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  One Ticket to Paradise


  The buxom Latina beauty behind the reception desk shined a mega-watt smile at me before her greeting rolled off her tongue. “Hola and welcome to Desire Resort and Spa. Checking in?” My head felt heavy, my vison was a little blurry, and thick beads of sweat trickled down to the small of my back. It wasn’t the Mexico heat that had overcome me. It was the ridiculous way I’d come to this ridiculous place. Swallowing hard, gulping for my next breath, I slid the woman my ID and credit card with a shaking hand.


  “Don’t worry, Miss…” she paused to look at my passport, “Ward. Plenty of singles come to our resort for a carefree adults-only vacation. You won’t see anyone dangling from the chandeliers, as they say, but should you meet someone who interests you, by all means, give in to your desires.” She handed me my keycard in a paper sleeve with the room number scribbled on it and flashed her sparkling white teeth at me again.


  I was positive the back of my tank top was drenched in sweat. I nodded, swiped the card off the counter, and scurried toward the elevator, praying I wouldn’t meet any other guests on the way to my room.


  I figured my best bet was to lay low. I could order room service every night and sneak out to the beach early in the morning to keep from seeing anyone’s breasts other than mine. The elevator opened and I sent up a little thank you to the universe for bringing the car down empty. I stepped in with my rolling bag in tow, hit the third floor, and huffed, sliding back against the reflective wall of the elevator.


  What the hell were you thinking, Danielle? A sex resort?!


  How did I get here? How on earth had it come to this? Oh right, first Kyle dumped me. Then I somehow lost my mind, hopped online, and booked a solo trip to Mexico. At a place where people swap partners, screw strangers, and tops are optional!


  I winced, rubbing my hand harshly over my forehead. The elevator ding sounded and the doors parted. I didn’t pass a soul on the way to room 346 and my body relaxed a little. The place could be dead. Maybe this was the off-season.


  Once my key granted me entry to the room I’d spent a small fortune to have for the week, I had to let out a sigh. It was stunning. The view of the ocean was spectacular, the bedding was lush, and there was a damn tub built for five in the gigantic bathroom as well as a walk-in shower. It was worth the money even if I never left the room. Especially if I never left the room.


  I flopped down on the fluffy white down comforter and groaned, suddenly hit by a rogue thought. It’s probably white so they can bleach it. Gross. Breathing deeply, I tried to let the worry escape my body. My heart. My soul. It was the worrying that had brought me here. I was tired of living a life of stress and over-thinking, over-analyzing to the point of misery and loss. This trip was the devil on my shoulder finally speaking up and telling me to live a little.


  At twenty-four years old, I had technically had sex once. Technically because the second time I attempted to have intercourse we only got two seconds and one inch into it before I freaked out and locked myself in the bathroom for an hour. My boyfriend Kyle had knocked on the door first, telling me it was okay that I was scared. Then he banged on the door and told me I had to come out. Then he whacked it himself and fell asleep with the lights on and I played mind-numbing games on my cell phone until my panic attack aftershocks subsided.


  Two weeks after my eighteenth birthday, I cashed in what my best friend, Georgia, calls The V Card. Stephen Molaski had been my boyfriend for two years of high school and he was an absolute dream. He was sweet and kind and he gave me that giddy feeling I knew was something more than a crush. I’d waited for what felt like forever to have sex with Stephen and when his parents took off on a cross-country road trip, leaving their son to look after the empty house, we took it upon ourselves to do the deed.


  It was…fine. It didn’t hurt the way I figured it would but it didn’t feel as good as the few times he’d gone down on me, either. It was rushed and clumsy and messy. It lacked every bit of romance I had hoped for. I hated to think about it in such honest terms, but it was truly disappointing. Afterwards, I remember feeling so let down, like Santa had skipped my house on Christmas Eve. Like the last five pages of the greatest book of my life had been ripped out.


  Stephen and I never did it again, although the rest of the summer was a comedy of errors as we tried. Things would heat up, we’d get down to our birthday suits, and then the sound of the garage door would send me into hysterics. Or a floorboard would creak or the phone would ring. Once, I was sure we were home alone; my parents were at some cocktail party and would be for hours. Stephen was above me, kissing me like there was no tomorrow, condom already on. He poised himself at the gates and then my bedroom door clicked shut, sending the noise of the latch echoing through my head.


  “What was that?” I’d yelped, looking over his shoulder at the closed door.


  “Nothing,” Stephen drew the word out exasperatedly. I shimmied out from underneath him and he groaned. “Come on, Danielle, it was the air conditioning turning on. The gust of air from your vent shut the door the rest of the way. Chill out.”


  It didn’t matter. I was done. I was out of the moment and too scared that we’d be caught. Eventually, I convinced Stephen that I was scared of a pregnancy and he let up a little. The truth was I was scared that it would always be disappointing. That I was somehow to blame for our lackluster first time. That I was defective and I’d never have good, fulfilling sex. And on top of all of that, I was scared I was lying to myself about the way I really felt about him.


  Autumn rolled in and we both headed off to college and do you want to know the real kicker? I never talked to him again.


  Six years after losing my virginity, I found myself with a string of ten-date relationships, not one guy ever getting past his third blow job before he told me he needed more to move forward with me. I just could never do it. I got these wild notions in my head about how awful it might be or that as soon as we did it, the guy would be done with me. Every detail had me constantly spinning out. I was afraid of all of it.


  Then there was Kyle. He’d hung in there the longest and I really thought he was going to be the one. I was getting ready. I was starting to trust him and we’d been making each other feel good with just bases loaded and no home runs for a while. He hadn’t managed to get me off—no guy ever had—but he made me feel good at least and, needless to say, I was becoming a dick-sucking savant.


  But Kyle was human and after nine months of dating plus that one and only just-the-tip moment, we had one final fight about me not putting out. I hated seeing that look in his brown eyes. It was the same look they’d all given me. The look that said they’d wasted their time.


  His face flashed in my mind. Kyle was cute with a strong jaw and a soccer player’s build topped with a head of chocolaty tousled hair. It had never been about not being attracted to him. He was definitely hot. Sadness hit me as I rolled over and clutched the luxurious pillow. If only he’d given me a little more time. His words floated in my ear, a memory I kept replaying again and again.


  “Dani, I care about you a lot. You’ve got it all; you’re smart, successful, funny, and you’re gorgeous, but…the sex thing. I just don’t think I can do this anymore if you aren’t open to dealing with your problems.”


  My problems. Fuck you, Kyle.


  He’d lost his patience with my problems a few times, begging me to see a doctor or to try something new with him like watch porn. Every time he accused me of not trying hard enough or not caring about our sex life, I questioned whether or not his declaration of caring about me was honest or not. Maybe he just wanted to get laid like all the rest of them. It was no wonder I hadn’t let him in…emotional or physically.


  I had cried and cried over Kyle and when Georgia came out of our kitchen with the makings for margaritas, I joined her. Three drinks later, I had a stroke of genius.


  “I should hire a male prostitute and just get it over with,” I slurred.


  “Stop it, Danielle. Any guy would be lucky to date you with or without your lady business.” Georgia tossed her golden blonde waves over her shoulder and gulped a shot of tequila straight before mixing us another drink.


  I huffed at her and let the alcohol soak into my pores and the crevasses of my mind. “I need a fucking vacation,” I sighed.


  She gasped and jumped up, fishing her phone from her purse, and started tapping on it with furious fingers and a devious grin. She mumbled “oh yeah” to herself a few times before handing me the phone.


  “What the hell is Desire Resort?” I asked, looking at the pictures of couples cuddling on the beach, salsa dancing in sexy clothes under red lights, and sipping frozen cocktails with little umbrellas in them by the most gorgeous pool I’d ever seen.


  “You should go there. It’s like freakin’ Fantasy Island. It’s a couples place, but it’s kind of unspoken that singles go there to hook up. Adults only, all-inclusive. Even if nothing happens, it’d be a getaway. And seriously, look at that beach,” Georgia said. She was positively glowing with pride at her idea.


  I scanned the photos again. Then I ended up looking at the dining menu. Then the room rates. Then flights. And before I knew it I was up to my eyeballs in tequila and reservations and bam! I’m on vacation. My stomach still cramped every time I thought of the new gargantuan balance on the credit card I so proudly paid off every month. It would be a long ass time before I put anything but a minimum payment on that one.


  I glanced over at the window when I heard a laugh sound from outside. Pulling myself from the cozy king-sized bed and the memories of how I’d gotten here, I stepped to the window and looked down at the pool. Definitely not off-season. The pool was dotted with guests and even from the third floor I could see some of them weren’t wasting any time.


  My head started to spin again and the sinking, regretful feeling hit me in my gut. Quit wasting time, I scolded myself. If I didn’t get past this one hurdle, I feared I might wind up spending the rest of my life with Jane Austen books, upwards of ten cats, and nothing else to show for myself.


  Clearing my mind, I got dressed in my swimsuit. I was going to have fun, dammit. The red halter top bikini I’d chosen a few days prior to the trip seemed a little too inviting now. My skin had just a touch of glow, thanks to one of those build-a-tan lotions and my black hair hung down, curling a little at the ends and brushing the top of my breasts. I met my blue eyes in the bathroom mirror and performed a smile just to see how it might look if I were happy. Regret stung my insides again. Kyle was right. I was smart and funny, I had a good job, and I wasn’t too bad on the eyes. But aside from those things, I was a complete head case. An anxiety-ridden, frigid, may-as-well-be-a-twenty-four-year-old-virgin head case.


  I took a deep breath, slipping into my robe-like, sheer white cover up and red flip flops. Danielle Ward, it’s time to get fucked.


  ***


  “Another margarita, senorita?” the bartender asked.


  Oh, you betcha. All-inclusive, bitches. I nodded and he smiled timidly. I sneered at him while his back was turned. Half the women at the bar top were letting their girls catch the breeze, but he was giving me the shy smile because I was working on my third drink in a matter of ninety minutes? Pfft.


  He slid me another cereal bowl-sized frozen margarita and I grinned at him. It wasn’t so bad. Drink all afternoon, tuck into bed early, and then stumble to breakfast in the morning. I could handle that. The liquor had begun fueling my inner crazy. One side of my head thought snuggling into bed alone would be nice, while the other side reprimanded, Be open to meeting someone, you square!


  A brunette a few barstools down from me in a neon green one-piece that had square holes cut out up her ribs giggled. She tucked one side of her short, angular bob behind her ear. “I swear I saw him,” she whispered to her friend, a skinny blonde with a tattoo of a rose on her lower back.


  I swallowed a gulp of my icy drink and continued to listen to their conversation.


  “I’ve heard he comes here sometimes, but isn’t he dating that model? Miranda something?” Tramp Stamp replied.


  The brunette shook her head. “No, he was married to Kimberly Jackson. He dates just about anything with tits, usually models, but he hasn’t been linked to anyone in months.”


  The blonde chirped a laugh. “Stalk much?”


  “I’ll freely admit that I keep tabs on Evan Weston. And if he happens to be staying here, my stalking could get me the ultimate hookup.”


  The two friends swatted at each other playfully and laughed before strutting over to the pool. Evan Weston. My mouth went dry. No fucking way.


  Because of my lack of experience one might think I also lacked fantasies, but it was quite the opposite. I might’ve been locked up tighter than the president’s panic room, but that didn’t mean I couldn’t get down to business with myself. I mean, a girl’s gotta fall asleep. I knew what an orgasm felt like thanks to my battery operated pals and I knew what kinds of things turned me on. Dirty dreams came to me every now and then and I had a number of books on my e-reader that I wouldn’t show my grandmother. I used to think that was how I could loosen up for my boyfriends—for Kyle. Read something sexy, have a glass of wine and then voila! Presto-sex-o!


  Nope. My logical brain was too many steps ahead of me every time I tried to trick my anxiety away. Kyle wasn’t the hero. He wasn’t the sexy, gruff alpha male written on the page and he wasn’t one of the celebrity crushes I conjured up in my mind on the nights I felt so frustrated I thought I would explode.


  But Evan Weston was. He was by far the hottest guy in Hollywood. Twenty-eight and devilishly handsome, with a face that should’ve been carved into a mountain. He seemed to have a humorous side from what I’d seen in a handful of interviews. The smile he cracked was small, but it showed off sexy dimples and made his dark hazel eyes sparkle a bit. His hair varied from sandy brown when it was cropped short to sun-kissed gold when he wore it a little longer. He was cut. Ripped. Decked out with the kind of muscles I only wished I could see in real life. Evan Weston had that thing that all girls absolutely drool over. That wicked V that may as well be a flashing neon arrow to his dick.


  I took another sip of my frozen beverage, suddenly having grown flushed. In my solitude, the voices in my head screamed over top of one another again. No matter what I ended up doing on this trip, a celebrity sighting would be a decent story for the office break room.


  “Another, miss?” the bartender asked kindly.


  I looked down at the glass and realized I’d all but guzzled my third drink. I was feeling woozy as I told him no and stood from the barstool. When I stumbled, my flip-flop twisting underneath me, a strong hand reached out and grabbed me. My heart stopped. Let it be him, I prayed silently. Steadying myself, I turned to see my savior and forced a smile. The man was moderately handsome, but probably thirty years my senior. He looked at me cautiously.


  “You all right there, darling?” he asked in a southern drawl.


  “Yeah. Thanks. Too many margaritas,” I replied. From his side on another barstool, a woman with frizzy white-blonde curls and magenta lipstick popped up.


  “You could’ve taken a real tumble!” she cooed in the same twang.


  “I’m okay. Thank you,” I said.


  Before I could turn to slink back to my room, the woman’s hand jutted out to me. “Cheryl Johnston. Atlanta, Georgia,” she said with a beaming smile. “And this is my husband, Ted.” She motioned to the man who’d saved me.


  Please don’t proposition me. Please don’t proposition me. “Danielle Ward. Philadelphia, Pennsylvania.” I shook her hand and Ted’s, cringing internally at what they might say to me next. Though I’d been getting ogled ever since I ventured out of my room, no one had made a comment or pass just yet. I wasn’t prepared to turn down one person, let alone a couple who could’ve been my parents.


  “Well, sit a spell! We just got here yesterday and we haven’t made any friends yet,” Cheryl said, waving me back to the bar.


  I gulped and opened my mouth but nothing came out aside from a squeaky breath.


  Ted shot his wife a look and slapped his forehead. “Cheryl,” he said, drawing her name out dramatically, “she thinks were trying to pick her up.”


  My mouth gaped. Get me out of here before I die of embarrassment!


  “Oh, no! No, no, no. No one gets my man but me, honey. We aren’t swingers. We’ve been coming here for our anniversary vacation for the past four years because we love the atmosphere. It’s fun and wild and everybody acts like they’re on their honeymoon even if they just met.” Cheryl’s perky voice, coupled with her flexing hand and beaming smile, caused me to breathe a laugh. As long as I wasn’t being optioned as one-third of a ménage à trois, I was cool. I nodded and let a slow grin curve my lips.


  Cheryl hopped up from her barstool and adjusted the blue jean skirt she wore over her floral print one-piece swimsuit. She grabbed a pair of huge Jackie O sunglasses from the bar and slipped them on. “Come on, girly, you hungry? Let’s go check out that snack buffet. They’ve got the best French fries.”


  Ted stood up and glanced at me expectantly. The little voice in my head spoke up and for the first time since I got on the plane that morning I really listened to what it said. Be open to meeting someone, you square. The voice never said anything about it being someone to hook up with. I smirked, and finally bent to the crazy circumstances of my vacation, nodding at the sweet couple. Why the hell not?


  Cheryl lit up and clapped her hands in front of her. “Bartender, another round for the three of us…to go.”


  ***


  Ted let out a low whistle and I covered my eyes with my hand. I popped another French fry in my mouth and heard Cheryl tsk.


  “That’s one hell of a tale, Danielle,” she said.


  “Brutal,” Ted added.


  A cackle escaped my lips. It was fucking brutal. “I don’t even know why I told you all of that. Why did you give me another drink?” I laughed. Cheryl had started telling me about their kids and how they met and the first time they came to the resort and by the time my lips touched the salty rim of my fourth margarita, I was spilling my guts about why I came to Desire for vacation.


  “Honestly though, I feel like you came to the right place, hon. Not to find someone to do the dirty with, but to get away from all that worryin’. Just chill and catch a tan and if any man tries to get something from you that you don’t wanna give, you tell them you’re with us.” Cheryl laughed and patted my arm. “I’ll play your sister wife if need be.”


  I covered my eyes again but for whatever reason I felt comfortable with the Johnstons knowing my business.


  The sun was setting and the huge bed in room 346 was calling me despite the fact dinner would be served in the main restaurant in a few minutes. I stood from the table and wobbled again, but Ted thankfully didn’t have to catch me. My head cocked to one side and I felt the booze clouding my brain.


  “I’m off to take the first of many naps,” I announced. “Lovely meeting you two. I’m sure I’ll see you guys later.”


  “Get some rest, girly. You never know, you might need it for later,” Cheryl teased.


  Shaking my head as I walked away toward my room, I wondered if she was right. I wondered if my insanely rash decision to run away seeking no-strings-attached sex would prove to be fruitful. I wondered if I would loosen up enough to succeed at my goal. And most of all, as my key slipped in the lock and I saw what turn-down service looked like—not a mint on my pillow, but a condom—I wondered if Evan Weston was really staying in the same hotel.
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  In the Still of the Night


  I sat up clutching my head and my eyes darted to the red lights of the clock face. Two in the morning? Jesus, I’d slept eight hours without budging. With the exception of my tequila headache, I felt better having rested. The flight hadn’t been easy and I’d had a long layover in Chicago. In the bathroom, I popped two ibuprofen and guzzled two bottles of water I found on the countertop. My lips and throat felt better instantly as the water quenched my thirst. I dragged a brush through my hair and splashed water on my slightly pillow-lined face.


  Slinking back into bed, I flipped on the television and skimmed the channels. Infomercials and bad reality shows were about all there was so I settled on the channel that showed the trailers for the Pay-per-view movies. After I watched a preview where a girl got swallowed up by the ground and dragged under by maniacal tree roots, I felt my heart seize and I sat up straight. My eyes were glued to the screen. There he was.


  Evan Weston was playing a down on his luck cop who’d gotten a tip that his partner was dirty. The informant was his partner’s wife. I’d seen it in the theater under the ruse that it was the kind of movie Kyle would like and I was just being a dutiful girlfriend, but really I wanted to see Evan Weston take his shirt off and get hot and heavy. Sliced between shots of Evan shooting guns and taking down crooks on his hunt to expose his partner’s crime ring were a few clips of the tension-building steamy scenes between him and his partner’s wife. I sighed audibly as he backed her up roughly against a wall. She turned her head, but come on—she totally wanted him to kiss her.


  “I’m gonna take him down or I’ll die trying,” he growled an inch from her face.


  She turned to him and the camera swooped in closer to them. My breath caught.


  “Then kiss me now so you have something else to live for,” she whispered.


  The kiss was explosive, and not just because a bomb went off behind them and they kept kissing, apparently unaware or unaffected. Yes, it was an over-the-top action flick where the hero saves the day and gets the girl, but I loved it. I loved every second of the shoot ‘em up, knock ‘em down, sweaty, dirty, cursing man movie.


  I clicked off the TV and in the silence, my stomach grumbled loudly. I’d missed dinner and prior to that my only meal had been comprised of mostly alcohol. Room service was open twenty-four hours, but so was the snack buffet we’d visited earlier. They had all kinds of appetizers and junk food for the late night drunks and Cheryl was right about the French fries—fantastic. With the thought of the fries, my belly chimed in again and I quickly threw on my purple maxi dress and flip flops.


  The lights around the pool glowed green and the humid air felt nice against my skin as I headed to the snack hut. There were two couples in the pool and not another guest in sight. Smiling at one of the buffet attendants, I loaded up a plate with mini taquitos, baked potato skins, and fries. Not the healthiest for a two a.m. dinner, but it would cure the hangover in a flash. I swiped a water from a barrel filled with ice and bottled drinks and took a seat at one of the high top tables.


  When my food was gone and my stomach had quit talking to me, I glanced around with a sigh. The place was beautiful even in the middle of the night. The sounds of the waves crashing in the distance made my muscles melt and my breathing slow. It was exactly what I needed. I needed to get away. I needed to stay away from email and my cell phone so I wouldn’t try to get in touch with Kyle. I needed to be far away from my mother to avoid her interrogations about what really happened between me and Kyle. I needed time for myself.


  I ditched my plate in the bin for used dishes and strolled toward the path that led to the beach. It was starting to feel real that I was in a faraway place with nothing to do but relax. My toes reached the sand and it was the most blissful feeling. The warm air whipped around my body, blowing my long dress around my legs, while my feet sank a little deeper into the cool white grains.


  My brain had stopped reprimanding me. I’d made friends, ventured outside of my room, and now I’d even gone as far as letting my lungs fill deep with night air, not letting one of my worries touch me for a moment.


  A yawn slipped out of my mouth and I giggled. Hard to believe I was still tired after passing out like I had, but my body said otherwise. I turned on my heels, told the ocean I would see it in the morning, and headed back up the path toward the pool. I passed the bar where I’d met Cheryl and Ted and turned to take a longer way to my room, not wanting to leave the sound of the surf just yet. I knew if I went right instead of left at the pool I could still snake around to an elevator that would get me to my room, so I took the opportunity to explore.


  The sounds of thumping bass perked my ears and I followed it like an idiot. When I reached the rap music, I saw it was pouring out of the nightclub the resort had touted on its website. I peered inside and saw men and women grinding on each other, making out on the dance floor and throwing back shots like they were water. A pair of eyes locked on mine and I felt my face grow red. Nope, not going in there. I turned and hustled to put distance between me and the music, but a voice called out and I glanced back.


  “Hey,” the man said. He smiled at me and I forced one back. Not prepared! He was cute enough. He wasn’t exactly my type, though. He was big and beefy like a gym addict and through his unbuttoned shirt I could see a very tan, hairless chest. His hair was as black as mine but gelled into spikes.


  “Yo, you should come dance,” he said in a thick Jersey accent as he reached me.


  I shook my head and smiled politely. “No thanks, not tonight,” I managed to squeak out. If I was going to be getting offers, I’d have to get better at declining.


  He pursed his lips and nodded before looking me up and down like I was a steak dinner he wanted to devour. He rubbed at his chin and I felt my guts churning. “Aight, I’m gonna look for yous later, though, girl,” he said, pointing at me.


  “Um…okay,” I muttered. What a terrible attempt. I wanted to tell him that better men had tried and his game needed work.


  Another meaty guy popped his head out of the club and hollered at his friend, sending him on his way back to drink and dance. If all the proposals were like that over the week, I’d have no problem shutting dudes down. If I was really going to do this, then I was going to do it with the most worthy candidate at the resort. Who that could be, I didn’t yet have a clue. Tomorrow I’d get serious about scouting out a hot, willing, able man to take my pseudo-second-virginity. To ensure what little conversation we might have was enjoyable, I also hoped to find a gainfully employed agnostic democrat who’s into dogs over cats and has a sense of humor.


  I huffed, walking through the floral courtyard in the middle of the resort. It’s just sex, not a marriage, I reminded myself. He didn’t have to be anything special. He was just a placeholder. This mythical man whom I was going to let have what I’d been unable to give for so long was just another man. I’d use him and he’d use me.


  Rounding the corner to the other side I was more familiar with, I saw a figure in the distance. As we walked toward each other I saw the person stumble on the pavement. A few more steps and I could see it was a man. He was wearing a white v-neck shirt that cut a little deeper than normal and jeans. His eyes were covered by aviator sunglasses and as he tripped again, he lowered his head and reached out for the stucco wall at his side. I heard him chuckle and I shook my head. This place was just debauchery personified.


  “You might be able to see better at two in the morning if you lost the shades, buddy,” I quipped as I walked past him, still stopped to steady himself.


  He snorted another laugh and mumbled something I couldn’t make out. A ripple of enticement went through me and I glanced back at him for a second. I watched as his lips bowed into a half-smile, generating a perfect dimple on his cheek. He pulled the glasses from his face and met my eyes with a stare that attempted to kill me. Before I even had a chance to take in the whole picture of his face, I felt my heart stammer; my brain made words quicker than I could suppress them.


  “Holy shit,” I breathed.


  Stunned by the man in front of me, my feet locked on the ground. He lost the smile and that’s when I drank in the vision of him. His hair was the way I liked it, shorter on the sides and longer on the top, making him look debonair but not stuffy. In the dim glow of the lamps that lit the walkway, I could see his hair had lightened in the sun and along his jaw there was a hint of stubble just begging to be touched. He took a step toward me and I felt my knees buckle and my eyes start to gloss over from not blinking. He was taller than I expected him to be.


  With my chest heaving, I watched my life turn into a movie as Evan Weston walked up to me and boldly put a dominant hand on my hip. He no longer wavered, clearly quickly sobered by some unknown force. His touch was commanding and he turned me, stepped into my space and guided me until my back was against the wall. Suddenly the waves were louder, the air was warmer, and the stars were brighter against the black blanket of the night sky.


  Penetrated by his stare, I felt six years of lust and ache and agony swell to the surface of my brain. His brow rose for an instant as if to ask me if he had my permission. Or maybe it was telling me to prepare myself for him whether I permitted it or not. His other hand lifted and cradled my head, his feet closing the last remaining space between our bodies. I could feel my nipples stiffen under the cotton dress, wetness sweltering between my legs. The stucco wall at my back was rough against my skin but looking at my fantasy come to life, I liked the scratches it gave me.


  His eyes darkened.


  I gulped.


  He moved in closer. I wanted it bad. Without thinking, I turned my face from him just like in Retaliation. The voice in my head berated me. You idiot! I could feel his eyes boring into my neck and there was nothing I could do after my nonsensical move. He exhaled a gruff laugh, then his hand turned my chin back to him forcefully. The moment was so quick, a gasp caught in my throat just as he branded his kiss on my lips. A moan overtook me as his tongue swiped the inside of my mouth, brushing against my own. The crushing power of his lips, coupled with the velvety softness of his tongue dancing with mine, sent a rush of heat through my body. His hand moved fluidly, grazing my flesh as he laced his fingers into the hair at my nape with delicious familiarity, as though he’d covered my mouth with his a hundred times. The kiss seemed to last an hour and hell, I wished it would have. My hands reached up and balled his thin t-shirt in my fists. When he finally released me, I panted and stared at his chest where my hands still clutched his shirt. The deep V of his shirt had shifted lower from my hasty hands, pulling on it, and my eyes focused on a name tattooed in small cursive letters on his right pec. Annie. I let go of the fabric and let my breathing return to normal. I could barely hear the ocean in the distance as I looked up at him and saw that his half-smile had returned.


  Holy fucking shit. Evan Weston slid his sunglasses back on and walked away from me. Just. Like. That.


  ***


  I’m not sure how my jellied legs walked me back to my room, but I was still staring at the ceiling in shock a few hours later when the sun turned the sky amber. My lips still burned from his kiss and my body hadn’t quit vibrating since he put his hand on my hip. The sounds of laughter started echoing from the pool up to my window and I knew I wasn’t getting any more sleep. Sitting up, I clicked on the TV to scan the hotel’s events channel, where they listed what activities were going on throughout the day for guests. Strip aerobics classes in the gym, karaoke in the snack hut at lunch, country western night at the night club starting after dinner, and apparently all day long it was Just Say Hi Day. Apparently Just Say Hi Day is “the easiest way to let a fellow Desire guest know that you’re interested without the worry or fear of embarrassment. It’s just hi!”


  I let out a sigh and pulled myself from my bed to get ready. A part of me wanted to flip over to the Pay-per-view trailers just to relive my own performance with Evan Weston, but I resisted. The warm spray of the shower got my head spinning again, thinking about the absurd exchange with the movie star. Where had he come from? Where was he going? What made him so sure I wanted to be backed against a wall and kissed hard? He must’ve had some magical pheromone-reading ability because I did want to be kissed. He could’ve thrown me to the ground and fucked me right there and I would’ve been a willing participant. To hell with my anxieties. To hell with six years of abstinence.


  Dressed in a loose yellow tank top and black shorts with my bathing suit underneath, I squeezed my hair dry with a towel and combed it out quickly. I looked at my lips in the bathroom mirror and licked them. What am I going to do today? My parted lips looked full and pinker than normal, just-kissed plump though it had been hours. My body refused to let the memory of him go so easily. Oh right, the plan for the day is to find the guy to lay it down for. Fat chance I’d find anyone half as qualified as Evan Weston. He had a reputation. He was the Hollywood lady-killer, with a new model on his arm every few days and a string of women strewn bitterly in his wake. I didn’t know him. I only knew what US Weekly and E! News told me. It could’ve all been a lie, but the fact that he was at the Hookup Hotel like me boded in favor of the gossip mongers.


  I made my way to the restaurant for breakfast, found a table for two, and turned it into a table for one. After ordering a mimosa, I headed up to the omelet line to order something light after the smorgasbord of junk I’d inhaled at the snack hut at two in the morning. A woman in front of me cuddled against the man she was with. Her hands slid under the back of his t-shirt and I saw her drag her nails over his skin. He turned and grinned at her and she glanced back at me for a second. She ordered an omelet and then flipped her eyes back to me again. It was more like she was looking past me. Please don’t “just say hi,” I thought. Her man was hot, but I still wasn’t down for a party of three. She flipped her eyes back and forth two more times, looking up at her boyfriend, then to me, then she finally took her food and they moved off to a table.


  “Egg whites with sundried tomato and spinach please,” I said to the man behind the cooking station.


  He nodded and started cracking eggs onto the sizzling pan. The sound of giggling in the distance caught my attention and I saw the same two women from the bar the day before gaping at me from their table. Did I have toilet paper stuck to my sandal or something? I huffed and kept my attention on my omelet, feeling more and more ready to hightail it out of this place than before. The emotional rollercoaster I’d been on the last twenty-four hours was enough to give me whiplash.


  Behind me, a throat cleared. Not looking. Warm breath tickled my neck and I was paralyzed by the forward move.


  “Hi.”


  My eyes shut slowly and I let the one syllable proposition sink into my mind. I knew that voice. I turned and lifted my eyes to him. My nipples hardened at the sight of Evan Weston’s tempting hazel eyes staring back at me. He was real. He was standing in front of me. His kiss had molested my lips just hours ago. And he’d just said hi…to me.


  “Hi,” I whispered back.
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  Hello


  I stared at him for too many seconds. I probably looked like a complete moron. When the chef handed me my omelet, I grabbed it without looking back at the star to my left and scurried to my table, letting my face burn with a blush.


  It wasn’t until I sat down that I noticed the amount of eyes on me in the dining room. Nearly every woman in the place was giving me a death glare. Why her, they must’ve been thinking. Yeah, why me? I kept my head down and started eating my food trying to forget about him. A chipper voice broke the room and I heard, “There she is!”


  I smiled as Cheryl and Ted made their way over to me.


  “Hey, girly! How was your first night?” she asked.


  I washed my food down with mimosa and when I opened my mouth to speak, not knowing what I would share with her, he walked up behind them with an omelet in his hand and a grin on his face. Ted glanced back at him first, probably seeing the color drain from my face. Then Cheryl looked at him and I heard her voice break in her throat.


  “Oh my. A-are you—” she stuttered. It appeared he could fluster just about anyone.


  He smiled at them then zeroed in on me. “May I have breakfast with you?” Evan asked.


  Cheryl started flipping her eyes between the two of us like the girl in line. Like she was watching a damn tennis match. I filled my lungs with air and gritted my teeth before I spoke.


  “Cheryl, Ted. Can we chat later? Maybe I’ll see you at lunch,” I pressed.


  Cheryl beamed at me as Evan presumptuously took a seat across from me at my small table. She fanned herself mockingly behind him so he couldn’t see. “Sure thing, honey. See you later,” she said before they moved to fill their plates, leaving me alone with him.


  He met my gaze and suddenly I wanted them back. I wanted to stand up and wave them over again. Help!


  “I’m Evan,” he said.


  I snorted and shook my head, keeping my eyes on my dwindling omelet. “Yeah. I know.”


  “Don’t I get your name?” he asked.


  My cheeks felt red again, but there was no cooling off with him so close to me. It hit me that no one had ever made me feel this way. Tight-chested, wet between the legs, my breath heaving—all from a look.


  “Danielle,” I replied.


  He nodded and took the first bite of his food since sitting down. He seemed satisfied having learned my name. We ate in awkward silence, meeting eyes every few moments. What the fuck was going on? Maybe I was on a hidden camera show.


  Finally, he cleared his throat and I saw his lips turn up on one end, dotting that perfect dimple into his cheek. Ah, fuck.


  “Are you here with anyone?” he asked.


  “No. I’m alone,” I said. “What about you? Should I be expecting a cell phone thrown at my head by some supermodel any minute because of last night?”


  He cocked an eyebrow at me in surprise and even I found myself a little taken aback by the tone I’d conjured, but sitting across the table from him with the vision of our kiss still plaguing me from the inside out made me want to be mean. I wanted to treat him like shit so he would give up before he even began. The way he made my heart beat scared me and I feared it would only grow more intense if I let him in in any way.


  “Last night? What happened last night?” he asked coyly, his eyes lighting up.


  I scoffed and downed the rest of my mimosa, hoping to blur him out a little.


  “No supermodels. I’m alone, too,” he added.


  Evan Weston alone at the sex resort. Just like me. What were the chances? Was this luck? Fate? Or was it just another potential for a series of events made up of bad timing and pratfalls to keep me from letting a man inside my…life.


  “Would you like to spend the day with me, Danielle?” Evan asked.


  “Doing what?”


  He rubbed at his chin and his grin turned devilish. “Well, let’s see. We could go snorkeling, go into town and shop at the markets, or we could pick up where we left off last night and you could take me back to my room and fuck me.”


  Choking on my last bite of omelet, I gawked at him. Bile jumped to the back of my throat and the clenching of my core nearly became painful. You know you’re too uptight when you can manage to get a charley horse in your pussy. There it was, that notorious feeling of my body shutting down at the mere notion of sex. Even with the sexiest man I’d ever seen sitting in front of me giving me a hopeful look. Even with the fiery kiss that sent shivers through me still hanging between us. I looked down at my empty plate and let a sad sigh fall from my lips. I was too far gone. I’d never be able to get past it.


  “I—I can’t. I’m sorry. I just can’t,” I said hurriedly as I stood and breezed past him without looking back. I felt sick, but I was resolved that he’d only ever be a fantasy.


  ***


  I positioned myself by the pool, risking the onslaught of flirtation but refusing to let the sun go to waste. I popped in my earbuds, turned my internet radio to a nineties pop station, and settled into the cozy lounge chair to soak up some rays. The heat roused beads of sweat from my every pore and as my body grew warmer I breathed heavy sighs, relaxing deeper into the chair. Through my headphones I heard whistles and utterances of an inappropriate nature, but I didn’t let my eyes open. Let them think I’m sleeping, I thought.


  My thought ended up being a sliver of clairvoyance as I drifted off for a moment into a heat-induced dream. At first it was only flashes of hands and mouths, but I knew what was happening. He growled in my ear and a tremor shot through me. My walking fantasy tore the clothes from my back and licked every inch of my naked body. He skillfully teased me with his fingers, playing at my slick clit. His brooding gaze locked on me from between my legs, though I wasn’t sure when he’d made his way down there. I felt heavy, hot air enveloping me as a sigh was pulled from my lungs. He kept his eyes on me as his tongue darted out and slid across my opening. I whimpered. “Fuck me, Evan,” I begged. In another flash he was kissing my lips, the salty taste of my sweat and arousal mingled between our mouths. My legs spread for him. I was ready. I felt his hard cock press against me…then my earbud fell out.


  My eyes flashed open wide; shielding me from the sun was the man of my dream. Evan was bent over me with a subtle smile and one of my headphones pinched between his fingers.


  “Hey, Sleeping Beauty,” he said.


  I shifted in my chair and prayed I hadn’t left a wet spot beneath me. I sat up and snatched the white bud from him, scooting back in an effort to get away from his grasp. My hand flicked my sunglasses on top of my head and I covered my eyes for a moment, trying to decipher dream from reality.


  Evan took a seat on the chair next to me and rested his forearms on his knees, patiently waiting for me to properly wake up. What the fuck was he doing looking at me like that?


  “What do you want?” I asked.


  He licked his lips and I instinctively shifted in my chair again. Dammit. His smile faded and he hung his head before he spoke. “I wanted to apologize.”


  “Oh?”


  Gripping the back of his neck, his bicep flexed in his gray t-shirt. He looked at me seriously, the way he had before he pressed his lips to mine. “I talked to your friends after you ran off. Ted and Sherry. They explained a little bit about your—situation.”


  My anger flared and I stood up quick as a bullet, ripping my towel off the chair and storming away from the pool. Good job making friends, Danielle. Your loose lips really got you stuck in it this time.


  “Wait, Danielle. Please wait,” I heard him call out from behind me.


  I could only imagine what the scene looked like. The women at the pool probably thought I was an idiot for running from the top prospect at the resort. He reached me and seized my wrist. I spun to face him and blew up.


  “First, it’s Ted and Cheryl, you ass. Second, I didn’t come here to be made fun of by some Hollywood sleaze. Let go of me,” I spat, turning from him again.


  His hands landed on my shoulders from behind and I hated how much I enjoyed the weight of his touch. I breathed deeply and slowly turned in his grasp. I wasn’t sure what I saw brewing in his eyes. It might’ve been just lust, but something felt like it was more. My brow furrowed and my lips pursed.


  “I wasn’t making fun of you,” he said. “I don’t think it’s funny. I wanted to apologize for being so forward. I shouldn’t have…even if you weren’t…I shouldn’t have said what I said.”


  “Why not? Didn’t they tell you, that’s what I’m here for,” I replied bitterly.


  Grinning, his hands slid from my shoulders to my elbows and I reveled in the feelings his caress gave me. “God, you’re a pistol. Spend the day with me, Danielle. If you hate me by dinner then you can walk away, but if you don’t…then, well…” His mouth turned up into a smile and he licked his lips to quell it.


  I turned my face from him and caught déjà vu from the night before as he breathed a barely audible laugh at my move. “I don’t even know you,” I whispered.


  “I don’t know you either,” he said. “But I’d like to.”


  I met his gaze and saw him look me up and down in way much different than the gym rat from the nightclub. Evan was sizing me up, not undressing me with his eyes. He looked at me like he was deciding whether or not I’d be a formidable opponent. He was trying to see if he had met his match. I wasn’t sure why he was scoping me out like that, but it was true. I could see it. He stepped into my space; my breath caught but I didn’t step back. The sun beat down on my shoulders and his eyes burned my will to ashes.


  “What do you have to lose?” he asked.


  ***


  A second after I croaked out my consent, his hand extended to me. I took it with ease to follow him where he led me. I was afraid I might’ve followed him anywhere. Nothing weird about this at all, I thought, I always hold hands and stroll the beach with movie stars. Totally normal.


  “Where are you from?” he asked as the ocean foam lapped at our toes. We walked hand in hand like a couple, but I felt myself drifting away from him every time the water washed back out to the sea, wanting to drop his hand.


  “I grew up in Indiana, but I’ve been in Philly since college,” I replied.


  “Didn’t have much luck with them Indiana boys on them Indiana nights, huh?”


  I rolled my eyes and pushed the hair away from my face, fighting the warm breeze. “What about you? Did you fall off some turnip truck in Tinsel Town or are you a true Californian?”


  He laughed, tossing his head back. I glanced over at him and felt my body react to the sight of him lit by the sun. “I’m Canadian, actually. I grew up in Vancouver. I did a lot of work in BC before I moved to Los Angeles.”


  “Canadian? Is that one of those things you keep deleting from your wiki page or something? I’ve never heard that about you,” I blurted.


  He shot me a look and his perfect mouth lifted in a taunt. “Been looking me up?”


  I sucked in a breath and set my eyes on the long stretch of sand ahead of us and pulled my hand out of his. “No. I just read a lot of magazines,” I muttered.


  He took my hand again, lacing his fingers with mine. “Good. I think reading is pretty sexy.”


  Water splashed over our feet again and I let myself smile. His thumb swiped over the back of my hand and confusion flooded me. What the hell was I doing? What was he doing? It felt like a joke or a con all of a sudden and I felt my body tighten and my throat go dry.


  “What do you do for a living?” he asked, casually glancing at me.


  Yes, the fucking movie star was just casually glancing at me as we took a get-to-know-you walk on the beach in Mexico! Fuck. I blew out a breath on the breeze and hoped he didn’t notice the rigidity of my muscles; even my fingers ached with stress.


  “I’m a corporate recruiter with a pharmaceuticals company.”


  His brow lifted and his mouth turned down for a second. He was impressed. My hand tightened on his a little, feeling the thrill of his slight show of his cards. “Okay…now tell me the story of how you ended up here,” Evan directed.


  Tension consumed me again and my lips pressed together. What did it matter? Couldn’t we do this without me having to rehash the whole embarrassing story again? When I’m sober. To the most gorgeous man in America.


  Evan stopped and planted his feet in the sand. He turned to me and for a moment I thought he was just a regular guy. His t-shirt was barely damp with sweat and his hair had been wind-blown into a mess. “Look,” he started, “when I heard that sassy little mouth of yours last night I got hard just thinking about taking you to bed. I looked at you and all the tequila in the world couldn’t have kept me blind to beauty like yours. I’ve made up my mind, Danielle. I want you. So you can tell me the story so I can understand and be a little more sensitive to your situation or you can keep it to yourself and risk adding me to your list of regrets.”


  My breath, my heart, and my gut seemed to simultaneously lodge in my throat. Hearing him talk about me in those terms made me flush with want and ooze with sexual energy. I may not have had the experience, but I damn sure had the craving. With words like his, who wouldn’t want to spread their legs? I wondered if he’d met his match. I questioned if I’d met mine. Maybe I needed this strong-willed leading man to pull me from one side of naiveté to the other. I took a step closer and looked up at him, wondering if he and I would’ve met on any other terms, in any other location, if I would’ve had half the guts to even look at him, let alone say what I was about to.


  “Okay, I’ll tell you. I’ll lay out the whole story. But when I let you come and get it, when you solve my little problem and I become just another one of your conquests, I want you to tell me who Annie is,” I said, pointing a finger at him before amending my demand. “And I mean actually tell me. Not the bullshit story you’ve told countless bimbos who’ve asked you since you got the damned tattoo. Your truth for mine.”


  His tongue slipped out of his mouth, slow and precise, and he wet his bottom lip. God, I wanted that tongue on me. He turned his head from me, dropped his gaze to the sand at our feet, and finally locked on me again. “Fine. It’s a deal,” he said.


  I didn’t ask him to try and deter him. I wanted him. I’d at least give him a try, but if I was going to tell him everything, I wanted something back and that tattoo had haunted me almost as much as our lip-lock. I guess I just didn’t think he’d give into my request so easily.


  “So, should we shake on it or something?” I asked.


  Evan’s hand rose and slipped behind my neck, causing me to flinch. “A deal like this is better sealed with a kiss, don’t you think?” he said, pulling me to him easily.


  His hands controlled me with a sinful amount of grace. I accepted his draw, his pull on my senses and my body, as I let his lips brush mine. It was a different kind of kiss. It wasn’t the gravity-forbidding knee-knocker from the night before. It was gentler and it indeed reminded me of a handshake. An agreement. I signed on the dotted line for him by letting my tongue slip into his mouth. I felt the signature-ink of his name scrawled on my skin just like the tattoo across his chest when I heard the lightest moan strain from the back of his throat.
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  Lucky Star


  We found the nearest bar and ordered drinks despite the fact it wasn’t yet noon. I needed the liquid courage to let the story fall out again. A few sips of the electric blue concoction he’d chosen for me was all it took. We settled into a private cabana lounger built for two and pulled the white curtains closed until we were surrounded, the fabric flowing in the breeze but keeping us hidden.


  The alcohol and the semi-secluded space, coupled with his complete attention and seemingly unbiased eyes, allowed me to spill it all. I told him about Stephen and Kyle and everyone in between the two. I tried my best to explain my apprehension and unconsciously my lips formed words like ashamed and afraid. I was embarrassed by the story, by the truth, but not by Evan. He nodded and listened and didn’t say a word until I was finished.


  “And now I’m here at the No-tell Motel…sitting in a cabana…with a famous actor,” I said, covering my face with a half-hearted laugh. I felt him pull my fingers away from my eyes and apprehend me with a look.


  The excitement that stirred in me was new. In high school, my heart palpitations for Stephen were innocent enough. With the few guys I’d tried to be with in college, I’d let myself get to the brink of wild before it all came screeching to a halt. And with Kyle I’d tried to let something like love open me up. This feeling though, the volts running through my chest, the clenching within me, the vibration of my aura as I looked at him, was all new.


  “Thank you for telling me,” Evan said. “I know it wasn’t easy.”


  Swallowing, trying to relieve my cottoned throat, I wobbled my head and shrugged. He rubbed his lips and looked through me, apparently lost in thought, before he let a fingertip drag down my arm slowly. A broken breath heaved into my body and I wavered between stress and relief. I craved the relief. I wanted it. I wanted him.


  I was actually doing this. We’d already begun and I’d been too blind to realize it. Getting me to tell him my atrocious narrative was foreplay. He was attempting to warm me to him and it was working. His lazy finger traced back up to my shoulder and I felt goosebumps rise along my flesh. Evan’s mouth twitched up into a grin for a split second before falling again. He’d seen the involuntary reaction and I knew he knew I was done for.


  “I’ll make sure it was worth it,” he added. My eyes narrowed on him but my mouth betrayed me by smiling. “How about another drink?”


  I examined his face for a second. The face in my magazines and on my television stared back at me expectantly and I decided to give in. Whether he could crush my fears or not, I’d push them as far down as they would go in effort to move on. Besides, this was all just some fantasy in paradise anyway, right? I nodded and watched his perfect body rise with confidence to get me what I wanted.


  ***


  It didn’t take long before he had me giggling. I knew I’d heard somewhere that he was funny, but his humor had thrown me for a loop. I covered my mouth, swallowing a gulp of the water I had switched to so as not to spurt it out in a fit of laughter. After another stroll on the sand we had a quick, shameless makeout session in the cabana, followed by lunch. Eventually we went to the pool, where we took up two lounge chairs facing the scalding sun. He rubbed sunblock into my shoulders and over my back, slipping his fingers under the strap of my bathing suit and around my waist. His touch was unlike anything I’d ever experienced. Warm and soft but with the kind of strength behind it that made it clear to me he could snatch my wrists up in a microsecond and pin me down. After a handful of his kisses, his warm skin against mine and his voice in my ears, I wanted to be pinned down. I so wanted to be pinned by him.


  I watched him stand and move over to the crystalline blue water of the pool. He walked down the wide steps until he sank back, looking at me, enveloped in water up to his chest. A smile marked his lips and he tilted his chin up, motioning for me to join him. Willingly, I got up and slipped into the water next to him.


  “It’s been a few hours…how do you feel?” Evan asked.


  We made our way to the far end of the pool where it trickled off into a waterfall that surely filtered back in somehow. He rested his elbows back on the ledge, the strong muscles in his chest rippling as he settled. Catching a glimpse at the tattoo again, I figured there must’ve been some movie magic makeup that had been covering it up all these years. I folded my arms on the side of the pool with my cheek against my forearm. I expelled a sigh and looked up at the black lenses of his shades.


  “Weird,” I said with a laugh.


  He turned and mimicked my pose, facing me. “Weird? Why? Aren’t you having a good time?” His brilliant white teeth seemed to shine through his split lips as he grinned.


  I couldn’t help but smile back at him. His lips formed that infectious smirk that all but forced me to mirror it. “Yeah, I’m having a good time,” I replied timidly. “But it’s still weird. This is the furthest thing from what I expected to happen here.”


  He chuckled and I wondered why he’d never been in a romantic comedy. That face, those abs, and that laugh would’ve been box office gold. “What was it you were expecting, then? Other than giving it up.”


  I attempted to shred my bottom lip in two, clamping my teeth around it anxiously. “I’ve already given it up. I’m not a virgin,” I snapped with a playful growl. I’d been fighting against the V-word for years and he was just trying to rile me up. After all, he knew the whole damn story. I was beginning to understand that I wasn’t prepared to give anyone anything. I’d been trying to give for a while and it wasn’t doing me much good. What I wanted was more than giving and taking.


  “I guess I came here to let someone…” I paused and tried to think of the right way to put it, but Evan piped up wickedly.


  “Fuck you?”


  My eyes rolled behind my large, dark sunglasses and I shifted toward him against the wall of the pool. “Have me,” I replied pointedly.


  His smirk dissolved into a faint smile and I found myself wanting to kiss those lips again, ever the dazzled heroine to his brooding hero.


  “Delight in me, maybe,” I added.


  The faint smile bloomed into a sincere look and I saw him nod as he inched closer to me, the distance between us getting shorter. The water lapped at my breasts from the subtle wave his movement had made and I knew my breath had grown shallow as my thoughts turned wayward. Evan nodded and seemed to understand what I was getting at.


  “Worship you,” he uttered confidently.


  Air stuck in my lungs for a moment and I shot him a look that quickly broke into a bashful smile. “Yeah. That’d be nice.”


  He flipped his glasses on top of his head and I felt a wave of relief as his eyes were revealed to me once again. Yes, it’s really him. Yes, he’s really here. With me.


  “Is it safe to assume that the someone you speak of could potentially be me?” Evan asked.


  The whole day so far had been light conversations. There was no more mention of our deal or anything serious. We’d run through a list of favorites, a list of don’ts and won’ts and would-like-tos, but it had all been breezy enough for me to handle. I hadn’t spent any time scrutinizing the deal yet and here he was asking me if I’d let him bed me.


  I cringed and turned away from him. “Now we’re back to the weird part.”


  He scoffed and moved the rest of the way to my side, no space left between us. I could feel the warmth of his body up against my side and I felt suddenly aware of the other eyes around the pool. “What’s so weird, Danielle? I don’t get it,” he jested.


  “Oh, come on! You—Evan fucking Weston—come out of the shadows, kiss me out of nowhere, then hunt me down at breakfast and decide to take on the challenge of getting me laid? It’s absurd. You’re absurd. This whole thing.” I stopped and huffed, turning to the ocean view in front of me where the pool trickled off and the clear blue sky lay like a blank canvas above us. “Out of every girl here—every girl in the world, even—models and actresses, the slutty singles here who wouldn’t prove to be as difficult as me…of all the girls, including whoever’s room you were stumbling out of last night, why me? Why me, Evan?”


  I sucked in a breath, horrified at my tone. Jesus, I really did need to get some. I was turning into a pathetic, whimpering child and it was a sure fire way to turn off the one guy—the best guy—I’d managed to interest.


  The corner of his mouth moved in a little spasm-like flash and soon he was wearing the full dimpled smile I’d never imagined I’d have the pleasure of seeing in person. A little hum fell from his lips and I could see the wheels turning in his mind. For an instant it didn’t feel weird at all, like the weirdness had drifted away on the saltwater air. It almost felt normal to be so dangerously close to him in paradise while the sun beat down on us. I waited patiently to hear his voice. The quiet, as I’m sure he’d planned, jolted me into a state of peace that confused the hell out of me. Weird or normal, I didn’t care at this point. I just knew in that moment that I liked being near him too much to turn my back on it because of fear.


  “First of all, I was stumbling back from Jose Cuervo’s room, otherwise known as the bar. Up until a few days before my plane left, I wasn’t planning on being here. I’ve been coming here for a while now—done the playboy thing and had my fun—I’d decided I was done with this place. I told myself I was over the no-name hookups and nights of blackout decadence it’s known for. I was done with Desire and I was gonna go to Maui alone just to recharge, but at the last minute I let my dick do the deciding and here I am.”


  He wet his lips and let his fingers slip into my damp black hair. I shivered against his hand and let his knee move in between my legs instinctually.


  “When I checked in, I was probably just like you, kicking myself for even making a reservation, let alone showing up. I spent the first two days plastered and I hadn’t left my room for a meal until I went to breakfast to find you.” He smirked. “You and that sassy little mouth of yours.”


  I realized I’d been holding my breath while he spoke until he made me laugh with that last remark. I was glad we were in the water so Evan couldn’t see the way my limbs were trembling.


  “You’re not a challenge, Danielle. I’m not looking at you like some sort of game. I was interested before I knew your story, but now that I know why you’re here, I’m invested.” He smiled. “This is the last time I’m staying at this place, so I’m looking at you like my swan song.”


  My skin was pulsating with torrid heat and I wished I could snap over to the swim-up bar for a quick shot of something strong. I didn’t think we could get any closer, but his hands slipped beneath the water and pulled me to him by my waist and I felt his firm dick press against me. I gasped and glanced around. No one knew. No one cared. Others were in far more compromising positions.


  “I never show my cards like this,” he continued, “but knowing what you’re here for, the question isn’t why you. It’s why me?”


  My hands moved without my full permission and slid the sunglasses off his head, setting them on the waterlogged ledge of the infinity pool. My fingers moved through his hair and his eyes drilled into me. I pushed against him and planted a kiss on his lips, finally unashamed of our closeness, unfazed by the absurdity of the situation, and truly uninhibited for the first time in a long damn time. His arms clutched my body to his and I reveled in the weird, the normal, and every bit in between.


  ***


  His tongue in my mouth. His hands on my ass. His fingers slipping under the straps of my bikini. His eyes paralyzing me. The steamy spray of the shower was simply adding to the heated visions and memories of my overactive mind. Soaping up my body, I let my hands play on my flesh in the way I hoped Evan’s would later. I rinsed the bubbles away and breathed in the relaxing scents of the hotel body wash. We’d parted a half hour earlier and I hadn’t been able to stop thinking of him. Pure, unadulterated lust coursed through my veins. He told me he’d made dinner reservations in the formal dining room and asked me to accompany him. Was that an actual question? I was completely lost to him before he’d barely laid a hand on me. Stepping out of the stone shower, I padded my feet on the comfy bathmat and wrapped myself in a towel.


  I was wringing water from my hair when I heard a faint dinging coming from my bag. I moved toward it and recognized it, my hands fumbling for my tablet. With the towel tucked around me, I answered the video call coming from the screen. I’d forgotten all about checking in with Georgia after the events of my first and second day at the Coitus Inn.


  “Dani?” she chirped. Her face blurred for a moment and then I saw her furrowed brow, worry paining her expression.


  “Hey,” I said, settling back onto the fluffy pillows holding up the screen to catch a view of my face.


  “You okay?” she asked. “Have you left your room at all? Do you absolutely hate me?” She was fidgeting with her hair and pushing her face closer to the screen as though she wanted to crawl through to Mexico to hug me.


  I giggled watching her freak out. Her harebrained, tequila-laced idea had landed me here. My hand covered my mouth to hide the beaming smile that had blossomed on my lips.


  “Dani? Are you losing it? How is it there? Did something happen? Did you meet anyone?”


  I remembered it all over again and sighed. Baring my face to the screen again, I knew my happiness was undeniable. I watched as her face fell and the stress and worry quickly melted into confusion.


  “Georgia,” I started, “you’d better be sitting down.”
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  Hungry Eyes


  After asking me about a thousand times if I was joking or crazy, Georgia finally accepted the insanity that was my current situation. Her mouth gaped when I told her about the first kiss, my Southern friends who informed him of my circumstances, and every moment since. She had the same questions I did only I’d lost my will to care.


  She wanted to know what was going to happen next. So did I.


  She wondered how long he was planning on staying. So did I.


  She wanted to know how it could possibly work out and how, after whatever was going to happen with him happened, I would be able to go back to a normal life.


  Valid questions, sure, but the pressing matter was dinner. Overthinking had been the thing that got me into my mess. I refused to be that way with him. If I started nitpicking the details of this fantasy scenario, my legs wouldn’t open a centimeter.


  I told her I had to get ready for dinner so her questions would have to go unanswered and assured her I would email when the deed was done. Georgia squealed a laugh at my newfound candor and waved her hands for me to wait one more second.


  “What?” I asked, exasperated.


  She grinned devilishly. “In the zipper compartment of your rolling suitcase… I packed you a surprise to help. If I’d known it would be for Evan Weston, I would’ve gone slightly more overboard.”


  My brow crinkled, at a complete loss. What the fuck was she was talking about?


  She blew me a kiss on the screen. “Be safe!” she cooed before the connection blanked out and I was left with a little pit in my stomach at what this surprise would be.


  I bounced to the suitcase and tore open the zipper. Please don’t be a dildo. My hands slid in the pocket and I was happy to feel only fabric rather than silicone and batteries. Pulling the items out, I wanted to cringe but I didn’t. In any other point in my life I would’ve turned beet red with splotches and zipped the compartment up again without giving the items a second glance. The thrilling flutter in my gut told me I was evolving.


  I laid the assortment of lingerie on the white duvet and stared at each piece, my lips twisting as I pondered the best first choice. A red satin nightie with thong panties. A corset in a gorgeous deep plum with a black lace overlay that came with matching panties. And, what I concluded would be tonight’s attire, a black balconette bra, black silk panties, garter belt, and thigh highs. Jesus, Georgia, you did me right, I thought with a laugh.


  I put the black ensemble on under the only piece of formal clothing I’d brought with me, a slinky little red dress that clung to me in all the right places and stopped just above my knees. I found the black heels in my suitcase and slipped them on then I blew my hair out to give it a little volume in the humid Mexico heat. In the bathroom, I put on as much makeup as I’d brought. Mascara, one of a few lipsticks, and a bit of tinted moisturizer. If it hadn’t been for Georgia hovering over me as I packed back in Philadelphia, I wouldn’t have brought the dress, the shoes, or a cosmetics bag with anything in it other than deodorant and sunscreen. When the clocked ticked to 6:20, I paused and looked at myself in the mirror. I could feel a personal pep talk coming on as I locked eyes with my reflection.


  “It’s just sex,” I whispered.


  I’d said it so many times to myself and it never worked. Because it was a lie. It wasn’t just sex. This trip was about more than getting laid and losing version 2.0 of my virginity. My lungs filled with a calm breath and when I let it all out, a smile settled on my face.


  “Let him worship you,” I said to the girl in the mirror. She was bright and beautiful and—considering her choice of undergarments—rather sexy.


  Maybe this trip was about me recognizing that I was the girl in the mirror and she was me.


  ***


  Evan was waiting for me outside the formal dining room dressed in all black. Black slacks, button down shirt with the top two buttons undone and a black suit jacket over it. I pulled my hair over one shoulder as I walked toward him and when he smiled, I felt it. I felt the longing to be worshiped. Not laid. Not had. Not fucked. I wanted him to bow at my altar and revere me.


  He lent me his hand and I took it more easily than I had ever touched another man. I knew I wanted to worship him back.


  “M’lady,” he teased, pulling me close and linking my arm with his.


  I sidled up next to him and simply hummed. I didn’t have words. With the exception of high school prom and a handful of weddings, I had never been on a fancy date. Kyle’s idea of a night out was wings and beer or dinner and movie. The Olive Garden was his idea of fine dining. I’m not sure I’d ever put on a dress to go on a date with him that wasn’t cotton.


  “Mr. Weston, your table is ready,” the host said, leading us inside.


  It was stunning. The ceiling looked like the night sky, dotted with glowing white lights on a black background. Cozy black booths were all around, housing cuddling couples. Our booth was far in the back and I wondered if Evan had requested a secluded area even though the entire restaurant clearly catered to romance.


  I could feel Evan staring at me from the corner of my eye as I scanned the wine list.


  “You look gorgeous,” he said. The statement sent a delightful shudder through me and I glanced over at him.


  “Thank you. You look pretty dashing yourself.”


  “Let’s get a bottle of champagne,” he suggested, snatching the wine list from me.


  I grinned and shrugged. I was pretty sure I’d agree to whatever he suggested tonight.


  “Steak or seafood?” he asked, this time grabbing the menu from my hands.


  “Um, are you ordering for me?” I breathed a laugh.


  Evan ran his tongue over his teeth behind his lips and smiled again. “It’s all about trust, Danielle. Trust me to satisfy you.”


  Maybe it was just his skilled delivery, but he had a way of making everything sound good. I had already decided I would entrust him with my body, so why not my dinner?


  “Steak,” I replied firmly.


  We smiled at each other for a moment before our waiter came over and I watched as Evan rattled off our orders, complete with a bottle of their best bubbly. The waiter nodded and suddenly we were alone again. I took the moment to breathe in his cologne. Was there nothing about him that wasn’t expensive and decadent? He was rocking the hell out of what I could only assume was an Armani suit, ordering a champagne I couldn’t pronounce if I tried, and he smelled like he bathed in exotic oils and maybe diamonds, too. His hand reached out to me under the table and landed on my knee. He glanced down at the sheer black hosiery that stood between his palm and my bare flesh.


  “Pantyhose?” he smirked.


  “Problems with the way I dress?” I shot back.


  “Not at all.” He shook his head and his hazel eyes went wild, dancing over every part of my body that was in view.


  “Tell me, Mr. Weston, why do I feel like I’m being courted when the truth is you don’t even know my last name?”


  His face fell and his stare grew somber but intense. “Ah, shit. You’re right. I don’t know your last name. What is it?” He seemed completely distraught, disappointed in himself for not knowing or asking sooner.


  My lips tipped up slightly and I decided not to make him feel worse. “Ward. Danielle Elizabeth Ward.”


  “Do people call you Dani?” he asked as his hand slid up a little higher on my knee. I flinched and stammered out a yes but my reaction only made him smirk and his hand didn’t stop travelling up. His fingers slipped under the fabric of my dress and halted when he reached the place where the stocking linked to the garter belt I was wearing. Evan’s mouth slackened. His grip tightened and an enticing smirk grew on his lips. I challenged him by matching his expression and keeping silent. His hand high on my thigh sent a delicious tingle to my core and I felt myself readying for him despite the public crowd and my hunger for food. I felt his palm creep higher, to where my flesh was finally exposed, and he let out the quietest growl. A moan squeaked out of me and he cocked one eyebrow, ever so proud of his effect on me.


  The waiter approached and Evan pulled his hand away from me, leaving me shaking, tingling, wet, and hungry for him. The pop of the champagne cork dislodging made me flinch then giggle. That’s what I was now. I was a bottle of bubbly; crisp and sweet and ready to burst exquisitely with the help of someone who had the right sense to pick me off the menu. I sighed and smothered my smile by taking a sip from my glass.


  “I don’t know if I’d consider this courting, Dani,” he said easily after the waiter had gone. “I just want to make sure you have a good time. I’m trying to make you comfortable.”


  I shot Evan a look, the lingerie controlling me now more than my six years of abstinence. “Do I seem uncomfortable?” I asked.


  His smirk tickled the lowest point of my belly and I shifted yet again, trying to gain some composure. I wanted nothing more than to push him down in that booth and have my way with him, six years be damned.


  “You did. But you seem…different this evening. Did something happen in your room? You didn’t start without me, did you?”


  I nearly spit out a fountain of champagne, a choking laugh fighting its way out of me at his jest. With my hand over my mouth, I looked over at him. His golden hair was styled to perfection, lightly tanned skin without a blemish in sight, hazel eyes that seared right through me, and a smile that flickered from smirk to grin to genuine beam. Done. For.


  “Something did happen upstairs. Or maybe it happened in the pool. It could’ve even been in the cabana or in the omelet line or with my back against the courtyard wall…whenever it happened, wherever it happened…I made my decision,” I explained. I took another slow swig of crisp bubbles and let a shade of his legendary smirk paint my lips. “You’re definitely the man for the job.”


  He didn’t say anything; he just smiled and rubbed at his chin contemplatively. Before my stomach could flip again, our food arrived and we let my decision propel our date.


  ***


  When the last drop of champagne was gone and our plates had been cleared, I set my gaze on him and felt the heat rising yet again. He wouldn’t look at me, though. He hadn’t in a few minutes and it was starting to make me self-conscious. Did I have something in my teeth? Raspberry puree on my face from dessert? I wrung my hands under the table and tried to take deep breaths without drawing attention to my panic. Already with the freaking out, Danielle? I cursed myself.


  “Danielle…” Evan said quietly.


  I turned and saw he still had his eyes averted. “Yes?” I replied.


  Finally, he lifted his face to mine and the relief I felt having him look at me was unimaginable. Frightening even. His lips curled into a subtle smile and he moved his napkin from his lap to the table. “Would you come up to my room with me?”


  My heart and lungs slammed into each other like sumo wrestlers and I felt the rebound throughout my whole body. “Yes,” I breathed without hesitation.


  A crisp laugh escaped him and he shifted toward me. “You should know something first—before you give your answer…”


  I waited, my throat too parched to give another syllable, my head too clouded to find the right one.


  “We’re not going to have sex tonight.”


  It was the last thing I expected to come out of his mouth. Looking at him, poised to stand from the booth, ready to take me to his suite…I just didn’t think he would shoot me down so soon. Not like this. I felt the back of my neck getting clammy as I swallowed my feelings, my words, and my pride. I guess I’d proven to be the wrong girl. It figures. Anger and frustration started to seethe within me, quickly followed by embarrassment and anxiety—even hurt. I wanted out of here. What the hell was he asking me to his room for anyway? Did he want my opinion on his view?


  I hadn’t realized how far away from him I’d turned when my thoughts sucked me into the trance. But when I felt his hand cup my chin and turn me toward him again, making me stare into those eyes, I saw how much I had retreated at his words. His expression was soft but formidable and it held me more powerfully than his hand.


  “We’re going to have plenty of fun, believe me. But there’s something about you. Something I want to savor. I just feel like if we’re going through with this agreement, we should really make it count. My last, your…second first,” he said with a light laugh. “Like I said on the beach this morning about making sure it’s worth it…” He paused, looking almost sheepish. “What I should’ve said was that I’ll make sure I’m worthy. So, what do you say?”


  The saliva that evaded my mouth when I thought he was ditching me had returned the minute he said he wanted to savor me. I gulped and blinked slowly. He must’ve seen acceptance or consent in my face because he stood from our booth and extended his hand to me. I didn’t know why I felt the need to trust him so willingly, but I did. It was an altogether fearsome and wondrous feeling, handing myself over to him but not knowing the condition he’d leave me in.


  ***


  The electronic key box flickered and the sound of his door unlatching filled my ears. Evan held the door open to his room and I walked past him carefully. I drew in a slight gasp, my breath stuck in my chest. His room, like I expected, was more of a suite, a little apartment. He had a living room and a balcony that wrapped around two sides of the space. He was staying on the top floor in the corner. Each corner room had a gold dome over it and yet when I looked up the ceiling wasn’t that high. The real cause for my shocked inhale was the sight of a makeshift walkway of lit votive candles through the room. It led to the balcony as far as I could see and painted the room with the most beautiful amber glow. I turned and saw him smirking beside me in the entryway.


  “How did you…”


  His hand touched my back, leading me forward ever so slightly, and his lips brushed against my ear. “Magic,” he whispered.


  I speared him with a look; I wasn’t one for surprises.


  He laughed and I felt my muscles weaken at the sound. “I slipped the concierge a hundred, okay?”


  My response was a whisper of a laugh as I gathered my bottom lip nervously into my mouth with my teeth. No sex, but a candlelit path? No sex, but a bottle of champagne? I followed the glow of the candles near my feet past the sunken living room area that was across from the bed and bath. I went where the candles took me, out the sliding glass door to the wraparound balcony, taking in the sight of the ocean crashing against the sand and the rocks in the far off distance.


  His hand was at my back again and I turned in his grasp, looking up at him. It was too much. Too much money and too much romance and too much pressure. I felt the ocean breeze whipping tendrils of my hair around my throat and though I saw in his eyes that he thought I was beautiful, the moment was strangling me.


  “Evan,” I croaked.


  “Why did you stop?” he asked, pointing to the left. I followed his index finger and there, around the corner of the balcony, was a spiral staircase lined on one side with votive candles, heading up. Deep breaths, I told myself. My lip secured between my teeth again, I gingerly ascended the steps with Evan behind me. I could almost feel him smirking. At the top I saw yet another balcony and finally the dome I’d noticed from the ground level, arched above me. Centered perfectly beneath the dome was a hot tub built for two, jets rumbling, steam rising. Next to it, a small table and chairs set with a second bottle of chilling champagne, two flutes, and a tray of succulent strawberries.


  “I wanna play a game,” he said at my back.


  I spun and couldn’t stop my eyes from rolling. “Of course you do,” I snickered.


  I took a seat at the little bistro table I figured was meant for us, not daring to think the hot tub was where I belonged just yet. Evan sat across from me and poured the champagne. I’d regret all the bubbles in the morning when a headache came calling, but if I didn’t loosen up a little more, this game of his would be a wash. He handed me a flute filled to the brim, a little head of foam sparkling and tickling against my nose as I sipped it generously.


  “Truth or dare?” he asked.


  The sound of the rumbling spa jets masked the sound of my thudding heartbeat as I opened my mouth, once again ultimately trusting him. “Dare.”
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  Like A Virgin


  Evan’s dimples appeared as his devilish grin grew, my answer clearly pleasing him. I had no doubt he assumed my response would’ve been truth and quite honestly the word dare had slipped out without my full permission. But dare I said, so dare I’d take. He bit the tip off of a strawberry and let his stare drift past me as if in deep thought.


  “Hmm, I dare you to…show me what’s under that dress.”


  My mouth gaped and I felt a blush creeping up my chin. Much like the rest of the day, the heat seemed to intensify any time Evan pushed me. I felt like a yo-yo. No, I couldn’t possibly. Yes, I can and I should! No, this isn’t real. Yes, this is what you came here for. No, you inexperience prude. Yes, you wild and willing woman.


  His gaze had gone blank and I would’ve killed to know what he was thinking. The littlest voice in the furthest, darkest corner of my mind had yet to stop asking, Why me? Whenever I felt myself getting bold, feeling confident about what exactly it was Evan Weston and I were doing, the voice would sing out a doubt. I was starting to realize how much I hated that voice. It had held me back for so long. It had kept me from so much. I let the crashing waves, the roaring jets, and the thumping of my heart drown out that nagging voice. Just as I took a deep breath, ready to stand and comply with his request, I saw him shake his head and lean his temple against his forefinger.


  “You poor thing, you really are a virgin,” he muttered, a hint of his smirk still gracing his billboard-worthy face.


  Rising from my chair, I locked my eyes on him, feeling the yo-yo stop on yes for the meantime. Yes, yes, yes. I took a step toward him and he relaxed back in his seat, watching me watching him. This man that I’d daydreamed about and swooned over from afar was now transfixed on me in nearly the same way. A chill of exultation rippled through me as I shrugged the slinky red dress over my shoulders, pulling my arms out and letting it slip to the ground to pool at my feet.


  “I’m not a virgin,” I said firmly, moving closer to where he sat.


  He looked me up and down and it was easy to see he approved of the attire Georgia had packed for me. Straddling one of his legs, I looked down at him in his chair while I pushed my hair over my shoulders. His jaw had loosened a bit and his eyes seemed to darken, a cast of sultry shadows playing across his hazel irises. My legs bent and I boldly sat on his knee, the heat of my core pulsing against him just behind the black panties I wore. His Adam’s apple bobbed as his hands finally connected with my body, slowly gliding up my thighs and over the garter belt.


  “Truth or dare,” I breathed, shifting against his firm thigh slightly.


  Evan sighed and leaned back away from me for an instant. “I guess it’s only fair that I choose dare…” he replied.


  I tried to mimic his smirk as best I could. “Your turn, Hollywood. I showed you mine.”


  Evan chuckled quietly and pulled out of his jacket without ever moving me from his lap. The subtle jostling sent tingles to my center. I wanted to buck against his knee. I wanted to grind against his pants. But once he began unbuttoning his shirt, I paused. The black fabric split open and he slipped it off, tossing it near my dress on the ground. My eyes fell on the tattoo on his chest and I remembered our deal. I’d seen his chest before when we swam in the pool earlier but this felt different. He was undressing for me. I trembled unexpectedly as his hands slid up my back, coaxing my body closer to him, my legs spreading wider the further I straddled his muscular thigh. But I pushed my hands on his chest and kept my distance.


  “You’re not finished,” I informed him, glancing at his black trousers.


  Evan grinned almost shyly, looking down at his pants for a moment too. Did he think he could get away with half a striptease while I was down to my undies? Without a second thought, my hands started undoing his belt buckle and before I knew it, I had whipped it out of the confines of its loops and tossed it aside. I rose from his lap and eyed him, forcing him to make his move. He looked shocked by my sudden nerve but instead of ribbing me, he stood and dropped his pants, kicking out of his shoes and socks in the process. The ridges of his abs begged to be touched and the sharp V that drew my eyes to his pelvis electrified my excitement.


  Clad in only black Calvin Klein boxer briefs, Evan didn’t try to hide his arousal as he pushed me back against the table and stepped into my space, leaving no room between our bodies.


  “Truth or dare, Dani?” he growled.


  His face dipped to my collarbone and he greedily let his tongue glide along the flesh of my throat. I moaned and wrapped my arms around him, wanting nothing more than to feel the pressure of his entire body against mine. My legs hooked around his hips and my heels clattered to the ground. All I had to do was say it. One more dare, I could take it. I wanted all of him right then, especially feeling his hard cock press against me through our respective black barriers.


  “Dare,” my voice cracked out.


  His lips moved up to my ear and I melted at the feeling of his hot breath on my skin. “I dare you to let me—”


  I cut him off before he could say it all. The dare didn’t matter. “Yes,” I panted. “Do whatever you want to me.”


  The low rumble of his laugh and the feel of his mouth curving into his classic smile against my cheek made my nipples go rigid beneath the black lace. Evan wasted no time, gripping one of my thighs and holding me to him firmly as he let his other hand snake between us. His fingers stole away inside my panties, swiping at my wet flesh. A groan shook out of me when he pushed one thick finger inside, his own delighted noise revealing his pleasure. His eyes met mine and I was paralyzed. His gaze fluttered across my face and he bit down on his bottom lip as he began circling his thumb over my hardened clit. Heavy breaths huffed out of me as he worked another finger inside, still playing at my sensitive bud. Volts of tingling lava-like sensations shot through my muscles and veins as Evan pumped his fingers in and out, working me into a frenzy.


  His eyes never left my face and though my eyelids had drifted shut a few times, pleasure blinding me, I kept my gaze on him too. The noises leaving my lungs were getting louder, my throat growing hoarse as I groaned at the blissful feeling of his fingers fucking me. I wished he would kiss me. I wanted his tongue in my mouth or on my body. I wanted my nipple between his lips. But that wasn’t the dare.


  Evan’s lips were parted as he watched me lean against the table, letting him continue to pump his fingers into me. My eyes were barely open a slit as the ball of fire building in me began to expand, the delicious tingling of my orgasm about to explode. His fingers worked harder. My head fell back and I cried out, letting go. I could hear nothing but the sound of his heaving breath as my body broke apart in his grasp. I felt only his firm hand on my ass, the place where my heel had locked at his lower back, and my pussy clenching around his fingers as the waves of bliss rolled through me. I started to lie back on the table but I heard him laugh and circle his arm around my waist, keeping me from relaxing there. I sighed sadly when he pulled his fingers out of me, the emptiness shocking me.


  “You don’t want to sleep on a bed of cold strawberries,” he whispered in my ear as he picked me up.


  My body was starting to come back to life when he sat me down in the chair he’d been sitting in before. I looked up at him, my vision getting less and less hazy. Just when I thought I was recovering, I watched in stunned silence as he pushed one hand through his hair quickly and brought the fingers of his other hand to his mouth, licking them clean. I couldn’t stop the moaning sigh that I let go of at the sight.


  He licked his lips and smirked as he bent down, balancing himself on the arms of the chair, boxing me in with his biceps. I wished I had the words to thank him for what I knew had been the greatest—not to mention the first at the hands of someone else—orgasm of my life, but my throat ached, raw from the grunts and cries he’d pulled out of me. He inched closer, his sexy smile never faltering, until I could feel his breath against my lips. I expelled a ragged breath just as he met my lips, quickly invading my mouth with his tongue. He kissed me deeply without putting his hands on me, but I couldn’t stop myself from gripping the back of his neck with both hands, never wanting to let him go. Pulses of aftershock clenched within me again as I sucked on his tongue and heard him groan. The faint taste of myself in his mouth turned me on more than I ever would’ve imagined.


  Pulling away from me, unlocking our lips though my hands stayed tangled in his hair, Evan’s stare grew serious. Yesterday I was just a neurotic, celibate workaholic who’d wound up at a hedonistic resort after a near mental breakdown. But now…staring into Evan Weston’s eyes and basking in the glow of true, unsullied pleasure, I knew I was someone else. I was the woman I’d long-denied myself to be. I was open. I was free.


  One last, sweet tremble lit through me and I smiled. The walking fantasy hovering over me did the same and without thinking any of the thoughts that usually kept me so fearful and alone, I pursed my lips. “Truth or dare, Evan?”


  He laughed and straightened. “Let’s get in the hot tub,” he said coolly.


  I stood up, my legs still shaky, and huffed. “Aren’t you going to choose?”


  He was already up the two steps to the hot tub that sat under the dome with one leg in the water and a coy grin on his face. “Of course,” he replied. “After you get in.”


  My brain sparked and sputtered a beat watching him lower into the steaming water, spreading his arms out as he leaned back comfortably. He looked perfectly at home like that. Just as I suspected, luxury was in everything he did. Everything he knew. As I slinked out of my stockings and made my way to the water, I tried desperately to allow myself a little luxury for once. I would’ve never dreamed of ruining my brand new lingerie by wearing it in the chlorinated hot tub if it weren’t for Evan and the new woman he’d awakened in me.


  Dipping one toe in, I breathed out happily at the feeling of the toasty water enveloping my bare leg. Once I was all the way in the tub, I felt the rest of my body succumb to the contented feeling I’d tried to fight. I stared over at Evan, who was watching me through the steam that rose between us. I’d never known a better or worse feeling than Evan Weston’s eyes on me. Pinning me. Mystifying me. Seducing me.


  “Truth,” he said.


  My stomach rippled with worry as I thought about the question that had scrolled through my mind since the moment I walked into his candlelit wonderland, unprepared for what we’d just done.


  “How many times have you done this?” I rasped.


  His face fell and tension grew between his eyes as he averted his gaze from me. “I get your point,” he replied just loud enough for me to hear over the jets that pulsed against my skin.


  “I’m not making a point,” I answered quickly. “I’m not even judging. I’m just asking the question—your truth. How many times have you come to this resort and led a starstruck girl up to a candlelit room to have your fun?”


  Evan’s arms came down off the ledge of the hot tub and sank into the water at his sides. I saw his jaw shift and tighten as he looked at me, mulling over my question. I just wanted to know. What number was I on the list? How overdone was this scene for him? It was so new to me, to be treated this way, and I just needed to know how old it was for him. Chances were it wouldn’t change the fact that I’d still spend my week with him—give him everything—but I had to remember for my sanity that I wasn’t necessarily special.


  “Too many times. But you’re the last, remember?”


  Hoping he didn’t hear my scoff, I turned my head from him. The last lonely girl to bed Evan Weston at Desire Resort & Spa. Lucky me.


  “Truth or dare?” I heard him ask.


  I sighed and suddenly felt like bolting. But where would I go? “Truth,” I whispered.


  “When I say you’re the last, do you believe me?”


  “No.”


  He darted over to my side of the hot tub and put his arms on either side of me. Something had stirred in his eyes and he looked at me sternly. “Would you care if you weren’t the last?”


  My head reared back and I shot him an incredulous glare. “It’s my turn to ask, not yours. Truth or dare?”


  “Truth,” he growled through his teeth.


  I tried not to smirk but I couldn’t stop my lips from bowing. He grumbled an angry noise at me, his forehead wrought with creases, his jaw still stiff. My face fell and I locked my eyes on his seriously for an instant. “Would you care if I weren’t the last?”


  His gaze lowered to the water between us and he scraped at his bottom lip with his teeth as he seemed to seethe. Eventually his gaze flicked back up to me, his head cocked to one side. “You are the last, whether I fuck you or not. I don’t give a shit if you believe me. Now, I don’t want to talk about this anymore. Truth. Or. Dare.”


  A breath stumbled from my lips and I let that snarling voice slip into my body and set me ablaze. My insides twisted deliciously and I suddenly didn’t care about being first or last. I just wanted to be his. I didn’t know whether or not he had this power over every other girl he’d ever been with, but I didn’t care either. The way he made me feel—wanted, possessed, owned by words and looks alone—was special to me. It was my fantasy and I intended to live it out.


  “Dare,” I breathed.


  He crashed his lips into mine, wrapping my legs around his waist and my arms around his neck. I held onto him as he ravaged my mouth with his powerful lips and caressing tongue. He stood and the sound of the water sloshing echoed in my ears as he stepped out of the tub with me attached to him. Evan set me down and wrapped a towel around me, then dried himself off hastily before scooping me back into his arms. I yelped a laugh and felt him float us down the steps. By the time we hit the bottom step, he was kissing me again. My bottom lip was sucked in his mouth, his teeth gingerly biting down on the thick flesh just before he tossed me on his bed.


  I didn’t have time to think or move before he was climbing over me, covering my exposed skin with kisses. My wet lingerie was seeping water into the fabric of his duvet cover, so I quickly unhooked my bra so I could slip out of it. By the time I’d freed myself of the top, he was still. He stared at my bare breasts and breathed a sigh.


  “I certainly saved the best for last,” he said, his voice a low rumble that shook me to my soul.


  I pushed up on him and put him on his back, something dark and sultry suddenly blooming within me. He locked his eyes on me, watching as I moved until my lips hovered over his navel. He knew where I was about to go. I remembered his words from the restaurant. We wouldn’t be having sex tonight, but that didn’t mean we wouldn’t have any fun. He gave a little nod but I knew I didn’t need his permission. Evan continued to watch with heavy eyes as I pulled his cock out, wrapping my lips around him. He groaned and slid his hand in my hair. I loved the noise I drew out of him when I stroked my tongue along his cock, gripping him in my hand.


  We locked eyes as I continued to take him in my mouth, working to a perfect tempo. Almost-virgin or not, I had the utmost confidence in my blow job skills. A shudder rolled through me when I saw the wicked grin take over his face. He knew he had me. He knew I no longer needed to be dared. He knew, no matter where I fell on the list, I was his for the taking.
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  Escapade


  The smell of coffee roused me from a dream that was really more a memory. Evan’s mouth tasting me. My tongue savoring him. Our hands and mouths taking each other to the brink over and over again. My eyes opened and I cuddled close to the pillow my face was sunken into, taking a deep, cleansing breath. As I blinked awake and sat up in bed, pulling the sheet up to cover my naked body, I focused on the steaming mug of coffee sitting on the nightstand next to me.


  I reached out for it with a drowsy grin. My body was stiff but amazingly spent and I began to beam thinking about how it had gotten that way. The rich coffee, complete with cream and sugar, hit my lips and I moaned. I realized Evan must have put it there and turned, hoping to see him next to me, but I was alone. After a few more sips of coffee, I slipped into the fluffy white robe at the end of the bed and got up, stretching luxuriously as I did so.


  Coffee in hand, I padded through the suite, the sun peeking in through the sheer curtained windows. My heartbeat was starting to race and my breath was growing shallow the more time that passed without seeing him. I turned to the glass door to the balcony and my heart and lungs relaxed at the sight of Evan sitting in a chair with his back to me. He was wearing shorts but no shirt as he kicked back casually with one bare foot on the railing of the balcony. I slid the door open and heard his voice.


  “I don’t care, Jared,” he said, his voice irritated. He turned with his cell phone held to his ear and smiled. His hand reached out to me and I took it with ease, giggling when he pulled me into his lap, tucking one arm around my waist, his hand settling comfortably on my hip. The robe I was wearing shifted and split, exposing my legs as I crossed them. He sighed a sexy breath, glancing at my skin and switching his phone to the other ear so he could run his hand up my leg and under the sheath of the robe.


  “You can say it however you want, I’m not doing a goddamn sequel. I just don’t think it’s the best move for me right now,” he said into the receiver. I watched as he stared out at the ocean, shaking his head. He noticed me staring and gave an apologetic smile while mouthing, “Sorry.”


  With a crooked smile, I wordlessly told him it was okay. How could it not be? I’d spent the night in his bed—mostly not sleeping—only to wake up to hot coffee, a cushy robe, and the most beautiful view of my life. To say it was a vacation paradise would’ve been an understatement. After just forty-eight hours with him, the realization that I might never be the same after this trip nearly knocked the wind out of me.


  “Don’t send me that script, I won’t read it. Look, Jared, I’m on vacation so I’ll call you when I’m back in LA,” Evan said, looking me up and down on his lap, his roguish grin growing the closer he got to hanging up.


  My lips couldn’t help but mimic his look, a sexy smile painting my face as I shifted closer to him, leaning into the body I’d become so comfortable against the night before. He tapped the screen of the phone and set it on the table beside him then he took my mug and set it down. Without a word, he pulled me close and planted a kiss on my lips.


  “Good morning, Danielle Elizabeth Ward,” he said, looking into my eyes.


  “Morning,” I replied, my voice barely a breath on the ocean breeze.


  “What should we do today?” he asked.


  A smile split my lips and I felt a blush bloom on my face as I turned my gaze away. A little laugh came from him and then his hand had a hold of my chin, turning me back.


  “We’ll get to that,” he assured me with a wink.


  I shrugged in response, unable to find words for him that weren’t salacious requests of things for him to do to my body.


  “Breakfast?” he suggested, his hand creeping up my thigh again.


  How the hell was I supposed to think about bacon and eggs at a time like this? I didn’t want to eat breakfast. I wanted him to eat me for breakfast. The sun had gone down on his promise to not sleep with me last night and today was a new day. But my stomach growled, betraying my lustful and eager mind. He grinned at the sound as he stood me up.


  “I should go to my room and change, take a shower…” I said, letting my voice melt away when he took my waist in his hands as though he’d done it countless times.


  He brought his mouth to mine again, kissing me harder this time. Like he meant it. I tried to hold in the noise his touch generated but it slipped out against his lips and I felt him smile as he pulled away. “I hung your dress up in the closet. Meet you in the omelet line in thirty?” he asked easily.


  I nodded and my feet stuttered as I tried to walk away from him. I didn’t want to leave. I didn’t want to be far from his grasp. From his lips. What have I gotten myself into?


  I shooed the stray thought away and found my dress hanging in his closet alongside some of his perfectly tailored clothes. Slipping into the slinky dress again, I felt him move behind me and I leaned back against his chest.


  “Don’t make me wait long,” Evan whispered in my ear.


  A moan begged to be released from my body but I stifled it. Instead, I spun and let a sultry look spread on my face. “I could say the same to you.”


  He smirked and rubbed at his jaw thoughtfully. “What’s a few more hours, Dani?”


  My eyes lowered to his shorts, slung low on his hips, and the sexy skin of his carved abs. “After last night?” I muttered. “Torture.”


  Evan chuckled. “Hey, isn’t the actor supposed to be the dramatic one?” He pulled away and I watched, short of breath, as he unbuttoned his shorts and slipped them off brazenly in front of me. “I’ll meet you downstairs,” he said, walking into the bathroom wearing only a grin.


  ***


  Georgia Trenton 12:53 am Subject: Did he fuck you yet?


  The subject header jumped off the screen at me and I shook my head at her inquiry. Subtlety was never Georgia’s strong suit. I pondered the question. He had in a way, but not in the way she was asking. He’d all but mind-fucked me this morning, keeping me waiting, teasing me about being dramatic. The inside of her email was blank, which made me giggle and shake my head again. I left the email without a response. I didn’t need to share every moment of it with her. She didn’t need to know where the lingerie she’d bought me had ended up or the look it evoked from one of People’s 50 Most Beautiful.


  Taking my time, I showered and shaved and let the warm water loosen my weak muscles. The whole time, though, I couldn’t keep him out of my thoughts. It had been ages since I’d been so wrapped up in a man. Even Kyle hadn’t occupied my mind this much in the beginning when things were sweet and lovey-dovey and he hadn’t yet noticed I was dusty between the legs. Evan had had no problem getting me to heat beneath his hands. The way his fingers had so easily entered me was surprising at first but the pleasure that washed over me kept me from analyzing it in the moment. Of course, now I had time to completely pick it apart like a true head case.


  Why was it that in the past I’d have to calm myself with deep breaths, kiss a guy for an hour to work myself up to anything more and even then, my legs would wobble in fearful suspense at any action? What was so different about Evan? I could’ve laughed at the question. There were too many things to count that separated Evan from Kyle and Stephen and everyone in between. Starting with the fact that he’s a fucking celebrity.


  I dressed myself in a short gray skirt that had pockets and a black tank top that I tucked into the thick waistband of the skirt. Flip flops on and sunglasses in hand, I took my time heading down to the breakfast dining room, not wanting to seem too eager. My stomach continued to rumble and as I passed the concierge center near the open-air lobby, I smirked. I thought of Evan making his way there at some point to win over one of the workers with a hundred dollar bill and his smile just to make sure his room would be glowing with candles when I walked in. He’d managed to pick up the aisle of votive holders sometime between our last tryst early this morning and when I woke up. Part of me wondered if he’d allowed the housekeeping staff to come in do it for him or if he’d actually spent the time picking up his own romantic props.


  There was a bit of a crowd around the concierge desk and my eyes drew me to the sign standing just beside it. A silent laugh bobbed my shoulders. Today was apparently Adventure Day. How fitting. It certainly was. I took a few steps over just to see what that really meant and Ted and Cheryl popped into view right in front of me.


  “Hey!” Cheryl cried, grabbing me by the wrist and pulling me closer, her eyebrows wiggling. “How was your day with the movie star? We saw you two making out in the pool! Holy smokes, girl. You are the envy of every hot little thing here! And uh, sorry that we spilled the beans.”


  I laughed as her eyes dropped. Amazingly, I wasn’t mad at all. In fact, I wanted to thank her, but I resisted. Struggling to keep my lips in a line, not wanting to beam like the schoolgirl I felt like, I tilted my head to the side. “Don’t worry, Cheryl. And I’ll just say yesterday was interesting.”


  Cheryl nudged her elbow into my side and her turquoise lined eyes probed me. “Did he…help you out?” she asked conspiratorially.


  Again a laugh cracked through me. What kind of an idiot was I to have told them my life history and my reason for being there? It all seemed so silly now that Evan had melted away my worries and set me up for what I hoped would be another round of throaty, lustful cries well into the morning, starting tonight.


  “I don’t know what you mean by that, Cheryl.”


  She took it as a joke or maybe as an affirmative, but either way she swatted me playfully and turned to Ted, who was bent over the desk filling out some sort of paperwork.


  “Ted, which one did you decide on?” Cheryl asked.


  He straightened and turned to us, giving me a knowing smile that only made me roll my eyes at him, and handed Cheryl a brochure. “The bus tour into the city bazaar. Thought my girl might want to shop today. That’s always an adventure,” Ted said, dropping a kiss onto his wife’s head.


  Cheryl squealed with delight and opened the brochure before widening her eyes and locking her excited stare on me. “You should come!” she enthused.


  My face fell and I paused for a second, confused. I had no idea what she was talking about.


  “To the markets! It’s this whole adventure day thing. They set up all these excursions we can sign up for. It’s included. We’ve done some of them before when we’ve been down here but the market tour is new. Come with us! It’ll be fun to shop and see the city and…oh, hello.” Cheryl’s eyes had gone a little moony and I could tell she was looking past me as she dropped off her proposal and greeted the person behind me.


  Spinning on my heels, my stare collided with Evan’s and his slanted smirk shot a little jolt into my abdomen.


  “Hello, Cheryl. Ted,” Evan said coolly, giving them both a polite nod before slipping his hand around my waist and putting his lips to my ear. “What did I say about making me wait?” he rumbled.


  I leaned into his touch a little too easily and suddenly remembered we were amongst other people. “Sorry. Cheryl and Ted were just telling me about this excursion thing. It’s a shopping trip in town,” I said, pulling back to look in his eyes.


  “Come with us, you two, it’ll be fun!” Cheryl beamed, her magenta lips curving into a glowing smile that she pointed at me with her matching wide eyes.


  I could only assume the things she wanted to ask me about him while we were “having fun” at the market.


  Evan pulled me tighter to his side and I trembled under his touch. “Would you like that?” he asked me.


  I turned to him and licked my lips. It felt like a date. Last night’s dinner had felt like a date too. I thought this was just a sexy fling. What the fuck was I doing with him? What was he doing to me? After leaving him this morning, I thought for sure I’d scarf down breakfast just to get back into bed with him that much sooner, but thinking about spending another day with him—laughing and talking with him in a way I never thought I would—sounded just as appealing as a roll in the sheets. I swallowed, unable to find my words, and nodded, my head wobbling and wavering in an unsure affirmative.


  His eyes softened and he breathed deeply as he let go of my waist. “Okay, let’s have an adventure.”


  Cheryl’s face lit up even more (I didn’t know how that was possible) and I watched with my heart seizing in my chest as Evan leaned to write our names on the sheet at the concierge desk. Bent over, he craned his neck to look back at me as he signed. The grin he wore sent my head reeling. Let’s have an adventure.


  ***


  The bus ride was full of chatter but the sound of the engine and the cool air of the A/C were soothing as we took the short trip into town after breakfast. Ted and Evan had found common ground talking basketball while Cheryl reached to show me pictures of her children on her digital camera. Evan would glance at me every few minutes with a sweet smile or a wink and I’d rouse myself back into the strange reality of my life.


  We made it to the bazaar and as I stepped off the bus with Evan at my back, I took in the breathtaking sight. There were tons of little stands selling everything you could imagine, from clothes and jewelry to spices and fruit. Ted and Cheryl wandered off, Cheryl lured into a handbag stand by sequins and beads that caught the mid-morning sun, and Evan and I were left alone.


  “God, where do we start?” Evan chuckled, looking at the rows upon rows of vendors.


  I laughed and pushed my hand through my hair. “I could use something to drink, it’s boiling,” I said.


  He nodded and I felt his palm press against mine as he took my hand and started leading me through the crowd. We stopped at a fruit stand that was offering fresh pineapple juice and a huge steel cooler of bottled water. Evan pulled out his wallet and got us both one of each. I don’t know why, but something about this man handing me a plastic hurricane of pineapple juice with a little pink umbrella in it did something to my heart. He was sweet. Sweeter than I’d realized the day before. But I knew he had another side—a powerful and gruff side. He’d shown it in his first kiss and again last night in the hot tub when his eyes grew fiery and his voice dropped to a gravelly depth. I was intrigued by his contrasting traits, but most of all curious to see which side would eventually show itself to be the most genuine.


  Taking a sip of the sweet juice, I followed as he started down one long row of tables and booths. “So…what was the script?” I asked.


  Evan turned and grinned. “Eavesdropper,” he remarked.


  The crowd grew tighter and I took his hand again, slinging the bag I was carrying a little tighter on my shoulder as we snaked through a narrow passage of people.


  “It’s hardly eavesdropping when you’re sitting on someone’s lap,” I laughed at his neck.


  He halted in front of me as the crowd dissipated and I saw him scanning a table of hats and sunglasses with an absent smile on his face. My eyes lingered on his profile, waiting for him to tell me what his phone conversation had been about.


  His hand landed on a straw fedora with a thick black fabric band around it. Strangers around us were picking up hats and trying on shades, bending to look in the little mirrors standing on the table. He tapped the brim and turned to me with a half-hearted, skeptical smile.


  “You really want to know?”


  “Yeah, I do,” I replied. I wished I could’ve seen his hazel eyes beneath his black Ray-Bans. Not that I read him any better through his eyes. I just wanted to see him. His lips turned up in a smirk and he picked up the hat he’d been fondling and turned it in his hands, examining it more closely.


  “Retaliation 2,” he grumbled with disdain.


  My face contorted and my words flowed out quicker than I thought to stop them. “What? How the hell could they make a sequel to that? You killed everyone dirty on the squad and had a baby with that guy’s wife.”


  Whipping off his sunglasses, he met my gaze with a gaping mouth that threatened to curl into a devilish grin.


  Shit.


  He plopped the fedora on his head so he could point a finger at me accusatorially. “You watch my movies!”


  Double shit.


  I busied my hands by browsing over the women’s hats. I didn’t dare look at him as my cheeks tinged red. “I’ve seen a few,” I mumbled, picking up a floppy, wide-brimmed white hat.


  His laugh barreled out of him and I hated how much I liked the sound of it. He was making fun of me, but that laugh was enough to send tingles all over my body. “I knew it! You turned your head. You turned your head just like that scene. You adore me, don’t you? You’re living a fantasy right now, aren’t you?” He snickered. “God, I’m gonna love screwing you six ways to Sunday that much more now that I know I’m making your wildest dreams come true, Dani.”


  I swung my gaze to him and tried to pull my smile together in a pucker but failed horribly, cracking the moment I saw his wide-eyed beam. “Shut the fuck up, Weston,” I said, shoving his sturdy bicep.


  His face fell and my heart pulsed a little slower as he moved into my space, his hips almost flush with mine, his hand skimming over my backside possessively. I dropped the hat on the table. The public display was enough to cause my mind to blank out but the storm brewing in his eyes was what made my lips part and my breath cut out for an instant. Shadows took over the crowd of people around us as I felt him take me in.


  He let his eyes dance across my face while his hand rose and he held my chin in his grasp, zeroing in on my lips. “I can’t tell you how much I want that sassy…little…mouth,” he whispered, bringing me to his lips quickly and roughly.


  I felt a bead of sweat roll between my breasts when he released me. His kiss lit fire to my soul. I wanted to tell him it had nothing to do with his movies. Yeah, he was making my wildest dreams come true, but not because he was the face from the theater screen. I didn’t care who he was anymore so long as he was next to me.
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  Tonight’s the Night


  I tugged the floppy white hat I’d bought from the bazaar down over my hair and tilted my chin up to look at Evan from under the massive brim. We were standing in line to get back on the bus, each of us with a bag full of purchases. I was admiring him in the fedora he’d bought himself when he tapped the brim of my hat.


  “Looks good,” he said.


  “You look good, too,” I replied. I’d meant the hat but the lift of his brow told me he’d taken it another way.


  Our kiss in the middle of the market had halted our conversation and by the time I found my voice again we were in full shopping mode, checking out every detail of every booth. Then we’d met up with Ted and Cheryl for another quick pass. It wasn’t until I was standing with him waiting to head back to the resort that I realized our conversation had been cut short. If only all my conversations could be ruined by Evan Weston’s lips on mine.


  I was just about to press him on why he was so adamant about not doing a sequel when Ted’s voice sounded behind us.


  “What’s this evening hold for us, sweetie?”


  He was asking Cheryl, but I tried to think of my own answer. It was late afternoon and that kiss—while hot—hadn’t done much in the way of satisfying the craving for Evan I’d not yet grown accustomed to. Would he take me back to his room? What next?


  “I’m pooped! I need a nap before we hit da club,” Cheryl answered comically. It was hard to imagine a couple like Ted and Cheryl in the club.


  As we settled into our seats on the chartered bus, Evan leaned forward and glanced past me to Cheryl. “You two dancing tonight?” he asked.


  “You bet we are! It’s eighties night,” Cheryl said, tugging her sunglasses off as the bus jerked forward onto the dusty road.


  I waited for Cheryl’s animated voice to invite us, but I was starting to wonder if Ted had told her to cool it. The smirk on his lips as she fidgeted next to him confirmed as much. Evan sat back and I glanced at his profile while he gazed out the window. How could he make staring out a smudgy window sexy? A sigh slipped past my lips as I envisioned putting my mouth against the ropey vein that protruded at his throat.


  He turned to me and a half-smile graced his face. “You wanna dance with me?”


  “U-uh—” I stumbled, flicking my gaze to the window as a blush grew on my cheeks.


  Evan breathed a laugh and my eyes fell on him just as the tip of his tongue touched his two front teeth, a grin settling behind the move. “And I don’t mean the mattress mambo,” he teased.


  Cracking a smile, I turned my cheek in mock defiance.


  “Or the foxy foxtrot.” His smile was growing. He wasn’t giving up on embarrassing me in the confines of the bus.


  I shoved his arm and he laughed. “Knock it off,” I giggled.


  His eyes narrowed and his thumb and forefinger held his chin contemplatively. “The…wet waltz? No, I can do better than that.”


  “Stop!” My shoulders were shaking and I kept shoving at him playfully into the seat next to me, my face flaming red.


  Evan’s chuckles subsided and he met my eyes firmly with a seductive leer. His perfect lips flaunted a grin. “Just let me take you dancing,” he said.


  I thought about when I’d passed the club the other night and what I saw inside. It was PDA city in there, tongues dancing just as much as bodies. I imagined the kind of crowd that would gather around Evan and my heart sped up. How was I supposed to compete with a flock of scantily-clad women ready to drop to their knees for him? Visions of me being pushed aside, kicked out of a circle teeming with hungry sex goddesses that knew better how to please Evan flooded my mind. My brow furrowed just as his thumb swept over my bottom lip, pulling me from the devastating fantasy.


  “I want to dance with you, Dani.”


  I gulped and my head nodded without the full permission of the rest of me. As his smile grew, I felt myself weaken to his request just like I had before. Just like I knew I’d do again. And again. My cheeks were flushing again as my visions turned from damning to dirty. He must’ve seen it in my eyes.


  “Afterwards I’ll teach you the horizontal hustle,” he said with a laugh.


  My lips twisted, hiding the smirk I wanted to beam at him. We sat in silence for the remainder of the ride, though the sound of my blood rushing echoed in my ears as he casually stroked my knee. Simply sitting beside him ignited every one of my senses.


  When the bus pulled into the circular drive at the front of the resort, I couldn’t help but appreciate the huge water fountain and gorgeous bright flowers leading the way to the open-air lobby. I felt his hand at the small of my back as we got off the bus, sending a shiver up my spine.


  “You should go get some rest. You’ll need it later. I’ll see you at dinner,” Evan said, his mouth brushing against my ear as he whispered his command.


  I’d never had a man tell me what to do as often as he had. And while it was new, it wasn’t unwanted; it twisted my stomach in a deliciously tingly way. I never thought I’d be the kind of girl who liked having a man order me around, but there was something about the way Evan did it—without force, and as if he was only telling me to do the things he knew I’d like or need—that made my insides fuel with delight.


  I nodded and waved goodbye to Ted and Cheryl as they ogled us, then shut my eyes as he pressed a kiss against my cheek.


  Up in my room, I took a shower and ended up sprawled out naked on my bed, my mind going a mile a minute as I tried to prepare myself for the evening ahead. When he said he’d teach me the horizontal hustle, was he kidding? Was he just teasing me by telling me I’d need some rest? Did he mean I’d need rest for the dancing? Or was the waiting game almost over? Was tonight the night?


  A sigh burst heavily from my lungs and I flopped over on my side. What the fuck was I supposed to wear to go dancing with Evan Weston? Especially if it was the date that would get me laid at the end?!


  The shrill sound of my room phone ringing pulled me from my thoughts and I reached over to answer it.


  “Hello?”


  “Hey,” Evan’s voice shocked me on the other end.


  “Evan?”


  Of course it was him, why did I insist on making myself sound like an idiot?


  He breathed a laugh on the other end of the line and it made me weak, like I was thirteen and a boy had called me on the phone for the first time. I squeezed my thighs together and waited for him to talk.


  “Look, my agent is giving me shit and making me have a conference call with him at seven-thirty.” He sighed. “Will you be okay on your own for dinner? Can we meet for that dance around ten?”


  My heart sank and I wished like hell it hadn’t. I didn’t want to care that much that he was… I don’t know, ditching me? Blowing me off? Hearing him change our plans shouldn’t have hurt, but it did. It was the same old feeling, the same excuse I held on to about why I hadn’t been able to be with anyone—fear that they would leave. If he could blow me off for dinner, what would stop him from fucking me and then walking away without so much as a goodbye?


  I sighed and forced a smile I knew he couldn’t see. “Yeah. No problem. I’ll meet you at the bar in the club at ten.”


  I heard him breathe, but he didn’t speak. The quiet stretched between us.


  “Dani, I’ll be there,” he said firmly.


  “I know,” I clipped back, my voice raising an octave. Shit, way to seem casual.


  “Danielle.” My name on his tongue sent a shockwave of sexual volts straight to my core.


  “What?” I breathed.


  A long pause held dead air on the other end and the fear threatened to swallow me up. I shouldn’t care whether he would be there to dance with me or not. Dancing wasn’t what we’d agreed on. Shopping at the city market wasn’t a part of our deal. Neither was laughing or joking or staring into each other’s eyes. The feeling in the pit of my stomach when he looked at me or talked to me or smiled at me wasn’t what our deal had been about. He was going to have sex with me and I was going to go back to Philly with another notch in my lipstick case and a story I could tell someone over too many glasses of wine someday. “This one time I went on a vacation alone and ended up in bed with celebrity…”


  Eventually he’d be a story. A memory. The reason I was able to move on and be intimate with other men.


  “I’ll see you in a while,” he assured me.


  I somehow let out a response before placing the phone in its cradle. Pinching the skin of my lip with the pointed tip of one of my teeth, I pushed the crazy thoughts from my mind. There was no reason to get wrapped up in him. It wasn’t about Evan. It was about me and what I needed to get done. I sighed and let my lip go from the torture chamber of my teeth. My hand flicked into the top drawer of the bedside table. I found the room service menu beneath a scattering of condoms.


  ***


  My finger smoothed under my bottom lip, edging my lipstick delicately. I blotted my lips once and tossed a hand through my hair. After I’d finished my dinner salad alone, I’d tried to sleep a little but couldn’t. My head was constantly racing. Thoughts of Evan plagued me. Thoughts of what would happen after I got back home pierced my gut. I felt in too deep, lost and stupid.


  There was a knock at my door and I straightened at the bathroom mirror, my eyes growing wide. I wrapped my robe tight around me and looked through the peephole. Evan. With a cautious hand, I opened the door and saw his eyes lift to mine. His shoulders fell as he exhaled deeply and without a word I backed up to let him inside. My mind was firing sparks. We were supposed to be meeting downstairs in less than an hour. My stomach dropped and I wondered if he was here to break the date completely.


  I opened my mouth to ask him what he wanted and his brows drew together painfully, his fingertips rising to press against my mouth, silencing me. I sucked in a gasp and stepped back, the back of my thighs colliding with the dresser. His eyes searched mine, his face still wrought with tension.


  “Tonight,” he growled quietly as he stepped closer.


  Trying to inch even further away from him, I ended up hiking myself up onto the corner of the dresser. It spread my legs and split my robe open. Evan’s heavy-lidded eyes dipped down to see the flesh of my legs, already touched by the sun. He dropped his hand from my mouth and slid his hands over my thighs, rounding over my hips beneath the soft white fabric of the robe. Stunned by him showing up at my door and breathing a single word, I just stared at him in awe. He huffed out a sigh, continuing to graze his eyes over me, searing me with the heat in his stare. This wasn’t the Evan of the night before. And this wasn’t the man who’d bought me pineapple juice and helped me try on beach hats. This Evan was an animal. In a blink, one hand pressed into the small of my back as the other travelled to the nape of my neck, gripping a tuft of my hair as the sound of his breathing began to quicken.


  A whisper of a moan bloomed at the back of my throat and he groaned, pulling me to his mouth forcefully. His tongue pushed past my lips, invading my senses with his sweet taste. My eyes shut as he pulled my body flush with his, kissing me like I was the only woman in the world. Breaths came out in pants each time our lips broke apart; I couldn’t stop my hands from sliding up into his hair. I gripped him with the same intensity he gripped me and my skin flashed with heat as an ache grew deep inside me. I wanted him. I wanted him inside me, filling me, fucking me, breaking me.


  Evan pulled me away from his lips by my hair and I struggled to breathe as my eyes fluttered open to look at him. His mouth was smeared with my wine-colored lipstick. His lips were parted and his face had just barely relaxed. He let go of me and scrubbed his hand over his mouth. I could only imagine that my mouth was just as smeared and marred as his. When he backed away from me, I felt myself pulse and clench with need for him once more. I wanted to reach out and beg him to take me right then.


  He lowered his head and blew out a breath. My gaze narrowed on him and I tried to determine what he was telling me with his furrowed brow and seemingly rattled mind. He looked up and shook his head slightly. He licked his lips, which still wore the ghost of my mark, and smirked. Holy shit. A radiating chill filled my chest and I resisted the shudder that tickled at my spine. He stepped close again and gripped my chin, smoothing his thumb over my bottom lip. I watched as he blinked a few times, still examining my mouth.


  Finally he looked me in the eyes. His eyebrows jumped up and without another word he dropped his hand from me, turned, and walked out. When the sound of the door clicking shut was all that hung in the air—my breath held within me, my heart stopped for a moment—I collapsed back against the wall, slumping on the top of the dresser.


  When he’d kissed me that first night, he was powerful; he was in control and I’d felt so severely wanted. But that—what he’d just done to me—was on another level. I looked down at my hands to see them trembling and while my lips and legs felt numb, a sting remained at my scalp where he’d tugged my hair. Wet warmth swelled between my thighs, but my mind only held onto to one thing.


  Tonight.


  ***


  The beat of a vaguely familiar Duran Duran song poured out of the nightclub as I took careful steps in my high heels to the entrance. I’d taken the time to pull myself back together again after Evan’s invasion. Something had shifted in me with that kiss. I felt this sudden surge of confidence that I felt I’d lost somewhere as far back as eighth grade. When it came to work and my normal everyday life, I had confidence. I knew how to be professional and I was damn good at my job. I knew how to cook and put together an outfit. I was the planner among my friends, always the one getting put in charge of bachelorette parties or weekend festivities. I had confidence in just about everything aside from things related directly to me—my person, my body. One stunner of a kiss from Evan, even after everything that had happened in the few short days I’d known him, was like this key unlocking something inside of me.


  I felt the way my bright blue sundress swayed when I made little figure eights with my hips. I felt poised as I walked up to the bar, my shoulders back and my chin up, already noticing a few pairs of eyes that had turned my way. Ted was standing there and he turned to me with a smile.


  “Well, hello!” he hollered over the thumping music.


  “Hi, Ted,” I said with a smile before leaning into the bartender to order a glass of white wine.


  I couldn’t help but let my eyes sweep across the dance floor in search of him. There were tons of guests inside the huge space. When I’d peered in on my first night, when the beefy Jersey boy tried his luck, it didn’t seem that spacious. A crowd of women began to shift and spread apart and that’s when I saw him. Asses were shaking in front of him as though he was the only judge of the slutty dance contest and the prize was riding his dick for the night.


  Evan’s eyes locked with mine and I marveled at how calm my heart remained as I watched the hands of other women slide over his shoulders and his waist as he moved to the beat with them. His face might’ve looked blank to anyone else, but I saw the glint in his eye and the subtle lift to the corner of his mouth. It was the same look he’d given me earlier, right before he walked out after branding that kiss on me out of nowhere.


  The song flipped to Prince’s Kiss and from the corner of my eye I saw Cheryl barreling toward me in purple high heels. “Just in time!” she chirped. “My song!” She barely waved at Ted before bustling to the dance floor.


  I laughed and took the first sip of my wine as she starting dancing alone, not a care in the world. I leaned my elbows back against the bar beside Ted, mimicking his stance, and we both watched in silence as Evan shook off the roaming hands and grinding pelvises, making his way toward Cheryl. He grabbed her hand and spun her around before grooving her to the beat. I heard her laugh over the music and saw Evan grin sweetly. The girls behind him looked pissed and I bit my bottom lip to keep the gloating smirk at bay.


  “You don’t mind him dancing with her?” I asked, leaning into Ted’s shoulder.


  He sipped from a green bottle of beer and shook his head. “Not after thirty-four years and not with the way he’s been looking at you,” he replied.


  I sucked in a breath and took another sip of my crisply chilled wine, pretending not to hear him. Evan’s eyes landed on me and that brooding darkness simmered in his stare yet again. It held me firm and made my mouth water. He spun Cheryl and I could hear her singing the words as she wiggled her hips and sank a little before springing back up to grab Evan, swaying with him. He smiled but kept his gaze on me. She turned, putting her back against his chest, and waved at me with delight.


  “Yeah, like that. The way he’s looking at you right now,” Ted muttered. “What do they call that? Eye-bangin’?”


  The sip of wine I’d just taken slipped down my throat just as I coughed a laugh, choking at his words. I covered my mouth and felt my skin blush fuchsia when Ted gave me a tight grin. Shaking my head, I pressed my lips together and looked over at Evan and Cheryl one more time. The song was nearing its end and I felt sweet warmth filling the hole in my chest as I watched Evan dip Cheryl playfully, her head tossing back as she laughed. He was making my head rush. Back and forth. Sweet then sinful.


  Downing the rest of my glass of wine, I twisted back to the bartender, prepared to ask for another, when I felt a palm at my bare shoulder.


  “No more,” he whispered.


  I craned my head, balking at him all while silently praying he’d lift me onto the bar and give me another take of what had played out in my room. His expression was soft and he simply shook his head, taking my empty glass and setting it on the bar behind me. Evan leaned into my ear and a surge rushed over my thighs at the feeling.


  “I want to make sure there’s no confusion about tonight,” he said softly. “I don’t want there to be a doubt in your mind, which means you should be sober.”


  He made a good point. Although I hated the idea and wanted nothing more than to guzzle a few more glasses…it was almost honorable of him. I asked for a glass of water instead. When the plastic cup of ice water was in my hand, I felt Evan’s touch at my back and loosened under it.


  “Aren’t you going to dance with me?” he asked.


  I looked up at him and took a moment to trace the perfect line of his nose and the rigid curve of his jaw with my eyes. I let my gaze drift over his lips and remembered each kiss he’d given me so far. My stomach pitched with glee as I imagined kissing those lips while he was inside of me.


  Whoa. I’d never been so thrilled by the idea of real, impending sex. Books or movies or silly, drunken girl talk sessions had fired me up before, but I couldn’t remember the last time I looked at a man I was preparing to be with with anything besides fear and anxiety addling me. But not tonight. Tonight was different. Evan was different. This crazy resort and the insane circumstances of my trip and the even more preposterous way everything had unfolded might actually work for me.


  Evan’s hand found mine and before I knew how long I’d been lost in my own thoughts, he had me on the dance floor held close against him as Luther Vandross’s Here and Now played.


  “You all right?” he asked, his voice but a low rumble against the top of my head.


  I nodded, still unable to think past the fact that I’d never felt more ready in my life. He took my wordless answer and didn’t press me further. Evan kept his arms around me, one hand in his at our side as he moved me to the R&B song that made me think of my Aunt Lori’s wedding when I was a kid. He twirled me around with a beaming smile plastered to his face and began mouthing the words melodramatically. My body lit up for him; I giggled and grinned, my face starting to hurt from the way he filled me with pure joy. He slowed our bodies and soon we were back to swaying as one, his arms around me tightly, my heartbeat keeping time with his.


  Feeling him laugh lightly, I looked up at him curiously.


  “We’re being watched,” he said.


  I turned my head to one side and saw Ted and Cheryl cuddled close to each other, swaying to the song and tenderly pressing their foreheads together, and figured Evan wasn’t referring to them. When I glanced to my other side I almost burst into a witch-worthy cackle. Six women about my age, including the two from the bar that first day who were talking about Evan, stood fuming near the corner of the club, watching us dance. I tried to keep my grin to a minimum when I looked back at Evan.


  “I guess you’re used to that sort of thing,” I remarked.


  “Yeah, but usually they don’t look so mad. I don’t think they like you,” Evan teased.


  “They’ll like me even less by tomorrow morning.”


  The vibration of his laugh as he gripped me closer to his body let me know it wasn’t just a joke.
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  Here & Now


  I didn’t need another drink. Evan knew just how to intoxicate me. He was the liquor clouding my head. The wine flushing my skin. The booze running through my veins keeping me loose and free and fun. He didn’t let go of me once. Song after song played and he moved me the way he wanted me, letting his hands drift from my waist to my back. We’d been there for hours, our hands roaming over the fabric of each other’s clothes, his lips brushing against my neck and ears and cheeks, when he finally whispered the magic words in my ear.


  “We should go.”


  Gulping, I nodded and waited for my feet to fail me or for a tiny voice in the back of my head to rattle off a list of reasons why I shouldn’t. But my limbs listened to me and whatever voice I was waiting for had been silenced by my own desires. Evan’s hand slipped into mine and he pulled me toward the exit as though his feet were on a conveyer belt.


  He hit the button on the elevator that led to my floor and brushed my hair over one shoulder to kiss the curve of my neck. My stomach rippled with a flutter of relief, knowing we’d be doing this on my turf. The elevator lifted us and I felt the rush of the swift car mixed with the anticipation of his skin against mine surge through me.


  I didn’t say a word, only offered a few breathy moans while he continued to drop hot little kisses on my throat. When the doors parted, he followed close behind me to my room. His hands took my waist from behind and I let go of a ragged breath.


  “You keep telling me you aren’t a virgin, so I won’t treat you like one,” he rasped.


  The low rumble of his voice made my knees buckle and the delicate skin of my neck flush with heat. Slowly, I turned in his grasp and pressed my back against my hotel room door. Something about that statement—that seemingly veiled and vulgar promise—made my core clench with need. I could feel that I’d grown wet from his words alone. His touch threatened to push me over the edge.


  When our eyes locked, I saw something dark looming in his gaze. It was the same look of determination he’d given me when he’d walked in my room and kissed me earlier. It was a look I wasn’t sure I’d ever get out of my head, that perfect stare that was equal parts tantalizing and haunting.


  “I’m not going to ask if you’re okay or if you’re sure,” he continued. “I trust you’ll tell me if you don’t want me…or better, tell me that you do.” He paused, meeting my gaze. “Now open the door, Danielle.”


  I wet my lips, stunned by how the demand within his order turned me on. I was ready to open the door. To him. To this. I was finally prepared to cross the threshold I’d been toeing for years. Did he understand what I felt inside in that moment? Did he know how he would be changing me forever?


  My feet managed to turn me so I could unlock the heavy barricade before me. I let out a breath and felt his fingers tug on the string that held my sundress around my neck as the door closed behind us. The knot slipped free and the top of my dress fell down, exposing me to the darkened room. I seemed to blink through the few quick steps he took before he had me on the bed, pulling the dress down my hips as he stood above me.


  My body sank into the fluffy comforter, but I stiffened, watching with bated breath as he took off his shirt. I’d never grow tired of the sight of his body. My eyes grazed over the little script tattoo on his chest and a wave of calm washed over me, knowing the reality of our deal was finally upon us. Evan’s tongue touched his bottom lip and he smiled wickedly down at me. I suddenly felt like willing prey, an offering to the sexual gods. His hands traced the curve of my bare breasts and my nipples tightened on command. Evan lowered himself on top of me; as our lips met, my hips twitched. A low laugh came through his kiss and my lips tipped up in the slightest smile. He pulled back, staring at me intently as his hands snaked between us, his fingers hooking in the sides of my panties.


  “I’m not gonna treat you like a flower. Okay? This isn’t prom night.”


  I wasn’t sure what my eyes told him, but I know what I meant for him to see. I didn’t want to be treated like a flower. I didn’t want to be treated like the delicate virgin or the girl who needed coaxing. I wanted to be the vixen that dwelled within me somewhere deep and dark. Evan knew it, I could tell. He smirked when my head bobbed one single nod at him and he tore the last bit of fabric away from my body. He wasted no time dipping down to make one long stroke of his tongue against my neck before nipping at my earlobe, his hands smoothing over every inch of my bare flesh.


  He captured one pink nipple in this mouth and I gasped at the feeling. My hand drifted to his hair and he moaned softly, clearly pleased by my direction. He shifted, one thigh pressed between my legs where I continued to swivel my hips, anxious for more. I held my breath as he swirled his expert tongue around the other stiff peak of my breast, feeling his hand move between us. His touch skimmed over my stomach and down to the crease at the highest point of my thigh. Evan drew a lazy, tempting pattern along my skin and I felt chills radiate through me. A whimper fell from my lips and his head snapped up. Our eyes met and I didn’t feel what I’d felt so many times before. My whimper wasn’t fear or stress. It was longing.


  “Is there something you want?” he asked.


  My chest heaved and my head nodded.


  He grinned then pressed his lips together to smother it. “So tell me,” he coaxed.


  He expected me to find words? Impossible. My brain was short circuiting and we’d barely made it past a major league second base. My brow furrowed and I bit the corner of my bottom lip as I gripped the fingers that were teasing the skin of my thigh. His eyebrows jumped as I led him to my entrance and forced his index finger inside of me, letting out a long exhale. That was all he needed to take the lead and I groaned in delight as he slid a second finger into me. I was wet and warm and the feeling of his fingers moving in and out of me while his thumb swept over my clit catapulted me toward insanity in a matter of seconds. My hips lifted off the bed, grinding against his hand. Evan’s fingers didn’t let up as he lowered on top of me again, covering my mouth with his. The invasion of his tongue in my mouth heightened the sensation of his touch at my core. My hands clasped behind his neck to hold his lips to mine. Our velvety tongues sliding against one another in a forbidden dance only made me buck harder, the thrusting of his fingers bringing me closer to bliss.


  With primal noises falling from my lips, I was ready to shut my eyes and let go just as he pulled away, leaving me empty and aching. I found his eyes and watched as sin washed over his expression. His hands smoothed down my breasts to my sides and finally found my knees, pushing them apart as he slinked down the bed. Blood rushed to my head and I heard my heart pound in my ears as I watched his face dip between my legs. One stroke of his tongue against my tender flesh made me cry out. So did the second. Blinded by the pleasure he was so skilled in giving, I lost myself to the rhythm of his expertise. Swirling tongue, sucking lips, thrusting fingers.


  Evan spread my thighs farther apart as his speed increased. I was close again. I prayed he wouldn’t stop. Something fired in my brain and my mouth began to move. At first I was just mouthing nonsense as breath panted out of me, but as a he took a long, drugging suck on my sensitive flesh, I spoke.


  “Don’t stop,” I breathed. “Please. Don’t. Stop.”


  He growled against me and drove his fingers faster as he finished me off. I reached down and dug my nails into his shoulders as I came. My head wrenched back and I croaked his name, lost in the kind of ecstasy I had never known was real. Evan didn’t give me a moment to recover before I felt him stand to shuck his pants. He took my waist in his hands and turned me over, then pressed a commanding palm flat on my belly, pulling me up off the bed until I was on my hands and knees. A sudden thrill ricocheted through me. He wasn’t kidding when he said it wasn’t prom night. I heard the tear of foil and then felt a gentle hand skim from the nape of my neck to my ass.


  I was out of my body the moment I felt his firm chest press against my back. He whispered in my ear that I was beautiful. He told me he wanted me. I turned my head to let him kiss me.


  I was ready.


  A tingle of excitement built in my chest as I felt his cock slide into me, stretching me. He puffed a curse against my shoulder. With his first retreat, before he pushed deep inside of me once more, I felt myself melting back into him. My mind was clear. All I knew was feeling. Four of my five senses ceased to function and my world became nothing but the feel of him inside me, his hands stroking my back and slipping around my throat to pull me to his mouth. The warm sweetness of his kiss caused me to push back against him, driving him to fuck me harder. He breathed a laugh in my ear at my eagerness.


  “You like that?” he growled.


  I fucking loved it.


  He took a fistful of my hair and tugged gently as his strokes quickened. One hand gripped my hip so tightly I was sure I’d have a bruise where his fingers pushed into my flesh. I would’ve tattooed those bruises on my skin forever. My brain sparked and sputtered with curses and cries of joy as the ripples of pleasure surged through me at every motion. Evan was swearing, pressing his forehead between my shoulder blades, licking sweat from my skin as he wrapped his arm around my chest.


  My moans turned to deep grunts as his hand roamed down my belly to caress my clit. The electric feeling I craved was building. My walls started to clench around him, gripping his cock from within. The noise he made triggered a delirious and absent smile. I never knew I could feel this way and I prayed for it to never end. Just as I felt the tremble in my lower abs and the fierce heat at the back of my neck, he pulled out of me and flipped me over.


  I was a ragdoll, thrown wherever he pleased. I was a feather, sent gliding on the air with one breath from him. I was a marionette, and he alone held my strings.


  The smile on his face sent a shiver through me that I didn’t have time to consider before he threw one of my legs around his hip and slid inside me again. I closed my eyes and tilted my head back, underestimating how the ache for him had grown in the few seconds we’d been apart. I reached for his face, touching his jaw before my hand drifted down his chest, my fingers skimming his tattoo. He was a dream. He couldn’t be real. It had never been so easy for me. It had never felt so right.


  “Fuck, Danielle,” he groaned.


  Once again, as he took me, sliding against every sensitive nerve I possessed, I lost myself to feeling the fever bloom. I was on an uncharted highway careening toward ultimate pleasure and Evan navigated the access roads to my bliss as though he’d been there a million times. My voice grew thick, my words began to croak out. I pushed our bodies together with the same strength he did until we barely parted but still pounded at one another.


  Evan captured my wrists in his hands and pinned them above my head, pressing my arms into the mattress. His eyes met mine and in the final moments of the ride, I watched his face as I released his name into the space between us and he let go.


  ***


  My eyes focused on the ceiling, a sigh passed my lips as I lifted a hand to my forehead. A subtle vibration seemed to hover over every inch of my skin like a sort of fiery force field. My fingers trembled and my breathing was ragged. For a long time I thought I’d regret it after I finally did it, but the smile curling my lips and the electricity humming through my veins told me I definitely didn’t regret it.


  Evan was lying beside me, also staring up at the ceiling. I hadn’t looked at him yet but I could see him from the corner of my eye. He folded his hands behind his head and took a deep breath. “Can I ask you something?” he said.


  I felt like laughing. He’d just fucked me stupid—a wild, unrestrained, pull-my-hair fuck—a question hardly seemed like an imposition.


  “Sure.”


  “You…” he started, his voice softer than I’d ever heard it. “You didn’t even hesitate.” He was laying it on me slowly, but I was miles ahead of him.


  I wet my lips and kept my eyes on the ceiling. Nope. Not a single moment of hesitation with him. After years of slamming on the brakes, hiding in bathrooms and feigning headache after headache, I just…went with it. “Is there a question in there?” I snipped.


  The bed shifted and suddenly he was closer than he’d been before, propped up on one elbow and staring at me from the side. Don’t look at him.


  “What? Now you’re mad because I brought it up?” he asked. He could’ve said it with a shitty tone, but he didn’t. He was completely sincere when he asked.


  I huffed and turned to look at him. God, he was sexy. His hair was a mess, flopping down over his forehead, which still looked damp with sweat. His eyes looked tired but I still could’ve gotten lost in those multicolored hazel pools.


  “I’m not mad, Evan,” I said softly. “I’m embarrassed. Embarrassed that what I hadn’t been able to even come close to doing in six years was as easy as tying my shoes with you.”


  My stomach had started to churn and I felt that awful tingle in my chest filling me with worry. I flinched when his fingertips stroked my forearm unexpectedly and then I locked eyes with him once more.


  “It’s nothing to be embarrassed about. I thought you’d stop me at the ‘I’m not gonna treat you like a virgin’ line. I was just expecting to have to work a little harder,” he said with a careful smile.


  Great, now he’s calling me easy.


  As though he read my mind, his smile turned mischievous and he traced his fingers up my bare shoulder and into my hair. I sighed at the feeling and shut my eyes to enjoy his touch. He was like a drug.


  Evan made a noise like a hum that had me squeezing my thighs together, knowing I was ready for him again. How did he do it? How did he crack my code? I pulled myself back to reality and pinned him with my stare. He must’ve seen the depth of apprehension in my eyes because he loosened his fingers in my hair and stroked behind my ear tenderly.


  “Do you want me to go?” he whispered.


  “What?” I asked, dumbfounded.


  “Do you want me to leave?”


  The thought stung in my gut. The idea of him leaving my bed after the blinding pleasure he’d just bestowed on me literally hurt. I shook my head until I found syllables.


  “N—no.”


  He pulled his hand away from me and rubbed at his lips for a moment, still watching me. I’d been wondering from the start of this whole crazy thing what he must think of me. The truth was, it didn’t really matter what Evan Weston thought of me. It mattered what I thought of myself. I’d made myself believe I was crazy for a long time. I’d branded myself a weirdo, frigid and neurotic for too long. But I couldn’t hide behind those words anymore, not now that I’d solved the problem.


  “Look, overthinking is what got me in this mess, so I’m just going to leave it at this…that was amazing. Thank you,” I said.


  Evan smirked behind his fingertips and inched closer to me. His hands found my hair again and the subtle tightening of his grip made me expel a quiet moan. “You are so fucking welcome. Now, let’s get tipsy and do it again,” he growled in my ear.


  He reached over me and by the time I blinked, the spiral cord of the phone from the nightstand was dangling over my face, almost touching my nose. I let out a giggle and Evan winked at me as he ordered a bottle of champagne. He hung up but he still hovered over me, the rush I felt in my blood enough to drive me insane. Just when my thoughts screamed, begging him to kiss me, he pressed his lips to mine and powerfully invaded my mouth with his tongue. I groaned and slipped my arms around him, loving the ease with which I could touch him. He pulled back and stared at me a beat before he moved my side again.


  “I don’t want to keep embarrassing you, but are you sure you haven’t done that in a while?” he teased. “You were pretty damn good at it.”


  I scrunched up my nose and shoved my hands into his hard abs, half laughing and half holding my breath to feel the firm carving of muscles. The tattoo caught my eye and while I knew it was essentially his end of the bargain, I didn’t want to ask him yet. I wanted that bottle of champagne. I wanted to get giggly with him and let him have me over and over again.


  “Would it make you feel better to embarrass me?” Evan asked.


  I gave him a side-eye. “Kinda.”


  He reached over me to the nightstand again and I relished the weight of him on top of me even for a split second. When he was back at my side, I saw him flipping the cover off of my tablet. “Let’s see…” he said, his fingers swiping and tapping at the screen.


  His face grew somber but I could tell he was being a wise-ass when he handed me the tablet. “This is truly embarrassing,” he said, tapping the screen once to start a video he’d pulled up on a site I didn’t recognize.


  I watched the screen after I gave Evan another once over. A song played and bubbles with kids’ faces flew by on the screen. One of them looked familiar and I suddenly barked a laugh when the video cut to a very young Evan Weston popping the collar of a jean jacket before doing a few horrible breakdance moves on a sidewalk chalk-covered playground. He couldn’t have been older than ten. He folded his arms over his chest and the name Evan appeared below him in neon pink. A few other gloriously nineties kids were introduced and then the title of the show, Kids Jam, took over the screen. Evan hit the pause button and looked at me with a tight smile.


  “Oh my God!” I laughed, sitting up in the bed overcome by fits of giggles. “How have I never seen this?”


  He dragged a hand through his hair. “It’s old and Canadian and only three episodes aired.”


  “There’s three episodes? We have to watch all of them!” I squealed.


  He bit his lip and yanked the iPad away from me before pinning me to the mattress playfully. I reached up and put my fingers through his hair, still smiling, thankful that he hadn’t pressed me further about the ease with which I’d allowed him access to my body.


  “Feel better?” he asked in mock-annoyance.


  Boldly, my hand slid down his chest and under the sheets we were tangled in. I wrapped my fingers around his cock, smiling when I felt him harden under my touch. “Not yet,” I breathed.
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  Sweet Surrender


  The sheepish grin on the bellboy’s face made me clutch the robe closed a little tighter. He wheeled the trays of our dinner in and took the tip Evan slipped him with only a nod and another coy smile. Of course it had to be the same bellboy who had delivered our lunch too. Thankfully he didn’t bring breakfast that morning but the impish glimmer in his eyes as he took in me and the movie star told me he was well aware that we’d spent the day in bed.


  So what if we had? Part of me wanted to wink at that bellboy and tell him in a little whisper how today had been the greatest, most carefree day of my life. That Evan Weston had fucked me six ways to Sunday and I wasn’t even close to being done with him. I didn’t, of course. I lowered my eyes to our dinner and waited for him to leave before I let my hands fall from the front of my robe, letting it split open.


  Evan shooed me over to the bed and proceeded to serve me my dinner of blackened mahi mahi tacos. He popped our second bottle of champagne with a grin and I took a moment to look him over carefully. The strong limbs that had so perfectly entangled with mine. The hips that had pinned me down and made me his. The mouth that had brought goosebumps to every inch of my skin as his tongue skimmed over me. At some point during the day I’d forgotten he was anything other than my lover. At one moment it had felt like he’d always been that to me. Shaking away the thought¸ I ate my dinner quietly beside him on the bed.


  A few minutes passed before he spoke. “Since when are you quiet?”


  I laughed and shot him a look. “Excuse me? Are you calling me loud?”


  “We could go next door and ask for the neighbor’s opinion,” he quipped with a wicked grin that set my nerves aflame.


  My face reddened and I silenced myself with the last bite of my food.


  “Seriously…are you okay?” he asked softly. My eyes snapped up to his just in time to watch his expression shift from soft and caring to that cocky smirk he usually had plastered on.


  “I thought you weren’t going to ask me that. This isn’t prom night,” I replied smartly, mimicking his deep voice as best I could.


  Evan rolled his eyes and it filled my stomach with butterflies. It was easy. Not just the sex. Being with him. Sitting with him, eating dinner with him, giving him shit and letting him give it right back to me. I gulped and pulled my brows together for a split second when the strange realization struck me: I’d never been so real with a man.


  Evan shook his head with an indulgent smile, finishing the last bite of his dinner. “Sassy,” he muttered.


  The word shot off a chill that rippled up my spine and put a sultry grin on my lips. If he hadn’t suggested it, I would’ve never thought to order food. I would’ve let him fuck me until I couldn’t walk. I would’ve bucked against him until all my strength gave out.


  I set my dinner plate on the nightstand and settled back against the pillows. “What was that kiss all about?” I blurted. It had been on my mind for hours. Every time he turned me the way he wanted me or ran his hand up my thigh, I flashed back to that sudden assault on my lips after the random knock on my door.


  He glanced at me and simply chewed his food. My eyes narrowed on him. I was no longer scolding myself for blurting out the question, I was shaming him for not responding to it.


  “Which one?” he replied finally.


  “The one right over there,” I clarified, pointing at the dresser he’d backed me against.


  One corner of his mouth twitched up and he avoided my gaze, reaching to put his plate aside before standing from the bed. The kiss surely wouldn’t leave my thoughts now; the mystery would distract me for hours.


  Evan turned when he was just outside the bathroom door and ran a hand through his perfectly messed hair. His eyes flicked from the carpet to the dresser and finally to me. He sighed. “I like the way you kiss. I wanted one. So I came and got it.”


  Fuck. I didn’t want my mouth to gape the way it did, but I couldn’t stop it. Evan had this way about him—jaw-dropping. He flashed a smile, satisfied with the stunned look on my face, and closed the door behind him in the bathroom. I sat for a little while, staring at the dresser, reliving that kiss and our first. I liked the way he kissed, too. I kind of liked the way he did everything. Heat bloomed under my robe and I fanned myself, trying to believe it was just the Mexico heat coming through the open window. My teeth came down on my bottom lip and I willed myself one more time to leave the over-analyzing shit for another day.


  I stood and let my robe fall to the floor before climbing back onto the bed, tossing my hair with my hand. When I heard the click of the bathroom door handle, I took a deep breath and waited for him to lay eyes on me. Naked and waiting for him, I’d already begun to grow wet between my legs just thinking about another round. Evan turned the corner and stopped when he saw me. His brow lifted and his lips began to curve slowly as he dragged his gaze from my toes to my tits. I wasn’t sure who I’d found in the depths of my long-forgotten soul, but I liked her. And she liked Evan Weston.


  “I like the way you fuck. I want another one. So come and get it,” I said huskily. I was a far cry from the girl who’d walked up to the check-in desk at Desire Resort and Spa. In a matter of three days, my anxieties about sex had loosened beyond my wildest hopes and I’d grown ravenous for the touches, kisses, licks, and thrusts I had no idea I’d starved myself of for so long.


  Evan grinned at my confidence and strutted over to me, grabbing me behind the knees and yanking me to where he stood at the foot of the bed. I croaked out a laugh, but the noise dissolved on the air as he bent down, cradling the back of my head in his strong hand, tilting my face up to him. When his lips met mine roughly, I sighed at the magnificent feeling of his tongue in my mouth.


  I leaned back and, with my hands clutching the fabric of his boxer-briefs at his hips, tugged him over me. My fingers pushed the black fabric down so I could feel the firm flesh of his ass. The weight of his body covered me, his mouth still moving in time with mine. I felt his cock harden against my thigh. His lips drifted to my ear and I silently prayed for words to fall out of him. The way he spoke evoked something deep within me. It was passion wrapped in need coated in lust and bound in terrifying ecstasy. His voice drudged up every instant that I’d never been able to go through with it and the deep tone shattered those moments into dust. Evan was erasing my history and writing a new story along my flesh.


  “Hearing you say that—watching your eyes as you said it—God, you’re so fucking sexy,” he rasped against my cheek.


  I sighed and slid my hands up into his hair as he found one of my nipples with his thumb and forefinger, toying with me.


  “Now I want to watch you come,” he said and I gasped. He moved down my body and closed his mouth around the nipple he’d been teasing. Soon, I felt fingers gliding against my pussy, slipping along my slick entrance. “I want to see you lose it again and again. And I want to hear my name coming out of you as you do,” he added, his hot breath tickling the skin of my breasts. He pushed two fingers inside me and held himself up a little to look down at me, into my eyes.


  Clouded with palpable lust, his gaze held me as he stroked me from inside, his fingers walking along every nerve my sex possessed. My breath grew ragged but I didn’t look away from him. His thumb pressed gently against my clit, bringing forth a moan. The corner of his mouth twitched and I smiled. There was something I loved about knowing he loved to make me react, about watching him watching me; it was like seeing his pride in his accomplishment. He had me memorized already, knowing just how I liked my trigger to be pulled.


  He withdrew his hands from me and I couldn’t stop the whimper that I expelled onto the air. His hand flicked to the nightstand drawer and fished out what had to be one of the few condoms left in there. I propped up on my elbows, eager for him, and watched as he slid the protection over his impressive length. Evan’s tongue touched his bottom lip and he climbed over me, circling his strong arm under me and around my waist to pull me close. I’d been enjoying the sight of his body up close for the last few days, but I’m not sure I’d ever been so in awe of the size of his arms. They were like tree limbs, thick with veins that protruded when he tensed to grip me hard around my waist. He tugged on my body and hiked my legs over his hips. I sucked in a breath as I saw his eyes darken just before he pushed his cock inside me.


  With one big arm still tightened around me, he pulled me from the mattress so I was essentially sitting in his lap while he fucked me. He filled me so deeply I cried out and threw my head back out of sheer reflex. I felt him loosen his grip on me and suddenly his hands were tenderly sweeping up my spine. Now upright, I writhed on him, rocking my hips to a rhythm that drove us both insane. Evan began to groan, nuzzling his face at my throat and licking over my pulse as I rode him.


  I was getting close. The new angle had my head swimming deliriously. I wanted him as deep within me as possible. I didn’t ever want him to stop. His hands were still brushing my spine, caressing me in a delicate rhythm. Moans fell out of me with every buck, every pulse of his throbbing cock from within. Then I felt his fingers twist into my hair and I ground against him, leaning my head back to cover his hand with my hair. I wanted that tug. I’d grown to love that tight fist in my long black strands.


  His fingers were tangling tighter in my hair and my mouth hung open as I started to pant. The anticipation made the tingle of my building pleasure intensify. My speed built and I rode his cock harder, squeezing my thighs around him. I needed words. I needed to tell him to pull my fucking hair to make me come, but I couldn’t speak.


  Instead of speaking, I locked eyes with him, his face only a few inches from mine. He was just as lost as I was and starting to thrust faster into me. I took his face in my hands and pulled his lips to mine, crushing out mouths together in a rough kiss. It was animalistic like the kiss on the dresser, but deep like the kiss in the courtyard and fierce like the way he was fucking me in that very moment.


  He groaned harshly into my mouth and just as I bit down on his bottom lip, he clutched my hair and tugged.


  “Evan!” I shouted as our mouths separated, my head pulled back by his firm grip. His tongue slid up my arched neck as the shockwave of bliss exploded and radiated out of me. The guttural cries he caused me to sing were nearly obscene. No one in the resort would’ve thought anything of it, but in my mind I sounded like the audio track to a porno.


  Evan’s hands travelled down my sides and he took hold of my waist with rough hands, holding me still as he pumped into me. I was lost to my orgasm, delirious with waves of heat and tingles of electricity crashing over me almost to the point of agony. He started to curse and let go with a deep moan just as I flung my arm around his neck to hold on to him tightly, calling his name one last time.


  “Jesus, Danielle,” he breathed, thrusting two more times as he slowed before resting his head on my shoulder.


  He slowly laid me back when his breathing returned to normal. I let my arms drift over my head as I felt the sweat on my skin begin to cool, the night air breezing into my room. Evan had slipped into the bathroom but was back in bed before I’d caught my breath. He flopped beside me with a sigh. I smiled at the ceiling, knowing exactly how he felt. Spent. Satisfied.


  “Who the fuck would divorce you?”


  Shit. I realized what had just come out of my mouth and cringed when I heard him choke on a dark laugh. Despite all the time we’d spent together and the wealth of information he had about me and my previous romantic entanglements, he’d never given me even a sliver of his. But you know, when the person you’re fooling around with happens to be a celebrity you sort of already have some base knowledge. I knew he’d been married and I knew of a handful of other women he’d been spotted with, but in all fairness, I didn’t actually know anything. From what I understood via the press about his marriage to Kimberly Jackson (a fucking supermodel), it was a whirlwind romance, a rushed wedding, and speedy divorce less than a year later.


  “I’m sorry,” I whispered. It was none of my business, though I desperately wanted to know. My mind halted for a moment and I asked myself why the hell I even wanted to know. When he rolled toward me, sweeping those tree limb arms under the pillow he rest his head on, I sucked in a little breath.


  I wanted to know because I wanted to know him.


  “I divorced her,” he said plainly.


  Curling onto my side and snuggling into my pillow, I studied him for a moment. I grazed over the tattoo on his chest and just as I moved to look into his eyes again, he rubbed roughly over the inked skin. Evan cleared his throat and glanced down at the tattoo and then back at me.


  “I shouldn’t have joked,” I offered. “I’m sorry.”


  His brows drew together and he barely shook his head. “It’s okay. It was a long time ago.”


  Danielle, just keep your mouth shut, I thought just as I opened my big fucking mouth.


  “Why did you—”


  When his eyes held mine firmly and his lips twisted on his face contemplatively, I wished I had just fallen asleep beside him instead of starting such a stupid conversation. Getting to know each other was not a part of the plan.


  “She cheated on me.”


  My stomach dropped at the admission. Part of me wondered why I’d never heard that in the press, but a bigger part of me simply ached for him. There was hurt behind his gaze and that only begged the question…if Kimberly Jackson betrayed him and he’s been taking fuck-festival vacations for the last few years, then who the hell was Annie?


  “We were dumb kids. I married her too fast and for all the wrong reasons. Kim was twenty years old; I was only twenty-two. It wouldn’t have worked out no matter what, but the fact that she screwed around more than once made it a little easier to walk away.”


  I was staring at him so intently it almost felt as though I was watching him from behind a one-way mirror. As if I felt he couldn’t see me as I watched him. When he focused on me, however, I saw him smirk and roll his eyes.


  “You don’t have to look so sad. It’s been almost six years. I’m fine, I swear,” he said.


  My lips twisted and yet again I couldn’t keep my trap shut for long. “What about after her?”


  Evan’s brow jumped and he shifted a little closer to me. “Go ahead and ask me about someone specific. What are the magazines saying?”


  The retort caught me off guard. It was like he was the captain of the football team and I was grilling him about all the cheerleaders and homecoming queens he’d banged. Knowing—or rather, thinking that I knew—who he’d dated and who he’d slept with over the years was so bizarre. It was knowing him and not knowing him all at once.


  I wasn’t wondering about anyone in particular, but a slew of names ran around in my brain. More models, a few television actresses, and even a singer or two. From the looks of the tabloids, he’d been around the block.


  “I know it’s all bullshit…” I mused, my voice trailing off into the space between us.


  Evan chuckled. “It’s all gossip, that’s for sure. But it’s not always bullshit,” he said. “After Kim, I dated Emma Taylor for a few months, and then it was just partying and hooking up. Nobody serious at all.”


  Emma Taylor. She was on a pretty funny sitcom I’d seen a few times. She played the snarky lawyer who lived across the hall from the nerdy guy who was in love with her. I nodded slowly at Evan, taking it all in. God, his life was so different. So foreign to me.


  “Why aren’t there photographers here?” I asked. “I mean, don’t they follow you just about everywhere?”


  “I’m sure they’re here somewhere. Probably got a few snaps of us already.”


  Breath stuck in my throat and I knew he’d seen my eyes widen at his flippant reply. If I saw myself on the cover of a fucking tabloid in my red bikini, I would kill someone. My mind instantly flashed to visions of me hunting down a photographer in the lobby and smashing his camera.


  “I—what if—” I couldn’t get my words out fast enough, clear enough. My head was spinning until he slipped his hand behind my head, cradling my neck gently and sweeping his thumb over the apple of my cheek.


  “I was kidding,” he said with a brilliant smile. “Part of the reason I come here is because their security happens to be excellent. I’ve never had an issue with the paparazzi finding me here.”


  I melted against his hand, his voice and the strong conviction it held calming me instantly. Swallowing hard, I locked eyes with him as he continued to hold my face with one strong hand, brushing my cheek absently.


  “What’s the other reason?”


  “What?”


  “You said the security is part of the reason you always come here. What’s the other part?”


  His jaw stiffened and his hand stopped its gentle caress. Evan held my gaze so firmly that I felt a pulse in my chest that nearly made me wince. Then his face broke into a smile and he shook his head with a light laugh.


  “Haven’t you figured it out yet, Danielle? I’ve spent the last six years fucking without relationships while you’ve spent the last six years having relationships without fucking.”


  A gust of air blew past my lips as though I’d been socked in the gut. Was it really that painfully simple?


  Evan’s other hand slid over my bare shoulder and smoothed down my side, slipping under the thin sheet that covered me. I sighed and closed my eyes when his hand found the apex of my thighs. He barely touched me. He inched closer and ever so gently started rubbing at my clit. I wasn’t finished with our conversation. He needed to tell me about Annie, I knew he did, but as I felt him search and ultimately find the wetness I’d built for him in a matter of seconds, I moved my hips toward him intuitively.


  My brain stuttered with thoughts. I pictured Kyle and squeezed my eyes tighter to rid my mind of him. I saw every guy who’d led me to this moment—to this stupid fucking vacation—and I erased them as Evan invaded my body and my mind. Why was he doing this? Why had he singled me out, pursued me? Evan teased me with his fingers, building the tingle I craved from him.


  I opened my eyes the moment I thought it and was met by his hooded stare just inches away from me. I craved his touch. I craved the way he made me feel. I craved his dick, filling me, taking me, fucking me into oblivion. I craved Evan Weston in my bed—no one else.


  My throat cinched tight and I shifted away from his hand but he followed me, only losing contact with my pussy for a moment. He rose and hovered over me as I turned my head away from him, fighting the feelings that bubbled up within me without my consent. I tried to move away but he knew just how to touch me. My mind fought my body as my hips convulsed, wanting his fingers inside of me so badly even though my head screamed to leave—I’d done what I came to do.


  His other hand left my neck and his fingers danced their way to my breast. A moan fell from my parted lips, but I still didn’t have the willpower to look at him. I didn’t want to see those eyes. I didn’t want to look into the eyes of the man who’d changed me. My brain tried like hell to slam on the brakes. I wanted my thoughts to come to a screeching halt but it was too late.


  “Get out of your head,” Evan growled.


  I flicked my gaze to him, meeting his eyes firmly.


  As he hovered above me and pushed two fingers inside of me, he spoke again. “Stop thinking, Dani. Let go because you want to. Let go because it feels good.”


  The sentiment alone made me let out a whimper. As I watched a slow grin grow on his lips, my spine loosened and my legs spread wide. His lips closed around one nipple, his long arm reaching for the nightstand drawer. He didn’t stop pushing his fingers inside of me as he tore the condom wrapper open with his teeth. The sight made my blood boil deliciously and I licked my bottom lip.


  His hands left me for a moment to sheath himself with the condom and my stomach dropped in irrational fear. I sucked in a sharp breath, suddenly filled with agony at the loss of his touch. My knees tried to come together, but Evan spread my thighs apart with his hands. I stiffened and he set his deep hazel eyes on me.


  “Get out of your head,” he said again, drawing the words out as a command.


  Filling my lungs with a deep breath, I succumbed to the craving I had for him. I nodded and pulled him down to kiss me hard as he pushed his thick cock inside me. Moaning against his mouth, I felt fear lace with my passion. My desire was too strong. The bliss was too powerful. I pulled myself from my thoughts again and again as Evan thrust into me, trying to focus on the sex rather than the feeling set deep in my chest.


  “You feel so fucking good, Danielle.”


  My breath was coming out in pants, his cock dragging along my nerves and lighting me up from the inside. I gripped his shoulders and wrapped my legs around his waist. A ball of fire kindled low in my belly each time he pulled out and pushed back in.


  He groaned and swore and called me beautiful. Overwhelming pleasure started to pull me under. The ecstasy was like a tidal wave teeming with strips of seaweed that threatened to tie me to the ocean floor. It was heaven and hell as my brain battled my soul, my body shaking in the moments before I clenched hard around him. A deep cry came thundering from my lungs and I clung to Evan. He didn’t let up, pushing toward his own release, pulling wild, unwavering screams from me with each powerful thrust.


  Evan came, breathing my name into my shoulder when he finally stopped convulsing. A shuddering breath slipped out of me and I realized I’d never felt so out of control in my life.


  As sleep drifted over me in a foggy cloud, I told myself I should never have come here. A moment later, as the fog of slumber grew denser, I told myself this was everything I’d ever been waiting for.
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  Crazy for You


  The sound of a zipper woke me up. I opened my eyes to see Evan standing beside the bed. He grinned down at me as he pulled his t-shirt on.


  “Good morning,” I croaked, stretching my arms above my head.


  Would’ve been a better morning if the zipper I’d heard had been going in the opposite direction, but I realized he was leaving as I watched him grab the button down shirt he’d worn to the dance club—two days ago. Wow, had we really spent all of yesterday in bed? No wonder I felt so tired. I glanced at the clock and saw I’d slept until 10:30.


  “Morning,” Evan replied, taking a seat on the edge of the bed. His hand rested on my hip through the blanket I was snuggled under, but even his touch through that barrier made me melt. I shut my eyes for a second to enjoy the feeling of his weighty hand on me but snapped out of it when he spoke.


  “I need to get a workout in, so I’ll see you later, okay?”


  My heart stuttered in my chest as I shifted to sit up, clutching the sheet under my arms, shielding myself. It was a workout, for heaven’s sake. It wasn’t like he’d said, “See ya, Danielle, I’m off to fuck ten other girls here. Nice knowing you.” I tried to take in a steady breath, berating myself for even thinking about doing the clingy girl thing. It was just sex. Mind-blowing, toe-curling, heart-stopping sex, sure—but just sex.


  “Yeah, I want to get some sun today,” I replied. “I only have a few more days to get a tan or everyone will think I spent my whole vacation stuck in a hotel room.”


  His brow jumped and a devilish grin curled on his lips. My God, those lips. They’d been just about everywhere on my body and still I was in awe of them. “There are worse ways to spend a vacation,” he teased.


  I rolled my eyes but couldn’t keep from flashing him a smile. A warm throb started between my thighs when Evan leaned over me and kissed my lips quickly. From the look in his eyes when he dipped down for the kiss, I thought it would be deep. I thought he would growl against my mouth, then I’d pull the sheets back, then he’d turn the bed into an amusement park again with me as the one and only ride. But when his lips met mine, it was a different kind of kiss. It was short and soft, his lips supple and sweet against mine. I pulled back quicker than I had every time he’d kissed me before and when our eyes locked, my pussy was hit with another spasm.


  Evan’s hand rose and he brushed one side of my hair away from my face, his gaze never letting go of mine. A tender smile formed on those lips that had proven to be both powerful and gentle. What the fuck was that?


  The thoughts from the night before flashed in my mind again but I swatted them away like a flying cockroach. It was just sex. My heart and my pussy were not one in the same. Just because he’d gotten into one didn’t mean he could set up shop in the other.


  Evan’s eyes dropped from mine to the bed and he cleared his throat, shaking his head. He stood again and gripped his shirt tighter in his hand. I sat against my pillows, still stunned by whatever the hell he’d just done with his mouth, his eyes, and a strand of my hair. The moment was already a jumbled mess in my brain. Did he kiss me first or smile first? Did he brush the hair away from my face as he kissed me or after?


  “I’ll look for you on the beach in a little while,” he said as his feet led him past the dresser to the door.


  I nodded and forced a smile as he disappeared around the corner, though the sound of the door opening then closing rattled in my brain. I scrambled to the nightstand for my tablet. When I found it with the video site with Evan’s childhood television series, Kids Jam, still pulled up, I sighed. Shit! He had me sighing. I wasn’t sighing because he’d slipped a finger in me or bit my bottom lip in a brutal kiss. I was sighing because he was fucking adorable and I knew in a few hours I’d miss his voice as much as I’d miss his body.


  Closing out the browser, I opened my email and felt a brick slam down on my chest when my eyes landed on an unopened message.


  Kyle Jensen 11:27 pm: Where are you?


  My throat felt dry and a strange combination of wanting to laugh and cry at the same time consumed me. I couldn’t bring myself to open the email. What good would it do to read Kyle’s probing questions about my sudden vacation? What good would it do to tell him I needed time away and ended up sleeping with someone I’d just met when I hadn’t been able to sleep with him once over nine months? I’d told him I loved him. Pausing with my finger hovering over the message once more, I thought that last statement again. What a crock of shit.


  Just then, nothing short of a miracle happened. An alert popped up on the screen and the dinging of a video call chirped out. Georgia, you gorgeous, amazing brat.


  I swiped to answer the call and saw a flash of Georgia’s blonde hair before I heard her say, “Yep, I’ll be right there, just answering a few quick emails.” She grinned at someone past the screen and I gathered that she was at work. Georgia was the administrative assistant at a big time law firm in Philly. Her ability to slack off at such an important job impressed me at times. I would never have the balls to make a personal video call at work.


  Her toothy grin focused on me and before she even spouted off a greeting, she threw her head back with a laugh. “If that’s not sex hair, I don’t know what is!” she cackled.


  I cracked a smile and let my hand drag absently through the tangled black mess. “Shouldn’t you be working?” I shot back.


  She clutched at her chest dramatically. “God, even your voice is different. So sexy!”


  I wanted to roll my eyes at her for teasing me, but she was right. I was different. Letting an easy smile lift my lips, I stared at my best friend as her expression grew tender.


  “You okay, Mama?” she asked softly.


  She’d taken to calling me Mama, or Mom—sometimes Mother when I pissed her off—shortly after we moved in together. It was true that I had a slight mothering tendency. While I couldn’t clean worth a damn, I made the meals, killed the bugs, and even nursed Georgia back to health when she picked up colds each winter.


  “Yeah…” I replied.


  Her lips pursed and she leaned in a little closer to the screen. “For real, was it okay?”


  I sighed and blinked back sudden tears. “It was more than okay. It was—he was—amazing. But I—”


  Georgia let out a sympathetic little noise and I shook my head vigorously at the sound.


  “Why?” I moaned, feeling every fleeting panic I’d had over the past few days come to a head. “Why could I do it with him so easily? What the hell is wrong with me? Six years! I wasted six years clammed up, scared by even the mention of sex. Scared to be abandoned, scared of being bad at it. Scared of every last fucking detail. And then in comes Evan and it’s like he just tugged on this imaginary knot and unlaced me.” I sucked in a huge breath and pushed the heels of my palms into my eyes. Swiping away the damning tears, I finally looked back at the screen.


  Georgia’s face was solemn. “Maybe you were just ready. Or he made you comfortable. He had to have. He obviously did something or said something that took away your worries.”


  My shoulders fell slack. I pushed my hand through my messy hair again and tilted my head back with a sigh. “He worshiped me,” I breathed.


  Georgia stuttered out a dumbfounded laugh. “Excuse me?”


  I shook my head and my lips bowed at the thought. “Nothing. It was just something he said. You know, he’s actually really nice…and funny…and sweet. He took me shopping and we went dancing. It’s like he knows exactly what I need to hear and exactly how I need to be treated to…to open up.” I realized my smile had grown and my voice was getting a little dreamy, but when I glanced at Georgia’s face on the screen, my stomach dropped.


  “Dani…” she said carefully. I could hear the warning in her voice and it made my body tighten up instantly.


  “It’s not like that,” I started.


  “Say what you want, Mama, but I’ve known you for a long time…”


  I glared at her and started to wish I hadn’t answered the damn call. I hated the tone she was taking with me. I knew exactly what she was insinuating and I didn’t want to hear it. It was fucking insane. And not true!


  “I don’t have feelings for him, Georgia. Is that what you think? That I’m falling in love with Evan Weston? First of all, I’ve known him four days; you can’t fall for someone that fast. Secondly, if you think you see something in me that looks like feelings, I can assure you it’s just the sex. Am I glowing? Maybe. But it’s because I’ve been having a marathon fuck session for the last thirty hours.” I laughed, trying to sound at least a little bit jaded. “You know, making up for lost time. He fucks me well, Georgia, that’s all. If I love anything, it’s his cock.”


  My words struck the air like bullets and my body felt the blow-back from the anger with which I launched them. I’d never spoken to Georgia like that. I’d never spoken to anyone like that. Swallowing hard, I opened my mouth to apologize but she spoke first, a stunned look on her face.


  “Just be careful,” she warned. “You’re coming home the day after tomorrow.”


  “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to snap at you like that. This whole thing has just been so crazy.” I hung my head. “I’m really sorry, Georgia.”


  I saw her look past the screen again and smile at someone cheerily. “Yep, be right there,” she said before looking back at me. “I gotta go to this meeting. But Dani…sex wouldn’t make you act like that…that’s something else. So be careful, okay, Mama? Love you.”


  Her face froze and then disappeared as she ended the call without waiting for my goodbye. A lump grew in my throat but I willed the tears to stay away. The last four days of my life felt like a twisted dream I couldn’t—or didn’t want to—wake up from, especially after the last fifteen minutes, which had been like some kind of drug-induced nightmare. I was up then down, pulled in a million directions. I didn’t know how I felt or what I felt or what I believed. The only thing I knew for sure was that, just as I suspected, after fifteen minutes I missed the sound of his voice.


  ***


  After a long, steamy shower to try and wash away the guilty remnants of my asshole-ish rant on Georgia, I lathered up in SPF 30 and headed to the sand. I remembered some article I’d read about how sunlight could improve your mood. Well then, bring on the sun to quell the inner bitch I’d just unleashed on my best friend. The sun beat down on my shoulders and with a deep breath of the salt-tinged air, I did start to feel better. I just needed to relax. I needed to adapt to a new mantra: get out of your head. Okay, so it wasn’t so much as my own mantra as Evan’s direction, but it fit. It was good advice.


  I spotted Cheryl’s frizzy white-blonde hair and headed over to her. She was lying on her stomach on a beach towel on the sand, the straps of her floral one-piece tugged down to hang off her shoulders. She was flipping through a gossip magazine and as I approached her, I saw her stopped on a page that had a picture of Evan. Maybe my mantra should’ve been you’re leaving in two days. Those words were what I needed as I felt my heart seize in my chest at the sight of him smiling on the glossy pages of a cheap magazine.


  “Hey, Cheryl,” I said over the noise of the crashing waves.


  She turned and flipped her sunglasses up. “Hey, girly! How are ya?”


  I couldn’t help but laugh. Cheryl was so bubbly it was infectious. “Good. May I join you?”


  “Sure! Pull up some sand. We’re turnin’ in fifteen,” she said.


  I saw a bottle of tanning oil poking out of her beach bag and shook my head with a laugh. I laid out my towel and lowered myself down, loving the heat that radiated up from the sand beneath me. I could’ve fallen asleep, it felt so wonderful, but after a few seconds Cheryl shoved the magazine in my face and chirped, “I think he looks better in person. What do you think?”


  At first I laughed at her, catching the mischievous smile on her lips, but then I took in the photo placed before me. It was a great picture. He was smiling, wearing a baseball cap and walking a big Rottweiler. I didn’t even know he had a dog. You’re leaving in two days, I whispered internally. I didn’t need to know that he had dog. I didn’t need to be privy to any information about him outside of the one thing he promised he would tell me. Everything else just simply wasn’t part of the deal.


  I caught myself staring at that damn dog though. What was its name? How long had he had it? Fuck. I muttered an affirmative to Cheryl. She was right; he was better looking in person.


  “Can I ask you something?” I asked softly.


  “Sure, babydoll,” she answered, continuing to scan through the thin pages.


  I sighed and rested my head on my folded arms. “Do you think people can have sex without…feelings?”


  Cheryl closed the magazine and set it on the sand before she turned her head to look at me. Though I couldn’t see her eyes through her big, dark sunglasses, I knew they’d softened. Something about telling her my relationship woes the first day I’d arrived made her a fast friend. I trusted her.


  “Hmm…that’s an interesting question to ask at a place like this,” she replied.


  An unexpected laughed bubbled past my lips. “Cheryl, there hasn’t been a single moment here that’s been anything less than interesting.”


  “I bet.” She chuckled. “I don’t have much experience to really answer that, but I’ll say this. My husband, to whom I’ll be married thirty-five years come next fall, isn’t the handsomest. He isn’t the strongest or in the best shape. Ted is…perfectly average in every sense, if you catch my drift.” I stifled a laugh as she continued. “Before Ted, I’d been with better looking men. I’d even been with men who were well above average,” she said, wiggling her eyebrows at me.


  I couldn’t believe I was listening to someone who could’ve been my mother talk about dick size. Awkward. I tried not to think about any of that and focus on the good advice I felt sure she was going to offer me.


  “I’ve been with men who I didn’t have feelings for and the sex was good. But the best sex of my life has been with my husband. Sex is about more than just bodies fittin’ together, honey. Sure, anybody can do it. At a place like this, some people don’t even get past introductions before they’re falling into bed. Chances are, more than a heapin’ handful of people on the planet could give you a good one with some sweet talk and a little gusto. But great sex, the really amazing stuff, in my opinion, is based on trust. If you trust someone, you can be vulnerable without being scared and if you can be vulnerable, you open yourself up to experience things you never could’ve with someone that you had apprehension about. Sex without feelings is possible, of course. It’s rampant even. But sex with feelings? Honey, that’s the stuff that’ll send you to the moon and back.”


  I was staring at her and, quite honestly, I didn’t know what to say. It wasn’t the answer I was expecting. I didn’t exactly know what I thought someone like Cheryl would say, but it wasn’t that. The feeling that surged in my chest as I took in her words scared the hell out of me and had me desperately suppressing the urge to cry.


  Cheryl tipped her sunglasses down to look over the top of them dramatically and she smirked. “So, has he sent ya to the moon yet?”


  My breath stuck in my throat. The answer that popped in my head was bright neon, like glowing, radiating, toxic waste that was beautiful and mesmerizing but also terrifying and dangerous. Fatal.


  “You’re not reading that trash are you, Cheryl?”


  Evan’s voice sent every hair on the back of my neck on end as he approached behind me. Cheryl looked up at him with a smile just as he came around and sat down in the sand in front of us, resting his elbows on his knees. He was in a white t-shirt and black and red swim trunks. The sight of him after a few hours away made my pulse jump.


  “Hey,” he said, turning to me.


  “Hi,” I sighed.


  “Don’t worry, honey, there’s nothing bad about you in this one,” Cheryl assured him, tapping the front cover of the magazine he’d spotted. “Just you and your pup.”


  Evan snatched up the magazine with a grin. “For real? Fifi got made by the paps?” He laughed.


  Fifi?


  He flipped through the pages until he landed on the photo of him. His smile softened and he seemed pleased to see the quick snap of himself with his trusty dog.


  “I didn’t know you had a dog,” I muttered. Stop with the needy girl shit, I scolded myself.


  “Yeah, Fifs is my baby. She looks vicious but she’s scared of the wind, I swear.”


  I noticed dampness shimmering at his hairline and reached up to brush my fingertips through the sides of his golden hair. “How was your workout?” I asked, enjoying the feeling of his freshly washed hair, not realizing until after I’d done it how intimate of a touch I’d offered. Evan leaned into my brief touch and electric volts rattled through me.


  “Good. How was your morning?”


  I was fumbling through my brain for an answer when he reached out to me and pushed the thin string-tie of my bikini top over an inch with a grimace. “You’re getting pink. Are you wearing sunscreen?”


  Cheryl made a tiny, squeaking laugh-like noise and my eyes flashed to her. I’d somehow forgotten she was beside me, watching our every move. She’d no doubt taken in the way I easily slipped my fingers through his hair and the way he traced my skin like it was his to touch. And more importantly, the way we both displayed concern for the other.


  Glancing down, I noticed the color difference Evan had pointed out; the skin on either side of my bathing suit straps had grown flushed. “I’m fine,” I said, pulling myself up to sit cross-legged on my towel.


  “Let’s go for a walk,” Evan suggested, offering me his hand as he stood.


  I looked over at Cheryl and saw her knowing grin still plastered on her tanned face.


  “Have fun, you two,” she said with a wave of her hand as he pulled me to my feet.


  My head was spinning and my cheeks were warm. Before I had a moment to suck in another deep, calming breath, we were walking along the shoreline just like we had when he wanted my story that first day. We hadn’t gotten much out of each other that day. Frivolous details about our lives and of course the clusterfuck of how I’d managed to not get fucked for the last six years. But that was it. Would today be different?


  “Who’s watching your dog while you’re here?” I asked, though it put my stomach in knots. I didn’t need to know him. I didn’t need to keep sighing over him and his adorable nineties dance moves and the way his face lit up when he saw a photo of his dog.


  “My assistant, Harrison,” Evan replied.


  I turned to stare at his profile, the ocean on the other side of him, and I couldn’t help but revel in his beauty. I tried to focus on what he was saying and not the way his muscles moved when he walked.


  “He’s actually my best friend. We grew up together.”


  I nodded without a word and kept my eyes forward on the beach as we continued to stroll along, the water lapping at our toes every few minutes.


  “Are you all right?” he asked.


  Yes. No. I don’t know. My mind was like a damn pinball machine, pinging off the walls and bumping into one thought only to send me catapulting to the next thought. My brain was a jumping mess and I wanted it to stop.


  “I’m fine…I just…” I didn’t know how to say what I wanted to say. I wished he’d never kissed me that first night. I wished he hadn’t found me at breakfast the next morning. I wished I’d slept with Kyle months ago and I wished I’d never heard of Desire Resort and Spa. I turned to look at him, wanting to tell myself that I wished I’d never laid eyes on Evan Weston but I knew that would be the biggest lie I’d ever told. Looking at him filled my insides with light and being near him made me smile and letting him touch me felt more right than anything else in the world.


  I heard buzzing followed by a chiming rhythm and then watched as Evan shoved his hand in the pocket of his swim trunks to fish his cell phone out.


  “Hey,” he answered.


  You’re leaving in two days.


  “Seriously?” he said, excitement tinging his tone as a beaming smile covered his face.


  This was only ever meant to be a fling.


  Evan dropped his head, shaking it while his grin grew. “Okay, let me head up to my room. Give me ten minutes.”


  A means to an end.


  He hung up the call and turned to me, putting his hands on my shoulders as he breathed deep. Then, without a word, he slipped his hand behind my neck and pulled me to his mouth for a kiss that threatened to crush my lungs. My heart pounded against my sternum as his soft tongue moved past my lips to dance with mine. He moved me slightly to press the kiss deeper and that’s when I felt it. I felt my consciousness drift away and while he kissed me the way I’d always knew I deserved to be kissed—a worshiping, delighting-in-me kiss—I floated to the moon.


  Evan pulled back and a breeze blew around us. His hazel eyes were lit with excitement and his grin was boyish and wide. “I have to go take another call, but when I’m done, we’re celebrating,” he said, grasping my wrist, spinning me around in a circle without warning.


  I breathed a laugh and nodded when my faint giggle dissipated on the air between us. I tried to pull my soul back down from the heavens, but not before he placed another one of those sweet, soft kisses on the corner of my mouth. By the time he pressed his lips to my temple and took off in the direction of his room, I was back in my body.


  He was so much more than he was ever meant to be.
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  The Lady in Red


  I couldn’t bring myself to go back to Cheryl on the beach. I headed up to the pool and continued to let my mind run amuck. I wanted to know what that phone call was about. I wanted to relive that kiss. I wanted to believe it didn’t mean anything, that the way I felt was simply a chemical reaction to the serotonin the blinding orgasms had released in my brain. He’d made me happy by giving me physical pleasure so my mind connected him to happiness. That’s all it was. It was science. It was nothing more than cause and effect. There was no falling for someone I didn’t know.


  I knew I should’ve protected my heart better. I knew I should’ve probably walked away at that point to keep myself from building up any more chemical reactions to him. But as I stared over the edge where the pool dropped off into a waterfall, all I could feel was thrill at what Evan’s version of celebrating might be.


  Treading water alone in the deep end, I couldn’t find my mantras anymore. The only things I could drum up in my mind were memories of the past few days. Surging feelings of bliss remembered. Images of Evan. Finally, I acknowledged the fact that I’d created a bigger problem for myself than the one I’d come to fix.


  ***


  By lunch I still hadn’t seen him. I ate at the snack buffet then spent a little more time bouncing back and forth between the beach and the pool, letting my body heat under the sun until I was drained of energy. It was nearly dinnertime when I made my way to my room to wash the sand, chlorine, and oily sheen of sunblock from my skin.


  Digging through my suitcase, I couldn’t find anything that looked comfortable enough to sit on my slightly tender flesh. Damn Irish genes. The pinkness wasn’t quite a burn but it wouldn’t be a tan until tomorrow. I’d spent longer in the sun than I should have, but something about the stifling heat had kept my thoughts from becoming too much to handle. With the sun pounding down on me and a cloud of heat enveloping me, my brain slowed to a crawl and I had settled into a state of relaxation that I truly needed. If a little pink skin was the price I needed to pay for that, I’d take it. It was cheaper than the cost of my damning thoughts.


  My hand slipped into the side pocket of my suitcase and swiped against something silky. Pulling out the red satin nightie Georgia had secretly packed for me, I smirked. That slippery soft fabric would no doubt feel amazing against my skin. I pulled it over my head and let my damp hair spread back down over my shoulders, the combination of the sensations soothing me instantly.


  I considered ordering room service as I climbed onto the bed, but I was still so hot I couldn’t think about food. Resting my head back against the cushy pillows, I shut my eyes for a moment.


  A knock at the door had me pulling my eyes open only to see how the light had changed in my room. Shit, I passed out. Sitting up, I raked a hand through my hair, which had dried into a mess of bedhead waves. The knocking continued and my heart pulsed with excitement knowing deep down it must be Evan. Bouncing over to the door, I looked through the peephole, flinging the door open a little too eagerly when I saw him. Evan’s eyes widened when he saw me and then a wicked grin curled on those lips I pined for.


  “I fell asleep,” I said pitifully.


  His eyes were gleaming and without saying anything he gave me a long, dragged out once-over. I glanced down at myself and remembered I’d put on the red satin babydoll nightgown to soothe my skin. Seeing the fire that played behind his eyes as he took me in made the fine hairs on my neck stand at attention. He stepped into me just as he had when he came to kiss me solely because he’d wanted a kiss from me. I backed into the room, my teeth sinking into my bottom lip as I watched the hunger grow in his stare.


  Evan was still smiling devilishly when he stepped into my space, making me step back. He was leading us in a dance that moved me straight to the bed where he’d already ravaged me time and again. When my calves hit the edge of the bed, I sank down to sit on the rumpled comforter.


  “What are we celebrating?” I breathed.


  He tugged his shirt over his head and tossed it near the window. I scanned his firm chest and stomach, sun-kissed and flexing with every breath. My eyes grazed the small script tattoo over his heart, but as he traced his finger from the center of my lips down to the meeting of my breasts, I lost interest in his secret for the night. His finger hooked the slight V of the front of my lingerie, dragging it down before letting it pop back into place over my cleavage.


  “That outfit,” he replied.


  My lips flexed into a smile and I crept back on the bed as he quickly shed the rest of his clothes. I started to inch the hem of the red satin up, but Evan snatched my wrists in his grasp. He shook his head and slowly swung my arms out to either side, pressing them into the thick white comforter. He hovered over me, naked and warm, with his hard cock pressing against my thigh unabashedly. I released a sighing breath. I could think of no better way to wake up than to have this man walk through my door and get me on my back in a matter of seconds.


  His hands left my wrists but I didn’t dare move them from where he’d put them as his fingers traveled lightly up my thighs and under the silken fabric. When he reached my hips and smoothed across my sex to find I wasn’t wearing any panties, he closed his eyes, expelling a delighted groan.


  I felt his cock twitch against my leg and I basked in the glory of having such an effect on a man like him. Evan’s touch grazed up over my belly to my breasts, held snug under the satin, and I moaned softly.


  “I am so glad I got to see this,” he whispered, nuzzling his face against the fabric at my breast.


  My hands left the place he had put them and I snaked them around his neck, sliding my hands down the strong muscles of his back. Touching him made fireworks sparkle in my brain and goosebumps travel down my spine. “Me too,” I breathed toward the ceiling, my head arching back as he freed one breast from the nightie. Evan’s tongue swiped over my nipple and I moaned again, louder.


  “I’m glad you let me be the one,” he said as he lifted his head, meeting my eyes.


  My heart stuttered in my chest at the sincerity in his voice, juxtaposed with the lust that brewed in his stare. My lips parted and I kept my gaze on him silently. As much as I’d battled the thought that day and as harshly as I’d snapped at Georgia for the suggestion, I was glad he was the one, too. As much as it scared the hell out of me—the feelings that swarmed me—I was glad he’d been the one too.


  I reached down and touched his cheek tenderly. I couldn’t say it to him. I couldn’t tell him he made me feel more beautiful and sexier than any other man ever had. I couldn’t tell him he gave me the kind of pleasure I thought was a lie told by movies and books. I couldn’t tell him that he might not just be the one to lead me to embrace my sexuality.


  He might be the one.


  Evan turned and kissed the inside of my wrist before he pushed himself up to my lips, kissing me so hard I squealed in delight. Our mouths danced as though they’d been acquainted longer than a few days. His hands found mine and our fingers wove together as one. The weight of his body pressing down on me made my heart race and as he broke our kiss and trailed his tongue along my throat, I panted wildly.


  “I want you,” I croaked.


  Evan pulled back and looked down at me, his brow lifted and his mouth hanging slack.


  “I want you, Evan. Please. Please fuck me. Fuck me now,” I begged. His eyes narrowed on me but I just kept whispering my plea in different ways. I asked him again and again. I said please. I said I needed him. I said where I wanted him and how I wanted him in my quietest voice. Because if I couldn’t tell him the way he made my heart feel, I wouldn’t waste my last few days with him the way I’d wasted my last six years—by not admitting what I needed.


  He looked completely dumbfounded. His breathing sped up as he watched me divulge every lurid thing I wanted from him that night. The hazel eyes I was afraid to walk away from darkened with passion and when I’d said what felt like my one hundredth please, he sucked in a ragged breath and reached for the nightstand. He tore the foil package open and shoved my nightgown up to my navel. I swallowed hard and touched the hair at his temples with a dreamy smile.


  “Thank you,” I said, my voice merely a breath as he pushed his cock into the warm wetness of my aching core.


  He pinned me in with his arms and made no effort to make our moment last. I wanted him hard and fast and he knew it, so he obliged. He thrust deep into me, murmuring words that made me close my eyes so I could simply enjoy the sound of his voice praising my body.


  “You’re so perfect,” Evan said.


  He inched the nightgown up higher until it rested just below my breasts. Our stomachs pressed together when he pushed deeper inside of me and every bit of contact with him made me liquefy further into a puddle of ecstasy.


  “I can’t get enough of you,” he sighed.


  Feeling him pumping harder, losing his breath as he drove me to my breaking point, I suddenly lost all control of my vocal chords. I cried out, groaned, grunted, squeaked, and hummed a refrain of unadulterated pleasure. My throaty song echoed in the space around us and soon it became a duet. Our barbaric noises mixed into a symphony of lust so extreme, it alone threatened to shatter me into what felt like the equivalence of a black hole orgasm. Never ending. Time-stopping. Celestial.


  Momentum built, as did the pulsating ball of fire I’d started to think was Evan’s own creation within me rather than something anyone could’ve given me. His cock stroked against every firing nerve inside of me. As he pushed his hardest, rocking my body right over the edge, I dragged my nails down his back and let my orgasm blow at supernova status. Our song faded out in a series of heaving breaths and the name of God whispered on the thick air.


  Evan slumped on top of me, having let go of his own thundering bliss. He stroked a hand over my hair, kissing my temple like he had on the beach, before he climbed off of me. The simple sweet kiss sent another shockwave of tingles buzzing through me. I heard the shower start in the bathroom and soon his head poked around the corner with a sated smile.


  “Come on,” he said.


  I wasn’t positive I could move. A chalk outline could’ve been drawn around me. I was down for the count. But as I let my sleepy stare graze over him as he moved to me once more, I felt my pulse return. Evan took my hand and pulled me to my feet, though my knees buckled a little. He’d fucked me legless.


  “Let’s clean up and go get something to eat,” he whispered into my hair.


  My brain was still firing little sparks of joy at every word he directed at me. I could feel every place he touched me burn a little and I wished it would show. I wished his touch would mark me as his for the world to see.


  When my feet hit cool tile and I saw steam pouring out of the shower stall, my attention snapped to reality. Evan tested the water temperature with his hand while I turned to the mirror, catching a glimpse of my naked body. I was flushed from stimulation and still tinted pink by the sun. Dragging a hand through my hair, I saw how my lips had rouged themselves and how my nipples had reddened and firmed. My skin glowed. My eyes shined. My shoulders lay more relaxed than I’d seen in years.


  His touch had marked me for the world to see.


  Evan reached his hand out of the shower with a smile and without hesitation—the way I’d been accustomed to acting around him—I followed him under the warm spray, where his hands skimmed my flesh all over again.


  ***


  His fingers interlaced with mine as we headed to the beachfront restaurant, one I’d yet to try. After another tryst in the shower and a drawn out game of getting dressed and then undressed, then dressed again, we were finally headed to dinner. The clear night sky was full of shimmering stars, but I could only see one.


  Evan squeezed my hand before letting go to hold out a chair for me. He rattled off his usual order of a bottle of champagne and this time I reveled deeper in the decadence of him.


  “Would you care to tell me what we’re celebrating now?”


  Evan smirked at me over his menu. “I told you. That red getup deserves a damn national holiday.”


  “Shut up, Weston,” I shot back with a laugh.


  “I got a part I’d been wanting,” he said. “The call on the beach today was my agent. He’s been up my ass about reading the Retaliation 2 script or joining the cast of some blockbuster franchise because he didn’t want me getting my hopes up about this one but…I got it. It’s mine.” His smile was brilliant and the look of astonishment and pride in his eyes was enough to have me swooning.


  “That’s great!” I exclaimed, touching his hand. “What’s the part? Tell me all about it.”


  I sat my menu down with the thought that I’d just let him order for me but then my chest ached with an internal whisper. You’re leaving in two days. I opened the menu again and scanned it once more.


  “It’s a TV show.”


  My eyes widened. “Seriously? Like a pilot?”


  Evan shook his head and his smile held firm. “Nope. The first season has already been green lit. It’ll be on premium cable. It’s this drama about a New York family dynasty. Like the Rockefellers, only it’s modern day. Money, corruption, politics, sex. The writing on the first episode alone is brilliant. I auditioned for it weeks ago. Did a second read for them. A screen test with some of the rest of the cast. I was really starting to think I’d fucked it up. I overanalyzed everything I’d done in every meeting I’d had with the producers. Looks like my luck is changing…” he said, his voice trailing off.


  My lips parted and I stared at him blankly. A shiver ran across my shoulder blades.


  “I’ve been waiting for something like this for a long time,” he said, his expression unchanging.


  He means the part. He means the part. He means the goddamn TV role he got offered today, not you, you idiot!


  The waiter approached and I sucked in a breath before flashing him a smile. He asked for our order and with his eyes still focused on me, Evan told him we’d both have the broiled sea bass. His brow lifted as if to ask if that was all right. My head bobbed down in one simple nod, though I avoided his eyes again. I couldn’t take the way he was looking at me.


  The waiter left and with my eyes focused on nothing in particular, I felt Evan’s fingers wrap around mine from across the table. I glanced up at him and breathed deep. What was I doing? In two days I’d be broken.


  ***


  Evan essentially told me everything about the first episode of The Heirs. It sounded amazing, totally something I could find myself getting into. It was gritty and sexy and even had a little violence along with some political thriller-type intrigue. He’d just gotten done telling me that in the final scene of the premiere, his character, Preston Kelt, chokes his youngest brother to death then stages it like a suicide, gruesomely hanging him.


  “I can’t believe they can show stuff like that on TV,” I said with a cringe.


  Evan tilted his head to the side and stared me down before replying, his voice completely deadpan. “It’s not TV, Danielle. It’s HBO.”


  A laugh burst forth from me, followed by a hiccup, and with wide eyes, I pushed my fourth glass of champagne away, half its contents still fizzling. He smirked at me, clearly proud of the way he could make me laugh.


  He rose from the table and extended his hand to me. “Come on, Sassy, let’s go put our toes in the sand.”


  I took his hand, not bothering to shove him or make a scoff at the nickname. I was starting to like it.


  The sun was nearly done sinking into the sea when our feet met the beach. We tossed our sandals at the end of the walkway to the sand and walked the rest of the way out barefoot. He hadn’t let go of my hand yet and while my stomach rippled with butterflies, I was pushing away every negative thought that came to me. I didn’t have much longer and I was going to enjoy it. Evan would eventually just be a story, but he was going to be the most impressive paragraph in the story of my life.


  He stopped a few feet from the water and sat in the sand, pulling me down gently. He bent his knees and silently moved me to rest between them. His arms came around me a little, stroking the bare skin of my forearms as we gazed at the water and sky in the dim light of the evening.


  It was…sweet. It was intimate and it unnerved me. If he’d backed me into a covered cabana and had his way with me, I wouldn’t have piped up a single objection, but his arms wrapped around me in this delicate scene of watching the tide by the moonlight made me think twice about what I was doing with him.


  Settling back against his firm chest, I breathed in the combination of the saltwater breeze and his clean scent. The fact—however hard I tried to deny it—that he had infiltrated my heart had caused a chain reaction of realizations. I had sexual and emotional dyslexia when it came to Evan. While every other guy before him would’ve so easily had me opening myself up or listening to their deepest thoughts but not getting my knees a centimeter apart, Evan was the total opposite. I’d fuck him until I couldn’t walk, gladly, but the words—the feelings—those were what scared me with him.


  “This is nice,” he said from behind me, his chin on my shoulder and cheek against mine.


  My breath hitched and I nodded, trying to focus on the foam gliding out onto the sand before tearing back into the sea. I needed to know this was all a part of his usual game with the women he’d met here. That shopping and dancing and romantic dinners followed by sitting on the beach playing the part of a couple were just as much a part of his usual script as the candlelit hot tub scene. I needed to know that this was nothing special to him and that when I walked away I’d be a quick line of exposition in his story. Nothing more.


  “Tomorrow is my last full day here.” The words fell out of me quietly and I prayed he knew what I was saying, that it needed to stop or at least slow down. God knows I didn’t have the willpower to stop it on my own.


  Evan’s body tensed for a split second and his hands stopped caressing my skin. I almost thought he’d stopped breathing for a moment. I felt and heard him swallow hard before he nuzzled his face into the back of my neck.


  Time slowed as he brushed my long hair aside and pressed a kiss to the nape of my neck. He took a deep breath and then another, exhaling hotly into my hair. I could’ve sat there all night just letting his kisses pepper my skin. I could’ve let his hands roam over me silently all night to avoid our looming goodbye.


  “Annie was…” Evan started in a whisper.


  That fucking tattoo. Every hair along my arms pricked up and my body tensed the same way his had just moments ago. I turned in his arms to look at him. By the light of the moon, I could see how his gaze had sobered and something more than his usual lust painted his expression. This was it. This was the beginning of the end. The last thing that needed to be said to make the deal complete. But I wasn’t ready. I wanted to cover his mouth with my hand and shake my head so I wouldn’t have to close the book of him. Of this. Of us.


  Tears stung at my eyes and I turned all the way around while he seemed to search for the rest of his words. His legs straightened and I climbed onto his lap without hesitation. With my knees on either side of his hips, my dress hiked up around my thighs, I took his face in my hands, scrutinizing his expression.


  “Don’t,” I said softly.


  He pinched the bridge of his nose. “Dani…”


  I couldn’t bear to hear who she was. I couldn’t stand to know more about him. I couldn’t stand to know about this woman who had branded his flesh more permanently than I ever would. I was quickly losing my footing around the rabbit hole. One more piece of him and I’d fall in completely. One more idyllic moment with Evan and saying I didn’t love him would be perjury.


  I pulled his lips to mine to silence him further, loving the way his arms surrounded me. He moaned softly into my mouth and the heaviness of the previous moment seemed to drift away so a thick lusty haze could hang between us instead. Shifting on his lap, I felt him grow hard beneath me and soon his hands were running up my thighs. Still locked in a passionate kiss, his palms skimmed under my cotton dress and up to my hips, where I was bare. No panties, just to make him utter that heavenly little noise of carnal approval.


  “Mmm,” Evan hummed, pulling back to look at me through heavy lids as he licked his lips.


  Yeah, that noise.


  My fingers slid into his hair and gripped him firmly, my hips grinding against the fabric of his shorts, tented by his hardness. I was more than ready for him. I was aching for him.


  “Tell me you have a condom in your pocket,” I purred.


  Evan’s brows jumped and his voice slipped out in a low rumble. “Are you the same girl I met a few days ago?”


  I breathed a laugh into his mouth as I kissed him once more, biting his lush bottom lip before I broke the connection. “I’m still her. Just a little more sassy,” I quipped as I moved back to his lips, which had lifted in a smirk at my retort. My hunger for him was insatiable. The taste of his tongue as it danced with mine made me grow wetter by the second. I could feel him moving beneath me—cock twitching, hips bucking.


  The little noise that hung in the air when our lips disconnected yet again made my head spin. Everything about him, every noise, every movement, every touch made me quiver with anticipation. It had been mere days, but I felt like I’d spent years pining for his touch, waiting for him to please me. He’d fished the condom from his pocket and he held it up between us, staring at me intently.


  “Here?” he asked.


  I glanced around at the beach and saw only a handful of people in the far-off distance. A couple cuddled on a lounge chair that I could barely see, a group of people walking the shore headed in the opposite direction of us. No one was around and the sky was already dotted with stars and the milky covering of clouds. I wasn’t sure if it was sudden exhibitionism or the deepest urge I’d ever had to have a man—and not just any man—inside of me, but the point was I didn’t care where we were.


  My hands slithered between us to unbutton his shorts and slide down the zipper to unleash his thick cock. As soon as I rolled the condom onto him, I laid my long cotton dress over both of our laps so even if someone were to walk by we would only look like we were having a good makeout session.


  I could hear Evan’s gasp as I pushed up on my knees and moved to lower myself onto his length under the cover of my dress. Sheer madness moved through my veins; he filled me so perfectly. Sitting on his lap and his dick, I rested my palms against his chest before leaning in to his mouth. “Right here,” I said before he covered my lips roughly.


  Evan’s hands clenched hard on my hips, rocking me against him. I was wild with longing for him and I thanked him silently for taking me so strongly. There would be no soft strokes or tender kisses. This was about time running out. It was rushed and needy and as he sucked on my tongue while I rode him in grinding circular pulses, fire flashed along every inch of my being. Evan let out quiet, restrained groans and I breathed lustful sighs into our never-ending kiss.


  I started to hold him tighter with my arms, my thighs, and my pussy as I felt the heat expand and scatter along my flesh. His strong hands moved and pressed into the small of my back, begging me forward, pushing me to take him as fully as I could. My knees spread wider and I moved until we were hip to hip. A deep groan left my mouth unexpectedly and I saw through the dark that Evan was grinning, dazed. The release I craved tingled low in my core. With each deep push, each grinding thrust of my hips against his, the blaze swelled.


  A drop of sweat trickled down my temple to my neck then slipped between my breasts. I pushed myself against Evan so hard, with such agonizing intensity, that I knew deep inside I was trying to merge us as one. My body shook and a gasp slipped out of me. My eyes stung with sudden tears as Evan started pumping into me from where he sat, his own need overtaking him. His eyes were shut and I stared at him as his head fell back. I swallowed hard and tried to will the unwanted tears away, but I was no longer in control. I was losing my grip on my impending gratification and staring down the hole I was about to plummet into. If this was tonight, what would goodbye be like?


  Evan’s head snapped up and he locked eyes with me. My breath stuck as he slipped one hand behind my neck, yanking my lips to his so he could devour my mouth. The ravenous kiss was all I needed to grasp that burning desire building within me again. Hot breaths and supple lips coupled with the unyielding power of his rock hard cock inside of me pushed me to the brink of unprecedented paradise. He broke the kiss and pressed his cheek against mine, breathing into my ear.


  “What were you thinking coming to a place like this, Dani? Why did you come here?” he said harshly.


  I broke apart at his words, a whimper falling from my lips and my heart sinking into my stomach as beautiful, perfect pleasure washed over me. Flinging my arms around his neck, I held him tight as he let go moments after me, breathing a curse over my shoulder. A tear spilled down my cheek and my chin trembled. The last waves of my orgasm sparked within me, but I couldn’t let go of him. I couldn’t let go. I couldn’t walk away from this. For so long I couldn’t let go with anyone like that and then the second I showed up at this godforsaken hotel where the most unexpected and ridiculous man was waiting for me…I found myself shattering under his touch night after night. It wasn’t just sex. My heart beat for his touch, my breath waited for his scent, my mind painted his portrait behind my eyes.


  When my breath finally returned to normal, I slowly pulled back, swiping at the tear that had trickled down without my permission.


  Evan’s hands smoothed over my hair then cupped my face to keep my eyes firmly on him. My soul cried out from inside, banging on my bones to tell me to look away—to run away. I was leaving. I would leave this behind. I would leave him behind in what now could be considered hours.


  As he gave me that same soft, tender kiss that made me question myself this morning, I feared I’d have to leave a part of myself here too.


  He pulled back and pinned me with a stare that looked almost tortured. I couldn’t read him in this moment. My mind was too cloudy with the remnants of bliss and a scattering of fear. But as his brow furrowed in pain and he swallowed thickly, I thought I caught a glimpse of my own thoughts and feelings mirrored in him.


  “What the fuck were you thinking saying yes to me?” he asked, his voice breaking.


  Paralyzed by the question and the way it was delivered, my thoughts ignited a brand new inferno of fears. What if I am special to him? What if I’m not just another girl at Desire?
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  Wise Men Say


  Something so warm surrounded me that a happy little noise left me when I snuggled closer to it. All at once I registered the scent of his skin and the low rumble of his sigh as he moved, pulling me closer against his chest, where I had already buried my face. Evan was the warmth that had wrapped me up. My eyes fluttered open and I inched back to look at him.


  After the beach, we’d made our way up to his room without any more conversation and fallen asleep almost instantly. While we’d slept in the same bed multiple times, this was different. He held me. He pulled me close to him tightly, as though he didn’t want to let me go. I cursed the thought. The last thing I needed to get in my head was that Evan Weston somehow wanted me to stick around longer than this one-week hookup.


  But as he looked down at me with tired eyes and a faint smile, I couldn’t help but continue to wonder. He sucked in a sharp breath and smoothed a hand over my hair. “Can I plan something for tomorrow?” he asked hoarsely.


  I gulped and licked nervously at my bottom lip. He coaxed me closer again, not waiting for my answer. His arms circled me, encasing me once more in his warm aura.


  I smiled against his bare chest. “I’m sure you already planned something, Weston, so what’s the point in asking me?” I snickered.


  He chuckled and dropped a kiss onto the top of my hair. The act made goosebumps rise along every inch of my naked body. I shut my eyes and replayed it the instant it was over.


  Evan’s deep voice vibrated against me where I lay comfortably enmeshed with him. “Goodnight, Sassy,” he said with a sleepy smile.


  ***


  I woke up to the sound of the waves crashing in the distance. Opening my eyes, I saw Evan’s room had filled with light and I wondered just how long we’d slept. When I reached for him, he wasn’t there and a ghost of a smile touched my lips thinking of the first night I’d slept in his bed. It didn’t feel like nearly a week ago. It felt like a year ago. Sitting up, I spotted a tray with two breakfast plates filled with food and two steaming cups of coffee. I was naked but the breeze felt so wonderful, I didn’t care to cover up. I picked off a bite of cinnamon roll and let it melt in my mouth. I needed to stay another week just to eat all the food I hadn’t yet had a chance to try.


  The door creaked open and I rushed back over to the bed and jumped under the sheets. Jesus, Housekeeping! Give a girl a knock!


  Evan’s laugh echoed off the tiled hall that led into his room and I relaxed, letting the sheet drop with an annoyed sigh.


  “You’re fast, Sassy! Did you run track in college?” he teased, peeking around the corner.


  Shit, he looked amazing. He was wearing low slung khaki-colored linen pants, tied with a drawstring around his waist, and a dark gray t-shirt that hugged his abs so perfectly I thought I might drool if I gazed at him any longer. How did he look just as good clothed as he did naked? Aside from the shocking albeit magnificent sight of his cock.


  I raked a hand through my hair and rolled my eyes at him, leaving the sheets behind brazenly and moving back to my breakfast. He let out a carnal growl and I shot him a suggestive look.


  “Where were you?” I asked.


  He held up a small folded stack of clothes and I squinted as soon as I recognized them. “I went to your room to get you some clothes,” he replied, setting the stack down.


  It was shorts and a tank top from my suitcase, my deodorant and toothbrush sitting neatly on top. My head jerked back a little. I opened my mouth to say something, but I couldn’t find my voice. Evan moved to me and traced the curve of my cheek, letting his finger drift from my face to my breast. My nipples hardened at the mere idea of his touch and his smile grew watching my involuntary reaction.


  “I just thought it would save us time. You were sleeping so soundly when I got up.”


  Looking up at him, I nodded. Us. He just said us.


  “Eat your breakfast. Our appointment is at 10:30,” he said, taking a seat in the sitting area of his suite where the plates of food waited.


  Appointment? Oh right, his plan. Dumbfounded, I stood gaping at him while he took a long sip of his hot coffee. Open-mouthed, wide-eyed, and naked: this was what Evan Weston had made of me over the course of six days.


  He met my stare poignantly and lifted his brows. “Sit. And eat.”


  I pulled in a sharp breath and my knees buckled beneath me just enough to leave me sitting on the other overstuffed chair opposite him. We ate in comfortable silence for a few minutes but by the time my plate was dwindling, I spoke up.


  “When do you start filming the show?” I asked.


  “A month or so. I’ll have to move from LA to New York. I talked to Harrison about it this morning and he’s already packing for me. I feel kinda bad making him figure it all out, but I’m here for another week so by the time I get home everything should be ready to go.”


  I coughed and took a gulp of coffee though it was too hot to be gulped. Another week here? My heart sank and I stood, walking toward the clothes he’d brought me, suddenly feeling too naked. Too exposed.


  “You all right?”


  “Just cold,” I lied.


  I slipped into the same bra from the day before and tugged on my shorts with nothing on underneath. Trying not to look at him from the corner of my eye, I pulled the black tank top over my head and took slow steps back to him. I didn’t know if I wanted to laugh or cry. He had played me so well. How dumb could he think I was if he thought I’d believe he would spend another week here all by himself. What? Reading by the pool? Playing Euchre with the over fifty crowd? I thought about the question he’d asked me during truth or dare. Would you care if you weren’t the last? That night I didn’t care. In fact, I’d almost taken pride in the title of “Evan Weston’s last fuck at Desire.” But I hated how much it hurt realizing it had been a lie. I hated how much it hurt that he hadn’t tried to protect me from the truth, especially after the way he’d looked at me the night before. No wonder he asked me what I was thinking coming here and saying yes to him. He was calling me a fool. That was his way of telling me what an idiot I was for going along with it.


  Evan cleared his throat but I continued to avoid his gaze. “Danielle, I want to talk to you about something…”


  My eyes lifted, but bounced immediately from his to the clock on the nightstand. “It’s 10:23, should we go?” I asked tightly.


  By the time I looked back at him, his face had fallen and his shoulders had slumped a little. He stood and nodded, a faint crooked grin pulling at his lips.


  ***


  I’d been at Desire Resort and Spa for six days and almost completely forgotten about the spa part. As Evan ushered me into the serene, open-air lobby of the spa, I was awestruck. Delicate turquoise blues and pale golds covered the space in sheer fabrics, tile flooring, and a shimmering fountain in the middle of the room in front of the reception desk.


  “We have a couples massage at 10:30. Name’s Weston,” Evan said to the woman behind the desk.


  My mouth almost fell open. I’d never had a massage in my life. Just the thought of it made my muscles loosen deliciously. I was not the kind of girl who took vacations regularly; I didn’t go to the spa or buy myself new shoes like I should. Allowing a budget for luxury had never seemed necessary. I’d rather tuck my extra money into my IRA.


  I shook my head. What twenty-four year old had thoughts like that? With the exception of the rare nights when Georgia dragged me out to a club and I inevitably ended up dragging her drunk ass home to clean her up and pour her into bed, I didn’t go out. With the exception of the rare nights when Georgia spilled margarita down my throat in effort to drown my sorrows, one of which had landed me here, I didn’t loosen up—ever.


  I did my job and made dinner and watched mindless television and spent hours wringing my hands with worry about the next time my boyfriend would try to have sex with me. I was no fun. I was boring and stiff and I could count the number of times I’d had a good laugh in the last month and they’d all been with Evan. He kept calling me sassy but at home I was anything but that. I hadn’t found my sass until Evan stumbled out of the shadows and got the brunt of my frustration for the fact that I’d even shown up here.


  A quiet scoff fell from my lips. Knowing he was fooling me didn’t change the fact that I was happy I’d met him. Happy I’d taken this trip. I wasn’t the girl Stephen Molaski deflowered. I wasn’t the girl Kyle Jensen tried to woo. I wasn’t the girl who booked this trip. I wasn’t the girl who boarded the plane.


  I was suddenly and irrevocably myself. Evan had found the me inside me. Evan made me comfortable, just like Georgia said. He fucked me and he made me laugh and he picked out my meals. He said my name like it was the most precious word in the world. He made me come with an expertise I didn’t think possible. Evan held me and he danced with me and he teased me. He tended to me without expectation. Evan Weston, the fucking movie star, the most beautiful man I’d ever set eyes on, doted on me. At least he had…for this short time. He’d given me exactly what I needed, except none of it was new to him.


  I was different than the girl I’d been before, but I was the same as every other girl who’d ever fallen into bed with Evan Weston. I came here to get fucked; I didn’t expect to screw myself by falling in love.


  ***


  I was filling my lungs with cleansing breaths, trying to let the aromatherapy that wafted around the room do some good. The sweet lavender started to ease my mind but then I’d do something stupid like remember that Evan was naked under a sheet on the massage table next to me and the whole diatribe would start all over again in my head.


  You know what, brain? I’d gladly put a bullet in you to shut you up. I’m leaving, he’s staying, I know! Shut the fuck up.


  The masseuse’s warm, slick hands stroked over the rigid muscles of my shoulders and I melted. Another deep breath and a little more pressure from her and my mind would power down for sure.


  She pressed her palms fluidly up my spine, causing me to tremble slightly as I released the tension in my back. The tinkling spa music started to sound fuzzy and her hands pressed deeper.


  Deep breath and a sigh.


  She squeezed the back of my neck and it felt amazing. I was sinking into the table, loosening with her every touch.


  Deep breath and a sigh.


  Her hands smoothed to my lower back; the pressure was perfect. Years-old knots were untying and tension was leaving my body little by little.


  Deep breath and a sigh.


  Suddenly the warm touch left me and my clouded head tried to register what I heard. It sounded a little like, yes, sir, then footsteps, then a closing door. I let go of a breath when the warm touch returned, but a smile pulled at my lips when I realized they weren’t a woman’s hands. No, the strong fingers digging into my muscles were warm and lovely but also familiar. As the hands drifted around to my sides, I knew the inappropriate touch belonged to Evan.


  I bit my lip as he skimmed the sides of my breasts. I laughed huskily but didn’t move. “Did you seriously kick those two massage therapists out of here so you could fondle me?”


  He leaned down close, his breath tickling my ear. “So what if I did?”


  I rolled over and looked up at him, putting my arms above my head leisurely, giving my breasts a perfect lift. He was sliding his eyes all over me, so clearly pulling the sheet off of me in his mind.


  “How could you expect me to just lie over there, my cock trying to punch a hole through the bed, while you kept letting out those sexy little sighs?”


  The grin that spread across my face surprised me. Despite the fact that my head reeled and my thoughts raced with so many conflicting thoughts that I felt sickeningly torn, he still made me smile. The sound of his voice and the way he talked to me like he’d always known me made me happy.


  “Sit up.”


  I did as he commanded and though my smile faded, it sank into a more carnal look. My chest started to heave and I thought of all the times he’d ordered me around. His hands caressed my shoulders and I let my gaze drop to his waist to see his cock jutting out to me like an invitation.


  “Do you want to know a secret?” I whispered.


  Evan stepped closer to me, moving between my thighs as the sheet fell from my lap to the floor. His hands had begun massaging my breasts, his fingers plucking at my nipples just enough to make me gasp.


  “A secret of yours? Of course,” he replied wickedly.


  One of his hands moved down my belly toward the meeting of my thighs. I opened my legs wider to him without persuasion and he groaned the moment his fingers felt how wet I was for him.


  “I like it when you tell me what to do,” I breathed.


  Evan scraped his teeth along his plump bottom lip. He removed his hands from me and my brows knit together in the center. I hated how badly I wanted his touch. He just stared at me with some unnamable desire simmering in his eyes.


  “Get off this bed and bend over it,” he said finally.


  My lips parted and without hesitation, I hopped off the low bed slowly, turning and folding my body in half, pressing my torso into the lavender-scented sheets. His fingers returned to my pussy, slipping inside of me so unexpectedly that I cried out.


  “Stay as quiet as you can, Sassy, people are trying to meditate,” he whispered sternly in my ear.


  The feeling of his chest pressing into my back, his cock straining against the soft flesh of my ass, reminded me of our first time. The corners of my eyes stung at the memory.


  His fingers worked inside of me, pumping quickly without regard for how overwhelmed I was by the sensation. I was holding in every moan and squeak, gripping the white sheets by the fistful and biting the inside of my cheek so hard I thought I’d bleed.


  Just as his thumb brushed my clit, causing me to practically hump the edge of the massage bed in hopes of trapping his large hand there so I might pound my hips against it to come over and over, he pulled away. I sucked in a huge breath and stood up, my hips still pressed against the bed so I wouldn’t fall over.


  “You shouldn’t have told me that secret,” he said through clenched teeth. “Get back down there.” The foil packet of a condom was hanging from his mouth and when the distinct sound of the wrapper tearing echoed in my brain, I fell forward again. I shut my eyes as his hands skated from my ass to my shoulders, drawing lines up and down with his fingers then tracing figure eights seductively along the small of my back.


  I couldn’t take much more. I was pushing myself lower on the table, bending to put my pussy closer to him, begging him to take me. When his fingers walked up my spine one more time and twisted a lock of my hair, I moaned for a split second before dropping my lips to the sheets. The noise reverberated into the mattress just as he tightened his fist, pushing his cock inside me nice and slow.


  I was instantly lost to the feeling of him inside me. He fucked me slowly but it brought me to the edge quicker than any other time we’d been together. His hands gripped my hips then reached to stroke my clit. He was everywhere. He was right where I wanted him at all times and the only thing I could manage to say was the name of God in between quiet gasps.


  My belly rubbed against the bed as his body rocked me to the lullaby of his breathing. Flames licked at my lungs and I huffed with every thrust he gave me. When my consciousness started to vibrate and a shiver rolled through my body, I gave up trying to stay quiet, letting out wheezing gasps as he drove me to my explosive end.


  Evan gasped and fell against my back as he came. The delicious weight of him nearly sent me staggering through another wave of euphoria. His hot breath wisped against my earlobe and I grinned, forgetting for another moment that I wouldn’t always have his arms wrapped around me.


  “Stay another week with me,” he said against my cheek.


  I froze.


  Evan brushed my long hair over to one side and pressed his lips against my shoulder blade. I shut my eyes as unexpected tears welled. His grip on me slackened and his touch became tender. Resting his jaw against my back, his damp hair sticking to my flesh, he exhaled heavily. “I’ll pay for it. I’ll pay to change your flights. I’ll—I’ll take care of all of it. Please just stay. One more week.”


  I turned my head then shifted all the way around to face him. I didn’t have a word in my brain.


  His hazel eyes danced across my face and a vein at his temple pulsed for an instant. “I’m not ready for you to go,” he whispered. “I haven’t had enough of you.”
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  Only Fools Rush In


  There was a knock at the door and I scrambled back onto the massage bed, covering up with the sheet.


  “Mr. Weston?” one of the young ladies he’d kicked out of our service room called.


  I had a feeling he was staring at me, but I stayed face down like I had been before he’d asked them for privacy and fucked me. I didn’t doubt that the spa employees in a place like Desire had been asked to leave the room a time or two, but it was still embarrassing as hell. If only mortification was what had my head reeling.


  Another week? And that look in his eyes when I turned to see him…he was serious. Evan cleared his throat then granted the masseuses entrance. I could only hope he was back under his own sheet rather than still staring down at me, showing off all his glory.


  When the soft, warm hands of the masseuse touched my back, I flinched. With his proposition still echoing in my head, I knew there was no way I’d be able to relax.


  ***


  Silence can be so comforting. Sometimes after a long day at work talking on the phone, having meetings, and keeping up my permasmile, silence is all I want. But the kind of silence that was hanging between Evan and me as we put our clothes back on in the massage room, a room that now felt claustrophobic, was agonizing.


  He tugged his shirt over his head, mussing his hair back in place after he did. “Are you going to say something?” he blurted.


  I met his eyes and clenched my jaw. “I need a shower. I’m going to my room,” I said, flinging the door open. I could hear him huffing behind me as I walked down the dim, eerily calm hallway back toward the reception area. I breezed past the front desk and headed to cross the courtyard to the elevators without looking back at him.


  “Danielle,” Evan called out, finally clear of the quiet spa atmosphere.


  My name coming out of his mouth did something to me that I hated and loved all at once. It was this icy-heat that churned from my throat to my sex, pain and pleasure all coiled in one reactive feeling. I didn’t turn around, I just kept moving. My path suddenly changed when I saw Cheryl’s familiar blonde hair in the distance. Turning toward the lobby, he finally caught up to me and snatched my wrist like he had the day he chased me down after breakfast. Only this time I didn’t know how much fight I had in me. I didn’t know if I’d be able to shoot him down once I saw that face.


  “Danielle,” he said again, defeated.


  I spun on my heels and our eyes met. That horrible happiness filled me for a split second before my voice returned.


  “Why would you ask me that?” I spat.


  “Because I want you to stay.”


  Shaking my head before he’d even finished his statement, I raised my hands out to him. “No. Please don’t do that. Please don’t…” Give me hope. I could always count on my thoughts to finish what my mouth refused to say.


  “Why? What’s so crazy about me wanting more time with you?” Evan asked.


  My head fell to one side and I shot daggers at him. “Do you really have to ask that, Evan Weston?”


  His face twisted and he scoffed at me. “For real? You’re going to act like you care that I’m fucking famous? That’s total bullshit. Do you know how different you are from every other girl I meet? Sure, you’d seen my movies and maybe you thought I was hot but… Danielle, you’ve never asked me about my famous friends, or my bank account, or how big my house is. If you think I’m buying the fact that you’re resisting because I’m Evan Weston, then you must think I’m stupid. I’m just me…if you believed we were two regular people who made our deal, had fun, and maybe started to like each other, wouldn’t you stay?”


  My throat worked to swallow the lump that was forming. He was right. I’d lost sight of the fact that he was the man on the screen almost immediately, but only because he’d made it all so easy to forget. He made me forget what it was like to be timid. He made me forget that I’d booked this trip not only to get laid but also to nurse what I thought at the time was a broken heart. Kyle was a drop in the bucket compared to the tidal wave of Evan. He’d managed to make me forget I was the boring girl who mothered her friends and was content to be unfulfilled. But this was vacation. Life wasn’t midnight meals and walks on the beach, dancing and street market browsing, fucking until dawn and spa treatments. It wasn’t my life, anyway.


  “There’s a problem with that question,” I said. “I wouldn’t have made the deal with a regular guy.”


  Evan’s eyes narrowed fiercely and my stomach knotted.


  “I know if you hadn’t been here, I would’ve spent my week getting a tan, sleeping in, and maybe having nightly cocktails with Ted and Cheryl. You were the perfect person to be here because once it was all said and done, it would have all just been a dream.” My voice broke and I cursed the tears welling up in my eyes. “This isn’t reality. Having a week-long fling with a celebrity on the most beautiful beach I could ever imagine… I’ve had fun and I’ve surprised myself and you’ve made me feel…” I sucked in a breath and wiped the tears that had spilled down my cheeks. “But this isn’t real,” I whispered.


  Evan shook his head and my thoughts swam out of control. “You lie to yourself a lot, Danielle. You were lying to yourself about why you couldn’t have sex with your boyfriend. Your anxiety isn’t about sex, it’s about intimacy. You must not have had strong enough feelings for them to ever want to sleep with them. That’s what stressed you out. So the fact that we’ve never had a problem makes what you just said a big fucking lie. Because this,” he said, gesturing between us, “this is real.”


  I inhaled sharply again and wished I could move my feet.


  “Hey, you two! I’m so glad we spotted you! We’re headed out,” Cheryl chirped as she and Ted and their rolling suitcases planted themselves between us.


  Evan’s eyes hadn’t left mine, his declaration was ringing in my ears, when he suddenly looked down, fishing his vibrating phone from his pocket. “Shit,” he breathed. He glanced up at me then gave Ted and Cheryl an apologetic smile, holding up one finger as he answered the call and stepped away. With the weight of his stare off of me I slumped and exhaled heavily.


  “He—he just got this big part, so…” I tried to explain, but my voice was cracking again and as soon as Cheryl put her hand on my forearm, I looked at her and bit my lip.


  “Babydoll? What’s the matter?” she asked carefully.


  “He asked me to stay,” I blurted. “He asked me to stay and I don’t know what to do.”


  She stared at me for a second before she opened her mouth, snapped it shut, then finally spoke. “Well…can you stay?”


  I dragged a hand through my hair and glanced back at Evan standing far in the distance, talking on the phone. His eyes met mine as though he felt me staring at him and the tortured smile that hit his lips nearly killed me. Could I stay? If Cheryl was asking about whether or not I could take another week off of work and leave my regular life to sit lonely for a little while longer, then the answer was yes. In my three years at my company, I hadn’t even taken a sick day. My boss practically shoved me out the door when I told her I was taking vacation time. I’d need to find someone to cover some of my meetings and maybe do a little work from my room, but I could swing it.


  “Yeah, I guess,” I answered. “I think I could work it out with my boss to take some more time off.” I looked down at my feet, willing myself not to cry. “I just don’t…I don’t know.”


  She grabbed my hand and pulled me toward an empty bench in the courtyard just outside the lobby. I sat down beside her and kept flicking my gaze to Evan, who was doing the same to me. His eyes felt so good on me. He felt good on me.


  “So what’s the problem then, hon? If you can stay, stay!”


  My throat abruptly tightened and water filled the lower rim of my eyes. I knew Cheryl could see the way my nose was reddening and how I pinched my lips tightly together to keep from crying. She stroked my arm and Ted perched himself on the top of their large rolling suitcase beside her, deep concern on his face.


  “Sugar…” she said sweetly.


  I knew my voice would break. I knew my heart was on my sleeve in front of her, but I needed advice. “Cheryl, he sent me to the moon,” I whispered.


  She gasped and her tender hand squeezed me briefly.


  “He sent me past it,” I added, hanging my head as a tear fell. I quickly wiped the moisture away and held my head back up. Evan was still near enough to see me and I didn’t want him to see me crying.


  “Then stay,” Cheryl said resolutely.


  I gaped at her.


  “Did I ever tell you what happened that day he found you in the breakfast line?” she asked.


  My brows knit neatly together and I shook my head.


  Her mouth turned up in a weak half-smile and she pushed her sunglasses on top of her head so I could see her sweet brown eyes. “We saw you storm off and I watched him for a second. I figured a guy like him would take getting blown off in stride. I expected him to stand up with some cocky laugh and hop over to the next table of girls to ask them to bed. But he sat at your table, looking behind him every few minutes like you might come back to him, and then he just put his head in his hands. So I went over to him and I asked him what he’d said to you and, God love him, he told me.” She laughed. “He told me he’d asked you to go up to his room and…eff. And then he said he wished he wouldn’t have said that. I wasn’t planning on telling him your business, sweetie, but I saw devastation in that boy’s face. He looked like he’d just made the biggest mistake of his life. Like all hope was lost. I told him the bare bones of what you’d told us earlier and I said to him, ‘She’s not like those Hollywood girls. If you want her, you’ll have to work for it.’”


  Another tear had rolled down my cheek listening to her story. I never imagined Evan was anything more than blue-balled when I walked away from him that morning. But then again, I would’ve never imagined he would be the one I chose. As if there was anyone else. Cheryl was like my fucking fairy godmother. I didn’t know if her words had been what made him run after me like he had my shoe in his hand, but without them he might’ve just wandered back to the bar—or worse, into the bed of another more easily attained guest.


  “I think you should stay,” she said softly, giving my hand a squeeze. “There’s more to him. He wasn’t just inviting you to screw around, Danielle. Maybe it sounded that way, and heck, maybe those were his exact words, but the look on his face when you walked away from him told me that wasn’t what he was looking for in you.”


  “But…if the thought of leaving him now hurts this much, won’t it just hurt more in a week? If I have more time to…” I couldn’t say the rest. I couldn’t say, “If I have more time to fall in love with him, won’t it just kill me?”


  “The way I see it, it’s one more week to find out how you feel or a lifetime of never knowing,” Cheryl replied.


  My lips rubbed together, stifling the imminent tingle of fresh tears that stung my eyes and nose. I glanced back at Evan and felt my heart seize when he smiled, looking nowhere in particular. This was some cruel joke. I’d had months with Kyle, dating and wrestling with my feelings, trying to open my heart—and legs—to him. Evan had me in days. He had me the moment he took those stupid sunglasses off and kissed me without asking.


  “That’s terrible advice,” Ted said.


  Cheryl and I both whipped our heads around to stare at him.


  “Ted!” Cheryl sneered.


  He stood from his seat on the suitcase and scrubbed his hand down his face as though the entire conversation had exhausted him. “I’m sorry, honey, but you’re not helping this girl.”


  Cheryl popped up and stamped her hands on her hips to look up at her husband. “You were there that morning, you saw his face!”


  Ted shook his head. “Yeah, he looked crushed. But we don’t know everything that’s happened between them and it ain’t our business, Cher.”


  She sighed at him then turned to me with her ever-sweet smile. “He’s right. You have to decide on your own, babydoll. You can listen to your head or your heart or the fire in your loins, you can make a list of pros and cons or toss a coin, but it’s gotta be yours. You decided to come here; you have to decide whether or not to stay.”


  I suddenly felt the recent past pulling me into a memory of the drunken night when I booked my trip. My head reeled as the memory sucked me out of the present.


  “You should go there,” Georgia had said. “It’s like Hedonism. It’s a place to go and hook up. Adults only, all-inclusive. Even if nothing happens, it’d be a getaway and seriously, look at that beach.”


  I’d taken another shot and started flipping through the photos. Every picture had a sexy, happy couple in it. They didn’t look like strangers who had met to hook up. They looked like people who had found each other.


  “What if I meet someone?” I asked Georgia, slurring my words.


  “That’d be great! You can cash in the V-card all over again and come back ready to spread ‘em for your next guy,” Georgia replied crudely.


  “I mean, what if I meet someone and I like him?”


  The idea started swirling in my head as I continued to scan the photos and then the room rates. I wanted the smile those women in the pictures had. It wasn’t the beach that made them beam like that. It was something more. Their skin glowed and their eyes lit up because they had something burning inside of them. A blaze of passion and enchantment fueled by affection that I’d never felt.


  Georgia cocked her head to the side and a slow grin spread across her ruby lips. “Sweetie, I know you’re a little green when it comes to this stuff, but a guy who goes to a place like that only wants one thing.”


  I swallowed the tequila-flavored bile that jumped into the back of my throat at her solid assertion. I nodded and tried to shove the idea to the furthest corner of my heart and mind. What I needed was to go have sex and reboot myself for the kind of guy I could find at home. There would be so much waiting for me when I came home a new woman—I didn’t need to consider meeting someone at Desire for anything other than a good lay.


  “Fuck it, get my credit card,” I said and Georgia squealed, bouncing off the couch to grab my purse.


  I sucked in a ragged breath. I’d barely remembered those words exchanged with Georgia. Those thoughts were the real reason I lingered on that website long enough to boldly—fucking idiotically—book my trip.


  I didn’t know what Evan really wanted from me. I didn’t know what good could possibly come from me staying another week. I didn’t know what good would come from going home, either. All I knew, as Cheryl and Ted’s eyes drifted away from me and off to the side, was that it had never really been about sex.


  I followed their gazes and lost my heartbeat for a moment when I saw him standing beside me. The corner of his mouth twitched up slightly.


  “What do you say, Sassy?” Evan asked.


  Looking up at Evan, a surplus of questions ran through my mind and only one of them had a clear answer.
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