down into a frown. She struggled up from his lap even as he put a

hand to her arm. “I’m perfectly rested, Chrysander. The walk on the beach was very



refreshing.”

“Still, a short repose wouldn’t be unreasonable,” he said. “I have some work to finish.

I’ll come for you when I’m done, and we can have dinner together.”

Disappointment dulled her eyes before she looked away. She nodded but said nothing

as she left the room.

Marley closed Chrysander’s door quietly and glanced up as Patrice approached. She

tried to look welcoming, because after all she did like Patrice. She was just doing her

job.

“Are you ready to go up?” Patrice asked with a smile.

Marley sighed. “Honestly? I’d like to smother Chrysander with the pillow he insists I

rest on.”

Patrice tried to stifle her laughter, but a chuckle escaped. “Could I interest you in a

cup of tea on the terrace instead?”

Marley immediately brightened. “That sounds wonderful.”

She fell into step beside Patrice as the two headed toward the glass doors. A cool

breeze, scented by the ocean, blew over Marley’s face when she stepped outside.

“I hope you don’t mind if Dr. Karounis joins us.” Marley noticed the way Patrice’s

cheeks turned pink as she spoke. “He and I take tea here every afternoon.”

“Of course not,” Marley replied as she settled into one of the chairs surrounding the

small table overlooking the gardens.



When Patrice ducked back inside to prepare the tea, Marley was left alone. She

leaned back and stared out over the grounds. Even with the constant company that

Patrice and Dr. Karounis afforded, loneliness surrounded her like a cloak. That and

frustration.

Every time Chrysander relaxed around her and they shared any sort of intimacy, he

immediately backed away, as if he became aware of what was happening and rushed

to correct it.

She was convinced that Patrice and Dr. Karounis were here more as a barrier between

her and Chrysander than they were here over any worry he had of her health. Not that

he didn’t care. She wasn’t petty enough to think he wasn’t genuinely concerned for

her and their child. But at the same time, she couldn’t discount the convenience of

him pawning her off on Patrice whenever things got too personal.

It seemed that when she actually started to relax, he only grew more uptight. Nothing

about her supposed relationship with this man made any sense to her. If only she

could remember.

If only she knew someone she could ask. Had she truly been so closed off from the

rest of the world during her relationship with Chrysander?

“Surely things aren’t that bad,” Patrice said as she set a tray down on the table in

front of Marley. “You look as though you have the weight of the world on your

shoulders.”

Marley managed a faltering smile. “Oh, nothing so serious. Just thinking.”

Dr. Karounis walked up behind Patrice and nodded a greeting to Marley. Patrice

smiled broadly and urged the doctor to sit down while she poured tea.



Despite her own inner turmoil, Marley couldn’t help but smile at the older couple.

They were obviously enjoying a mild flirtation. It was good to see someone happy

and content. She’d give anything to enjoy a moment’s peace.

With another sigh, she collected her cup and brought it to her lips as she looked out

again over the beautiful garden. Maybe she was expecting too much in too short a

time. Maybe she was pushing too hard, which precipitated Chrysander pushing her

away. So much would be solved if she could only remember.

At any rate, she couldn’t expect an overnight miracle. There had to be a way to break

through Chrysander’s defenses. She just had to find it.

Nine

T heir days slowly began to settle into a routine much as their nights did. Once he

was assured of her health, Chrysander made love to Marley every night, possessing

her with passion that left her breathless. But in the mornings, he was always gone

before she woke up.

She’d made it a habit to seek him out, bothered by the fact that he left their bed so

early. More often than not, she’d find him in the library, either on the phone, on his

computer or poring over contracts and faxes. He’d look up when she entered, and for

a brief moment, she’d see fire flare in his eyes before his expression became more

controlled, and after murmuring a polite good-morning, he’d return to his work. And

she was summarily dismissed.So she spent most mornings alone or in the company of

Patrice and Dr. Karounis who seemed quite content to spend their time together. At

lunch, Chrysander would make his appearance as if he hadn’t just spent hours

sequestered in work. To his credit, he devoted the afternoons to Marley.

She’d cajoled him into taking walks with her on the beach, though he grumbled about

the chill and her tiring herself. She looked forward to these times because she had



Chrysander all to herself, and at least in those few short hours, he seemed to lose his

cautious reserve with her.

It was during one of those walks that Chrysander pulled her down to sit on the log she

often sat on to watch the ocean. He stared out over the water for a moment then

turned to her, his expression serious.

“We should get married soon.”

She twisted the engagement ring around her finger with her thumb and wondered

why this wasn’t a happier conversation.

“I wanted to give you time to recover and regain your strength. The doctor feels you

are strong and healthy now.”

She relaxed a little under his intent gaze. “When were you thinking of?”

“As soon as I can arrange it. I don’t want to wait any longer. I don’t want our child

born a bastard.”

She frowned and twisted her neck to gaze up at him. It was hardly a romantic

declaration of love and devotion. But then she didn’t want her child to be born out of

wedlock, either. She suddenly felt selfish for wanting a more flowery reason for the

hastiness of their marriage.

“Will you marry me, pedhaki mou? I’ll take care of you and our child. You’ll want

for nothing, I swear it.”

She worked to keep another frown from her face. The more he talked, the less

desirous she was for marriage. He made it sound like a bargain. She didn’t want their

marriage to be cold and clinical.



He tipped her chin up with his finger and stared down into her eyes. “What are you

thinking about so hard?”

She didn’t want to tell him the truth. So instead, she slowly nodded.

One of his eyebrows lifted in question. “Is that a yes?”

“Yes,” she whispered. “I’ll marry you as soon as you can arrange it.”

Satisfaction glinted in his eyes. He leaned down to brush his lips across hers. “You

won’t regret this, pedhaki mou.”

Such an odd choice of words. Why would she have reason to believe she’d regret

marrying the man she loved, the father of her child? She wondered if he’d always

been so cryptic and that she’d learned to love him in spite of it. Obviously she had.

As they walked back to the house, she slid her hand into his. There was a need for

comfort in her action. After only a slight hesitation, he curled his fingers around hers

and squeezed. Bolstered by the small gesture, she shrugged away the doubts tugging

at her.

That night, Marley was dressing for bed when Chrysander came up behind her and

curled his arms around her waist. His hands rested over the swell of her stomach as

he nuzzled a line from the top of her shoulder to the sensitive region just below her

ear. Goose bumps danced and scattered along her skin, and she trembled against his

chest.“I much prefer you na**d, pedhaki mou,” he said as he slid one hand up to

pluck at the string of the gown she’d just slipped on.

His words speared through her mind, sparking a distant remembrance. For a moment,

she had an image of him standing before her, staring at her with glowing eyes, saying

those exact words. She struggled to remember more, but it slipped away as fast as it



had slipped in.

She closed her eyes in frustration even as she gave way to the pleasure of his touch.

He slid the strap over her shoulder, following it with his lips until it tumbled down

her arm. Then he turned his attention to the other side, giving it the same thorough

attention. He thumbed the thin string down her arm until the satin material spilled

from her body and landed in a pool on the floor.

Uncertainty and vulnerability washed over her as she stood na**d save for the lacy

panties she wore. She jumped when he placed his hands over her belly again and then

did a slow walk up and over her curves. His palms smoothed up her sides and then

curved around to her breasts, where he cupped both soft mounds. His lips found her

neck again, and she shivered uncontrollably as his thumbs caressed her taut ni**les

while he landed light nips with his teeth.

“I want you,” he said in a guttural voice. “You’re so beautiful, agape mou. Come to

bed with me.”

It was so easy to forget her doubts and insecurities in the shelter of his arms. When

they made love, they truly connected. There were no barriers, no stiffness and no

reluctance. She lived for these moments, when he made her his, when he showed her

far better than words what she meant to him.

She turned, allowing his hands to slide over her skin. When she was facing him, she

leaned up on tip toe and linked her arms around his neck. “Kiss me,” she whispered.

With a low growl, he swooped in and captured her lips with barely controlled

restraint. His movements were impatient tonight, as though he couldn’t get enough of

her, as if he couldn’t wait to possess her.



She allowed him to urge her toward the bed, his body pressed tightly to hers. He

eased her onto the mattress, his lips never leaving hers. He lifted himself off her, his

eyes blazing in the dim light. With jerky motions, he stripped out of his clothing

before lowering himself once more.
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“Make love to me, Chrysander,” she said as she reached up to touch his face.

He bent, and his lips moved heatedly down her jaw to her neck and then lower to her

breasts. He tugged one taut nipple with his mouth before going to the other. Lightly,

his tongue rolled over the crest, sending shock waves to her throbbing center.

His dark head bobbed as he continued a path downward to the rise of her belly.

Scooting his body down, he framed the mound between his hands with a reverence

that brought tears to her eyes. Then he pressed his mouth to her stomach in a gentle

kiss.

Emotion knotted in her throat until it became hard to breathe around it. If only they

could stay this way. Here, where there were no words, no defenses, she felt loved and

cherished. No walls, no barriers, no secrets.

His mouth moved lower, and she gasped when he nudged her thighs apart and

touched his mouth to her pulsing core.

“Chrysander!” she cried out as he licked over her sensitive bundle of nerves.

“You taste so sweet, agape mou,” he said as he moved up her body again.

He fit himself against her damp heat and then slowly slid inside her body. She closed

her eyes and reached for him with a sigh of pleasure. Her hand threaded through the

short hair at the back of his head and down to his nape where she caressed as he

moved back and forth with exquisite gentleness.



Then his lips found hers again, and he swallowed her abrupt cry as he sank deeper

than before.

“Give me your pleasure,” he said against her mouth. “Only to me.”

She arched against him, her body tightening as the first stirrings of her release began

deep and rushed in a thousand different directions. Her soft cry split the night, and he

gathered her tightly to him. His hand smoothed down her side to her hip and then to

the curve of her belly.

“I can never get enough of you,” he admitted in a voice that sounded strangely

vulnerable.

She opened her eyes to see him staring down at her, his expression fierce and

haunted. And then he began to move harder, more demanding. Wordlessly he took

her to indescribable heights. She floated freely, her body cocooned in bliss.

So began the night. She’d barely come down from the peaks he’d driven her to when

he began making love to her all over again. He possessed her tirelessly, commanding

her body with a practiced ease that left her gasping. Throughout the night he was

insatiable, and just before dawn, they both fell into an exhausted sleep.

Even as Marley hovered in the euphoric aftermath, her sleep was troubled. There was

a familiarity to Chrysander’s demanding lovemaking, as if for the first time he’d

shown her part of her past life with him.

In her dreams, she struggled to open a firmly shut door, knowing that on the other

side lay her life, her memories, everything that had happened to her in her lifetime.

She pulled at it then beat on it, sobbing for it to open and show her.

She clawed at it, and finally, she managed to pry it open the barest amount. Light



poured from the crack, and then, as suddenly as it had shone, brilliant and white, it

was doused by an overwhelming feeling of fear and despair. She knew without a

doubt that she didn’t want to see what was on the other side.

In her shock, she loosened her grip and the door slammed shut, leaving her kneeling

and shaking against the cold wood. No! She needed to know. She had to know. Who

was she and what had happened to her?

“Marley. Marley!” Chrysander’s urgent tones intruded on her dream. “You must

wake up, pedhaki mou. It’s just a dream. You’re safe. You’re here with me.”

She opened her eyes to see Chrysander over her, his eyes bright with concern. He’d

turned the lamp on beside the bed, and for that she was grateful. She felt suffocated

by the darkness of her dream.

She felt wetness on her cheeks and realized she’d been crying in her sleep. Her heart

still raced with panic, and she couldn’t dispel the awful feeling of foreboding that had

gripped her.

She tried to speak, to tell Chrysander she was all right, but a cry wrenched from her

throat. He gathered her tightly in his arms and held her close as her body shook with

sobs.

“You’re going to make yourself ill, Marley. You must stop.”

For a long time she gripped his arms, not wanting him to pull away from her. When

she finally managed to regain control of herself, he gently eased her back onto the

pillows.

“What has frightened you so badly, agape mou?”



The images from her dream came roaring back, but she was hard-pressed to make

sense of them. Thankfully, the awful panic had receded so that she could breathe

normally again.

“I was at a door,” she said, her speech faltering. “And I knew that on the other side of

the door were my memories. But I couldn’t open it no matter how hard I tried.

Finally, I managed to crack it but then…”

“Then what?” he asked gently.

“Fear,” she whispered. “So much fear. I was afraid. I let go of the door, and it

slammed shut.”

He lay back down beside her and curled his arms around her. “It was just a dream,

pedhaki mou. Just a dream. It can’t hurt you. You fear the unknown. This is natural.”

She slowly began to relax against him. He stroked her back, his palm gliding up and

down her spine.

“Are you all right now? Do you want me to call for Dr. Karounis?”

She shook her head against his chest. “No. I’m fine. Really. I feel so silly now.”

“You’re not silly. Try and go back to sleep. I fear I kept you awake far too long

tonight.”

His voice had deepened to a husky timbre, and her body tightened all over as she

remembered the ways he’d kept her up.

With a yawn, she burrowed as tightly as she could against his hard body and let

herself fall into what was this time a dreamless sleep.



Chrysander rose at dawn the next morning. He hadn’t slept since Marley had

awakened with her nightmare. After he’d soothed her, and she had fallen into a more

peaceful rest, he’d lain awake, staring at the ceiling as he realized the impossibility of

their situation.Careful not to wake Marley, he showered and dressed. After checking

to make sure she hadn’t been disturbed, he went quietly down the stairs. He bypassed

his office, though it was his custom to begin the day with business matters.

This morning something drove him to the beach where Marley so often visited. The

air was chilly blowing off the water, but he took no notice as he stood watching the

waves break and slide into shore.

Marley’s past, their past, threatened her in sleep. Her memories waged war at her

most unguarded moments, and what would he do when it all came back?

The terrible conflict that ate at him was wearing him down. He should be angry, and

at times he was. But it was also easy to forget. Here on the island, safeguarded from

the rest of the world, it was easy to pretend that it was just him and Marley and their

unborn child. No past betrayals, no lies, no deceit.

He shoved his hands into his pockets and bowed his head in resignation. Never before

in his business or personal life had he felt so out of control, so indecisive. Could he

forgive her for trying to destroy him and his brothers? That was the million-dollar

question, because if he couldn’t, they had no future. When she remembered, things

would irrevocably change, and he could either hold on to the acid taste of betrayal, or

he could forge ahead and offer his forgiveness.

Theos mou, but he didn’t have the answer. He didn’t know if he had it in him to be so

generous. He wanted her, no question. He was drawn to her, even knowing her sins.

She was pregnant with his son, but could he honestly say that if she weren’t pregnant,

he could so easily cast her aside?



Small arms circled his waist, and a warm body burrowed against his back. He looked

down to see Marley’s hands clasped around his middle, and he brought his up to

cover hers automatically.

She hugged him tightly, and he could feel her cheek pressed against his spine. She

felt…right.

Slowly he eased her hands away so that he could turn in her arms. She looked up at

him with warm and welcoming eyes before she dove into his arms and nuzzled

against his chest.

“Good morning,” he said, unable to prevent the surge of desire from racing through

his body.

“I stopped by your office but didn’t find you. I was worried,” she said as she pulled

away.

He cocked his head. “Worried?”

“You’re never not in your office,” she said lightly. “And then I couldn’t find you

anywhere in the house. I thought…I thought you might have left.”

He ran his hands up to her shoulders and squeezed reassuringly. “I wouldn’t leave

without telling you, pedhaki mou.” Was he so distant, so caught up in his efforts to

avoid her that this was what she thought of him? If she did think so, he could hardly

blame her. Between Mrs. Cahill and Dr. Karounis, he’d erected a veritable arsenal of

people to put between them.

“Would you like to take a walk with me?” she asked. “I always walk on the beach in

the mornings when you’re working. That is, if you aren’t too busy?”



He caught her hand and brought it to his lips. “I’m not too busy for you and our child.

But should you be resting?”

An exasperated shriek left her lips, startling him with her ferocity. She yanked her

hand from him and parked both of her fists on her hips.

“Do I look like I need to be resting?” Anger and disappointment burned in her eyes.

“Look, Chrysander, if you don’t want to spend time with me, just say so, but stop

throwing out your pat ‘You need to be resting’ line.”

She turned and stalked farther down the beach, leaving him there feeling like she’d

punched him in the stomach. He ran a hand through his hair as he watched her hurry

away, and then he strode after her, his feet kicking up sand as he closed the distance

between them.

“Marley! Marley, wait,” he called as he caught her elbow.

When he turned her around, he was gutted by the tears streaking down her cheeks.

She turned her face away and swiped blindly at her eyes with her other hand.

“Please, just go away,” she choked out. “Go do whatever it is you do with your time.

I’ll wait for my appointment with you in the afternoon.”

It came out bitter and full of hurt, and he realized that he hadn’t fooled her at all with

the distance he put between them.

He reached for her chin and gently tugged until she faced him. With his thumb, he

wiped at a tear that slipped over her cheekbone.

“You aren’t an appointment, Marley.”



“No?” She yanked away from his touch and retreated a few feet until there was a

respectable distance between them. “I’ve tried to be patient and understanding even

though I don’t understand any of it. Us. You or even me. I can’t figure you out,

Chrysander, and I’m tired of trying. I’ve tried to be strong and undemanding, but I

can’t do it anymore. I’m scared to death. I don’t know who I am. I wake up one day

to find myself pregnant, and there’s a stranger by my bed who says he’s my fiancé

and the father of my child. One would think this would tell me that at least I was

loved and cherished, but nothing you’ve done has made me feel anything but

confusion. You run hot and cold, and I never know which one to expect. I can’t do

this.”

Coldness wrapped around Chrysander’s chest, squeezing until he couldn’t draw a

breath. “What are you saying?” he demanded.

She looked at him tiredly. “Why are you marrying me? Is it just because of the

baby?”

He frowned, not liking the corner she was backing him into. “You’re tired and

overwrought. We should go back in and continue this conversation where it’s

warm—”

She cut him off with a furious hand. “I am not tired. I am not overwrought, and I

want you to stop with the overprotective hovering. I don’t even buy that you’re that

concerned, only that it’s a convenient barrier you can hide behind when I start asking

questions.”

He opened his mouth to refute her words but then paused. He couldn’t very well deny

it when it was true. Still, he had no desire for her to become distraught. Surely that

couldn’t be good for the baby.

“What in my past am I so afraid of?” she whispered. “Last night terrified me. I woke



this morning with a feeling of such fear, and not because I can’t remember, but

because I’m afraid to remember.”

She stared earnestly at him, her eyes pleading.

“Tell me, Chrysander. I need to know. What were we like before? How did we meet?

Were we very in love?”

He turned toward the water and shoved his hands back into his pockets. “You worked

for me,” he said gruffly.

She moved beside him, not touching him. But she was close enough that he could feel

the soft hiccups of her breaths.

“I did? At your hotel?”

He shook his head. “In the corporate offices. You were my assistant.”

She looked at him in shock. “But Roslyn is your assistant, and she seems awfully

comfortable in that role. Like she’s been there for years.”

He offered a small smile. “You weren’t my assistant for long. I was too intent on

having you in my bed. I convinced you to quit and move in with me. You were too

much of a distraction for me at work.”

She didn’t look pleased by his statement. A worried frown worked over her face, and

her lips turned down into a dissatisfied moue.

“So you’ve made it a practice to put me where it’s most convenient for you,” she

murmured.



He cursed softly under his breath, but again, he couldn’t very well deny that he’d

been intent on having his way when it came to her.

“And I allowed this?” she asked. “I just quit my job and moved in with you?”

He shrugged. “You seemed as happy to be with me as I was with you.”
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She frowned harder and curled her hands protectively over her waist. “Was our baby

planned?”

He drew in his breath. Here was an area he had to tread lightly. “I wouldn’t say

planned, but your pregnancy certainly wasn’t unwelcome.”

If possible, she looked more miserable. She hunched her shoulders forward and

turned away, but not before he saw the reemergence of tears.

He sighed and reached for her, pulling her into his arms. “Why are you so sad this

morning, pedhaki mou? What can I do or say to make you feel better?”

She glanced up at him, her eyes shining with moisture. “You can stop avoiding me.

You can stop using concerns over my health and that of the baby as an excuse to treat

me as an invalid. You can stop treating my past like it’s something I have no right to

know.”

He pressed his lips tightly together. “I will try to be less conscientious of

your…health, though I reserve the right to be concerned.”

She smiled then, and the relief that hit him almost caused him to stumble. He hadn’t

realized just how much her happiness was important to him. Was he crazy to be so

concerned when she’d had no regard for his happiness in the past?

She leaned up to kiss him, and he caught her against him, holding her possessively as

he devoured her lips.



“Thank you,” she said as she pulled back. “I just want…” She stopped, and longing

flooded her eyes before she look away.

“What do you want, pedhaki mou?”

Her gaze flickered back to his. “I want us to be happy,” she said huskily. “I want to

be sure of my place in your life. I want to remember, but more than that, I want to

feel like I have more than just a small piece of you and your time.”

He regarded her thoughtfully. She’d never been so direct before her memory loss.

She’d been shy and hesitant about voicing her wants and desires. But had she felt like

this before? Had she resented his prolonged absences? The way he fit her into his life

at his convenience? Was that why she’d lashed out? Had it been a bid to gain his

attention?

“I want you to be happy, too, Marley. I want this very much. And while I can’t

convince you of your place in my life with mere words, hopefully I can prove it to

you over time.”

Her smile warmed him to his toes. It was like watching the sun break over the

horizon. She reached for his hands and slid her palms into his grip.

“Come walk with me,” she invited.

Unable to deny her anything in that moment, he gathered her close and began

walking down the beach.

Ten

M arley knelt in the cool soil of the garden and plucked the few weeds from around

the flowers and greenery. With Chrysander’s morning ritual of working, she’d found



other ways to occupy her time, much to the dismay of the gardener who flew out

twice a week to tend the grounds.

Ever since her outburst on the beach, Chrysander had ceased to push Patrice and Dr.

Karounis at her for every little health concern. Instead, they stayed firmly in the

background on an as-needed basis, and Chrysander had relented on her traveling the

stairs alone.Despite the fact that he continued to work in the mornings, he came out to

have breakfast with her before returning to his office. Then the fun began for Marley.

Each day she found a new method of driving him insane. He’d come looking for her

when work was finished, and invariably she tried the restraint he’d promised to

exercise when it came to demanding that she rest.

When Chrysander had found her in the garden on her hands and knees, she thought he

was going to burst a blood vessel. He’d promptly carried her inside and up the stairs,

stripped her down and put her into the bathtub.

She’d giggled at his ferocious scowl, listened with pretended solemnity to his decree

that she not endanger herself in that manner anymore and promptly plotted to return

as soon as he was caught up in work again.

It began a fun game between them, although the amusement was entirely hers

because Chrysander failed to see the hilarity in her continued disobedience.

So here she sat, waiting with amused delight for his arrival.

She heard his sigh behind her and grinned even as she found herself lifted into the air.

She tumbled against Chrysander’s hard chest and smiled serenely up at his dark

expression.

He strode for the house, grumbling the entire way.



“I promised to ease up on my overprotective tendencies. I stopped insisting you rest

and even allowed you to walk unaided up and down the stairs.”

Marley rolled her eyes.

“But you would try the patience of a saint,” he growled.

As he had done before, and as she was counting on, he stripped her down and

deposited her into an already drawn bath. He glared balefully at her, and she giggled

as she sank lower into the water. He watched intently as she slowly washed herself,

hunger glittering in his eyes.

Relishing the fact that she had his full attention, she took advantage as she worked the

cloth over every inch of her body. When she was finished, she glanced innocently up

at him as he towered over her. She flashed him her best smile, but he continued to

glower at her.

“Your cuteness is not going to get you out of trouble, pedhaki mou,” he said.

“Well, at least I’m cute,” she said pertly.

“Why do you insist on provoking me? My hair is turning gray, and it is solely your

fault.”

She glanced up at his dark hair, not marred by a single gray strand, and raised an

eyebrow. “You poor baby. Are you too old to keep up with one little pregnant

woman?”

“I’ll show you old,” he growled as he plucked her from the bathtub.

He barely took the time to dry her before he strode into the bedroom and deposited



her on the bed. Her eyes widened appreciatively as he began stripping his clothing

from his muscled body.

“Clearly I need to be bad more often,” she murmured. “I could learn to live with the

punishment.”

“Little minx,” he said as he lowered himself into her waiting arms.

He was always in control in their lovemaking, and she knew this was the way it had

always been, but now she had a sudden desire to turn the tables. To make him as

crazy as he made her.

She pushed at him, and he withdrew with a frown. She followed him up and placed

her hands on his shoulders, forcing him to lie on his back. She straddled his legs and

stared at his shocked expression, a mischievous grin working at her lips.

“I want to touch you, Chrysander,” she said softly. She placed her palms on the tops

of his thick legs and smoothed them slowly upward.

His eyes smoldered and sparked. “Then by all means, touch me, agape mou.”

With a little nervousness, she touched his male flesh, and he jerked in reaction.

Feeling a little bolder, she wrapped her fingers around the turgid length and stroked

lightly.

A groan worked from his throat, and she could see sweat beading on his brow. He

was beautiful. Hard, male, his strength rippled through his every muscle.

She leaned down and pressed a kiss to his taut abdomen and then worked her way up

to his flat nipples. A thin line of hair dusted his midline, and she ran her fingers over

it, liking the feel of it on her skin.



She knew what she wanted to do but was unsure of exactly how she would

accomplish it. He must have sensed her uncertainty and her hesitation, because he

reached down with his strong hands and grasped her hips.

He lifted her then eased her down over the length of his erection. She closed her eyes

as he slid inside her.

“You’re killing me, pedhaki mou,” he rasped. “God, it’s so good. You’re so sweet.”

Encouraged by the satisfaction and approval in his voice, she made love to him,

raining kisses over his chest as his hands helped guide the movements of her hips.

Her body trembled, and she knew she was nearing her release, but she wouldn’t

succumb until he went with her. He tensed beneath her, and suddenly his hands

tightened around her hips. He arched into her, and with a cry, the world exploded

around her.

She fell forward, but he caught her with gentle hands. He lowered her to his heaving

chest and stroked her hair as they struggled to catch their breaths.

He turned so that he could position her beside him, and he eased out of her body,

eliciting another soft moan from her. She cuddled against him, warm and replete.

“Was I any good?” she asked, her words muffled by his chest.

He shook with laughter then turned her face up so she could see him. “If you were

any better, you really would make me an old man before my time.”

“But did you like it?” she asked softly. “Or do you think I’m a brazen hussy now?”

He tweaked her on the nose then kissed the same spot. “I liked it very much. I liked it



so much that I might consider letting you go play in your garden again tomorrow.”

She rolled her eyes and yawned sleepily. He drew his finger down her cheek. “Sleep

now. I’ll wake you for dinner.”

“I don’t need a nap,” she grumbled, but she was already drifting off.

Not wanting to be entirely predictable, Marley forewent the garden the next day and

opted instead for the heated pool. She’d been eyeing it with longing since they’d

arrived, and thanks to boutiques only too willing to deliver to the island, she had a

simply decadent swimsuit she was dying to try out.As she pulled the skimpy suit on,

she realized that in essence she was trying to seduce Chrysander. Not that she hadn’t

already, but she was attempting to make him fall in love with her.

She frowned back at herself in the mirror. Wasn’t this backward? He was the one

with the memory. Shouldn’t he be trying to make her fall in love with him? She knew

she loved him but hadn’t said the words. Something had held her back, and now she

pondered what it was that made her unwilling to take that jump.

There was a hesitation about him that niggled at her, as though he wanted to keep a

certain amount of distance between them. She didn’t want that. She wanted him to

love her as she loved him.

She sighed. If only she could remember.

She wiggled a bit and readjusted the bikini until she was satisfied with the result. The

top cupped her small br**sts and did a remarkable job of making them seem more

impressive than they actually were. The bottom…She smiled as she turned at an

angle to view the back of the bikini. It wasn’t a thong…exactly, but it did draw

attention to her gently rounded bottom.



Straightening again, she smoothed a hand over the swell of her belly. Chrysander

seemed to enjoy her pregnancy. He touched and kissed her belly frequently and

seemed entranced by the mound. She hoped he’d find the suit, and her, sexy.

Recognizing that she was stalling, she reached for the silk robe and tugged it on. She

wanted no chance that someone else would see her in such a scandalous suit. This

was for Chrysander’s eyes only.

She slipped down the stairs and made it through the living room unseen. She walked

into the smaller room that housed the indoor portion of the pool and eyed the rippling

water with anticipation. Chrysander or no Chrysander, she was looking forward to a

swim.

Shedding the wrap, she tossed it over one of the loungers and walked to the edge of

the pool to dip her toe in. It was wonderfully warm. She moved to the steps and

carefully descended into the water.

Oh, it was marvelous. She swam toward the back glass enclosure that overlooked the

outdoor portion of the pool. She was tempted to duck under the divider and swim

outside, but the breeze would be cold on her damp skin.

She floated lazily on her back for a while then did a few laps, gliding underneath the

water for as long as she could hold her breath. She came up with a gasp and grabbed

on to the side of the pool. And then she saw a pair of leather loafers.

She glanced up to see Chrysander watching her, arms folded across his chest, a mock

scowl on his face. Even she could see that his lips were twitching suspiciously.

With an innocent blink, she smiled and offered a hello. He squatted down and put a

finger underneath her chin, nudging it upward.



“Enjoying yourself, pedhaki mou?”

“Very much,” she returned.

“And to think I was looking forward to hauling you out of your garden today,” he

murmured.

Her face heated as she recalled all that had happened yesterday when he’d done just

that. She extended her hand. “Help me out?”

He grasped her hand, and she reached to grip his wrist with her other hand at the

same time she planted her feet against the side of the pool and pulled with all her

might. He gave a shout of surprise as he toppled over and hit the water with a gigantic

splash.

He came up sputtering, and for a moment, she worried that he was truly angry. He

scowled ferociously at her before glancing down at his soaked clothing. Then he

started laughing.

Before he could think retaliation, and since she still wanted him to see her suit, she

swam over to the steps and exited the pool in slow, deliberate movements. She

glanced over her shoulder to see his mouth drop open as he viewed the back of her

suit.

When Marley reached the top, she turned so he could see her profile, and she heard

him suck in his breath. She turned away again and began walking toward where her

wrap was laying.

“Oh no you don’t, you little tease,” he growled.

She blinked at how quickly he got out of the pool. She gave a shriek of surprise when



he closed in on her then laughed when he gathered her into his arms and headed back

toward the pool.

“Chrysander, your clothes!”

“As if they matter now. You’ve quite ruined them.”

“I’m sorry.”

He laughed. “No, you’re not.” He bent down at the side of the pool and gently eased

her back into the water. Then he stood and fixed her with a glare. “You stay right

there.”

She giggled. Her laughter died in her throat, though, when he began peeling his

clothing off his body. First his shirt came off, revealing his muscular chest. Then he

kicked off his shoes and yanked off the soaked socks. When he reached for the fly of

his trousers, she blushed but couldn’t look away to save her life.
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The discernible bulge in his boxers as he stepped out of his pants told her that she’d

certainly been successful in her quest to make him a little crazy. But now she

wondered what exactly he’d do about it.

He hopped over the side, landing next to her with a minimal splash. Then he hauled

her against him, kissing her hungrily.

“That suit should be illegal,” he said as he worked his mouth down her neck.

“You don’t like it?” she asked innocently. “I could always get rid of it.”

“Oh, I like it,” he murmured. “I’m going to like taking it off of you even better.”

She broke loose and dove beneath the water, swimming away from him as fast as she

could. She surfaced after a short distance but didn’t immediately see him. She looked

down, too late, to see his glimmering body. He grabbed her legs and yanked her

underneath.

His lips closed over hers, and he propelled them both above the water. She wrapped

her arms around his neck and smiled up at him. “I suppose I’m going to have to take

back what I said about you being no fun.”

“It would seem so.”

“I wouldn’t object to you hauling me out of the pool and taking me upstairs,” she said

with pretended innocence.



He kissed her again, hot, breathless. His hands slid around her waist to cup her

bottom. He lifted her upward, and she latched her legs around his waist.

“Hold on to me, pedhaki mou,” he murmured. “I’m hauling you out of the pool right

now.”

He mounted the steps and carefully climbed out of the pool. As he neared one of the

loungers, she noticed that he’d brought two towels with him. Apparently he had

planned to come in all the while. She grinned impishly at him. He wasn’t so serious

all the time.

He put her down in one of the loungers then reached for a towel. He dried her hair

and her body, allowing his hands to linger in some of her most sensitive areas. He

touched and caressed until she was squirming in the chair.

“Now who’s teasing?” she said breathlessly.

He straddled the lounger and lowered his body to hers.

“Mmmm, you’re warm.”

“Are you cold?” he asked huskily. “I wonder what I can do to warm you.”

She pulled him closer, wrapping her arms around him. She threaded her fingers into

his wet hair and kissed him. A sound of contentment purred from her throat as he

returned her kiss with equal ardor.

His erection strained against her belly, hot, like steel. Warmth shot through her body,

leaving her flushed and aching. She wanted him. Wanted him so badly.

“Take me upstairs,” she whispered as his lips scorched down her neck and to the



swell of her breasts.

The sound of a door closing startled them both. Chrysander let out an oath as he

rolled away from Marley and yanked up a towel to cover her. Marley stiffened when

she saw Roslyn over Chrysander’s shoulder.

Her surprise turned to anger. The woman had barged in, intruded on their privacy

without so much as a call to let them know she was coming out to the island. They

hadn’t even heard the helicopter land, but then they’d been occupied with other

matters.

“What are you doing here?” Chrysander said icily.

“I’m sorry to interrupt, Mr. Anetakis,” Roslyn said, though her expression said she

was anything but. Her gaze skimmed Marley in triumph, but the look was gone when

she turned her attention back to Chrysander. “There were several things that needed

your attention, and I thought it best to see to them personally rather than rely on the

phone or e-mail.”

“They certainly haven’t failed in the past,” Chrysander said stiffly. “If you’ll excuse

us, I think perhaps it would be better for you to wait in my office.”

“Yes, of course, Mr. Anetakis. Again, my apologies for the disturbance.”

Marley shivered, this time the chill setting in deep. The woman had impeccable

timing.

“I’m sorry,” Chrysander said as he helped her from the lounger. He wrapped the

towel around her shivering body and tucked her against his side. “I’ll take you

upstairs so you can change into something warmer. This shouldn’t take but a

moment, and then I’ll return.”



Marley nodded, but for her, the moment was ruined. Gone was Chrysander’s fun-

loving mood. The passion that had sizzled between them just minutes ago was now a

cold blanket thrown by his trusty assistant.

He took her upstairs and ushered her into the shower. When she stepped out, he’d

already dressed and gone back downstairs. With an unhappy sigh, she gathered the

towel around her and sat down on the edge of the bed.

Chrysander entered his office, irritation replacing his earlier good mood. He stared

hard at Roslyn, who stood to the side. “I do not appreciate this intrusion,” he said

crisply. “There was no call, no warning, no permission asked to come out to the

island.”Roslyn paled and her eyes widened.

“This is my private living area, and as such, you do not have free rein as you do in

my business settings. Are we understood?”

“Yes, sir,” she said stiffly.

“Now, what was so important that it didn’t warrant a phone call?” he demanded.

“I’ve discovered that another design was stolen,” she said softly.

“What?” Curses spilled from his lips, and it took a moment for him to realize he was

speaking in Greek, and Roslyn didn’t understand a word of it. He shook his head and

put both hands down on his desk. “What design? Tell me everything.”

Roslyn’s expression hardened. “It’s an older one, a design you discarded. It was the

original plan for the Rio de Janeiro hotel. But still, she must have sold it to Marcelli

with the others, because his hotel going up in Rome bears a remarkable likeness. I

saw the proofs myself just two days ago.”



Rage burned like acid in Chrysander’s veins. “Do my brothers know of this yet?”

Roslyn shook her head. “I thought you would want to tell them.”

He nodded and closed his eyes as he turned to look out the window to the beach.

Every time he thought he had come to terms with Marley’s betrayal, the past came

back to haunt him. As much as he wanted to forget, to move on, to put the past

behind them, it always came back, insidious and unrelenting.

He struggled to remember how Marley could have gotten access to the hotel plans.

He certainly hadn’t guarded himself at home. As careful as he was in the office and in

all other aspects of his life, he’d been relaxed and free with her, never thinking to

protect his interests from her.

How could he build a life with her when he could never trust her? Was he a fool for

building a temporary relationship when it would all come tumbling down the minute

she remembered? When she’d have to face the sins she’d committed and reap the

consequences of her betrayal?

Through it all, he could only remember one thing. The way she’d looked the night

he’d confronted her in their apartment. The absolute shock and horror on her face.

Could anyone fake such a reaction that well?

For the first time, he took a long, hard look at the woman she’d been during their time

together before her abduction and the woman she’d been since. There was no marked

difference. The only inconsistency was her betrayal.

“Chrysander.” Roslyn spoke up in a soft voice.

His eyes narrowed at her use of his name. It was not something he ever tolerated from

his employees, though he wasn’t sure why it bothered him coming from someone he



had worked closely with for some time.

“You won’t allow her to do it again, will you?”

He turned around to face her. “No, it won’t happen again,” he said tightly, anger

creeping up his spine. His anger wasn’t totally at Marley. For some reason, it rankled

that Roslyn would think to warn him away from Marley.

Roslyn looked uncomfortable. “I just hope she doesn’t ruin things for you with this

hotel deal. Not again. It’s too important.”

“I don’t think that’s any of your concern. I will handle Marley.”

She flinched at his tone. “I apologize. This company, this job, is very important to

me. I’ve worked hard for you, sir. I worked hard on the Paris deal.”

Chrysander let go of some of his anger and blew out a sigh. She had worked hard,

and he could see why she would harbor some anger toward Marley even if he

wouldn’t tolerate it. Even if he didn’t feel she was justified in that anger. That

thought struck him hard, because it meant on some level he didn’t believe Marley

capable of her crime.

“I appreciate your concern, Roslyn. However, it is not your business. If that is all you

wanted, then I’ll call for the helicopter to return you to the mainland.”

She looked as though she would protest, but then she nodded.

Thirty minutes later, Chrysander escorted her out to the helipad, and as soon as the

helicopter lifted off, he turned and strode back into the house.

His anger and uncertainty evaporated when he entered the bedroom and found Marley



sitting on the bed, wrapped only in a towel, her expression sad and distant.

He knelt in front of her and touched her cheek. “What is it, agape mou? Are you all

right?”

She smiled, though it didn’t reach her eyes. Her beautiful blue eyes that had sparkled

just a short time ago with laughter. He wanted them to sparkle again. He wanted that

stolen moment at the pool back. Before Roslyn had arrived and given him news that

could very well change everything between him and Marley. Again.

“I’m in an impossible situation,” she confessed.

His brow wrinkled in confusion. He didn’t like the sadness in her tone. The

resignation.

“What do you mean?” he asked softly as he trailed a finger down the silken curve of

her cheek.

She looked into his eyes. “I don’t like the way she has free rein in our lives. This is

our home. We should be able to make love, have fun together, without fear of being

caught in a compromising situation by a stranger. But if I voice this, if I say I don’t

like her and I don’t want her here, it makes me a catty bitch. There is no way for me

to come out the winner and every way for me to be the loser in this.”

She looked down for a moment then stared back up at him, emotion shimmering in

her eyes. “I don’t like the way you back away from me every time she appears. She

sweeps in on some pretext of business, then she leaves and you become distant. The

last weeks have been so utterly wonderful, and now she barges in and I can already

feel you pulling away from me. I don’t know that I can bear it.”

Tears pooled in her eyes, and he was struck speechless, for what she said, all of it,



was completely true. He hadn’t realized how it would look to her, had thought he’d

hidden the conflicting emotions he experienced when reminded of the fact she’d

stolen from him, lied to him, betrayed him.

He raised one of her hands to his mouth and pressed it firmly to his lips. “I’m sorry,

agape mou. I’m sorry her presence has bothered you and that I’ve ignored it. It won’t

happen again. I’ve already informed her that under no condition is she to just arrive

here without at least phoning.”

“I could stand her presence. I won’t lie and say I like the woman, but I could tolerate

her. What I cannot bear is the way you pull away from me every time she appears.

Without any memories to bolster my confidence, I have nothing to point to and say,

Marley, you’re being ridiculous. Of course there’s nothing going on between him and

his assistant.”

His mouth fell open in surprise. “You think I’m having an affair with her?” He

couldn’t control the shudder of distaste that rolled down his spine.

She shook her head emphatically. “Oh, I’ve made a mess of this. I’m only trying to

say that for me, this is all new. Our relationship is new. I can’t remember our time

together before, so in essence, we’re building new, starting all over. I can’t help the

insecurity I feel when I look at her and know she’s trying to undermine our

relationship.”

He gathered her in his arms, having no idea what to say to her. He couldn’t very well

deny that Roslyn probably did want to keep him from Marley. She knew Marley had

stolen from the company, a company that Roslyn was devoted to and had put in a lot

of long hours for in preparing the deal that had disappeared along with the plans for

the Paris hotel. And now he’d learned that yet another of the Anetakis designs would

be going up under the Marcelli name. No matter it was one he’d discarded. Marley

couldn’t have known that at the time.



What an impossible situation. Surprising to him was the anger that Roslyn’s words

had caused. His first reaction had been to defend Marley and to chastise Roslyn for

speaking out against Marley. But how could he when Roslyn was right?

All he knew was that he didn’t want Marley to hurt. As stupid as that sounded given

the hurt she’d caused him, he wanted to wipe away the sadness in her eyes. While he

couldn’t do anything to erase the past, what he could do was make sure that Roslyn

wasn’t a source of contention between them. He would honor Marley’s wishes in this,

for they mirrored his own. He didn’t want anything to come between them here on

the island. Roslyn wouldn’t return.

Eleven

C hrysander hung up the phone with a grimace and leaned back in his leather chair.

He put his hands behind his head and stared up at the ceiling.

He had to return to New York. Piers had called him with the news just moments ago,

and Chrysander greeted the fact with a discomfort that was alien to him. Worse, he’d

had to inform Piers and Theron that another of their designs had been stolen. They

were understandably furious. With Marley. How would they react when they learned

he had every intention of marrying her as soon as possible?He was torn between

wanting Marley to go with him and wanting to keep her sheltered here on the island.

Away from any chance she might remember. Away from the judgment and animosity

of his brothers.



Page 16

Source Creation Date: June 30, 2025, 9:55 am

The beginnings of a headache plagued him as he considered the selfishness of that

particular thought. He knew, though, that when she remembered, and the doctors had

assured him she would, things would irrevocably change between them.

He should still be furious with her, and he should be working to maintain distance

between them, but she’d chipped away his resistance during their time on the island.

As much as it shamed him, it no longer mattered to him that she’d lied, that she’d

stolen from him and his brothers. He wanted things to remain as they were, and if she

remembered, then they would be forced to face the events of the past.

And he’d likely lose her.

It bothered him more than it should. She was pregnant with his child, he told himself,

and that should be reason enough not to want things to sour between them.

His time here with Marley had brought him back to the times they’d spent together

before the night he’d discovered her betrayal. He hadn’t really appreciated her before.

He’d taken her and her presence in his life for granted, but now he knew how much

he’d liked having her there when he returned from business.

She was fun and carefree. Gentle and loving. All the things he’d wish for in the

mother of his child.

But she’d betrayed him. It always came back to that even as he wanted to forget it.

“Chrysander?”



He looked up on hearing his softly spoken name to see Marley standing in the

doorway, her hand resting on the frame as she peered in. He shook himself from his

grim thoughts and hoped his expression wasn’t as brooding as he felt. Things had

been strained and tense between them since Roslyn had come to the island. A fact he

regretted but was unable to fully remedy when he still carried his own doubts and

uncertainties where Marley was concerned.

“What is it, pedhaki mou?”

“Are you all right?” She let her hand fall and started forward, her steps hesitant.

He guessed he did look brooding.

“Come here,” he said, holding out his hand to her as she neared. He pulled her down

onto his lap, suddenly wanting her close. “I have to return to New York.”

A shadow crossed over her face. “When?”

“In the morning. My brother called, and a dignitary we are courting for a hotel project

is going to be at a reception at our New York hotel. Piers and Theron thought to

handle it, but the man wished to meet with all three of us. It’s something I cannot

miss, I’m afraid.”

She looked disappointed, and even as the uneasiness over her going back to New

York lingered in his mind, he found himself saying, “You could go with me.”

Her eyes lightened. “I wouldn’t be in the way?”

He frowned. “You are never in the way, agape mou. This would be good, I think. We

could announce our wedding plans. My brothers will want to meet you,” he said,

warming to the subject. “We could even be married in New York with my family



around us and then return here.”

In his mind, the sooner they married, the better.

“I’ll arrange for Dr. Karounis to return to Athens. I don’t think we need him any

longer.”

Her smile broadened. “And Patrice? Not that I don’t love her, but she and Dr.

Karounis seem to have gotten along extremely well. Maybe she’d like to take a trip to

Athens.”

“I’ll extend the offer,” he said with a smile.

“Then yes, I’d love to go.” She threw her arms around him and kissed him

exuberantly on the lips. Before he could deepen the kiss, she scrambled off his lap. “I

have to go pack!”

He chuckled and caught her hand. “You have plenty of time.”

But still she hurried away, and he stared after her, long after she’d disappeared

through the doorway. He should feel relieved that soon they’d be married, and she’d

be bound to him, but he couldn’t dispel the uneasy feeling that gripped him.

Chrysander’s jet touched down in New York in the late afternoon, and a limousine

was waiting for them when they stepped off the plane. A tall, formidable-looking

man stood by the car, and as they drew closer, Marley could see a strong resemblance

between him and Chrysander.“Theron,” Chrysander called out. “I did not expect you

to meet us. This is a surprise.”

Theron gave a half smile. “Can I not greet my brother?”



Chrysander put an arm around Marley’s waist and drew her forward. “Theron, this is

Marley. Marley, this is my younger brother Theron.”

She smiled. “I’m very glad to meet you.”

His gaze flickered impassively over her, and he didn’t return her smile. Slowly hers

faded as she read the unwelcoming look on his face. Instinctively, she shrank into

Chrysander.

Then Theron’s gaze dropped to the hand on which she wore the engagement ring, and

he outright frowned. He stared back up at Chrysander, his jaw tight.

“You will be courteous,” Chrysander said in a very low tone. Even so, she could hear

the bite in his voice.

“I’m pleased to meet you,” Theron said stiffly, though his body language said just the

opposite. He turned on his heel and walked toward another car parked a short

distance away.

Marley looked up at Chrysander in bewilderment. “What was that all about?”

“It is nothing, pedhaki mou. I am sorry he was rude. It won’t happen again.”

“But why was he rude?” His behavior baffled Marley. And then another thought

occurred to her. “Have we met before? Of course we would have. He’s your brother.

Did I do something to offend him in the past? Has he always disliked me?”

Chrysander ushered her into the car and slid in beside her. “No, you haven’t met

before. You needn’t worry that you’ve done anything. It’s just Theron’s way.” He

sounded a bit strangled, and her gaze narrowed at what she thought must be a lie.



When his cell phone rang, he lunged for it in his haste to answer. She put her lips

together and seethed in silence. Something didn’t add up. Why would his brother

dislike her so intensely on sight? And for that matter, why had she never met him

before? It couldn’t be normal for her not to have met the family of the man she was

going to marry, the father of her child.

She leaned back against the seat and blew out her breath in frustration. While in New

York, she fully intended to seek answers and maybe try to dislodge the block that

seemed permanently embedded in her mind. There had to be some way to break her

memories free. And if there was, she was going to find it. Preferably before she got

married.

Yet more was in store when they reached the penthouse. She very nearly growled her

frustration when the lift opened and she caught sight of Roslyn. Was she doomed to

find this woman in her home at every turn?

Roslyn smiled warmly in greeting, and Marley did not miss that it extended only to

Chrysander. She stood beside him while his assistant outlined the schedule of

meetings, phone calls he needed to return and contracts that needed his attention. She

wouldn’t retreat this time and allow Roslyn any victory, implied or otherwise.

Roslyn spoke in low, sultry tones and touched Chrysander’s arm frequently. She

laughed huskily at something he said, all the while overtly ignoring Marley’s

presence. The woman had brass. Marley had to admit that. If she weren’t pregnant,

she’d give serious consideration to throwing the woman out of the penthouse on her

ear.

It was good as fantasies went, but Chrysander would be horrified. She sighed even as

the image of the beautifully coiffed woman banned from the apartment cheered her

considerably.



Finally, Roslyn made to leave, and Marley’s shoulders sagged in relief. But as the

elevator opened to admit her, another man, also bearing a strong resemblance to

Chrysander strode off.

She wanted to ask Chrysander just how many people had access to their private

quarters but bit her lip.

“It would seem our apartment is a revolving door today,” Chrysander said dryly, and

Marley wondered if he’d read her mind.

While Theron’s disapproval of her might have been more subtle, there was nothing

left to imagine about this man’s opinion of her. He scowled openly even as

Chrysander introduced him to her as his brother Piers.

“A word if you don’t mind, Chrysander,” Piers said, his jaw clenched tight.

“Don’t let me interrupt,” Marley said. She turned and walked toward the bedroom,

having had enough of the chilly reception she’d received.

Even as she closed the door, she could hear raised voices and Chrysander’s angry

tone. She hesitated a moment, wondering if she should listen to their conversation.

Would she want to hear what they were saying? With a sigh, she turned to survey the

room that Chrysander had given her upon her release from the hospital.

Not knowing what else to do, she slipped out of her shoes and sat down on the bed.

The trip hadn’t been tiring, but sliding under the covers and hiding appealed to her.

Her head was beginning to ache from tension, and if she could just get away for a few

minutes, she might feel better. And maybe when she woke, there wouldn’t be anyone

in their apartment anymore.

When she did wake, she was in a different bed. She blinked the sleep-induced fog



away and realized that she was in Chrysander’s bedroom. She stretched and was glad

not to feel the pressure in her head any longer.She sat up and saw Chrysander

standing across the room looking at her. For some reason, she felt unsure of herself in

that moment.

“I must have been more tired than I realized,” she said lightly. “I didn’t even wake

when you moved me.”

“You will sleep in our room, in our bed.”

She blinked. “Well, okay. I just didn’t think. That was the room I had before.”

He closed the distance between them and sat down on the bed next to her. “Your

place is here. With me.”

She cocked her head. She had the distinct impression he wasn’t just speaking to the

fact that she’d gone to bed in another room. It was almost as though he was

convincing himself, and others, that she belonged with him.

“Your brothers don’t approve of me,” she said quietly.

His face became a stone. “My brothers have no say in our relationship. I will

announce our forthcoming marriage at the reception two nights from now, and we’ll

marry in a week.”

And that was that, she thought. The law laid down by Chrysander Anetakis.

He leaned down to kiss her. “Why don’t you dress? We’ll go out for a nice dinner.”

“Lobster?” she asked hopefully then realized what she’d said. Her eyes widened in

excitement. “Lobster! Chrysander, I remember that lobster is my favorite.”



He smiled tightly and kissed her again. “So it is, pedhaki mou. I used to have it

delivered here, and we’d sit na**d on the bed to eat it.”

She flushed to the roots of her hair but had to admit the image was appealing.

Chrysander helped her up, and she went into the bathroom to shower and change.

Thirty minutes later, Chrysander escorted her down the elevator and out to the

waiting car.

He took her to an elegant restaurant, and they sat in an intimate corner set away from

the main dining area. The lighting was low, and it reminded her of Christmas. A

warm feeling of nostalgia took hold as she recalled how very much she loved the

holiday season.

In another month, decorations would be going up, and many of the shops and

restaurants would twinkle with lights and holly. She smiled dreamily as she imagined

spending Christmas with Chrysander.

“You look lost in thought, agape mou. With such a sweet smile on your face, I can

only hope that I am what is occupying your thoughts.”

She looked across the table to see Chrysander studying her, his bronze skin

illuminated by soft candlelight. “I was imagining spending Christmas with you. I was

remembering how much I love the holidays.”

“Your memories seem to be coming back,” he said, though there was no joy in his

tone.

Her lips twisted into a rueful smile. “Not very quickly, I’m afraid. Just a snippet here

and there, and it’s more of an awareness, not a true memory.”

“It will come. You must be patient.”



She nodded, but she could feel the frustration creeping over her. Determined not to let

the evening go the way the rest of the day had, she forced herself to relax and enjoy

the wonderful meal and being with Chrysander. With no interruptions from family

members or personal assistants.

“Would you like to go shopping tomorrow?” Chrysander asked.

She blinked in surprise at the sudden change in topic.

“I have a meeting first thing, but then we could eat lunch together and shop for the

things you will need for the reception we will be attending. You could also look for a

wedding dress.”

She couldn’t wrap her brain around the image of Chrysander shopping, and she was

sure no amount of searching her memory would find one. He simply wasn’t a man to

do such a thing.

“Are you sure you want me there?”

He cocked one eyebrow. “As I plan to announce our upcoming wedding, it would be

strange if you weren’t. Unless you have no wish to go.”

“No, that isn’t it at all. I’d love to go. I just wasn’t sure….” She trailed off,

determined not to dig her hole any deeper.

“Then it is settled. We’ll go out shopping tomorrow after I’ve fed you properly.”

She grinned. “You make me sound like a pet.”

A slow, sexy smile curved his mouth. “I like the sound of you being my pet. My own

personal, pampered pet,” he purred.



Heat sizzled through her body like an electric current. She swallowed and took a sip

of her water in an attempt to assuage the tingling warmth.

Then he laughed, and the sound sent a flutter of awareness over her nerves. “You like

the idea, too, I see.”
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She blushed and ducked her head. “I like the idea of being your anything,” she said

honestly.

He reached across the table and tugged her fingers into his hand. “You are mine,

agape mou. That is what you are.”

“Then take me home and make love to me,” she whispered.

Twelve

T he next morning, Chrysander left their bed early. He kissed her softly on the brow

and told her he would come for her at noon. Marley yawned sleepily, murmured her

goodbye and turned over to go back to sleep. His soft chuckle echoed in her ears as

she drifted off.

When she woke again, she squinted against the sunlight and glanced over at the

clock. She still had hours until her lunch date with Chrysander, and she had no desire

to spend them sitting around the apartment.With so many of Chrysander’s security

men milling about, surely one of them would have access to transportation. She could

commandeer one of them and go out on her own a bit, though she had no idea where

she’d go exactly.

And then another thought occurred to her. With Chrysander being such a stickler for

tight security, she doubted she’d gone anywhere without it in the time they were

together. If that was the case, then surely one of them would have an idea of the

places she’d visited and the things she liked to do.



Considerably cheered by that realization, she hurried into the shower. Thirty minutes

later, she rode the elevator down to the lobby and got off. She could see a burly-

looking man standing by the door and recognized him as the man Chrysander called

Stavros.

He snapped to attention when he saw her walking toward him.

“Miss Jameson,” he said in a heavy Greek accent. “Is there something I can do for

you?”

She noticed the way he subtly moved to bar the door so she could not exit and nearly

laughed.

“I’m sure Chrysander has told you that I…that I’ve lost my memory.”

He nodded, and his expression softened.

“What I was wondering is if you could tell me whether or not I had security assigned

to me before my accident.”

“I personally saw to your protection,” Stavros said.

“Oh, good! Then maybe you can help me. I’d like to go out, but I don’t really know

where. I mean, I don’t know what places I liked to go, and since you no doubt

followed me everywhere I went, maybe you could take me to some of those places

today.”

He paused for a moment as if considering her request. Then he dug out a cell phone

from his pocket, punched a button and stuck the phone to his ear. He spoke rapidly in

Greek, nodded a few times then extended the receiver to her.



“Mr. Anetakis would like to speak to you.”

“Oh, for heaven’s sake,” she huffed as she took it. “You didn’t waste any time ratting

me out, did you?” She stared accusingly at Stavros, who didn’t look the least bit

apologetic.

Chrysander laughed in her ear. “What sort of trouble are you causing, agape mou?”

She sighed a little ridiculously. After that first awkward time he’d murmured the

endearment, he’d used it with increasing frequency. It turned her to mush every time

it slid over her ears, warm and vibrant.

“I wanted to go out for a while. I’ll be back in time for our lunch, I promise.”

“Enjoy your morning, but be careful and don’t overexert yourself. If you find you’re

running late, have Stavros call me, and I can meet you for lunch so you don’t have to

return to the apartment.”

She smiled and murmured her agreement. They rang off, and she handed the phone

back to Stavros. “You and I need to have a conversation about tattling.”

He didn’t bat an eyelash. “I assure you, Miss Jameson, we’ve had such conversations

in the past.”

She grinned and then watched as Stavros put a hand to the small earpiece he wore and

barked out several orders in Greek.

Within moments a car rolled around the front, and yet another security man got out to

open the door for her. Stavros ushered her out of the building and settled her

comfortably in the vehicle before he and the other man took seats in the front.



The privacy glass between the front and backseats lowered, and Stavros turned to

look at her over his shoulder.

“Where would you like to go, Miss Jameson?”

“I don’t know,” she said with a laugh. “Can you give me a tour of some of the places

I used to go?”

He nodded, and they drove onto the busy New York streets.

Their first stop was a small coffee shop a few blocks away from the apartment. It was

clear that Stavros hadn’t expected her to want to get out, because when she made the

intention known, his lips drew into a disapproving line. Still, he and the other man

with him escorted her inside the small café.

It was cozy and brimming with conversation and laughter. It felt inviting, and she

could well see herself in a place like this. But it didn’t spark any memories. With a

sigh, she turned and told Stavros she was ready to leave.

Next they pulled up to a small market, and she looked at Stavros in surprise.

“You liked to cook for Mr. Anetakis, particularly when he’d been out of the country

for an extended period of time. We would come here to shop for the necessary

ingredients. Then you’d make me carry back all the sacks,” he added with a small

smile.

“Was I so very trying?” she teased.

“It was my pleasure to accompany you on your outings,” Stavros said.

“Why, it sounds like you like me.” She grinned up at the burly man, trying to gain



any sort of recognition, some flicker that maybe they’d bantered like this in the past.

“Where to next?”

They visited a library and a small art shop, and while she could see herself in those

places, she recalled nothing. When the car rolled to a stop in front of a park, for a

moment panic quivered in her stomach.

“Are you all right?” Stavros demanded.

She looked up to see him standing at the open door, waiting for her to climb out.

“Maybe we should return now. It’s nearly time for your lunch with Mr. Anetakis.”

“No,” she said as she hastened out of the car. No, she wanted to be here. Needed to be

here. Something about this place had caused a tremor in her mind even if it was

uncomfortable.

She walked down the pathway and gathered her coat tighter around her. In truth, it

wasn’t that cold. The afternoon sun shone warmly, but she felt a chill, one that

reached far inside her.

Behind her, Stavros and his second flanked her, and she had the brief thought that she

appeared far more important than she was. Her gaze locked on to a stone bench that

overlooked a statue, and she moved toward it, not sure why she was so drawn by it.

Marley sat down and spread her hands over the cool stone. She stared ahead and felt a

glimmer of sadness. It made no sense, but she knew she had sat here before, and she

knew that she had felt fear. Uncertainty.

She raised her hands to cup her face and leaned over, huddled on the bench. It was

there, just out of reach, so close she could feel the heavy weight of sadness, of



indecision.

A hand touched her shoulder, and Stavros’s concerned voice reached her. “Are you

all right? Do I need to call Mr. Anetakis? Perhaps I should take you to the hospital.”

She shook her head and looked up. “No. I’m fine. It’s just that I’ve been here before.

I can feel it.”

Stavros nodded, though the concern didn’t leave his eyes. “You often said this was

your thinking spot.”

“It would appear I had a lot to think about,” she murmured.

He checked his watch. “Let me call Mr. Anetakis and tell him to meet us at the

restaurant. By the time we return to the apartment, you could already be eating.”

She didn’t object when he gently helped her up, and instead of walking just behind

her, he held her elbow as they walked back to the car.

“Stavros, please don’t concern Chrysander,” she said as he put her into the car. “He’ll

have me back at the apartment in bed.”

“Which is perhaps where you should be,” Stavros said.

She made a face. “You’re seriously no fun. I’m supposed to go shopping. For a

wedding dress no less. I can’t very well do that if I’m in bed.”

Stavros looked to be fighting a smile as he closed the door. A moment later, the

privacy glass slid down and Stavros turned to look at her. “If Mr. Anetakis asks, I’ll

simply say we had a quiet day on the town.”



“I knew there was a reason I liked you,” she said cheekily, her good spirits restored.

When they arrived at the restaurant, Chrysander met them at the car and promptly

dismissed Stavros, saying he would have his driver take him and Marley home when

they were through shopping.

Over lunch, Chrysander asked how her morning had gone, and she explained about

all the places Stavros had taken her. But when she asked him about his morning, he

grew silent and vague.

Not wanting to cast a pall over the day, she swiftly changed the topic to their

shopping.

“Exactly how fancy is this reception we’re attending?” she asked as she savored

another bite of the rich pasta.

He quirked one eyebrow. “That depends on your definition of fancy.”

“Oh, then I can wear my blue jeans and maternity top,” she said sweetly.

He laughed. “While I certainly would not object to you wearing your blue jeans, I do

not want others seeing you in something that cups your bottom so lovingly.”

“Am I supposed to dress up then?” she asked with a sigh.

“Don’t concern yourself with it, pedhaki mou. I will choose the perfect dress for

you.”

“I won’t wear high heels,” she said resolutely. “There is no way I’m waddling around

on toothpicks.”



“Of course not,” he said in a tone that suggested she was crazy for even mentioning

it. “I’m certain it’s not advisable for a pregnant woman to put herself through such

torture. What if you fell?”

“Maybe I could go barefooted,” she said mischievously.

He laughed. “And maybe I should stick to a plan of keeping you at home solidly

under lock and key.”

She swallowed the last bite of her pasta and reluctantly pushed the plate away. “That

was so wonderful, and I ate far too much.”

“You need to gain some weight. You are too slight as it is. It is good that you ate

well.”

“And if I eat any more, I won’t fit into whatever dress you plan on buying me.” She

glanced down at her rounded belly. “Do they make ultra-chic wear for pregnant

women?”

Chrysander gave her a patient look. “Trust me, Marley. We will find you something

suitable.”

“Just how do you know so darn much about buying dresses anyway?” she grumbled

as he took her out to his waiting car.

“Surely you don’t expect me to answer that?” he said with barely suppressed

amusement.

She shot him a withering look and settled into the car.

As it turned out, he did indeed have a skill for choosing the perfect dress. He nailed it



with the second one she tried on. White silk in a very simple design. It had spaghetti

straps with a conservative bodice, and the material hugged her belly, drawing

attention to the soft mound.

“It makes me look…well, very pregnant,” she said as she turned to allow Chrysander

to look.

“You look absolutely exquisite,” he murmured. “I think every pregnant woman

should like to look as you do right now.”

The appreciation in his eyes sold her on the dress. She had no desire to look any

further. It was carefully wrapped and set aside along with the low-heeled shoes that

she had chosen.

“Tell me, agape mou, do you want a traditional wedding dress?”

She pursed her lips then shook her head. “No, I’d prefer something simpler, I think.”

The saleslady set several really gorgeous selections in front of them, and Marley

watched Chrysander closely for his reaction.

She fell in love with a peach-colored gown that scraped the floor and fell in soft

waves from her waist. It accentuated her pregnancy in such a way that she truly felt

beautiful and feminine. It was clear by the look on his face that Chrysander agreed.

To her surprise, instead of returning to the car, he walked her next door to a jeweler

and proceeded to choose a stunning set of diamond earrings and a matching necklace

to go with her wedding dress. Already speechless, she was reduced to a mere croak

when he next selected a sapphire necklace and earrings that he suggested she wear

with the white silk dress to the reception.



“They will look beautiful with your eyes, agape mou,” he murmured next to her ear.

“And later, I’d love nothing more than to see you in these jewels and nothing else.”

Her face exploded in heat, and she looked around to make sure no one could see her

furious blushing.

“You spoil me, Chrysander,” she said as they left the jewelry store.

“It is my right to spoil my woman,” he said with a shrug.

“I find I quite like it,” she said with a smile.

“That is good, because it would be a shame for you not to enjoy something I intend to

be doing a lot of.”

Impulsively, she scooted against him in the seat and kissed him full on the lips. A

staggered breath escaped him as his hands went out to grip her arms. Her cheek slid

down his until she nuzzled against his neck and she hugged him tightly.

“Thank you for today. I had so much fun.”

His hand went to her hair and stroked softly as he hugged her back with his other

arm. “You are quite welcome.”

She raised her head and started to move away, but Chrysander held her fast against

him.

“Am I a good cook?” she asked, cocking her head at him.

His face registered surprise. “I’m sorry?”
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“Cook. Stavros informed me that I liked to cook for you and frequently went to the

market for ingredients. I wondered if I was any good at it.”

A peculiar expression lit his face. “That’s right. You did. I hadn’t thought about it in

a while, but yes, you did often cook a meal for me on my first night home.”

“Were you gone very often?” she asked.

He paused for a moment then slowly nodded. “I’m afraid I was. I was often out of the

country on business. Sometimes we went weeks without seeing each other.”

“I can’t imagine it,” she said softly. “I missed you in just the few hours we were apart

this morning.”

He kissed her again. “And I missed you, pedhaki mou.”

She settled against his side as they continued the ride home. She was a bit tired, but

there was no way she’d tell him that. The day had been nearly perfect, and they still

had the evening together.

Thirteen

M arley fidgeted and tugged at her dress as she surveyed her appearance in the

mirror. Sapphires glinted from both ears, and the matching necklace lay against the

skin of her neck.

“You look beautiful, agape mou.”She turned to see Chrysander behind her. She



sucked in her breath as she took in his appearance. The excellently tailored black suit

fit him to perfection, drawing attention to his muscular build. The white shirt

contrasted with his bronze skin, dark hair and golden eyes, and quite frankly, she felt

like drooling.

“So do you,” she finally managed.

He chuckled and walked toward her. “Beautiful? Surely you can do better than that.”

“Gorgeous? Devastatingly handsome? So good-looking that I’m tempted to fall on

you and tear your clothes off?”

“I like the way you think.”

“I wasn’t joking,” she muttered.

“Are you ready? The car is waiting for us below.”

She took a deep breath and twisted her engagement ring around her finger with the

pad of her thumb. “As ready as I’ll ever be.”

He reached for her hand and tugged her into his arms. “It won’t be so bad. I will be

with you the whole night.”

She reached up on tiptoe to kiss him. “I’m a coward. I fully admit it.”

He took his time exploring her lips, moving with a sensual thoroughness that left her

weak and breathless. When they drew apart, she could see he was as affected as she

was.

“I think we should leave now,” he said hoarsely. “Otherwise we won’t be going



anywhere for a very long time.”

They rode to the hotel, and Marley could see several limousines lining the circular

drive outside the main entrance as they pulled up. She swallowed nervously as she

saw the glitz and glamour of the people stepping from the cars and entering the hotel.

She suddenly felt underdressed and unprepared.

When they reached the front entrance, the doors were opened and Chrysander stepped

out, extending his hand to help her from the car. He tucked her arm securely

underneath his, and they walked inside the hotel.

Butterflies performed a rendition of the River Dance in her stomach as they entered

the large ballroom. A jazz band played softly from a small stage at the back of the

room. Waiters circled with trays of wine and champagne while others offered a

selection of hors d’oeuvres.

Chrysander murmured to one of the waiters as he took a glass of wine from the tray,

and a few moments later, he returned with a glass of mineral water for Marley.

As she scanned the room, glass in hand, she mentally groaned as she saw Theron and

Piers and then Roslyn. While she knew they’d be in attendance, she’d truly hoped to

avoid them as much as possible. That wasn’t going to happen, she mused as she saw

Theron start across the room toward Chrysander.

Her first reaction was to excuse herself to the ladies’ room, but Chrysander’s grip

tightened on her fingers as though he knew of her impending flight.

“Chrysander,” Theron said by way of greeting. His gaze skimmed quickly over

Marley, and he offered the briefest of nods. At least it wasn’t a full-blown snub, nor

did he scowl at her.



She listened as the two exchanged pleasantries, and then Theron gestured toward

Piers and a distinguished older gentleman who was standing beside him. She hung

back as Chrysander started toward his brother, but he tugged her along with him, and

her dread increased.

Piers frowned when she and Chrysander approached. The older gentleman smiled

broadly and uttered a polite greeting to Chrysander. A woman Marley assumed was

his wife also offered an enthusiastic hello from his side.

Chrysander urged her forward. “Senhor and Senhora Vasquez, I’d like you both to

meet Marley Jameson. Marley, this is Senhor Vasquez and his wife. They’re here

from Brazil on business.”

Marley smiled and exchanged pleasantries with the older couple then relaxed against

Chrysander. Piers was being polite, and Theron had joined the group minus the

complete indifference he’d shown in her presence a moment earlier. Maybe she could

endure the evening after all.

Chrysander reached down and squeezed her hand, and then he faced the others, odd

tension on his face. “Marley has agreed to be my wife. We plan to marry while we’re

here in New York. We’d be honored if you all could attend.”

A gasp sounded behind Chrysander, and Marley whirled around to see Roslyn

standing a few feet away, shock reflected on her face. She recovered quickly, but not

quick enough for Marley to wonder what she could possibly have found so shocking

about the announcement. As she turned and looked at the others, only the Vasquezes

looked congratulatory over the news.

Piers’s and Theron’s expressions both mirrored Roslyn’s shock. Then their surprise

turned to outright distaste. Chrysander shot them warning looks, but Marley was at a

complete loss. She trembled against Chrysander, and his grip tightened on her hand



as if he understood her desire to flee.

How could their engagement possibly be news? They were engaged before her

accident, and yet everyone acted as though it was a recent development. An

unpleasant one at that.

After the obligatory well wishes from the Vasquezes and more from a few people

nearby who’d overheard, the conversation switched to more mundane topics. Marley

remained silent, numb to the talk around her. Chrysander loosened his hold on her

hand, but he slid his arm around her waist and anchored her firmly against him. There

was no escaping, no matter how much she might wish it.

The conversation turned to the possible building of a hotel in Rio de Janeiro, and

while Marley remained silent, only observing the others, Chrysander’s arm never

strayed from around her waist.

As the evening wore on, more people offered their congratulations on the upcoming

wedding, and soon the room buzzed with the news. The constant smile Marley wore

was starting to wear on her. As if sensing her strain, Chrysander whirled her onto the

dance floor as a slow jazz song floated melodiously in the air.

She sighed as she melted into his arms. “Thanks. I needed that.”

He smiled and leaned down to nibble at the corner of her mouth. “You are the most

beautiful woman in the room. The men all look at you with lust in their eyes, and it’s

enough to make me want to pound them into the ground.”

“Mmm, as much as I like the macho act, I’d much prefer if you took me home and

worked off some of that male arrogance in another way.”

“You tempt me.”



She smiled up at him. “I was very serious.”

He sighed. “As much as I would like to do just that, I’m afraid I am stuck here for the

evening. If it becomes too much for you, I can have Stavros take you back to the

apartment.”

As if she’d leave him here with Roslyn, Miss Super Assistant.

Despite the fact that Chrysander’s brothers and Roslyn seemed determined to treat

her as a pariah, there were many others who went out of their way to be gracious to

Marley and include her in conversation. She actually found herself enjoying the

festive atmosphere despite the evening’s inauspicious start.

It was growing late when Chrysander leaned in close to her ear and murmured, “I

need to speak with my brothers. Will you be all right for a few moments?”

“Of course, silly,” she said with a smile. “I’m going to visit the ladies’ room. You go

on.”

He kissed her then strode toward his brothers. Marley took her time in the bathroom.

It was a nice reprieve from the endless chatter and the dark glances thrown her way

by the Anetakis contingent.

“You can’t hide in here forever,” she said to herself. Squaring her shoulders, she

exited the bathroom and walked back toward the ballroom. As she passed one of the

smaller meeting rooms, she heard Chrysander’s voice through the open door. She

faltered and came to a stop, debating whether to continue or stay and wait for him.

The next words she heard made her decision for her.

“Damn it, Chrysander, there is no need to marry her. Put her up in an apartment



somewhere until the child comes. Don’t tie yourself to her and give her access to

everything you own.”

Her mouth rounded in shock at Piers’s angry words.

“She is pregnant with my child,” Chrysander said icily. “That I choose to marry her is

none of your concern.”

She moved closer to the door, not caring whether they saw her. What right did Piers

have to talk to Chrysander so?

“You can’t mean to marry her!” Roslyn’s shrill voice rose. “Do you forget how she

stole from you? That she tried to ruin your company? If you need any reminders, just

look at the new hotels going up in Paris and Rome. Your hotels, Chrysander. Only

they’re going up under your competitor’s name.”

A haze blew through Marley’s mind. Red hot. Like a swarm of angry bees, tidbits of

information began buzzing in her head. And suddenly it was as if a dam broke. The

locked door in her mind that she’d tried so hard to budge simply opened, and the past

came roaring through with vicious velocity.

She swayed and gripped the door frame tighter. Nausea boiled in her stomach as each

and every moment flashed like a movie in fast-forward.

Chrysander’s angry accusation of thievery. His ordering her from their apartment, his

life. Her abduction and the months she’d spent in hopeless fear, waiting for

Chrysander to answer the ransom demands. Demands he’d ignored.

Oh God, she was going to be sick.

He’d left her. Discarded her like a piece of rubbish. The half million dollars, a paltry



sum to a man of Chrysander’s means, was an amount he’d been unwilling to part with

to ensure her return.

Everything had been a lie. He’d lied to her nonstop since she’d awoken in the

hospital. He didn’t love her or want her. He despised her.

She hadn’t been worth half a million dollars to him.

Pain splintered through her chest as she shattered. As everything she’d known as true

suddenly turned black. Her heart withered and cracked, falling in pieces around her.

He hadn’t tried to save her.

The tortured cry that ripped from her mouth echoed through the room. She clamped a

hand over her lips, but it was too late. Everyone looked her way. Theron flinched, and

an odd discomfort settled over Piers’s face. She met Chrysander’s gaze, and she

could see the truth in his eyes as he realized that she remembered.

As he started across the room toward her, she backed away, stumbling as she did. Oh

God, she couldn’t face this. Tears blurred her vision. The image of his pale face only

spurred her on.

Marley fled down the hallway toward the lobby. Chrysander called her name, but she

didn’t stop. Sobs bubbled from her chest and exploded outward. She stumbled but

regained her footing and pushed herself forward. Behind her, Chrysander cursed and

called out to her again.

She was running for the exit, no clear destination in mind. She was nearly there when

she met with a mountain. Stavros stepped in front of her and held her, and she

exploded in fury, kicking and shoving. Her only thought was to get away, as far away

from this place as she could.



She broke free but stumbled backward and fell to the floor. Stavros was down beside

her, asking her if she was all right, and she knew she was trapped.

Pain cycled through her body, an unending stream of agony. She closed her eyes as

Chrysander’s strong hands slid over her body. In an urgent voice, he demanded to

know if she was hurt, but she was incapable of answering him. She curled into a ball,

uncaring that she was in the middle of the hotel lobby.

Chrysander picked her up, and she could hear him saying her name. Curses fell from

his lips, and then he barked orders for someone to summon a doctor. He strode away

from the noise of the lobby, and a few moments later, he entered an empty hotel

room.

As soon as he lowered her to the bed, she curled herself into a tight ball again and

turned away from him. She flinched when he put his hand on her, his touch light and

concerned.

“You must stop crying, agape mou. You’re going to make yourself ill.”

She was already sick, she thought dully. Utterly sick at heart. She closed her eyes, but

still hot tears streamed down her cheeks, even as Chrysander wiped them away with

his fingers.

She wanted to escape. Go some place where it didn’t hurt so much. Through the fog,

she heard Chrysander conversing with the doctor. A moment later, she felt a prick in

her arm, but she didn’t react. She didn’t care. And then she floated away, so grateful

that the pain had receded. Her mind grew fuzzy as the veil of sleep descended over

her. Oblivion. She reached for it. Embraced it and wrapped it around her as she

slipped away to a place where there was no hurt and no betrayal.

Chrysander paced back and forth at the foot of Marley’s bed while the hotel physician



administered the sedative. She was beyond distraught, and the doctor had moved

immediately to prevent further upset.As the doctor stood and backed away from the

bed, he looked at Chrysander, a grim expression on his face.
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Fear tightened Chrysander’s chest. “Is she all right? Is the baby all right?”

The doctor motioned him across the room and away from where Marley now quietly

lay. “Her injuries are not physical. If they were, perhaps I would be of use. Her

distress is mental. If it is as you said, and she has regained her memory, it is that

which has caused her immeasurable pain.”

Chrysander stirred impatiently. “What can be done? She cannot be left as she is.

There must be something we can do.” The sight of her pale face and her eyes, so huge

with devastation, twisted his gut painfully.

“You should return her to your home, to a place that is more familiar. She needs a

doctor, not for her physical well-being, but one who can help her mentally.”

“A therapist you mean?” Chrysander asked grimly.

“This is a very delicate time,” the doctor warned. “She is extremely fragile, and

remembering such traumatic events could cause an emotional breakdown.”

His face twisted in sympathy, and he reached out to grasp Chrysander’s shoulder.

“This will be hard, but perhaps it is for the best. It is good that her memory returned,

even if it causes her such distress.”

Chrysander wasn’t so sure of that. With her memory regained, she also knew that

he’d tossed her out of their apartment, basically put her into the hands of her

kidnappers. She would also recall the cruel words he’d thrown at her. And she would

remember her own part in the whole mess.



He ran a hand wearily through his hair. Part of him wished she would have never

regained those memories. They had started fresh, without past deceptions and

betrayals. Something niggled at him even as those thoughts passed through his mind.

Wouldn’t she have greeted her memory’s return with guilt? All he’d seen in her eyes

was hurt. Deep and horrific hurt. There was no guilt, no embarrassment over the fact

she’d stolen from him. Just distress so keen that he still felt the knife deep in his chest

from the tortured sound of her cry and the memory of her stumbling away from him.

An uneasy sensation took hold of him. He couldn’t help but think that there were

things buried in Marley’s memories that he wasn’t going to like.

Fourteen

M arley was only vaguely aware of the things going on around her. After that first

pass into oblivion, she registered being carried into a car. She heard Chrysander’s

worried voice as he murmured to her, but she closed herself off from him, folding

inward.

When she next awoke, she knew she was in a bed. As she looked around the room,

recognition sparked, and with it, a surge of fresh agony, hot and raw, seared through

her body and robbed her of breath.He wouldn’t do this. Surely even he could not be

so cruel as to bring her back to the place they’d shared and the place he’d brutally

shoved her from.

She reached for the tears, expecting them to come, but curiously all she felt was an

odd detachment, a void of nothingness coupled with the need to get out of this place.

When she sat up, her gaze flickered to a chair by the window occupied by

Chrysander’s sleeping form. He was slouched against the arm, his clothing rumpled

and the stubble of over a day’s beard shadowing his jaw.



She waited for the rush of anger, of fury, but again, she felt nothing but

overwhelming numbness and a need to escape.

She got out of bed, not paying attention to her own rumpled clothing. It occurred to

her that maybe she should change, but she couldn’t risk waking Chrysander. No, she

needed to be away. She couldn’t look him in the eye knowing that he’d made such

horrible accusations and then left her to the mercy of her kidnappers.

Her thumb brushed across the thin band of her engagement ring, and she wrenched it

off. It felt cold in her hand. She gently laid it on the nightstand beside the bed then

turned and walked away.

On bare feet, she walked out of the bedroom and to the elevator. Her stomach

churned as she relived the night she’d gotten on this elevator as her world crumbled

around her, Chrysander’s accusation ringing in her ears. How could he? It was the

only thought that played over and over in her mind until she wanted to scream at it to

stop.

When she reached the lobby, she paused, realizing that not only would Chrysander’s

security people likely be manning the front entrance but that also the doorman would

never let her walk out as she was.

She turned and hurried for the back entrance. To her dismay, one of the men she

recognized from Chrysander’s detail was standing at the door. She quickly ducked

into a service entrance and made her way down the hallway that housed rooms for

laundry and building maintenance. A few minutes later, she opened the door and

walked out into the pale, predawn light.

Chrysander woke with a monster catch in his neck and shifted in the too-small chair

to alleviate his discomfort. He’d wanted to spend the night with Marley tucked into

his arms, but she’d resisted his touch at every turn, becoming so distraught that he’d



had no choice but to retreat.He’d taken the doctor’s advice and phoned a therapist as

soon as he’d returned to the apartment with Marley. The therapist was due to arrive

this morning to speak with her. Chrysander just hoped she would be able to.

His gaze moved to the bed, and when he saw it empty, he shot to his feet. He started

to bolt from the room, but a glimmer of something on the nightstand caught his eye.

When he saw her engagement ring lying there, dread tightened his chest. He ran from

the room in search of her. As he went from room to room, his panic grew. She wasn’t

anywhere to be found.

Even as he hurled himself into the elevator, he dug out his cellular phone. As soon as

the doors opened in the lobby, he ran out and nearly collided with Stavros.

He grasped the man’s shirt in his hands and pulled him up close. “Where is she?”

Stavros blinked in surprise. “We haven’t seen her, sir. No one has. She was with

you.”

Chrysander pushed him away with a violent curse. “She’s gone. Call your men in. I

want her found immediately.”

He strode to the entrance to question the doorman, but he seemed as baffled as the

security man. He turned around to see several of his detail gather in the lobby as they

were questioned by an angry Stavros.

Theos! Where could she have gone? She was in no state to be wandering around New

York, and the people who had abducted her were still at large.

Worry settled hard into his chest. He turned to go out the door in search of her

himself when he saw Theron walk in.



“Chrysander,” he said in greeting. “I was on my way up to see you. How is Marley?”

“She’s gone,” he said grimly.

Theron raised one brow. “Gone? But how?”

“I don’t know,” he said in frustration. “She’s disappeared. I have to find her.”

Theron put a firm hand on Chrysander’s shoulder. “We’ll find her, Chrysander.”

“There is something about this situation,” Chrysander said in a hollow voice.

“Something that doesn’t add up. I saw no guilt in her face when she remembered

everything. All I saw was complete devastation, as if she were the one who was

betrayed. She was so distraught that she had to be sedated, and she becomes

extremely upset when I get close to her. She isn’t herself right now. I fear where she

may have gone. Her frame of mind is not good.”

“I will help you, Chrysander,” Theron said quietly. “Do not worry. We will find her.”

Marley shivered as she eased down onto the cold stone bench and clutched her arms

around her trembling body. She glanced down at her feet but couldn’t summon any

rebuke for having gone out in the chill without shoes or a coat. The only thought

she’d had was to get away as quickly as possible. She couldn’t face Chrysander

now.Now she knew why she’d been drawn to this place. Her thinking spot, indeed.

Just hours before that last night, she’d sat here, afraid of how Chrysander would react

to her pregnancy. She’d been right to be afraid. He didn’t trust her. He didn’t love

her. And he’d left her to her fate with the kidnappers.

She refused to allow the memories to roll back in her mind. They simply hurt too

much. At least now she realized why she’d chosen to forget. All those weeks of living

in fear as her kidnappers waited for their demands to be met had paled next to the



betrayal Chrysander had handed her when he’d refused.

How could anyone be so cold? Wouldn’t he have been willing to pay such a meager

amount of money to free anyone? Even a complete stranger? She’d never imagined

him to be so heartless. But he’d cast her aside with little regard for her. She’d been

his mistress, someone to slake his lust and nothing more. The fool was her for falling

in love with him, not once, but twice.

A small moan escaped her lips, and she closed her eyes as the ache built within her

once more. Never had she felt so hurt, so utterly lost.

Her hands closed around the bulge of her stomach, and the tears that she’d thought

locked under the ice began to well to the surface.

How could he be capable of such a despicable deception? He had to know she’d

remember eventually, and yet he’d spent weeks wooing her, making her love him all

over again. Pretending affection for her. And passion. The question was, why?

Was it all an elaborate ruse to punish her? To make her suffer more than she already

had? She’d never imagine Chrysander to be so cruel, but it just proved how little

she’d known about the man she’d given herself to.

She sat there, rocking back and forth, her arms wrapped protectively around her

abdomen. The wind picked up, chasing a chill down her spine, but she ignored the

discomfort.

“Marley?”

Her name came out cautiously and sounded distant, yet when she looked up, the man

was standing just a few feet away, concern lighting his eyes. She recognized him.

Theron. No wonder he’d been so resistant to Chrysander marrying her. He thought



her the thief that Chrysander did. It was more than she could bear.

She hugged herself tighter and looked down, determined that he not see her tears.

He squatted down in front of her and put a hand on her wrist. “I need to take you

back, pedhaki mou. It’s not safe for you to be out here,” he said gently.

She flinched at the endearment. It was Chrysander’s pet name for her, and she wanted

no part of it. She shook her head and pulled her hand up in a protective manner.

He glanced down at her feet and swore under his breath. “It’s cold, and you shouldn’t

be out here in your bare feet. Let me take you back home.”

She recoiled violently. “No.” She shook her head vehemently. “I won’t go back

there.” She slid to the end of the bench, the rough stone scratching against her

clothing.

Theron put a hand out to prevent her flight. “Marley, think of your baby. Let me take

you back. You’re cold.”

“I won’t go back to that apartment,” she said desperately. She stood, prepared to bolt.

Theron look at her with regret. “I cannot allow you to run. You’re clearly upset and

are not dressed for the weather.”

Tears filled her eyes. “Why do you care? I stole from you, remember? I’m just the

harlot who snared your brother and tried to ruin his company,” she said bitterly.

Theron’s eyes softened. “If I promise not to return you to the apartment, will you

come with me? I won’t leave you like this, Marley.”



She swayed, and he caught her as her knees gave out. He picked her up and began

striding away.

She stiffened in his arms. “Please, just leave me alone,” she begged.

“I cannot do that, little sister.”

“I’m just your brother’s whore,” she said, allowing more of the anguish in.

His grip tightened around her. “Theos! Never say that again.”

She turned her face into his shoulder, and hot tears flooded her eyes. “It’s true,” she

whispered.

She closed her eyes and allowed herself to drift away once again. It was easy to flee

from reality when it represented so much she wanted to escape. She cursed that she’d

ever regained her memory. Doing so had destroyed her.

Fifteen

C hrysander strode into the Imperial Park Hotel, waving off members of the staff as

they hastened to greet him. The elevator was being held open for him, and he got in

and rode it to the top floor.

A few moments later, he walked into the luxury suite usually reserved for VIP guests.

His brother met him in the sitting area, and Chrysander scowled furiously at

him.“Why didn’t you bring her back to the apartment?” he demanded.

“She became hysterical at the mere mention of it,” Theron said. “She was set to run

as far and as fast as she could. I had to promise I wouldn’t take her back to the

penthouse.”



Chrysander swore and closed his eyes. He brought his hand to his face and pinched

the bridge of his nose between his fingers in a weary gesture.

“She’s about to break,” Theron said quietly. “Bring your therapist here to talk to her.

Maybe she can help.”

Chrysander looked sharply at his younger brother. “You seem concerned about her.”

“She carries my nephew.” His lips pressed together in a grim line. “It is as you said.

There is no guilt in her expression, her actions. She acts as though she has suffered

the deepest of hurts. It was uncomfortable for me to see. I suddenly wanted to do all I

could to shield her from such pain.”

“Where is she now?” Chrysander demanded.

“Asleep,” Theron replied. “She fell asleep on the way here and never stirred when I

carried her up the elevator and put her into bed.”

Chrysander headed for the bedroom, determined to see for himself that she was safe.

He made his way through the dimly lit room and stopped at the head of the bed. Even

in sleep, her brow was creased in an expression of despair.
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He reached down and touched her cheek, tucking a curl behind her ear. She didn’t

stir. Her pale face lay against the pillow, framed by her dark curls. Deep shadows

smudged her eyes, and he could tell from the redness that she had been crying. His

chest twisted painfully at the signs of her distress.

As he walked back into the sitting room, he pulled out his cellular phone to call the

therapist and have her come to the hotel. When he was done, he closed his phone and

turned to Theron.

“Where did you find her?”

Theron handed him a drink. “She was in a garden a few blocks from your apartment.”

He winced as he looked at Chrysander. “She was barefoot, with no coat or sweater.

She looked lost and unaware of her surroundings.”

Chrysander swore. “It has been so since she regained her memory. Theos mou, but I

don’t know what to do.” He’d never felt so helpless.

“Do you still believe she is guilty?” Theron asked quietly.

“I don’t know,” Chrysander admitted. “I think sometimes that it doesn’t matter.” He

looked bleakly up at his brother, expecting to see condemnation. Instead, Theron

looked at him with understanding.

“When I saw her on the bench, it did not matter to me, either,” Theron said softly.

The therapist arrived a few minutes later, and Chrysander filled her in on everything



that had happened since arriving in New York.

Despite the discomfort he felt over providing such personal details to the woman, he

wanted her to know whatever she needed in order to help Marley. So he told her

everything. From the confrontation he’d had with Marley so many months before, to

the present.

To her credit, the woman did not react. She took the information in stride and asked

to see Marley.

“She is resting, but you can go in and wait for her to awaken. I don’t want her to

grow upset and try to leave.”

The therapist nodded and followed Chrysander to the bedroom. As they entered,

Marley stirred. Chrysander automatically stepped forward, but the therapist held up

her hand to halt him.

“Leave me to speak to her,” she said softly.

Chrysander weighed his desire to be near her with the therapist’s request. Finally, he

nodded curtly and turned to leave. He didn’t go far, though. He stepped from the

bedroom and closed the door, but left it slightly ajar so he could hear what was being

said within.

There was a long period of silence, and then the slight murmur of voices filtered from

the room. The therapist did most of the talking at first as she soothed Marley. After a

long while, he could hear Marley’s trembling voice, and he strained closer to hear

what she said.

“I went to the doctor the day Chrysander was due back from overseas. When I

discovered I was pregnant, I was shocked. I worried how Chrysander would react. I



wanted to ask him about our relationship…how he felt about me.”

“Go on,” the therapist encouraged.

Marley’s questions that night now made sense to Chrysander. And then he flinched at

her next words.

“He told me we had no relationship. That I was his mistress. A woman he paid to

have sex with,” she said hollowly.

He wanted to protest. He wanted to march into the bedroom and tell her that he’d

never considered her someone he paid to have sex with.

“Then he accused me of…” Her voice trailed off, and he could hear a quiet sob rise

from the room.

“It’s all right, Marley,” the therapist soothed.

“He said I had stolen from him. He said I took plans for one of his hotels and gave

them to his competitor. He told me to get out.”

“And did you steal them?”

“You’re the first person to actually ask,” Marley said wanly.

Chrysander flinched. She was right. He hadn’t asked. He’d judged and condemned

her.

“I was stunned. I still don’t understand. I’d never even seen the papers he threw at

me. I don’t know why he thought I took them or how he could even think such a

horrible thing.”



The tears he heard in her voice felt like little daggers to his chest. The tension grew

until he felt he would explode. Dread skated up his spine. What had he done?

“And then…” She broke off as sobs took over.

There was another long period of silence as the therapist murmured words of comfort

to Marley.

“Tell me what happened next, Marley.”

“I left the apartment, but I knew I had to come back the next day after he’d calmed

down so I could make him see reason and tell him I was pregnant. I felt if I could just

have the chance to talk to him that he would see what a mistake it was.”

“And what happened?” the therapist asked gently.

Chrysander pushed against the door, his body tense with anticipation.

“A man pulled a bag over my head and forced me into a car. I was taken to another

place in the city and told that I was being held for ransom. I was terrified. I was

pregnant and was so scared that they would hurt me or my baby.”

Chrysander’s hands curled into fists as he fought the rising rage within him.

“They sent two ransom demands,” Marley whispered. “He refused both. He left me

there. Oh God, he left me to those men. I wasn’t even worth half a million dollars to

him!”

Sobs ripped from her throat as she dissolved into tears. Chrysander stood in stunned

disbelief. Mother of God. He’d never received a ransom demand. He hadn’t! His

stomach boiled as acid rose in his throat. He turned and laid his forehead against the



wall and brought his clenched fist to rest a few inches away. He felt wetness on his

cheeks but made no move to wipe it away.

A few moments later, the therapist eased out of the bedroom and looked at

Chrysander. He expected condemnation in her eyes but saw only a faint sympathy.

“I’ve sedated her. She was nearly hysterical. She needs rest above all else. Her reality

is very painful, so she retreats. That same self-preservation is what prompted her

amnesia. Now that she no longer has that protective buffer, she struggles to cope in

the best way she knows how. Be gentle and understanding with her. Don’t push her

too hard.”

She patted him on the arm as she walked past.

“Call me if you need me. I’ll come at once.”

“Thank you,” Chrysander said hoarsely.

When she left, Chrysander turned and shuffled farther into the sitting room and

sagged onto the couch.

“Dear God,” he said bleakly.

“I heard,” Theron said with a grimace.

“She never stole anything.” Chrysander closed his eyes and dragged a hand through

his hair. “Theos. I never got a ransom demand. She thinks…she thinks I left her to

those animals, that I didn’t care enough to pay half a million dollars for her return.”

Theron put a comforting hand on Chrysander’s shoulder. “There is much we need to

investigate.”



Chrysander nodded. His thoughts hardened as he turned from the anguish over

Marley’s revelation and forced himself to play back the events of that night.

The realization, when it came, was so startlingly clear that he cursed himself for not

having pieced it together before. He’d been too angry, too wounded by what he

perceived as a betrayal by Marley.

“Roslyn,” he said tersely.

Theron raised a brow. “Your assistant?”

“She was there. Just before I found the papers in Marley’s bag. She must have

planted them.”

Another thought occurred to him, one that sickened him and made him want to empty

his stomach. Any ransom demand would have gone to his office. His residences were

highly guarded secrets. Marley had said that he’d ignored ransom demands, but now

he realized they could have been delivered and intercepted. By Roslyn.

He stood and whirled around to face his brother. “You will stay here with Marley.

Make sure she goes nowhere and that she is well cared for. I’ll send a physician over

to monitor her condition.”

Theron also stood. “Where are you going, brother?”

“I’m going to find out if what I suspect is true,” he said in a dangerously low voice.

“Chrysander, wait.”

Chrysander paused and stared back at his brother.



“You should call the authorities. If you confront her and gain a confession, it won’t

do any good. Only you will know.”

Chrysander clenched his fists in frustration, but he knew his brother was right. He

didn’t want Roslyn to get away with what she’d done. He could make her life

miserable, but she would still be free. He wanted justice.

Chrysander paced the confines of his New York office as he waited for Roslyn to

arrive. He didn’t want to be here. He wanted to be with Marley. Theron had stayed

with her, and Chrysander simmered with impatience. Her condition hadn’t changed.

Even when she’d awakened, she’d been distant, unfocused, there but not there. It was

as if she’d gone to a place where he couldn’t hurt her anymore.He closed his eyes and

tried to focus on the task at hand. When he heard Roslyn enter, he stiffened. It was all

he could do not to rage at her, not to break her skinny neck. It took everything he had

to smile and act as though nothing was wrong, as though he didn’t loathe the very

ground she walked on.

“You wanted to see me?” Roslyn said breathlessly.

“I did,” Chrysander murmured. He let his gaze run suggestively over her body even

as his flesh crawled.

Her eyes brightened, and her stance immediately became suggestive.

“I’ve only just become aware of the lengths to which you went to try and get my

attention,” he said with a chuckle. “Men can be thick, so you women say, but I think

maybe I was thicker than most.”

Confusion rippled across her face, and she struggled to retain a look of innocence.

She couldn’t be sure what he was talking about yet, but it would soon be clear. He

watched her body language, her eyes, the windows into the soulless bitch that she



was.

“Why did you not just say you wanted me?” he purred. “It would have saved us a lot

of trouble. Instead, I was trapped in a relationship I didn’t want, though I appreciate

the efforts you made to rid me of that problem.”

Roslyn relaxed, and a cold smile flashed across her face. It was strange, but

Chrysander had never realized just how ugly she was.

“How did you arrange it?” he asked silkily.

He listened in horror as she outlined what she’d done to make it appear as though

Marley had stolen the plans. The kidnapping had been an added bonus, but when

she’d received the ransom demand at his office, she’d seen her opportunity to be rid

of Marley once and for all.

So anxious was she to prove her devotion to Chrysander, that she didn’t realize she’d

admitted to selling his plans to his competitor.

“So you stole the plans and gave them to Marcelli.” His voice was like ice, and she

flinched at his tone. Her face whitened as she realized just what she’d confessed to.

“You then framed Marley, thinking not only would you have the proceeds from

selling me out to my competitor, but then you would have Marley out of the way so

you could move into her place.”

Her mouth opened and closed, and he could see the realization settle in that he’d

duped her and was furious.

“And then when the ransom demands were delivered to my office, you destroyed

them, hoping what, Roslyn, that they would kill her? Permanently remove her from



the picture?”

He was shaking he was so angry. She simmered before him in a red haze. All he

could see was Marley alone and frightened. Pregnant with his child and vulnerable.

Thinking that not only did he hate her but that he’d simply left her to her fate. He

wanted to weep.

Roslyn seemed to recover her composure, and she looked scornfully at him. “You’ll

never prove it.”

“I don’t have to,” he said softly. He pressed the small intercom button on his desk.

“You may come in now, Detective.”

Roslyn swayed as three policemen entered the room, their expressions grim.

“You can’t do this!” she shrieked. “I love you, Chrysander. I would have done

anything for you.”

He shook his head and turned away from her rantings as she was escorted away in

handcuffs. He had no desire to listen to her. He wanted to return to Marley.

“Forgive me, agape mou,” he whispered.

Marley was dimly aware that she was being carried yet again. It wasn’t Chrysander.

She was intimately familiar with his touch. For a moment she panicked, and then she

heard comforting words being spoken in Greek and then in English.“Rest easy, little

sister. You are safe.”

“Where are we going?” she asked weakly.

“Someplace safe,” he soothed. “Chrysander won’t allow anything to happen to you.”



She wanted to protest that Chrysander wouldn’t do anything for her, but she couldn’t

muster the energy. At some point, she heard Chrysander, and she cursed the fact that

she immediately felt safer and that some of the panic abated.

She felt the brush of lips against her forehead and then firm hands tucking her into

bed. Fingers stroked through her hair, and warmth enveloped her.

“You are safe, agape mou. I’ll never allow anyone to hurt you again.”

“Don’t call me that,” she cried. “Never again.” But she held to Chrysander’s promise

even as her heart screamed in protest. He’d lied to her. She couldn’t believe anything

he said. And yet she relaxed and settled into a dreamless sleep.

When Marley next awoke, there was a crispness to her mind that had been absent

since the day she’d regained her memory. No longer did fog shroud her memories.

She both welcomed and cursed the new awareness. Gone was any confusion, but with

that new clarity came inevitable heartbreak.She felt alert, as though she’d slept a

week. And maybe she had. She had no idea how much time had passed, and while her

past was no longer a mystery, the events of the last few days were hazy and fractured.
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With a reluctant sigh, she pushed back the covers and eased her legs over the side of

the bed. As she glanced around, she realized she had no idea where she was. The

room was spacious and cheerful, with several windows to allow natural lighting.

She pushed herself up and walked into the adjoining bathroom, her eyes widening at

the size and luxury. She eyed the Jacuzzi tub with longing. While she might not know

how many days had passed—they’d all been a blur—she did know that she hadn’t

had a bath in a while, and she couldn’t wait to feel clean and refreshed again.

Bracing her foot on the step to the tub, she leaned over and turned the handle to start

the water. When she looked up, she saw Chrysander standing in the doorway. A

startled gasp escaped her.

He started forward immediately and grasped her arm to steady her. “I’m sorry for

frightening you, pedhaki mou. It was not my intention. I worried when I came in to

check on you and you were not in bed.”

“I just wanted a bath,” she said in a low voice.

“I do not want you to be in here alone,” he said. “I’ll summon Mrs. Cahill so that if

you have need of anything, you can just call out.”

She closed her eyes for a moment and drew in a steadying breath. Then she met his

gaze. “Please, Chrysander, let’s not have any further lies between us. There’s no need

for you to pretend that I’m important to you…that I matter.”

Bleakness entered his eyes, and his face grayed underneath the olive tone of his skin.



“You matter very much to me, agape mou.”

Before she could respond, he retreated from the bathroom, and a moment later,

Patrice bustled in. In a matter of minutes, Marley found herself stripped and settled

into a warm bath. Not too hot, Patrice assured, since overly hot baths were not good

for a pregnant woman.

As Marley settled into the fragrant bubbles, she leaned her head back against the rim

of the tub and glanced over at Patrice. “Where are we? And how did you get here? I

thought you were in Athens with Dr. Karounis.”

“Mr. Anetakis asked me to fly back so I could be with you,” she said soothingly. “He

was quite desperate. The idea of returning to the apartment upset you so badly that he

brought you here.”

“And where is here?” Marley asked.

“His house,” she explained patiently. “We’re about an hour from the city. It’s quieter

here, more peaceful. He thought you’d prefer it.”

Tears blurred Marley’s vision. And she thought she hadn’t any more tears to shed.

She hadn’t known he owned a house outside of the city, and like the island, it was

one more place she’d never visited in all the time she’d been with Chrysander.

Further proof that she’d never occupied an important place in his life.

“He’s been very worried about you,” Patrice said, her face softening in sympathy.

“We all have been.”

Marley shook her head in denial. Chrysander hated her. He’d never loved her, and

she’d been too stupid to realize it.



“What am I going to do?” she whispered to no one in particular. She’d been an idiot

to give up her apartment, her job, every means she had of taking care of herself when

she moved in with Chrysander. She’d been too blinded by her love and convinced

that she had a future with him.

“Come out of the tub,” Patrice said gently. “You need to get dried off so you can go

down to eat.”

Marley allowed Patrice to mother her. She was dried off and pampered then clothed

in comfortable slacks and a maternity shirt. She rubbed a hand over her belly and

whispered an apology to her unborn son.

She couldn’t afford to fall apart. Her child was depending on her.

Chrysander was waiting for her when she exited the bedroom. He said nothing, but he

cupped her elbow and helped her down the stairs, and she let him, too numb to

protest. Marley also remained silent, her emotions too much in turmoil to try and

have a reasonable conversation.

They sat at a small table that overlooked a beautifully manicured garden. Bright

morning sun shone through the glass doors, and she felt warmed by the sun’s rays.

Chrysander set a plate piled high with food in front of her then settled into a seat

across from her. She piddled with her fork and toyed with the food, pushing it around

the plate as she avoided his gaze.

He sighed, and she looked up to see him staring at her. His expression was somber, as

though he was enduring the worst sort of hell. She nearly laughed at the absurdity. To

her horror, she felt the prick of tears, and his face swam in her vision.

“We must talk, Marley. There is much I need to say to you.” His voice sounded oddly



strangled. “But first you must eat so you can regain your strength. Your health and

that of our child must come first.”

She bowed her head again, refusing to meet his stare any longer. She concentrated on

eating, and once she started realized she was actually quite hungry.

As she was finishing the last of her juice, she heard a door slam in the distance, and

then she heard the determined stride of someone walking across the floor. She turned

to see Theron enter the room, a grim look on his face.

Before he could speak, Chrysander locked his gaze onto his brother and said in a

steely voice, “Whatever it is, I’m sure it can wait until Marley has finished eating.”

Theron cast a concerned glance her way and nodded his understanding to Chrysander.

Anger tightened her throat and made swallowing difficult. Whatever it was they

wished to speak about, it was obvious they didn’t want to do so in front of her. But

then why would they? She was someone they believed had stolen from them.

She stood abruptly and tossed down her napkin. Without a word to either man, she

stalked away.

“Marley, don’t go,” Chrysander protested.

She turned and pinned him with the force of her glare. “By all means, have your

conversation. I’d hate to intrude. After all, someone who has stolen from you and

betrayed your trust isn’t someone you want around when you’re talking.”

“Theos, that is not the issue here. Marley? Wait, damn it!”

But she ignored him and continued walking.



Chrysander watched her leave and cursed. He felt strangled by helplessness. How

could he ever hope to make things right between them? She hated him, and she had

every right to.

He turned to Theron, who had also watched Marley go, a frown etched on his face.

“What brought you here in such a hurry?” Chrysander demanded.

Theron reached into the jacket of his suit and pulled out a folded newspaper. He

tossed it onto the table in front of Chrysander. “This did.”

Chrysander opened it and immediately cursed in four languages. On the front page

was a picture of Marley being carried by Theron on the day she’d run from the

apartment. Underneath were pictures of himself and of Roslyn with a story outlining

the soap-opera saga that highlighted every single facet of his relationship with

Marley.

He threw the paper across the room with vicious force. “It had to be Roslyn. None of

my men would have spoken to the press.”

Theron nodded his agreement. “Since you had her arrested for her theft and her

duplicity in keeping the ransom demands from you, she likely thought she had

nothing to lose and everything to gain by giving the public her spin on your supposed

relationship with her.”

Chrysander sank into the chair and rested his elbows on the table. “I curse the day I

ever hired that woman. Marley could have died because of my stupidity.”

“You love her.”

It wasn’t a question, and Chrysander didn’t treat is as such. It was simply a statement

of fact. He did love her. But he’d managed to kill her love for him not once, but



twice.

He nodded and buried his face in his hands. “I wouldn’t blame her if she never

forgave me. How can she when I cannot forgive myself?”

“Go to her, Chrysander. Make this right between you.”

Chrysander stood. Yes, it was time to try and make things right with Marley. If he

could.

Sixteen

M arley stood in the bedroom, staring out the window with unseeing eyes. Nothing

Chrysander did at this point should hurt her, but he still had that power over her,

much to her dismay.

“Marley.”She swung around to see Chrysander standing in the doorway. He looked

tired, his features drawn and his eyes worried. There was something else in his

expression. Sadness and…fear?

He started forward, a little hesitantly. “We need to talk.”

She tensed then braced herself for what she knew would come. His repudiation of

her. She turned her face away but nodded. Yes, they needed to talk and get it done

with.

His fingers curled around her chin, and he gently turned her to face him. “Don’t look

like that, agape mou. I do not like to see you so sad.”

“Please,” she begged. “Just say what it is you want to say. Don’t draw it out.”



He lowered his hand to capture her wrist. His thumb brushed across her pulse, which

jumped and sped up at his touch.

“Come, sit down.”

She let him lead her over to the bed. He eased down beside her and sat stiffly, his

posture screaming discomfort. Suddenly she couldn’t wait for what he would say. Her

anger bubbled like an inferno within her.

“You lied to me,” she seethed. “Every single thing you’ve said to me since that day in

the hospital has been one lie after another. You don’t care about me. All those things

you said, everything was a lie. When you took me to bed, you despised me, and yet

you made love to me and made me believe you cared. Who does that sort of thing?”

She shuddered in revulsion and put her hands to her face.

“You are wrong,” he said softly. He pulled her hands away from her face and lifted

one to his lips to kiss her upturned palm. “I care a great deal about you. I didn’t

despise you when I made love to you. Yes, I lied to you about details. I was told not

to do or say anything to upset you and to let your memory come back on its own. I

lied, Marley, but about the little things. Not the important things. Like how much I

care about you. S’agapo, pedhaki mou.”

She bowed her head. Her nose stung, and tears burned her eyelids. How she wanted

to believe him. But he’d done nothing to earn her trust.

“I have wronged you greatly, Marley.”

She raised her head to stare at him in shock. Chrysander admitting that he was

wrong?



Shame dragged at his eyes, and deep sorrow had pasted shadows under them.

“There are things you must know. I never received any ransom demands. I would

have moved heaven and earth to free you. No price would have been too high. I did

not know that you had been abducted.”

Her mouth fell open. “How could you not know?”

His eyes grew stormy. “Roslyn destroyed the ransom notes. You were right to dislike

her, and because I ignored your feelings about her, I placed you in terrible danger.”

Marley’s mind reeled with all he had told her. She raised a shaking hand to her

mouth. He hadn’t gotten the ransom demands? “I thought—” She broke off and

shook her head, emotion overwhelming her.

“What did you think, agape mou?” he asked softly.

“That you hated me,” she whispered. “That you wouldn’t pay to free me because you

thought I had stolen from you. That I wasn’t even worth half a million dollars to

you.”

He groaned and pulled her into his arms. His hands trembled against her back as he

stroked up and down. “I am a fool. I was wrong to accuse you as I did. I have no

defense.”

She pulled away and gazed up at him. “You don’t believe I stole from you?”

He shook his head sharply. “No. It was Roslyn. She planted the papers in your bag to

make me think it was you.” He paused and swiped a hand through his hair. “Even

though I thought you had stolen from me, it no longer seemed to matter after your

abduction. All that mattered to me was that you were back where you belonged. With



me.” His mouth twisted. “That night when you asked me about our relationship…I

was frightened.”

She raised one eyebrow. The idea of anything frightening Chrysander was laughable.

“I thought you were unhappy, that you wanted more than I was giving you,” he

admitted. “And then I was angry because it scared me. I was determined that you not

be the one to decide our relationship, so I pushed you away by telling you that we had

no relationship, that you were my mistress.”

Her heart sped up as she viewed the vulnerability on his face. Her chest tightened,

and it became harder to breathe as her pulse raced. “What are you saying?” she

whispered.

“That I love you, pedhaki mou. S’agapo.”

Her eyes widened as she realized what the words he’d said a few minutes ago meant.

She couldn’t even formulate a response, so she stared at him in shock.

Self-derision crawled across his face. “I have a terrible way of showing it. I was

proud, too proud to just tell you how I felt. I didn’t even know it then. I just knew I

didn’t want you to leave and was angry that I thought you were unhappy in our

current relationship. And then when I saw those papers in your bag, I was shocked

and furious. I couldn’t believe that you would steal from me.”

“But you did,” she said painfully.

He looked away, sorrow creasing his features. “I was angry. I’ve never been so angry.

I thought you had used me so you could help our competitor. So I sent you away.”

He ran a hand around to clasp the back of his neck. “And God help me, I sent you



straight into the kidnappers’ hands.”

She closed her eyes, not wanting to remember the fear and despair she’d experienced

during her captivity. Even though her memory had returned, that part was still very

much a blur. Maybe she’d forever block it out.
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“You love me?” She was still back on those words. The rest of the conversation

seemed a muddle, and she was fixated on those three words.

He gathered her in his arms again and held her as delicately as a piece of hand-blown

glass. “I’ve not done a good job of showing you, but I do love you. I want the chance

to prove it to you. I want you to marry me. Please.”

She shook her head in confusion at his humble plea. “You still want me to marry

you?”

He tugged her closer to him until his lips pressed against the top of her head. “I don’t

expect you to answer now. I know I have said much to shock you. But give me a

chance, Marley. You won’t regret it, I swear. I’ll make you love me again. I’ll never

abuse your precious gift as I have done.”

She’d gone mad. She’d finally lost her mind. Chrysander was holding her in his arms,

declaring his love for her and wanting her to marry him. For real this time. No

pretense. No lies or half-truths between them.

Gently, he pulled her away and pressed a light kiss to her lips. “Think about it, agape

mou. I’ll wait as long as it takes for your answer.”

He stood as if sensing her desire to be alone. He walked to the door but turned to look

at her one last time before disappearing from view.

Marley sat there for a long time simply staring at the now-empty doorway. Her hands

shook and her stomach rolled. He loved her? Roslyn had planted the papers in her bag



and then destroyed the ransom demands?

She shivered. Had Roslyn hated her so much? Or had she just wanted Chrysander that

badly? Maybe both. Or maybe Roslyn had just been working for Chrysander’s

competition all along.

The events of the last few days still weighed heavily on her. She couldn’t just forget

everything because he apologized and offered her love and marriage, could she? She

couldn’t even return that declaration because he’d never believe it if it came now.

She sighed and lay on her side, curling her knees to her swollen belly. She was so

tired. So very worn out, both physically and emotionally. She rubbed her stomach,

smiling when her son rolled and kicked beneath her fingers.

“What should I do?” she whispered. She was so afraid to trust Chrysander with her

love again. She was also afraid to be without him. As much damage as he’d done to

her heart, she ached at the thought of leaving him.

She closed her eyes for just a moment. Exhaustion permeated every pore. She

couldn’t make such a monumental decision in a few minutes’ time. Too much was at

stake. She had a child to consider. She had herself to consider.

Over the next few days, Chrysander saw to her every need. He coddled her, pampered

her and fussed endlessly over her. He told her often that he loved her, though he was

careful to keep a respectable distance between them.It would seem he went to great

pains not to pressure her in any way. He wouldn’t use the passion that sparked

between them as a means to sway her, and for that she was grateful.

Two days after Chrysander had asked her to marry him again, his brothers came to

visit. Marley tried to excuse herself, thinking that they’d want to discuss business

with Chrysander, and to be honest, she still felt awkward and shamed in their



presence even though she’d done nothing to deserve their censure.

But it was her they asked to speak to, and she stared at them in bewilderment as they

looked gravely at her.

“We have acted unforgivably toward you, little sister,” Theron said.

Piers nodded in agreement. “It is understandable if you never forgive us. We were

harsh. There is no defense for our treating you, especially since you are pregnant with

our nephew, as we have.”

Guilt was etched heavily into their faces, and they looked so uncomfortable, but she

had no idea what to do or say to ease the situation.

Theron moved forward and put his hands gently on her shoulders. He kissed her on

both cheeks then stepped back as Piers did the same.

She glanced toward Chrysander, who watched her with solemn eyes. His face was

drawn and seemed thinner as though he’d lost weight. He looked…unhappy. It wasn’t

guilt, though there was a lot of that floating around the room. He genuinely looked as

though he’d lost the one thing that mattered most to him.

Her?

The thought nearly paralyzed her. She smiled shakily at Theron and Piers and then

excused herself, nearly running from the room in her haste to get away.

She threw open the door to the patio and welcomed the chilly air. She stepped outside

taking deep breaths and trying to settle her rioting emotions.

Her mind skated back over everything she’d felt for the last several days. Betrayal.



She’d been lied to. She stopped there, because now she wondered if Chrysander

really had lied to her about his feelings.

He looked like she felt. Lost. They were both obviously hurting. If he hated her, truly

hated her, then why would he enact such an elaborate charade when she lost her

memory? Why would he feel obligated to someone who had stolen from him?

“You’re pregnant with his child,” she murmured. And yes, she could see how a fair

amount of care would be due the mother of his child, but why wouldn’t he have done

as Theron suggested and merely set her up in an apartment somewhere? Why would

he woo her, make love to her, act as though she mattered to him?

Did he love her? The declaration couldn’t have been easy for him to make.

Chrysander wasn’t a man prone to sharing his emotions. In all the time they were

together before her kidnapping, he’d never spoken to her of his feelings. But he’d

shown her in a dozen ways that she had mattered to him.

Could she trust him again? The thought frightened her, and at the same time it offered

her a measure of peace. The choice was hers. Her future would be of her own

making.

Even as her options rolled over and over in her mind, she knew what she would do.

She knew what she wanted, even knowing it might not be the best choice for her. The

heart didn’t always choose wisely, she thought with a grimace.

Still, she found herself returning inside and going in search of Chrysander. Worry

knotted her belly, but she knew she was making the right decision, even if it didn’t

feel quite right at this very moment.

She found him in the room she’d left him in, staring out the window, a drink in his

hand. His brothers were gone and heavy silence lay over the room. She paused for a



moment, gathering her courage. He looked as though he hadn’t slept in days. His

slacks were wrinkled and his shirt sleeves were unbuttoned and rolled partway up his

arms. A shadow of a beard covered his jaw, and his hair was rumpled.

And still, he looked so desirable to her. She wanted to cross the room and melt into

his arms. She wanted him to hold her and coax away her fears and doubts. The knot

in her throat grew bigger, and she knew she had to speak now or risk being unable to.

“Chrysander,” she called softly.

He whirled around. He set his drink down and hurried toward her. “Are you all right,

agape mou? Is there anything I can get you? I’m sorry if my brothers upset you.”

She tried to laugh, but it ended in a small sob. She drew in a deep breath and worked

to compose herself.

“I’ll marry you,” she said.

A dark fire sparked in his eyes, making the amber glow more golden. He grasped her

shoulders in his hands and stared down at her. “Yes?” he asked in a hoarse voice.

She nodded.

He closed his eyes and then crushed her to him. For a long moment, he just held her,

and then he stepped back to stare intently at her.

“You mean it? You’ll marry me?”

She licked her lips nervously. “I want a small ceremony. No fuss. As quiet as we can

make it.”



He nodded and cupped her chin in his hand. “Whatever you’d like.”

“And I want…” She looked away and drew her bottom lip between her teeth.

“What do you want, agape mou? Tell me. There’s nothing I won’t do for you. You

have only to ask.”

“I don’t want to stay here,” she said quietly. “I’d like to go back to the island.” She

gripped her fingers together until the tips shone white.

His expression softened, and he dropped his hands to hers and gently uncurled her

fingers until they were twined with his.

“We’ll fly there as soon as we’re married.”

Relief surged through her veins. “You mean it? You don’t mind?”

“Your happiness is everything to me. You ask such a small thing. How could I not

grant it? We’ll make the island our home if that is your wish.”

She nodded. “I’d like that.”

“Then I’ll make the arrangements at once.”

Chrysander wasted no time in finalizing plans for their wedding and preparing for

them to travel to the island. He single-handedly rearranged his business schedule,

made sure everything Marley could possibly need was purchased, though they’d

already shopped for her wedding gown. She stood in awe of all he could accomplish

in such a short time.The authorities questioned her now that she’d regained her

memory, and she spent several exhausting hours providing them with the few details

she could remember. The kidnappers hadn’t harmed her and had actually shown her



consideration when her pregnancy became obvious. They had watched her, knowing

she was close to Chrysander, and had struck when the opportunity arose. They’d

asked for a small ransom, certain they would get it with no fuss. When no ransom had

been forthcoming, they abandoned the kidnapping and arranged for Marley to be

found.

It was the realization that Chrysander had ignored the ransom that had pushed Marley

beyond her limits. It was that moment in the kidnapping that she blocked out her past,

so devastated was she over his betrayal. Overwhelming emotion had crippled

her—fear of being abandoned by the kidnappers, the terror of being left alone and

having nowhere to go, no one to turn to.

Marley became distraught during the retelling, and Chrysander suffered the agony of

being confronted by all she’d gone through. Because of him. He hovered protectively

throughout, and finally called a halt when it was clear she was past all endurance.

The police were given their contact information so that Marley could be reached if

arrests were made or there was a need for her to testify.

Two days later, they were married. Theron and Piers both attended, and Patrice was

the only other witness to the ceremony. Afterward, Piers gave her a somewhat

reserved welcome to the family while Theron’s was more warm and enthusiastic.

“You’ve made him very happy, little sister,” Theron murmured as he gathered her in

his arms for a hug.

She offered a small smile, but she knew Theron wasn’t fooled by it.

Soon after, Piers and Theron left, Theron to return to London and Piers to fly to Rio

de Janeiro to oversee plans for the new hotel. Patrice returned to Athens, where she’d

be met by Dr. Karounis. While Chrysander wanted to wait a day for their own



departure, Marley was adamant that they leave as soon as the ceremony was done.

She wanted to return to the island, a place she’d been happy even if only for a short

time. New York held too many unhappy memories, and she just wanted to be away.

Chrysander bundled her on the plane and insisted she sleep for the duration of the

flight. It was late when they landed and later still by the time the helicopter touched

down on the island. But Marley felt relieved that she was home.

Chrysander carried her into the house and didn’t relinquish her until they were

upstairs in the bedroom. He set her down on the bed and then busied himself

undressing her and tucking her underneath the covers.

When he crawled in beside her and merely held her lightly against him, as though he

was afraid of touching her, she frowned in the darkness. She rose up and reached

across him to turn on the light he’d extinguished a moment earlier.

“Marley, what is wrong?” he asked as she stared down at him.

She studied him, the lines around his mouth, the worry in his eyes. In that moment,

she understood. He was afraid.

“Make love to me,” she whispered.

His eyes darkened and turned to liquid. A ragged breath tore from his mouth.

“I need you to make love to me.”

“You have to be sure about this, agape mou. I don’t want to pressure you into doing

anything you aren’t ready for.”

“I’m sure.”



With a tortured groan, he rolled her beneath him. Every kiss, every touch was so

exquisitely tender. He touched and stroked her with infinite care.

Her gown was removed, and he slid out of his boxers. His body, hot and straining,

covered hers. Pleasure streaked through her body in waves when he closed his mouth

over her nipple. He sucked lightly, tonguing the small bud, then he turned his

attention to her other breast.

His hand cupped her belly protectively, cradling her against him as he kissed his way

up her neck and finally to her lips.

“S’agapo, pedhaki mou. S’agapo,” he murmured in a voice so husky, so emotional,

that it brought tears to her eyes.

She cried out as he moved over her. “Please,” she begged. “I need you.”

He entered her slowly, his movements careful and measured. But she didn’t want him

to treat her so carefully. She wanted all of him. She arched into him and wrapped her

legs around his hips.

Sobs of need, of pleasure, ripped from her throat, and for once, pain had diminished

to a distant memory. There was only here and now and the man who loved her.

She raced up a mountain slope and hurtled into a free fall of ecstasy. Chrysander was

there to catch her, gathering her close against him as he murmured words of love

against her lips.

She snuggled into his embrace, melding herself as close to him as she could. She

needed this. Needed him.

“Don’t let me go,” she whispered.



“Never, agape mou,” he vowed. He stroked her hair, her back, the swollen mound of

her belly as she drifted off to sleep. The last thing she was aware of was him telling

her he loved her.
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Marley slipped out of bed and pulled on her robe to cover her na**dness. Chrysander

was still firmly asleep, his arm stretched out as though reaching for her.He’d made

love to her throughout the night, the two of them falling into an exhausted sleep just

before dawn. Her body still tingled from his touch, his lips, his gentle caresses. As

she stared at him, she knew that she couldn’t hold off any longer. She couldn’t torture

them both. Her uncertainty was gone. Her fears would follow in time.

She padded down the stairs, smiling ruefully at the thought of how Chrysander would

fuss that she hadn’t waited for him. After a stop in the kitchen, where she nibbled at a

bagel and drank a glass of juice, she ventured into the living room to enjoy the view

of the ocean.

It was there that Chrysander found her. He slid his arms around her, cupping her belly

with his hands as he kissed the curve of her neck.

“You’re up early, agape mou.”

“I was thinking,” she murmured. She swiveled in his arms and met his worried gaze.

They both stared for a long moment, and then finally Chrysander said in a hoarse

voice, “Do I ever have a chance of you loving me, Marley? Have I ruined that chance

forever?”

Her gaze softened, and her heart turned over again with the love that swelled within

her. Love and forgiveness.

“I already do,” she said softly.



Surprise flickered across his face, and then doubt crept in.

“I’ve always loved you, Chrysander. From the moment I met you there has never

been another man for me. There never will be.”

“You love me?” he said in wonder, hope flaring in his eyes.

“I couldn’t tell you before,” she explained. “Not in New York when things were so

messed up. You wouldn’t have believed it if I had said it on the heels of your

declaration. I wanted to return here, where we were happy. I wanted our life to begin

here.”

He gathered her in his arms and held her against his trembling body. His voice shook

with emotion as he murmured to her in Greek. He switched back and forth between

Greek and English as he told her how much he loved her and how sorry he was for

the pain he’d caused her.

Then he swept her in his arms and carried her up the stairs and back to their bed,

where he made sweet, passionate love to her again. Later he tucked her against his

body and stroked a hand through her hair.

“I love you so much, yineka mou. I don’t deserve your love, but I am so very grateful

for it. I’ll spend the rest of my life cherishing it, I swear.”

She hugged him to her. “I love you, too, Chrysander. So much. We’ll be so happy

together. I’ll make you happy.”

And she did.

Epilogue

I ronically enough, Marley discovered she was in labor halfway down the stairs.



Alone. She gripped the banister and doubled over as a contraction rippled across her

abdomen. Wasn’t labor supposed to start out slow?

She wanted to laugh at the fact that fate was obviously cursing her for trying to sneak

down the stairs without Chrysander knowing. While he’d relented about her taking

the stairs in the earlier stages of her pregnancy, now that she was so close to her due

date he’d once again insisted she not walk the stairs alone. He’d go insane now that

she was nine months pregnant and, if the pain ripping out her insides was any clue,

about to deliver.She stood on the step, holding on to the railing and taking deep

breaths. She’d have called out if she weren’t so busy sucking air through her nose.

Besides, Chrysander was busy with endless calls as he and Theron worked out

Theron’s relocation to the New York offices. Theron was taking over operations there

so Chrysander could remain in Europe. They had been tied up for hours discussing

security measures since her kidnappers were still at large.

When she heard footsteps above her, she straightened and tried her best to look as

though nothing was wrong. She glanced guiltily up to see Chrysander standing at the

top of the stairs, a disapproving expression marring his face.

He started down, grumbling in Greek all the way. “What am I to do with you, agape

mou?” he asked when he got close.

“Take me to the hospital?” she asked weakly. She doubled over again as another

contraction hit.

“Marley! Pedhaki mou, are you in labor?” He didn’t even wait for a response, not that

he needed one. He scooped her into his arms and hurtled down the stairs, shouting for

the helicopter pilot, who had remained on the island for the last two weeks for just

such an event.

“Do not worry, my darling,” he said in uncharacteristic English. “We’ll have you to

the hospital in no time.”



“Darling?” She laughed and then ended it in a moan. “It hurts, Chrysander.”

He paled as he climbed into the helicopter with her.

“You aren’t allowed to use English endearments,” she panted. “Greek sounds so

much sexier.”

“Pedhaki mou, yineka mou, agape mou,” he whispered in her ear. My little one, my

woman, my love.

“Much better,” she sighed. She smiled then winced again as they lifted into the air.

Chrysander was a basket case the entire way to the hospital. The pilot set down on the

roof, and a medical team was waiting to usher her inside.

A mere hour later, with Chrysander hovering and holding her hand, Dimitri Anetakis

squirmed his way into the world to the delight of his father and mother.

“He is beautiful, agape mou,” Chrysander murmured as he leaned in close to mother

and child. Dimitri was nursing contentedly at Marley’s breast, and Chrysander

watched in fascination.

“He’s perfect,” she said in wonder. “Oh, Chrysander, everything’s so perfect.”

He kissed her tenderly, his love for her overflowing his heart. “S’agapo, yineka

mou.”

She cupped his face and smiled up at him. “S’agapo, Chrysander. Always.”


