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Chapter One
 
 
The moment Carly stepped off the plane she knew she’d made the right decision. She couldn’t remember the last time she’d been to the beach, let alone a Caribbean island. Sun and surf weren’t part of the plan though. On her first undercover assignment for Chit-Chat Weekly, she planned to show Daphne, the editor-in-chief, she had real talent. Then maybe she’d get more high-profile articles to write instead of all the fluff she’d been covering for the past six years.
She was going to find the truth behind Madame Evangeline and her popular matchmaking service, 1Night Stand. She’d reveal the “Madame” was a sham and the Castillo brothers running the hoity-toity luxury Castillo Resorts were the ones who’d invented the matchmaking service providing singles a special night with the person of their dreams.
Snorting, she slipped on her sunglasses. Her dream man was just that—a fantasy. She strolled toward the exit, engulfed by the enticing scent of the tropical breeze and nearby ocean. She wished her twin sister could be with her. She’d call Cassidy as soon as she arrived at the Grand Turk Castillo Hotel and Resort, the premiere Caribbean vacation destination for singles and couples.
“Love, bah,” she grumbled, searching for a taxi or a shuttle bus.
“Hey, pretty lady, need a ride?” An attractive, dark-skinned man standing next to a white cab waved her over.
“I’m heading to the Castillo resort. Can you get me there fast and in one piece?” She tilted her glasses down and winked.
“I’ll give you a ride you’ll never forget.” The man winked back.
A thrill shot up her spine. If most of the men in Grand Turk looked and acted like this handsome devil, she could engage in a little harmless flirting while she worked.
She dropped her bags near the trunk of the car. With a sway of her hips in the beige, knee-length sundress she’d borrowed from her sister, she settled into the rear seat.
She used the drive to mentally transform herself into the more restrained and collected woman she’d pretend to be for the length of her stay. Cass would be proud.
 
***
 
When she tipped her driver, he slipped her his cell number. “Call me if you want a tour of the island, beautiful.”
She grinned, caught up by the island’s—and his—charm for a moment. What would it hurt to have a little fun during her stay?
On second thought, she wouldn’t have time for a fling. She had to stay focused to achieve her goal.
A bellhop appeared and took her luggage. She followed him inside a huge lobby boasting a high ceiling with whirling fans over a polished porcelain tile floor. Soft salsa music flowed from speakers overhead. People in summer wear loitered among the staff dressed in tan linen pants and bright, flowered print shirts. She itched to take out her notepad and jot down all she saw, but feared she might raise some questions. She needed to blend in and not bring attention to herself while snooping for top secret information proving 1Night Stand was actually an illegal prostitution or escort service and Jagger Castillo the pimp.
Ducking behind a large potted palm tree, she opened her bag and replaced her sunglasses with rectangular framed eyewear. She drew her hair back in a tight clip and buttoned the front of her dress to her throat.
Maybe I should have dyed my hair a darker shade to match Cass’s? She shook her head and rejoined the flow of guests heading for the registration desk. What were the odds someone would know her or her sister?
“Hello there. May I help you?” A woman near her age wearing a busy, floral shirt and white scarf appeared at her side.
She noted the hotel employee’s name tag and flashed her a timid smile. “Hi, Fiona, my name’s Cassidy. I’ve never traveled alone, and to a place like Grand Turk.” She rested her palm on her throat and glanced around, wide-eyed.
“There’s a first time for everything. With the weekend fun planned, you won’t be lonely for long. You may find romance where you least expect it.”
She shifted from one leg to another and scraped the toe of her sandal across the floor. “I haven’t been too lucky in that department.”
Fiona laughed. “Most of our single guests find a compatible companion while vacationing here. Or if you’re a romantic, perhaps your soul mate.” A dreamy haze clouded her eyes. “I’ve seen many couples fall in love at our resort.”
Carly gritted her teeth. Love? Please. Like that could happen over the course of a weekend, even with the beauty of the island or the possibility of hot monkey sex on the beach. She had no intention of going through with her 1Night Stand date either, despite the huge amount of money spent and paperwork filled out to get here.
She cleared her throat. “Sounds nice. Do you have time to tell me more about the resort and recommend some fun things I can do?”
Fiona nodded. “We can talk in the restaurant. The buffet lunch is being served.”
“Sounds great,” Carly said with just enough enthusiasm. In the oceanfront restaurant, the smell of sizzling meat, along with the tropical fruit and other tasty delights made her salivate. A lively crowd surrounded the bar.
Fiona guided her to a vacant table with a perfect view of all the action. “I need to check with my boss to see if I can take an early lunch break.” She glanced around and her face brightened. “I don’t have to go far. He’s by the bar. Excuse me.”
She darted off and Carly dug into her purse for her phone. Before she could check for a text from Cass, her new friend reappeared.
Carly’s heart jumped into her throat. Next to Fiona stood a man she’d never thought she’d see again.
“This is Brian Woodall, our social events coordinator,” Fiona explained.
She slumped in her seat. Brian’s—better known as Woody in their college days—eyes lit up in recognition.


 
 
Chapter Two
 
 
Quinn took a sip of tepid coffee and scowled. He needed more caffeine before he dove into his work again, but this was two hours old and stale. Cracking his neck from side to side, he laid his head back and closed his eyes. He wished he could take the rest of the day off and relax on the beach instead of sitting behind his desk. His promotion as head of employee relations had increased his workload far more than he’d expected.
He sat up at a knock on the door. What now? “Come in.”
His secretary, Margaret, entered. “Mr. Castillo wants to see you in his office.”
“Why?”
The older woman arched a brow. “You’ve been summoned. You have five minutes to make yourself presentable.”
He stared at his pants. Not one wrinkle in the fabric. “I’m always presentable.”
A suffering sigh left Margaret. “Your hair is sticking up, and you have shadows under your eyes. Go splash some cold water on your face. Trust me on this, boss.” She turned on her heel and left, closing the door behind her before he could argue.
Being late wasn’t his style. He stepped into the adjoining bathroom and dipped his comb in water, taming the cowlicks. Not a gray hair in the coal black strands, despite his stressful new position. At least he had gained confidence working with one of the most powerful businessmen in all the Caribbean. After rubbing his face and back of his neck with a wet wash cloth and splashing on a touch of cologne, he felt much more alert.
As he left, to head down the hall to his employer’s office, Margaret presented him a fresh cup of coffee. He sighed in relief, the caffeine boosting his energy after a few gulps.
Jagger, deep in conversation on the phone, waved him in.
He shut the door and sat down taking another sip of coffee while he waited.
Jagger ended his call and grinned. “Thanks for taking time out of your busy schedule to meet with me. I need you on duty this weekend and all of next week.”
“I’m taking a few days off to catch up on rest.”
“Sorry, you can’t.” His boss gifted him with the dark, predatory stare that made men cower and women sigh.
Undaunted, he met the unwavering gaze straight on. He tapped his knee, resigned to his employer’s request. “What’s so important you need me to work overtime?”
“Jackson has called me away to Atlantic City to check on the progress of the new casino there. He’s overwhelmed in Vegas. I need you to be in charge here while I’m gone.”
He cleared his throat and tugged on his suddenly constricting tie. “There has to be someone else with more experience and years of service—”
“Your work speaks for itself. I’m very pleased with the way you’ve helped me run the resort. I trust you to make sure things go off without a hitch.”
“As long as the booze is flowing and people get laid, why would there be any problem?”
Part of him was excited for the opportunity to show his worth, but the responsibility could also lead to even more stress and headaches. I’ll suck it up and take time off later this month.
“It’s come to my attention we have an imposter in our midst who might cause trouble.”
“Someone among the staff?” Impossible. Each Castillo employee was thoroughly investigated and endured a rigorous interview process before he or she was hired. If there was an issue with one of them, he would have been made aware.
“Not among my staff.” Jagger’s face revealed nothing.
“You’ve lost me,” he said, running a hand through his hair.
“You know I allow the 1Night Stand service to use the hotel for dates. A tabloid writer has infiltrated the company and wants to reveal the true identity of Madame Evangeline. Chit-Chat Weekly has been up my ass trying to get an interview with the sole purpose of finding out who she is. They’ve perpetuated rumors in their magazine I’m the one in charge and it’s actually an escort service.” Jagger tapped a pen on his desk, the only visible sign of his indignation.
“Chit-Chat has been after your family for years. I thought everything had been taken care of after all those testimonials from 1Night Stand clients. They made it clear nothing illegal was going on.” And, of course, his boss wouldn’t be involved in something so unethical.
“My spies have told me otherwise. A writer has applied for a 1Night Stand date under an alias and traveled here undercover with the purpose to bring me down.” Jagger frowned. “This woman, going by Cassidy Kellogg, made one big error. She used her own credit card, under her real name, to pay for the vacation.”
“She doesn’t sound too bright.” Tension settled into his shoulders. What are the odds…? “I knew a Cassidy in college.”
“She probably thought I wouldn’t notice. But when a tabloid writer’s name comes up, particularly from a magazine that’s been a nuisance lately, we notice everything.” Jagger moved behind his desk and produced a folder.
“I’m not following,” he said, confused.
Jagger pushed the file across the desk. “The real Cassidy’s married name is Kellogg and she owns an accounting firm. Her sister, whose credit card paid for the trip, is a columnist for Chit-Chat magazine. Both graduated from Las Vegas University the same year you did.”
Quinn shot up in his chair as it all came together. “What’s the columnist’s name?” Memories of his senior year came crashing over him as thoughts of her, the one woman he’d tried his best to forget, bombarded his mind.
“Carly Kimball,” Jagger said. “She’s pretending to be her sister, to hide where she works. I want you to tail her and go so far as to be her companion for the weekend.”
He clenched his fist to stop it from shaking. Jagger couldn’t know how close he and Carly once were. She was the one who got away, or rather hightailed it out of his room the morning after he lost his virginity to her. He had never heard from her again. Now his past was returning to haunt him big time.
“You’ve grown pale. Are you okay?” Jagger asked.
Quinn wiped a palm over his face. “Must be the cloak and dagger spy work you want me to do. I’m not the best one for this. Why not someone else like….” He snapped his fingers. “Woody! He’ll be more than happy to act as a Jason Bourne or a James Bond.”
Jagger groaned. “I’d find your comment funny if I was in a better mood.”
Quinn fiddled with his tie, trying to ignore the heat spreading over his face.
“All I’m asking you to do is to keep an eye on the woman while I’m away. She’s here until Monday morning. Keep her out of trouble and try and stop her from asking too many questions or bothering the staff.” The corner of Jagger’s mouth lifted and his eyes flicked with amusement. “You can talk about old times and reminisce.”
“Why can’t we just ask her to leave?”
“If only it were that easy. But, I’m afraid if we throw her off the resort grounds, she’ll write an article full of lies, implying we have something to hide. I don’t want the bad press. If she meets someone from her past, meaning you, she’ll be off her game, especially if you stick to her like glue.” Jagger cracked his knuckles and grinned. “She’s quite the attractive lady, so this shouldn’t be too much of a hardship for you.”
He grimaced. The Carly he once knew was one curvy, sexy package full of bubbly energy who’d done a number on his young libido. He fell for her hard during the months leading up to graduation. He’d been so naïve. She had left his heart broken after she used him for her own selfishness.
“This would mean a great deal to me,” Jagger folded his hands on his desk. “I’ll make it worth your while.”
He finally grabbed the folder but didn’t open it. He would reserve the pleasure for when he was alone, where no one could witness his reaction to the picture most assuredly inside.
“She’s going to find it odd I’m her new best friend and won’t let her out of my sight.”
“This is the perfect opportunity to work on your romancing skills. Teach her to snorkel or give her a guided tour of the island. Hell, seduce her if you have to.”
Quinn swallowed uncomfortably. He already failed in the romance department with Carly. Most likely she’d run in the opposite direction when she saw him coming.
“I don’t have a choice, do I?” he asked, slumping in his seat.
“No.”
He stood, clutching the file. “You own me big time.”
“I imagine I will,” Jagger muttered, reaching into his desk drawer to pull out a bottle of aspirin.
“If you’ll excuse me, I’ll research my mark.” With a cocky salute, Quinn stomped out of the room.


 
 
Chapter Three
 
 
Her picture didn’t disturb him as he’d expected. Even though her hair was a lighter shade and tied in a braid, and thick-framed glasses hid her large, beautiful brown eyes, he’d recognize the face anywhere. Quinn traced a nail over the spotting of freckles on Carly’s nose. He had touched and kissed them in his dorm room, which led to one of the most memorable nights of his life. He had also kissed the other freckles on her body. He especially liked the grouping near her navel….
A screech from the pool area jerked him out of his musings. He took out his handkerchief and patted his forehead, glad he’d left his jacket and tie in his office. He wanted Carly to believe he took life easy, like Woody who sat at the bar talking to a woman wearing an understated sundress. Laughing, she tilted her head back, allowing a few of her tresses to escape from her clip and land on her shoulders.
“Carly,” he whispered, rolling up the file.
She suddenly stared in his direction.
He slapped the file against his hip, smiling when her jaw dropped and alarm filled her face. Something electric and searing settled in his groin. He went to stalk his prey.
 
 
Oh, shit.
She ran her damp palms over her lap. What were the odds not only an old classmate would be working for the resort, but an ex-lover as well? Well, more like a one-night stand when it came to Quinn Alfasi, the reserved, half-Irish, half-Moroccan hunk who’d made her horny for most of her senior year at LVU.
“Earth to Cassidy.” Woody waved his hand in front of her face.
“Sorry, I thought I saw someone I knew. It’s such a small world.” She struggled to think of an excuse to leave before Quinn ruined everything.
“You can say that again.” Woody took a long pull of his beer and beamed at her.
“Too bad Carly couldn’t be here. You remember my sister, right?” She admired the way the sun bounced off his hair, displaying the burgundy strands and drawing attention to his magnetic, bronzed face. “Speaking of which, I should give her a call to say I’ve arrived. She tends to worry, especially with me so far away.”
His brow knitted. “She’s probably concerned about you vacationing alone so soon after your divorce.”
“Divorce?”
She turned to find Quinn staring at her with blinding green eyes. Her legs turned to Jell-O.
“My man! You’ll never guess who I ran into.” Woody slapped him on the back. “Cassidy, do you remember Quinn Alfasi? He was my roommate at LVU. Now he makes sure the resort runs in tip top shape. Wasn’t your sister good friends with him?”
Her heart jumped into her throat. “Ah, I think so.”
“The resemblance is remarkable. Good to see you again, Cassidy. How long has it been?” Quinn held out his hand.
Here goes. Giving him a cheery smile, she met his stare straight on and lifted her chin, refusing to cower.
He curved his hand around hers and peered down at her chest.
Gritting her teeth, she resisted the urge to snap her fingers in front of his face. The Quinn she once knew would have never done such a thing. But his appreciative, rather lusty expression indicated times had changed.
Two can play at this game. She captured his wrist, noting the rapid beat of his pulse. Hmm…interesting. She squeezed. Come on, let me go. He didn’t.
He lifted their linked fingers to his mouth and kissed her knuckles. His eyes glittered in defiance, his warm breath rushing over her, making her stomach clench.
“It’s been years,” she whispered, tugging.
He released her and fiddled with his shirt collar. “Six years to be exact.”
She zoned in on his movements, noting the dusting of black hair rising from the opening of his shirt. Once she had run her tongue across his—
“I can’t believe it’s been that long.” Woody said, breaking the moment.
“What a strange coincidence, seeing you again and here of all places.” she said, grabbing a napkin and blotting away the sweat on her upper lip.
“Here, use this,” Quinn offered her an ivory handkerchief. When she didn’t take it, he waved it in front of her face. “It won’t bite.”
But will you? He’d been more of a nibbler. She snatched the linen square. His thumb brushed her. She flinched, hiding her reaction to his touch behind the crisp, white cloth. Needing support, she rested her hand over Woody’s. Something sounding like a growl came from Quinn. She chose to ignore it.
Woody lifted a small glass. “A toast to new beginnings, and to Cassidy, in the hopes she finds love again.”
She took the shot the bartender set in front of her and smiled in thanks.
“New beginnings, Cassidy? Last I heard you were married. Joining the single ranks again, like your sister? Or is she with someone special?” Quinn asked.
His presumptuous questions annoyed her. Was he searching for answers, interested if she was single, or wanted to throw her failing marriage in her face? Her temper grew on behalf of her sister, who had made the heartbreaking decision to separate from her husband of three years and start divorce proceedings.
Woody frowned. “Cassidy is getting over a painful divorce. She came here to recover. I’m glad she has familiar faces around to ease her.”
Quinn’s piercing glare turned darker. “Carly wasn’t into commitment back in college. Does she still play the field?”
She gritted her teeth, resisting the urge to stick her tongue out at the lout. “She dates.”
Quinn laid his palm on her back. She leaned forward, his touch a hot brand. “Problem?”
She curled her hand into a fist to quell the urge to slap the smirk off his face. “No, just jet lagged from my trip.” She climbed off the stool and gulped her shot. The sweet tasting alcohol landed in her belly and helped calm her fast-beating heart. She dropped the handkerchief on the bar. “I’m going to my room and take a nap.”
“There’s a barbeque on the beach tonight. You should come. I’ll be there.” Woody waggled his eyebrows, making her laugh.
“Maybe,” she murmured, glancing at Quinn from the corner of her eye.
Woody spoke close to her ear. “It would be great to catch up and hear how you and Carly are doing.”
“I’ll have to see. I don’t want to be up too late, right Woody?” she asked, patting his chest and grinning up at him.
He nudged her hip. “The best time to go to the beach is early morning.”
“What are you two talking about?” Quinn’s voice grew hard and he slapped his leg with the folder he held.
Why was he carrying a folder out by the pool? All business.
“We have a paddle board lesson tomorrow,” Woody said with a pleased smile.
Her cell rang. “I better answer this.” She slipped from between the two men. “Woody, if we don’t hook up tonight, I’ll see you tomorrow morning at nine at the bar.” She lifted her phone to her ear and darted away.
Chatting with the real Cassidy on her way out of the area, she caught Quinn watching her with a heated stare that went straight to her core.
 
She has the same walk and terrific ass wiggle she had in college.
He charted Carly’s movement, the boxy sundress downplaying her curves. No matter how hard she tried to hide her body, or acted like her sister, she couldn’t diminish her perkiness and sunny disposition. He was going to have fun breaking her down and having her spill her secrets, all of them….
“The one time I didn’t need you as my wingman,” Woody said in a disgruntled voice.
“You never complained about us tag teaming a woman before. Why’s Carly different from all the rest?”
“Don’t you mean Cassidy?”
“You were talking to Carly Kimball, undercover writer for Chit-Chat Weekly. She’s using her sister’s name as an alias in order to find dirt on Jagger and that 1Night Stand dating service.” He slapped his palm with the folder and set it on the bar. “Check out her file. She went pretty far with her deception.”
Woody released a low whistle, flipping the pages. “Carly has quite the imagination. Wonder if she’d get off on having two men. We can—”
“Stop right there.” Quinn held up his palm, running his tongue over his dry lips. “What we do together every once in a while with a female guest is something we won’t be doing with Carly. Even if I wanted to, which I don’t, it would give her ammunition for her sleazy article.”
Woody lifted a brow. “You never got over her, have you? That’s why you’re snarling at me. I don’t mind sharing, as you well know.”
A vision of his best friend and his ex-lover rolling around sweaty and naked on a bed made his head pound along with the need to punch something.
Quinn flinched when Woody’s hand landed on his shoulder. “I have a headache. I’m going home to lie down before tonight’s barbeque for all the new guests.”
“I’m meeting with the staff about the event in ten minutes. Hopefully it won’t be a late night for me since I have an early morning lesson tomorrow.”
The pounding in Quinn’s head amplified. He swallowed a groan when he thought of another pounding—no, throbbing—in a different area altogether. Maybe he’d take a long, hot shower and relieve his stress with a bar of soap and his hand.
“You should join us tomorrow. Maybe Carly will come clean. Then you can find out why she dumped your ass before graduation.” The bantering tone in Woody’s voice had vanished.
“I might hold you to that.” Quinn grabbed the folder and headed back to his office.
His friend had been right about one thing. He still ached for the woman who’d waltzed in and turned his controlled and settled life upside down…again.


 
 
Chapter Four
 
 
A school of neon yellow fish swam by. Such beautiful fish! She circled around in amazement and kicked up sand in the clear blue water. She had survived her first stand-up paddling with minimal scrapes and now celebrated by wading in the breathtaking ocean.
Woody shot past her on his board, howling in glee. Despite his patience and skill teaching her, his mannerisms had changed. He still acted goofy and flirty, but caught her off guard several times with intrusive questions. Like Quinn’s yesterday.
She stared off into the horizon. Seeing Quinn again had resurrected a whole slew of memories she didn’t want to acknowledge. She’d also made the mistake of telling Cass about their reintroduction. Her sister freaked out and insisted she return home on the first plane available. Carly had to promise she wouldn’t get caught and would be careful while she spied in order to get off the phone. She’d begin right after her lesson.
“You better slap some lotion on. The sun can be brutal around this time.” Woody glided over to her, pushing his board ahead of him. Water coasted down his throat and muscular chest. She was a sucker for a nice set of abs on a man. This man had that and then some.
She batted a fly away from her face and winced. “I’ll end up freckling even worse.”
“I love a woman who wears freckles well, like you.”
“Thanks,” she said, splashing water on her shoulders. “After we’re done here, I may take a trip into town later and visit, Burn…Town? Damn, I can’t think of the name.”
“Cockburn Town,” he announced in a deadpan voice.
“Cockburn? You’re teasing me!” She burst out laughing.
“Not at all. It’s our capital city. A few other islands have their own Cockburn as well. I guess the name is popular. Lots of cocks here in the Turks.” His lips twitched.
“And the biggest one is next to me.” She paddled toward shore and attempted to stand. 
When her legs buckled, Woody caught her and held her steady. “Careful, your muscles aren’t used to this kind of exercise.”
She stared at him, but he only smiled back, showing no signs of pretense. The vivid color of his eyes matched the clear sky above.
He winked. “Cockburn isn’t Vegas, but it’s a fun place to visit. You can find great souvenirs there for Carly and your friends.”
Her stomach dropped. Had she slipped up and volunteered where she lived? Also his constant mentions of her sister’s name and the barrage of questions worried her.
“Is the sun getting to you? You’re shaking.” He draped an arm across her shoulder. “Maybe you should sit under the umbrella for a spell. I brought a cooler with drinks and some snacks.”
She’d had only coffee this morning, too edgy to eat anything, expecting Quinn to surface again.
“I am a little hungry.” She allowed him to guide her onto the beach then stopped in her tracks when she caught sight of a man dressed in dark swim trunks standing near their umbrella.
Speak of the devil. Quinn looked like a woman’s wet dream. Curly dark hair dotted his chest and traveled into the waistband of his swimsuit. His biceps and pecs were on display in all their brawny and toned glory.
Can a man get arms like that from having too much sex? I’m really stretching, coming up with ridiculous reasons for Quinn looking fabulous and edible.
The men slapped hands. She moved forward, adjusting the straps of her navy, one-piece bathing suit.
“Hello, Cassidy. I found these on the blanket. Are they yours?” Quinn stressed her—Cass’s name—and held out her sunglasses.
“Yes, thanks.” She grasped them, but he held on, leaning close to her.
“Surprised I’m here?” he whispered.
She searched his face for any signs he suspected her ruse, but his pleasant expression gave nothing away. “Glad you could take time out of your busy schedule to join us, bro.” Woody bent down in front of the cooler.
She accepted a bottle of chilled water from him, keeping an eye on Quinn, waiting for him to strike in some manner. When she dropped to sit on the blanket, he joined her, pulling in his knees and resting his arms on them. She drank in silence, appreciating the sight of his upper torso glistening under a fine coating of sweat. She rolled the bottle across her forehead and then took a sip.
“Hot?” His mouth skimmed her ear as she took a long swig.
She swallowed too fast and choked. Quinn gave her back a swift pat. He kept his palm there until she shrugged it off. If he kept touching her in such an easy manner, she’d combust.
Woody lounged on his back, propped on his elbows, on her other side “When’s the last time you hung out on the beach, Quinn? It must have been over a month.” He glanced up at her. “Our friend is all work and no play. Mr. Castillo relies on him for everything. If our boss needs information about an employee or guest, he’s right there to deliver.”
She finished her water and played with the label, trying to remain calm. How much had Quinn figured out?
“Yes, I know everything. I’m all seeing,” he joked in a husky tone and shifted closer to her.
“And you know so much about me, All Powerful Seeing Eye.” She refused to back down from his taunting voice.
“Seeing as we didn’t hang out together in college, unlike Carly and I, how would I know anything about you? Speaking of your sister, I thought she was a pretty standup person, but she proved me wrong. She never said goodbye and didn’t even gift us with her presence at graduation.” His body became rigid, his voice biting.
She’d been horrible cutting off all ties, but there had been a reason. A big reason.
“Woody!”
Three women near the water waved in their direction. Woody sat up and slicked his hair back. “If you two will excuse me, my adoring fans await.” He stood, dusted off his bathing trunks, and strolled away.
Quinn sat in unyielding silence. She tapped her thumbs one over the other. His presence at her side after all these years made her twitchy.
“I don’t remember you fidgeting so much in college,” he remarked, his voice friendlier.
“You love talking about the good old days, as if we were close buddies. Carly’s the one you were friends with. I can’t tell you the number of times she mentioned your name or how great a guy you were.”
He dropped his hand on the blanket near her hip and stroked the edge of her swimsuit with his pinkie. “Not surprising. Most of the women on campus couldn’t stop talking about me.” His wide smile reached his eyes.
She choked back her laugh and, without thinking, bumped her shoulder with his. He swept a strand of hair sticking to her cheek aside. She stared at him, undone by the casual, intimate action. As her heart drummed in her chest, he lifted his hand and drifted it down her throat and her arm, finally laying it on her leg.
“What happened between us?” he asked, his smile replaced by a range of emotions she couldn’t decipher.
“You mean between you and Carly?” she asked, fixing her gaze on the sunlight dancing on the turquoise waters.
“Yes. She didn’t tell you why she didn’t say good-bye to me and never got in touch after graduation?”
She closed her eyes, his sorrow striking a chord in her. The least she could do was be honest with him about the night they shared and why she’d left him without a word.
“There’s a reason why my sister and I didn’t walk at graduation, never to be heard from again.” She inhaled and blinked away the dampness forming in her eyes. “She never told you how sick our mom was?”
“She told me your mother had been ill, but she wouldn’t go into any details. I didn’t want to pressure her.”
She opened her eyes and stared out at the water. “Mom suffered from breast cancer. By the time Cas, ah Carly, and I went to college, she had become worse. We didn’t want to leave her. But since LVU offered us scholarships, Mom insisted we go. She said we couldn’t refuse the opportunity of a lifetime. We accepted to make her happy.” She wiped her mouth and sniffed. “Senior year, Mom really deteriorated. When we went home for spring break, we could see she didn’t have much time left.”
“I remember when you came back. You lost weight and were too quiet and not your normal self,” he said, rubbing his thumb across the inside of her wrist.
“You mean Carly, not me,” she corrected him. “The night after finals ended was supposed to be my last hurrah before graduation a week later.” She inhaled a ragged breath and faced him. “Carly told me how much she loved being with you that night. You took your friendship to the next level, and it was everything she’d wished for her first time. She left so early in the morning without saying good-bye because our dad called to tell us Mom passed away. We packed up, rented a car, and drove home.”
A sob left her. She started to stand when he ran his thumb across her cheek. Unnerved, she found it hard not to break down in tears.
“I’m so sorry. I wish I’d known. Why didn’t she return any of my calls or my emails? I had no idea I was her first lover! Hell, I even wrote her letters and mailed them, hoping she’d think they were romantic.” He scanned her face and she darted her gaze away.
She wanted to tell him how sorry she was and that she’d meant to keep in touch, but, she’d been devastated by her mother’s death and had to stay with her grief-stricken father. She hadn’t been able to focus on anything else. By the time things settled it was too late.
She nibbled on her bottom lip and stared up at his face, overcome with the urge to kiss him. “I have to tell you something important about Carly. You’re going to be angry with me—”
“Quinn! I need your help out here.”
She swung her head around to see Woody dive into the ocean. One of the women he’d been talking with screamed while her friend clung to a paddleboard drifting away from shore in the retreating tide.
Quinn cursed and shot to his feet. She also rose and scanned the beach for help.
“Stay here.” He dug his phone from his pocket and tossed it to her. “Call resort security. Tell them we have an emergency.”
She took his cell and scrolled through the contacts. Quinn cupped her cheek, startling her. “Don’t go anywhere. We need to finish our conversation.”
He dropped a kiss on her mouth, shocking her speechless, then broke away and ran down to the water. Her lips tingled and her nipples hardened. She got her bearings in time to watch Woody grab the hysterical woman. Quinn swam out in deep strokes and helped guide her back to shore.
A crowd gathered near the water. Some talked on cell phones and soon the sounds of sirens blared in the distance. She placed Quinn’s cell on the blanket and turned to leave. In the confusion, she had lost the courage to admit everything she hid from him.
She’d nearly aborted her mission because of a man from her past who was still hurt and angry by her leaving him. He’d never forgive her if she told him her true identity and ultimate goal for this weekend. Nothing to be gained and everything to be lost by revealing her secrets.
“What’s the point? Nothing can come of it,” she whispered, depressed. She’d return to the resort and put her spying skills to the test. Before the day ended, she’d infiltrate Castillo’s office, search it, and find any juicy dirt for her article.
She grabbed her bag and snuck away before Quinn could use his seductive powers to capture her heart once again.


 
 
Chapter Five
 
 
The lively calypso music didn’t lighten his mood, nor did the woman by the outdoor bar in a teeny black bikini, shooting him a bold smile.
He hunted for another, one he thought he had connected with at the beach. He had been certain she was going to come clean about her identity. After he helped save the woman from drowning, he rode a high. Perhaps, impressed by his heroics, Carly would beg his forgiveness and they could move on. Turning to face the beach, ready to accept her admiration, he’d gasped, his heart plummeting to his knees. She had skipped out again!
He’d searched every section of the hotel, even the kitchen and service areas after she didn’t answer her door. He wouldn’t rest until he found her and they discussed everything…or he ended up making love to her.
He fisted his hands on his hips. Making love to Carly had gotten him in trouble in the first place. But would he take that night back? Not for anything in this world. If he had his way, they would share another just like it.
The glare from the sun shot off the glass from a window on the top floor. Shading his eyes, he spotted a figure in Jagger’s office. Alarm rose until he recognized the intruder.
His heart sped up in an entirely different manner and a tightening deep in his gut made him harden. Jagger never left sensitive information lying around. But security would certainly insist on dealing with the trespasser. Unless, he got there first.
He headed for the building, ready to show her how angry it made him when she walked out on him again. Then he’d show her something else.
Nothing would stop him from claiming her.
 
***
 
Carly retreated from the window and leaned against the wall. She wiped her forehead, wishing she still had Quinn’s handkerchief with her. His face popped into her head, but she pushed the image aside. She couldn’t think of him now. She had to work fast.
Voices came from the hall and she dashed into the bathroom. Closing the door, she pressed her ear against the wood, her heart rattling in her chest. She had taken a big chance sneaking into Castillo’s office. After asking a few questions, she’d headed for the administrative area, surprised at how empty it was. Two women from housekeeping vacuumed, the noise hiding her presence, and she slipped inside, quietly shut the door, and searched the spacious room.
She tried jimmying the locks on the file cabinets and desk drawers. Not even her shiny new locksmith tools could give her access. She turned the PC on, but the password screen mocked her.
“I’m pathetic. I’m not even dressed like a real thief,” she groaned, banging her forehead against the door. Still dressed in her bathing suit, a white mini skirt, and her flip flops, she looked more like a beach bunny than a thief. She turned the faucet on and splashed cold water on her hot cheeks. She lacked the espionage skill to reveal the dirty little secrets of one of the most powerful and well respected men in the business world.
She leaned against the counter at the sound of a door opening and female voices speaking just outside her hideaway. Please don’t let them come in. From the tidiness of the room and the smell of bleach, it appeared to have been cleaned already.
After a few minutes of banging around outside and a vacuum going on and then off, the voices faded. A door opened and closed and then nothing.
Exhaling loudly, she winced when a shooting pain ran up one shoulder. Rubbing the sore muscle, she cracked her head from side to side. Perhaps a massage would help? She’d get the hell out of here, return to her room, and shower. Then she’d book an appointment with one of the spa masseuses and figure out another way to save her career. She didn’t even want to think what would happen if she went back to Daphne with nothing newsworthy, other than tan lines.
Taking down her hair, she shook it out. Grimacing at the grit and sand imbedded in the strands, she scratched her scalp. Encouraged by the silence from the other side of the door, she opened it. Holding the clip between her teeth, she pulled back her hair and walked out into the main room.
She squeaked and her clip fell out of her mouth. Quinn sat in the high back leather desk chair, waiting for her.
I’m so screwed.
He rose. “What are you doing here?” His nostrils flared and his mouth formed a taut line. He took a step toward her.
“I can explain.” She held up a hand to ward him off.
He stalked her until the wall next to the bathroom halted her progress.
“Are you going to come up with another lie, Carly?” His chest heaving, he clenched his fists.
She released a nervous laugh. “Lie? You’re delusional. I’m Cassidy, not Car—”
A growl rose from him and he boxed her in with his body. His palms came down on either side of her face and he seethed in rage.
“Cut out the bullshit. I knew who you were from the moment you arrived. You can’t lie to save your life.”
“Why, you-you—” She jabbed at his chest.
He twisted her arm behind her back and jerked her against him. She lost her ability to speak—stunned by the way Quinn manhandled her, but also turned on.
He curled his lip. “From the moment we saw one another, you’ve been deceitful, getting off by making me a fool once again.”
“That’s not true! I had no idea you worked here. If I’d known, I’d never—”
“Never what, Carly?” He fisted her hair.
She gasped in surprise and rose up to her toes to lessen the sting of his hold. Her nipples puckered and liquid heat pooled between her thighs. “I never meant to hurt you, not now or when I left you without a word after we made love. I’ve always cherished what we did together.” Her pleading tone grated in her own ears, but she didn’t care.
Quinn responded by wedging his knee between her legs. She bit down on her bottom lip, overcome with desire as her body responded.
“How can I believe you and trust you? You even lied about your mother’s death.” His voice broke and he rested his forehead against hers. He trembled against her and whispered something she couldn’t catch. When she wiggled her arm, he let it go and backed away. Refusing to allow him to distance himself, she cupped his face, blinking away hot tears.
“I wasn’t lying about my mom’s death or when I said making love to you was one of the most amazing experiences I ever had. No other man since then has come close to you.”
“You’re still lying,” he snarled and thrust her away.
“I’m not! My body sure as hell isn’t!” She lifted her breasts to draw his attention to her pointed nipples. “I’m so turned on I can barely think. If I’m not hot for you, than who?”
His throat moved as he swallowed. “You’re pretty chummy with Woody. If you ask him, he’ll fuck you on the desk or against the wall.”
She lifted her hand to slap Quinn in the face then dropped her arm. She wouldn’t allow him to insult her any longer.
“Oh really, Mister Know It All? Maybe you’re right. I’m going to find Woody right now and ask him to fuck me sideways into tomorrow. How’d you like that?” She raised her chin, daring him to argue. He took a step toward her, and she darted to the door. She had just touched the doorknob when Quinn lifted her off her feet.
“You bastard, let me go!” She struggled, squirming.
He twisted until he pinned her up against another wall. He held her prisoner, panting as if he had run a marathon.
“What do you want from me?” she gasped. She gripped his shoulders and thrust her hip against his erection. His dick jabbed the inside of her thigh, and she licked her lips at the need to stroke or wrap her mouth around it.
“You know what I want, damn you.” He gritted his teeth and rocked against her.
Sick of the bullshit, and not caring about the consequences, she dragged her palm down his chest until she met the waistband of his swim trunks. Staring him straight in the eyes, she reached into his shorts and gripped his cock.
He jutted against her palm. Curving her fingers around his length, she griped him. She stroked from root to tip, running her thumb over the silky flesh and bulging veins. Quinn’s eyes rolled in back in his head. She wanted to feel the same, for him to touch her as intimately as she touched him.
“Kiss me before I die,” she ordered, and before she could pull his face down to hers, his lips landed on hers.
He filled her with his breath, his tongue swiping the inside of her cheeks. She squeezed his dick tightly and he groaned. Dauntless, she found one of his balls and stroked the fleshy sack.
Cupping her ass, he turned, sitting her on the edge of the desk. She kept stroking and caressing his cock and balls. He had large round, testicles that complimented his engorged cock. Just thinking about how big he was made her shudder in delight. She squirmed, imaging what it would feel like with him inside her again.
He pushed her down until she lay prone on the desk. She mewled. As she reached for him, he landed on top of her and kissed her with a passion matching her own. He slid his palms up her legs, urging them apart. Biting down on his lip, he grunted and cupped her through her bathing suit. She bucked against him, wanting him to finger her naked pussy or eat her out with his slick tongue.
He broke away and stared at her, eyes glittering. “Should I worry this will end up in your expose?”
“Nope, not all. I promise.” She dragged his face down and licked his lips.
“Better not.” He ground his palm against her mound. “Do you like the way I touch you?”
She nodded and he rewarded her with another deep, luscious lip lock. He peppered kisses across her throat and the middle of her chest. With shaking fingers, she drew down the straps of her bathing suit until she was bare to his gaze.
“Nice. Plump, the way I like them.” He circled one areola and the other. She arched up as he took one of her nipples between his lips.
Her body on fire, she was ready to combust any minute. Quinn dove into the bottom of her bathing suit and cupped her. With his thumb grazing her clit, she cried out in pleasure.
“How long has it been for you? When’s the last time a man played with your pussy?” He stared at her in hunger while he licked her nipple. When she didn’t answer, he rocked two fingers into her.
“Ah…too long! Years! Fuck me. Now!” she wailed, curving her leg around his hip.
“Can’t…no condom,” he groaned and returned to pleasuring her breasts. He rotated his digits in deep and she shook from the intensity and the way her muscles contracted around the wonderful intrusion.
He abandoned her chest and gave her a bruising kiss. She reached in between them, on the hunt for his cock to toy with and swiftly pumped his smooth flesh.
He cried out her name. She moaned his in return, stiffened, and broke apart, coming hard and fast. Quinn groaned and his cum splashed her hand. She purred, savoring his climax and the way he quivered until he went limp.
He stilled inside her, littering kisses on the side of her neck. She whispered his name and lay her head to the side to allow him better access, aching for more.
Quinn sucked hard on her skin then leaned away and fixed her with a drowsy stare, running a thumb down her cheek. “My Carly.”
He’d said the exact same thing the first time they made love. Hearing him say it again made her chest burst with happiness.
Two things happened at once. A cell phone ring came from Quinn’s swimsuit on the floor and the office door swung open. He jerked away, slipping his fingers out of her. She released his cock, her hand sticky with his release, and blanched at a man dressed in a white uniform, gun strapped to his hip.
Oh shit. She yanked up her bathing suit and jumped down from the desk. Quinn grabbed his phone and moved toward the window, talking in a stilted, distant voice. She’d thought she would never hear him that way again. Grabbing a tissue from the desk she helped defile, she wiped the drying cum off her hands. The man at the door glared at her. Her stomach twisted and she was considering running into the bathroom to hide when her own phone rang.
Fetching it from her bag on the floor, she cringed when her editor’s name popped up. Not now. Her cell rang again and she set it to silent.
Quinn continued his conversation in a low tone with his back toward her. No rescue there. She was on her own. Again. Not liking the watchful stare of the security guard, she snagged her things and ducked out the door. She expected the man to tell her to stop, but he didn’t and she rushed down the hall.
She’d run from Quinn again, but she needed to get her bearings, along with a nice hot shower to ease her post-coital aches. Later, when she was in a better state of mind, she’d seek him out. Hopefully he wouldn’t be too angry, but then again, hot and heavy things happened between them when he was.
Her nipples tingled and the ache between her legs intensified. Ignoring her body’s reaction, she called Daphne.


 
 
Chapter Six
 
 
The moment the sun set over the horizon, the festivities began. Woody leaned against the bar and took another pull on his beer. He winked at a pretty young woman who placed her order. She blushed, but before he could introduce himself, a male guest with more looks than brains caught her attention. Some of the singles here would have a romantic interlude during their stay. He had witnessed many hook ups in his time at the resort, even engaging in a few. But other than a meal with a pretty lady, or if he were lucky enough, some naked fun in a bed, he left unfulfilled, back to square one—alone.
He was a handsome guy. His mirror told him that every day. And in his experience, women loved a redheaded man with a great body and tan. But even though he wasn’t yet thirty, he couldn’t shake off the depressing feeling he’d end up remaining a bachelor well into the next decade.
A familiar face in the crowd caught his eye. “Surprise, surprise,” he murmured.
The bogus Cassidy, better known as Carly, slouched near the edge of the dance floor. Her previously braided hair floated around her shoulders and her eyes shone without the heavy glasses she’d worn earlier. She appeared lost in thought. His heart went out to her. Unlike Quinn, he wasn’t upset she’d been shady for the sake of her job. He found it amusing. After all, Castillo Resorts had nothing to hide.
He finished the rest of his beer and approached her. “Care to dance?”
She stared ahead without any reaction.
“Car, erm Cassidy, are you okay?” he asked, wincing over his stumble.
“I guess Quinn told you I’m not Cassidy, or you figured it out all on your own since I’m a poor liar.” Her shoulders drooped.
He nudged her chin up with his fist. “You have your reasons, even if they were….” He caught sight of a purple bruise on the side of her neck. Hmm, a hickey. He touched the mark.
“What?” she asked, knocking his hand away. Her cheeks flushed.
“I can pretty much assume something happened between you and Quinn after the beach.” He squeezed her shoulder in support, but she winced and rotated her arm. How rough had his friend been? He tugged her against his side. “What happened? You can tell your old friend Woody.”
“I’ve messed up big time with the exposé I wanted to do about the resort and with Quinn. You must despise me as much as he does.”
He bussed the side of her head. “I’ve done my share of rotten things in the past. I’m not too proud of them, but most of those I harmed have forgiven me for my crimes. You don’t seem to be in the mood to party with this rowdy bunch. Why don’t we go to my place? I can mix up my homemade sangria and we can get drunk.” He waggled his eyebrows and she giggled, her mood lifting. “And if you want to have your way with me in order to forget Quinn, I’ll bite the bullet. I even have a pair of handcuffs lying around you can use to keep me in line.”
“Oh, you.” She tapped him in the chest.
He kissed her palm. “If you need an ear or a shoulder to cry on, I’m volunteering both.” Say yes….
She curled her fingers around his hand. “You’re a really awesome guy. Now I feel as if I have nothing to be ashamed of, even though I do. Thank you.”
“You can thank me later by praising my sangria.”
He escorted her out front. After he helped Carly into his car, he shot off a text message to Quinn, who would no doubt come rushing over. But would Woody have enough have time to see if she was up for the more adventurous types of fun he had planned—with himself and his wingman?
 
***
 
After searching the hotel and beach, going as far as having her name called on the overhead system, Quinn still couldn’t find Carly. He’d used his passkey to confirm her suitcase and clothes were still in her room. Where could she be? Hiding? He wouldn’t put it past her, especially after what they did in his boss’s office with a security camera recording the entire episode. She probably doesn’t know that though…yet.
He sat down on a couch in the lobby and dropped his head into his hands. Right after she brought him to the most intense orgasm of his life in her arms, Jagger called his cell. Security had seen Carly entering his office. Ron, the guard who had caught them together, had reported the incident. Jagger hadn’t yelled or screamed or told him he was fired. He sounded more disappointed than anything, but not because of who Quinn had been fooling around with, but because they’d done it in his office and on his desk of all places.
Mortified, Quinn had apologized profusely, and Quinn ended the call, turning back to the woman who had turned his entire world upside down. He found only Ron—the tattletale security guard. She’d given him the slip yet again and some beast inside him howled in rage.
What would he do with Carly if and when he found her again? He wanted to shake some sense into her and then kiss her until she was naked and crying out his name, begging him for mercy. He savored the idea of punishing her all night long by bringing her close to the edge and keeping her from reaching her climax.
A bitter laugh left him. The handful of women he’d been with since her, always with Woody as backup, had been treated with respect and care. Anytime he tried to go solo with a woman, he froze. Carly had ruined him. He couldn’t have an intimate encounter without his best friend by his side.
Damn Carly and his obsession with her! He took out his cell with the intent to call Woody for advice when he noticed the text message. Took Carly to my place. Plan on plying her with my sangria and doing wicked things to her. Join us.
He shot up out of his seat. Carly wasn’t going to do anything with anyone unless he was there. His prick of a best friend better not touch what was his without his permission!
He strode out of the foyer, calling Woody’s cell. When he went straight to voice mail, he released a line of curses and hurried to his car.
 
***
 
Quinn marched into Woody’s backyard oasis of trees and plant life indigenous to the island. He preferred the comfort here to his sterile, professionally decorated condo.
He knew his friend’s game all too well, having played it with him many times before. But this time, Quinn wasn’t certain he wanted things to go that far. Not where Carly was concerned—unless…she was interested.
He stopped near the edge of the deck, surveying the two with affection and some trepidation. Woody sat on a lounger drinking a beer while Carly, some distance away, held a wine glass and swayed to a pop-sounding dance song. Her beauty stunned him. Her hair fell down around her shoulders, and she wore a strapless white sundress, showing off her shapely legs. A vision of him pounding into her while she wrapped her thighs around him made him go rock hard. A bird cackled overhead and the others turned in his direction.
“You made it!” Woody jumped up and clapped.
Carly drained her glass.
He sauntered over and his buddy came down the steps and met him.
“I know you two have a lot of unresolved things to work out, but can it wait until tomorrow?” Woody whispered.
Quinn nodded. “Tonight will be just three friends catching up.”
“Let’s have some fun!” Woody strode up on the deck and snatched Carly’s empty glass. “I’ll refresh your drink and start dinner while you two talk.” He retreated toward the kitchen. “I’ll be right back.”
Carly turned down the music. She faced Quinn with a reserved smile. “Um, hi.”
“Hi,” he said and reached to tug on his tie. When he realized he wasn’t wearing one, he played with the bottom of his T-shirt.
“You still do that.” She grinned at him, a suspiciously cheerful twinkle in her eyes.
“Still do what?” He frowned, puzzled.
“Tug on your shirt. You did it in college.”
“I do it when I’m nervous. I’ve been doing it much more since you arrived.” Not liking the distance between them, he moved to her side.
She twirled a piece of her hair. He longed to play with those golden strands.
“A new habit of yours?”
She dropped her hand. “One I picked up since I saw you again.”
“Carly, we need—”
“I know. But I’ve had a little too much to drink and need something in my stomach besides wine and whatever else is in this potent concoction.”
He chuckled. “I’ve enjoyed Woody’s sangria one too many times. The stories I could tell you would make you piss your pants laughing.”
She giggled, and he smiled, closing his eyes to soak in the sound. They shot open when she brushed his chin. Her hand fell away and he grabbed it.
“I’m sorry for the stupid thing I did by breaking into Castillo’s office. I know it’s not a good enough apology—”
He pressed the pad of his finger over her mouth. “It’s over. You didn’t do any damage. I should be the one apologizing for how I treated you.”
Her eyes widened and she thrust him away. “If you say you’re sorry for almost screwing me on your boss’s desk, I’ll kick you. I enjoyed everything we did up to the moment we got caught.”
“I did also. I never had it so—”
“Raw, hot, and steamy?” She lifted up on her toes, and he dipped down to kiss her, only to be interrupted by a loud cough.
“Raw, hot and steamy?” Woody emerged from the doorway. “Sounds like your swapping recipes on how to boil lobsters. I hate to break the mood, but I’m starving. What do you say to some eats and more drinks?”
“Sounds great,” he whispered, giving Carly a soft peck. Before he could increase the pressure of the kiss, she broke away, and with a wink, swayed toward the other man.
Woody whistled low when she passed him. He grinned and lightly tapped her on the ass.
Quinn ran his fingers through his hair and exhaled. For tonight he would pretend as if everything was right with the world and enjoy hanging out with a good friend and the woman who still owned his heart after all this time.


 
 
Chapter Seven
 
 
She doubled over laughing as Woody finished telling another story about he and Quinn getting into trouble the first week they were on Grand Turk. They’d ended up naked and hiding behind sand dunes while the beach patrol searched for them.
“I can’t believe you did that many tequila shots and then took off all your clothes on a dare,” she said to Quinn in disbelief. He sat in the corner of the couch on her left while Woody occupied her right. He smiled shyly. She thought he was adorable and tweaked his nose.
Quinn linked their fingers together and drew her close. She sighed, welcoming his embrace. After a great meal and more shared drinks, they had fallen back into the comfortable way they used to have in college.
“It took an island paradise to turn you into a drunken frat boy?” She finished the last of her sangria.
He took her glass and chewed on the leftover ice. When she grabbed for it, he lifted it high in the air, his grin taunting. “How else could I recover from my broken heart?”
“Did I really break your heart?” she asked, slightly shaken up by his declaration.
Before he could answer, Woody nudged her hip. “Why not put your legs on my lap? I’ll give you the world famous Woodster foot massage.”
She arched a brow at Quinn. He shrugged. Taking that as a yes, she plopped her feet on Woody’s lap. When he dug his thumb into the arch of her foot, she moaned in delight.
“She likes it.” Quinn pushed aside her hair and stroked the side of her throat where her hickey was. She trembled at the soft touch and from Woody who was doing incredible things to her toes.
“I haven’t had a complaint yet,” he said, rotating her ankles.
“Why would I complain? I have two hot men treating me like a princess.” She settled deeper in Quinn’s arms.
“If you moved here, you could have us at your beck and call every day.” Woody ran his hands up and down her calves.
She blinked at him. “I have responsibilities. I can’t just up and leave because of an amazing massage.”
Quinn snorted. “Responsibilities? Working for a gossip rag? You should write for a more respectable publication. You deserve better than Chit-Chat Weekly.” He dropped his arm around her torso. His thumb roamed against her side, dangerously close to her breast.
She bit her lip to stop from moaning. What was wrong with her? She shouldn’t act this way with Woody around. What could he be thinking?
Woody squeezed the back of her calf. She did moan then.
“Many women have complimented me on my massages and other types of ministrations in the past.” Woody wiggled his eyebrows.
“Yeah…and? What are you implying?” she asked, trying not to fidget as his caresses inched up higher.
“Maybe you’d be interested in creating a memory with us to take back to Vegas.”
“What type of memory?” She wasn’t sure what to make of the change in conversation. The way Woody stared at her made her think he wanted something of a sexual manner.
“You, me, and Quinn could spend the night together in my bed,” Woody announced, and she drew back her legs, ready to kick him.
“You’re not serious. That’s absurd.” He had to be teasing her. He couldn’t think she—
“You’d be amazed by how many female guests want to try something different in the bedroom because they think anything goes here. The stories I could tell you would make your ears bleed. Or perhaps make you come,” Quinn whispered and kissed her cheek.
“What?” Shock flew through her body. “You’ve had a threesome before?”
“A few times.” He ran his finger along the side of her throat. “Don’t knock it until you try it.” He kissed her and she grabbed his arms for support.
His lips grazed hers. She sighed as he swiped his tongue along her lips and teeth until she let him in. When he slipped his hand inside the bodice of her dress, she arched into his hold, wanting to be naked. At the touch of a second pair of hands, she moved away. A shirtless Woody stroked the inside of her thighs.
The heat in her stomach turned to liquid fire and settled in her pussy. She shook her head and scrutinized both men. “You can’t think…we should…?”
“Why not? We like one another and I can sense you’re attracted to me.” Woody nudged his chin in his friend’s direction. “He’s always been more comfortable sharing a woman. Right, buddy?”
Quinn’s hand stilled over her breast. His gaze held not only lust but also trepidation. She rested her palm against his cheek and he closed his eyes. A small smile filled his face. “He’s right. I haven’t had many lovers. The times I’ve been intimate with a woman, Woody joined me.”
“Are you saying I scarred you?” she whispered, stunned beyond belief.
He half-shook his head. “I wouldn’t go that far, but for some reason when we came to Grand Turk, we went wild. We had our first ménage together, and since then, more. Woody has enjoyed one-on-one times with a lady.” Quinn’s eyes opened and heat poured from them as he studied her. “But I never have. What we experienced together in the office and you here now gives me hope…shit, I’m not making any sense. You must think I’m a pervert.”
“We all have strange desires. Some act on them, while others push them way down inside, ashamed by how they feel. I live in Vegas, of all places, so kinky sex doesn’t freak me out. I don’t think you’re a perv.” He burrowed his face into the crook of his neck. She stroked the top of his head and kissed his cheek. Woody leaned back, watching in silence.
She’d always thought she was fearless, bold, and in that moment she wanted to do something radical. She mouthed, “okay,” to Woody, and tilting Quinn’s face up, kissed him. She put everything she had into it. When he responded and tightened his arms around her, she straddled him.
He tasted better than the sangria. He increased the force of the kiss until she panted, anxious for him to make her come.
“What do you want?” he asked around her mouth, moving down to suck where he had marked her.
Turning her neck for more of his attentions, she gaped as Woody pulled down his shorts and stroked his cock. He gripped his length and jerked fast, giving her a lusty stare. She wanted to feel his hands on her while she rode Quinn and made him come deep inside her.
When Quinn bit down on the side of her throat, she gasped and dug her nails into his shoulders. He lifted her skirt and palmed her ass cheeks. She was glad she’d worn a thong instead of underwear, leaving herself free for him to play with. She met his mouth again and licked him inside, rocking slowly against his erection. His finger ventured near the crack of her ass. She shivered and bit down on his lip. Circling around, he slipped between her legs and flicked her slit. She let out a sob and then a squeak when he rose with her in his arms. She wrapped her legs around his hips and continued kissing him, whispering in graphic detail what she wanted him to do to her.
He carried her into another room and set her on the bed. She watched him undress, overcome with desire for this man who turned her on in so many ways. Woody, with his shorts riding low on his hips, closed the door behind him. He squeezed Quinn’s shoulders. Both men looked at her, a question in their eyes. She held out her arms in a silent plea for them to take her.
She grasped the covers, watching Quinn’s cock bob upward, long and thick with a big mushroom head. Anxious for a taste, she knelt in front of him. He paused at the edge of the bed, clenching his fists. His stomach muscles jerked when she set her palms on his chest. Placing a kiss on his nipple, she licked a course down to his stomach, enjoying his crisp chest and belly hair, the salt on his skin an aphrodisiac. When she reached his navel, she circled the tip of his cock with her tongue. Gripping her hair, he kept her immobile while she sucked him off.
He grunted and cursed, calling out her name. She opened her mouth wider and took him fully inside, almost gagging when he bumped the back of her throat. He moved away and she rewarded him by cupping his balls. She bobbed up and down, beyond aroused. Cupping herself, she rubbed her slick folds.
“Let me take care of you.” The bed dipped and Woody landed against her back. He reached into her thong, curled his fingers upward, and inserted them inside her fluttering pussy.
She cried out. Quinn took hold of his prick, and after a few strokes, his cum splashed her face. She licked it off in greedy delight and moved to take him into her mouth, but he sat on the bed and kissed her. Their tongues dueled while Woody played with her clit, bringing forth a powerful orgasm.
She fell against Quinn, trying to catch her breath. Woody leaned over her and pushed her hair aside. Cupping his cheek, she leaned up to kiss him but he moved his face away and pressed kisses on her neck and chest, pulling off her dress and thong until she was naked. She cried out in pleasure when he sucked on her breast. She was dying from the pull of Woody’s mouth and Quinn’s finger pumping her pussy. Her inner muscles constricted and latched around his finger as another climax came over her. While she recovered from her explosive orgasm, Quinn broke away and slid down toward her thighs.
She stared up at the ceiling, panting while Woody sucked at her breast. Quinn threw her legs over his shoulders and spread her feminine folds wide, giving her an intimate kiss. She yelled out his name as his tongue jabbed upward and swept over her clit. His fingers joined the play and she gasped when he found her G-spot.
The amazing foreplay went on for what seemed like hours. She came apart more times than she could count. Finally she caught a break when Woody grabbed condoms from his bedside table. She rolled to her side and waited for the next step in their lovemaking. Quinn lifted her in his arms. He lay back down and she climbed on top of him.
“You’re so beautiful,” she said softly, tracing his face. She could stare at him for hours and never get bored.
“And you’re mine.” He tugged her face to his and locked his mouth over hers.
Grasping his cock, and with a wiggle of her hips, she pulled him inside her. Linking their fingers, she rode him.
Woody knelt next to them and stroked her nipples. He whispered instructions and she sped up at his command. As her orgasm came upon her, she shook from the force. Quinn cupped her breasts, calling out her name or whispering, “mine.”
Hands spread her ass cheeks apart and a warm, wet tongue snaked into a place no tongue had ever been before.
“Woody!” she shouted and came fast and hard, her juices drowning Quinn’s cock.
He rose up on his elbows and bellowed, fisting the covers under him. She joined her mouth to his, twitching at Woody’s arousing tongue action until she landed on Quinn’s chest in a sweaty heap. He held her close, caressing her hair. Woody lay on his side, stroking her back. 
A few minutes later, Woody urged her to lie beside Quinn. After rolling on a condom, he shifted her off of Quinn, lifted her hips and entered her from behind. Holding Quinn’s gaze as Woody pounded into her she joined her mouth to Quinn’s and kissed him until she flew apart again.
 
***
 
She blinked and stretched, wincing as her bones cracked and leg muscles cramped. Something brushed her cheek and she blinked again, bringing the room, and Woody, into focus. He sat against the headboard with a sheet covering his lap, holding out a glass of water.
“You look like you need it.”
“Thanks,” she said, clearing her dry throat, and sat up, taking the drink. She sipped some, then rubbed her forehead. “What a crazy night.”
“But a fun one, right?” he asked, hesitation in his voice.
“It’s one I’ll never forget,” She smiled and leaned over to kiss him.
He covered his mouth and shook his head. “Your kisses belong to Quinn, not me.”
She realized he was right. With all the sex and passion shared, she’d only shared that particular pleasure with Quinn. Woody tugged her hair and rose from the bed.
With his back turned, she got a great view of his cute ass. Even better when he bent down and scooped up her clothes. When he placed them near her feet, she couldn’t help herself and inspected Woody’s package. Nice, but he’s no—
“Where’s Quinn?” she asked, rubbing her eyes.
“Out on the deck having a cup of coffee. Why don’t you get your own cup and join him? I’m going to take a shower.” He kissed the top of her head and left the bedroom.
She stretched her arms above her head, grimacing. Sore, but a good sore and one she wouldn’t mind having again. She finger-combed her tangled hair into some semblance of order, dressed, and paraded into the kitchen. She splashed cold water on her face and patted it dry with a paper towel. More awake now, she opened the cabinets until she found the one with mugs.
Outside the glass door, Quinn faced away from her. He wore his shorts and nothing else. Nice view. She licked her lips, enjoying the way his shoulder muscles lifted when he drank from his coffee cup.
She smiled and joined him, resting her head against his back and wrapping her arms around him.
“What happens now?” he asked, closing his fingers over hers.
She kissed his shoulder. “I write a different article from the original one I had planned. No shocking expose or dirt. I told my editor so yesterday.”
“That’s not what I mean.” He pulled her around in front of him, gazing at her with narrowed eyes. “What about us? After what we shared last night, you can’t leave as if nothing ever happened.”
“I don’t know….” She hugged her waist. “I need to think and then—”
“Then what? I don’t hear from you for another decade or so?” He dropped his mug on the patio table and seized her by her upper arms, his expression intent, jaw set. “Don’t leave. What we did last night, even with Woody involved, wasn’t a vacation fling you can remember fondly when you’re old and gray. Stay with me here and let’s build a future together.”
“What would I do for a job? What if it doesn’t work out between us? Why don’t you move to Vegas to be with me?” I would feel so much safer on my own turf. Moving here is a huge risk, giving up everything….
He let go of her arms. “I have an important job. People count on me. I’ve worked hard to get where I am and I can’t walk away from it for—”
“Some flaky blonde you slept with in college and then had a hot and heavy encounter with years later? What about my work and all my accomplishments? Shouldn’t they count for something?”
He stared past her shoulder, his mouth tight, his eyes cool. She glanced at the house, at a loss for words. Woody appeared in the open doorway with only a towel around his hips. He remained inside, concern etched on his features.
Okay then. I guess it’s my call. “I was planning on leaving tomorrow, but I think I’m going to try and catch an earlier flight tonight.” She took a step away. He stared at his feet. “If you don’t come and see me before this evening, then I’ll know we have nothing more to discuss or want from one another.”
He whispered her name, then nothing more. She waited, but when he didn’t speak up or rush over to her, she moved away. She shrugged off Woody’s sympathetic stare and ran into the bedroom. Finally, tears held at bay, she returned to the kitchen, bracing herself for an argument with Quinn. Woody sat at the table, fully dressed…and alone.
“Quinn had to leave, something about an appointment,” he said.
She nodded and she asked him to take her back to the resort. After a silent ride, she thanked him for an interesting time and he told her not to be a stranger. She then spoke to the concierge, asking about booking the earliest flight out of Grand Turk.
She cried all the way to the airport. She had lost her heart to Quinn, who had gotten his revenge by breaking it in two just like she had done to his so long ago.


 
 
Chapter Eight
 
 
“I always did like the view better from your office.” Jagger sauntered over to the window.
“Your view is pretty amazing, too. Not the same in A.C.?”
“The Jersey shore is not my thing.” Jagger crossed his arms and stared at him.
“What?” Quinn wiped a palm over his face, weary beyond measure.
“You need caffeine. I’ll treat you to a cup of java. We haven’t had much time to talk since I returned three weeks ago.”
He nodded and stood. Jagger had never brought up again what happened between him and Carly in his office. Quinn’s chest stung as thoughts of her filled his head. He dreamed of her every night and woke up moaning her name.
They took the elevator down to the first level. As their coffee arrived, Jagger asked him the question he’d been dreading. “So your romance with Miss Kimball ended badly?”
He took a big gulp and burned the roof of his mouth. Wincing, he considered his reply. “No. It was a fling and nothing more.”
“Oh really?” Jagger gave him a disbelieving look. “The security video makes me think otherwise.”
He tapped the front of his teeth. If Jagger was anyone else, he’d tell him to go to hell.
“Madame Eve’s matchups usually go better than this. But I don’t think she’ll be disappointed.”
Quinn was stunned. “What are you talking about?”
“You never figured it out? Didn’t I tell you Miss Kimball was here investigating 1Night Stand?”
“Right, but she also scheduled a date?”
Jagger nodded. “That was her cover.”
“But she—”
“Anyway, the linguistics doesn’t matter. I’ll let Eve know it didn’t work out according to her plans.” Jagger shrugged. “Highly unlike her.”
Quinn struggled to process the information and finally refocused on the matter at hand. It didn’t matter if they’d been on an arranged date. She was still gone. He cleared his throat. “I’ll understand if you want to fire me.”
Jagger sighed. “I have no plans to fire you. And I destroyed the recording. Not something we want showing up at the employee Christmas party.” Quinn’s face heated, but shock replaced embarrassment at his boss’s next words. “I would like to give you a promotion of sorts.”
“Are you rewarding me for what I did?”
“I’ve wanted to do this for a while. You accomplished what I asked you to do. Miss Kimball wrote a very complimentary article. I have the magazine in my office if you’d like to read it.”
“I’d rather not,” he said, sipping his coffee much slower this time.
“You must have made quite the impression on her.” Jagger smiled, sympathy and something else—mischief?—in his expression. “Woody thinks you made the biggest mistake of your life letting her walk out on you again.”
He wouldn’t be surprised if Jagger was aware of everything that had occurred between the three of them. He always found out one way or another. “We weren’t meant to be. We have our own separate lives, thousands of miles apart.”
“Not for much longer.”
He didn’t like the determined focus in Jagger’s eyes. “Does this have to do with my promotion?”
“Yes.” Jagger pulled a brochure out of his jacket pocket and placed it on the table.
Quinn scanned the front page. “A new Castillo hotel and casino is coming to the Vegas strip in three years? Isn’t one enough?”
Jagger chuckled. “Not for Jackson. He feels Vegas could benefit from another one.”
“What does this have to do with me?”
“You’ve contributed to our success here, and Jackson needs someone like you. He would like you to help oversee the construction and eventually run the new, yet to be named hotel. Since you’ve been an ideal employee, you’re the perfect man for the job. Plus, a special lady is waiting for you—”
“Hold up.” He raised his palm. “You’re offering me this position in order for me to get back with Carly?”
“I’m a businessman, Quinn. I’m making a business decision. You’ll also get a forty percent raise, and we’ll put you up in a hotel suite until you can find more permanent lodgings.”
“What if I refuse? Grand Turk is heaven compared to Las Vegas.” His argument sounded thin even to him. A huge promotion, raise, and Carly? What a package.
“True, but you’ve outgrown this island.” Jagger rested his elbows on the table and shrugged. “You would be stupid to pass this up. You two have unfinished business, and I’d hate to see you grow into a bitter, lonely old man because you refused to swallow your pride and go after the woman you love.” He winked. “And your moping around is undoing all the good you did. If I let you stay here, morale will be in the toilet.”
“Love?” He tightened his grip around his cup.
Jagger nodded. “I used be a pessimist when it came to love, but then when I met Daniel, I finally understood power and money means jack shit if you don’t have anyone to share it with. If you go to Vegas and tell Carly how you feel, you’ll be much happier.”
What choice did he have, really? He had to see her again and tell her how much he cared about her and maybe they could work something out. The ache in his chest he had ever since Carly left finally disappeared now that they could possibly have a future together.
“If I accept your offer and go out there and she tells me to get lost, then what? Can I come back here?” He clutched at the thought, more frightened than he would have believed at putting himself out there, changing his whole life in the hope that she might take him back.
“I have a feeling she won’t reject you. Again, I recommend you read her article. What you find there may surprise you. She has many flattering things to say about you.”
“You’re such a cocky bastard when you get your way.” He shook his head, disgruntled by his boss’s ego. But for the first time in weeks he felt motivated and keyed up.
Jagger grinned. “It’s who I am.” He raised his cup in a salute.
“Tell me again how much of a raise I’m getting and about the car I’ll be driving around. I think a Porsche convertible would work best.”
“I didn’t mention a car.”
“I need something flashy, to impress my lady.” He laughed when Jagger cursed.
 
***
 
The room erupted in applause as Jackson finished his speech, revealing his plans for a new casino resort that would be hottest attraction in Vegas in three years’ time. Carly adjusted her press badge on her dress. Everyone broke off into groups and took drinks and food from servers in the room.
Ever since her article in Chit-Chat had been published about the wonderful Grand Turk Castillo Resort, extolling its virtues as a premier destination for singles searching for romance, her professional career had exploded. Daphne ordered her to write monthly articles on great vacation destinations, geared to a female audience. Emails and phone calls poured in, praising her work, asking for more. The icing on the cake was Jagger Castillo calling personally about buying advertising in Chit-Chat and other print publications owned by the corporation.
Everything she had wished for had come to pass. But the emptiness inside kept her from getting a good night’s rest. She missed Quinn so goddamn much, she was close to asking if she could do a follow up article on Grand Turk with the real purpose of begging him to forgive her and to give them a chance. She checked her email on the hour, never let her phone out of her sight, but it seemed he’d forgotten her. The cycle had come full circle. Cass had “told her so” when she picked her up from the airport and she’d explained what had happened between her and Quinn, omitting Woody. Cass would have had a heart attack knowing her younger sister by five minutes had a ménage with two sexy men. Now she and Cass were in the same boat when it came to love—total failures.
She crossed the ballroom to the bar to have a glass or two of wine before she went home, alone. “Success in business but lacking in love,” she muttered.
As she parted her lips to give the bartender her order, a familiar voice spoke behind her. “The lady will have a glass of your finest champagne, and I’ll have whatever light beer you have on draft.”
She shut her eyes and swallowed. I have to be hearing things.
“Hello, Carly mine.”
Her eyes shot open, and when someone tweaked a lock of her hair, she spun around.
Quinn, dressed in a bold suit, the color of chocolate with a silk, maroon tie grinned at her. She dug her nails into her palms.
“What are you doing here?” His arms came around her, and she collapsed into them, breathing in his manly scent. “I’ve missed you so much.”
He traced a tear track on her cheek. His own eyes were damp. “You’re not wearing your glasses. You’re gorgeous with your hair down like this.”
She sniffed. “The glasses were part of my disguise along with my braid. I usually wear it free.”
“Good.” He rubbed his face against hers. “I love the way your hair slides across my chest and how it brushes over my crotch when you suck off my cock.”
Her stomach dropped. She let out a nervous laugh. “Are you here on business or pleasure?”
He rested his hands on her shoulders and flashed her a dazzling smile. “I’m living here now. I was offered a position I couldn’t refuse. I can tell you more about it after we have a drink together. I’m staying in one of the Castillo Hotel penthouses. We’ll order room service and spend the remainder of the night and the morning together talking about everything and anything until we can get over the past and move on.”
“Oh really? Just us? No Woody to help you out?” She took her drink and Quinn grabbed his.
A smoldering look filled his eyes and he tapped his bottle to her glass. “Woody’s given me his blessing. Don’t worry, he’ll come for a visit soon. But from now on, it’s just you and me. You’re all I need.”
“Is it true you have a Jacuzzi? I’ve heard all the penthouses have them,” she purred and tugged on his tie.
“Yes. We can soak in mine, and you can catch me up on everything you’ve been doing since you left me.” His eyes softened. “I read your article. So, I made your vacation a memorable experience?”
“I found my heart there.” She rested her palm on his chest.
He placed his hand over hers, his hungry stare making her want to jump in his arms and kiss him. “What a coincidence. I found mine, too.”
She melted, and not caring if anyone saw, wrapped her arms around Quinn and gave him a kiss. He returned her passion and didn’t stop until she was dizzy.
He whispered those three special words she’d been dying to hear.
Her heart exploded in her chest. “I love you, my darling Quinn. I think I always have.”
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