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    I dedicate this book to God, the source of all good things, and to those who believe that true love never dies.
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“Babe, you were all that, and a bag of chips,” Lecia exclaimed, blowing kisses. Her husband, Cade Moore, an internationally renowned saxophone player and founder of the successful jazz group Fortune, was tasting the fruits of his success. 

“I’ve been to so many of your gigs that I can’t even pick a favorite, but tonight’s set felt different.” Placing the shiny, round silver spoon filled with delicious Greek custard into her mouth, she leaned back, savoring the last bite before sliding the spoon out.

“You captured the magic.” She placed the spoon on the side of the plate, then dabbed the corners of her lips with a cotton napkin before placing it on the table.

Cade smiled and looked at her with lidded eyes. He cleared his throat, leaned forward, and whispered to her. “Thank you. I hope you plan to use those luscious lips on me tonight. You’ve been teasing me since we sat down for a light meal and a nightcap.”

“What are you talking about?” she teased, licking her lips playfully, enjoying the effect she was having on him. “I was just saying that you were in the zone tonight. You played with such passion; it was impossible not to get swept up in the driving beat of the music.” She crossed her right leg over her left, in a sensual arc. Cade lowered his thick lashes, biting his lip, unable to turn his eyes away from his beautiful wife. 

Lecia’s bronze skin glowed in the candlelight flickering from the table. She ran her fingers through her thick, silky hair. Since the birth of their twin girls three years ago, her ample chest and curvy shape had remained intact. There was no doubt in her mind that she was gorgeous. Not in a conceited manner, but with the self-assurance that she took care of herself and didn’t require validation from others. It didn’t hurt, however, that her husband appreciated her efforts. 

“Is that a new dress?” He gave her an appraising look from head to toe.

“Yes, I purchased it while you were practicing today.” She had seen the royal blue beautifully designed silk dress in a window on the fashionable street near their hotel. The owner of the shop urged her to try it on. The dress fell slightly above her knees. It had a V-neckline and a low cut to tantalize the eye. The soft fabric graced her curves, and with a few quick alterations, it was tailored to perfection. 

“I had my reservations about leaving the kids to join you for a week, but I’m glad I came.”

“Reservations?” He laughed. “I recall hearing a no-way. I can’t go. I’m glad my parents convinced you we needed time alone away from the kids. Miles didn’t want to come. At ten, he prefers to be at summer camp with his friends. You know the girls will have a good time with my parents and their cousins.”

“I know,” she smiled. “It was a good idea. I’m having a great time.”

They were enjoying a wonderful night in Athens, Greece at the rooftop restaurant in the luxurious hotel where they were staying. Cade and the band had performed at a private gala, celebrating the upcoming 2000 Olympic Games scheduled to be held in Australia. Financial backers of the games, which included a who’s-who of international companies, had gathered at the ancient site of the games in Greece as a prelude to the celebration of what was dubbed the Millennium Games. Cade and the Constantine brothers were the headliners at one of the events.

“Let’s get out of here and let the fun begin.” He waggled his eyebrows. “A man can’t be all work and no play.” His phone buzzed. Looking at the screen, he read the message.

“That’s the room steward.” He stood and placed the phone in his pocket. “Girl, I have some plans for you. The bill has been taken care of.” He extended his hand to help her rise from her seat. “There should be Champagne chilling in the room, the whirlpool has been started, and a little mood music should help us keep this party going.”

Placing his hand on the small of her back, he escorted her out of the restaurant and down a small flight of stairs to the hallway. As Lecia pushed the elevator button, Cade slid in behind her and pressed his warm body against hers. 

“Mmm, you smell good.” She took a breath, inhaling his fragrance, a blend of sandalwood and musk. “You’re wearing something different. It’s making me feel a little frisky.”

“Yes, it’s new.” He grabbed her tighter around the waist. “If you’re feeling frisky, then it was money well spent. You’re not the only one with a surprise.”

The elevator’s metal doors opened, and they stepped inside. He pressed the button to the floor where their suite was located. The door closed and the elevator slowly descended, making a noise of metal grinding against metal. Stepping forward, they waited in anticipation as the car approached their floor.

“Why isn’t it stopping?” Lecia cocked her head, asking as she looked back at Cade, who leaned forward to press the button on the next floor. The car sped up and passed that floor as well. She sensed something was wrong as he frantically began pressing multiple buttons, including the emergency stop button but, the elevator screeched as it lurched upward then picked up speed in its descent. Cade turned away from the lighted panel and grabbed Lecia, placing her back against the railing. He lifted her to waist height.

“I need you to brace for it in case we crash.” He was breathless and yelling over the loud, jerking sound of the racing elevator car. 

“Cade, we can’t crash.” Sweat trickled from her forehead. She held tight to his arms.

“Place your legs around my waist and your arms around my neck. My body will absorb the pressure of the impact.” Wide-eyed and demanding, he quickly placed a hand at the back of her head and secured her body against his chest, his shirt wet with perspiration.

Her breath was shallow, and her heart thumped so hard it threatened to come out of her chest. Minutes before, she was looking forward to a night of pleasure. 

“What now? Why is this happening to us?” Red-hot fear coursed through her body as she fought off thoughts of impending disaster.

“No. No.” She spoke with an urgency that fate would step in, and hoping the nightmare would end. She shook her head, refusing to accept that these were the last moments before they plunged to their death. 

She did the only thing that she could think of. She prayed.

“God, don’t let us leave our children.” She struggled to get the words out. Every nerve in her body was raw and on edge. “Please, not like this.”

The light of the elevator car flickered before it jerked upward again. Suspended in the shaft for a few seconds, it stopped abruptly before slowly descending to the basement floor.

Breathing hard, Cade placed his hands on the sides of Lecia’s face. “Are you alright?” He searched her eyes for the answer.

“I’m alright.” She placed her forehead against his. “Are you okay?” He nodded.

The elevator doors opened. Lecia’s legs were still wrapped around Cade’s waist.

“Going down?”  Vincent Moore asked leaning against the door frame. His legs were crossed at the ankle.

“What just happened?” Cade frowned and turned his head to face his brother. He lifted Lecia off the railing and placed her feet on the floor. 

She straightened the hem of her dress then ran her hand through her hair. “Yeah,” she knitted her brow. “What’s going on?”

Vincent looked around the darkened space filled with unoccupied cars before answering. “Let’s get out of here and I’ll explain. Hopefully this won’t take too long.” He pointed toward the stairs, leading the way to their room.
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