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She meant it, too. She felt like a queen, adored and indulged — and

she hadn’t so much as kissed him yet. At that moment, she was quite
sure that she could love Duke McMahon, should she ever find herself

called upon to do so.

‘Well, I'm glad,” he said, helping her down on to the blanket and
signalling to his old friend to crack open the champagne. "A beautiful
girl like you deserves nothing less. In fact ..." He fumbled in his
inside jacket pocket, and produced a long black box. ‘I bought you a
little something that I thought might complement your beauty this
evening. It’s just a token. But I hope you like it.’

It was a struggle for her to maintain her composure, to slowly take
and open the box rather than snatch it out of his hand like an

overexcited kid at Christmas. Inside was an obscenely large diamond-
and-platinum necklace.

Caroline, who knew a thing or two about dlamonds could see at a
glance that it must be worth upwards of fifteen thousand dollars.

Tentatively, lovingly, she stroked the largest of the stones.

‘Oh, Duke,” she whispered, her voice hoarse with emotion. ‘Oh

my God.’

He lifted the necklace, fastening it gently around her neck.
“You like it?’

Caroline lcissed him quickly on the mouth.

‘I love it.

‘Good. Now take off your dress.’ S

T'm sorry?” She’d been so mesmerised by the mcredele diamonds,
she wondered whether she could have heard him correctly.

‘No need to be sorry,” said Duke. ‘I want you naked. Please
undress. You can keep the necklace on.’

Caroline’s eyes narrowed. She was not used to being spoken to like
this, and she wasn’t at all sure that she liked it.

Who the hell did he think he was?

She wasn’t some prostitute, paid to be at his beck and call. Her face
flushed with anger and embarrassment. She noticed that Seamus had
not moved but stood just a few feet away, impassively watching her
reaction.

‘How dare you speak to me like that?” she demanded, fumbling
angrily at the clasp at her neck and standing up to leave. ‘I don’t care
how fucking famous you are, or how many necklaces you can afford,
nobody speaks to. ...

- ‘Oh, don’t you? Duke interrupted her mid-flow. ‘Don’t you care?’

He had grabbed her arm quite forcefully, but Caroline saw with
surprise that he was smiling, his eyes full of warmth and mischief, All
of a sudden she felt confused. Why was he laughing at her? Was this
some kind of joke?

‘Well, excuse me, Ms Berkeley, but I happen to think that’s a crock
of shit.”

‘I beg your pardon? She was doing her best to sound shocked.

1 think you care very much how many necklaces I can afford. In









