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Quentin & Jana






Jana Sutton needed a fresh start. She had a new job, and she was a renting a suite at a house that could only be described as paradise. A decision to attend Happy Hour led to a Vesper Martini and a personal invite from Quentin King. He was an inked, attractive photographer, and his charming personality prompted intimate conversation. They exchanged numbers, and Jana was surprised at the house the next day while in a comprising position. She was shocked to find out that Quentin lived in house. Jana will   attempt to co-exist under the same roof with intense chemistry between them. 

Quentin King was away on an extended photo shoot. A hotel was always a pit stop on his first evening back. Jana Sutton was in the lounge for Happy Hour. They talked over drinks. Quentin left his number and then he found out the raven-haired beauty had ties to   his cousin, Sophie. Quentin came home to a topless Jana by his pool. His living arrangements changed without him knowing. Sophie definitely had explaining to do. Quentin and Jana were making their situation work when a shameful secret comes out. Quentin’s reaction will prove his intentions.

 








  
  

Chapter One 


Jana Sutton 





Tampa, Florida 


My focus was on the laptop screen. I finished the note in the resolved status section and then clicked save. Hunter Allen’s identification badge swayed on my left. I ignored it and kept waiting. Finally an auto message was sent to the employee. Hunter was still standing near my cubicle. He was attractive with a playful charm. He never flirted with me, but he would keep asking until I gave in. 

Hunter leaned against the cubicle across from mine. “Jana, you’re always chained to your desk.”

“You’re not wrong. I need downtime, and thanks for thinking of me. Really, but no thank you. I’m reserving the same answer for future invites, and I’m smiling too because it’s not about you. It’s a personal preference.” 

Hunter laughed, “I didn’t think it was me, not for a second. What should I tell our co-workers? Jana is not available for drinks in the foreseeable future. Is that it?” 

“Yes or use whatever works,” I returned my attention back to my screen. “Have a great time.”

Hunter laughed, “Thanks. If your reserved no ever returns to a maybe, please say so. You’re always invited.” 

Claire’s voice was close. “Jana might reconsider if you sent her flowers. Did you try that?” 

I inwardly groaned and swiveled in my chair to stop their exchange. Too late. Claire had his attention.

Hunter’s response was sincere. “Hi Claire.” 

She ignored him, “Will you be ready soon?”

“Yes. I want to check my schedule and then I’ll be finished.” I said while hoping things wouldn’t escalate. 

There was lingering tension. 

Finally, Claire walked past. “I’ll wait outside.” 

Hunter spoke to Claire, “Have a good night.” 

She didn’t say anything. Hunter had this tender look on his face. Longing. Was he in love with her?

Hunter chuckled and then shook his head, “And Claire just flipped me off. Interesting. Well, have a good one.” 

“Thanks, you too.” I replied and checked for my three-day weekend. 

Our company’s hours of operation were twenty hours, seven days a week, so I was working the craziest shifts. My schedule would be changing soon. It would be so great to work from the home I was currently staying in. 

Sophie really helped out because living out of my suitcases was terrible. I wanted to find a place in the same area at the right price. Wishful thinking, probably. 

I juggled my laptop case, docking station, and purse in the hall. My plan was to relax for the weekend and then deal with selling my house. It had been a whirlwind of nonstop things since moving to Tampa. 

My life wasn’t settled, but it would get there.

Everything was balanced in the elevator, well, not really. A struggle happened crossing the lobby, but I pushed through the glass doors. Balmy air was all around, but Claire was waiting. It didn’t take long to pack her car. 

We were on our way to a lavish hotel. The drink list was highly recommended. First, a little fix up. I checked my reflection in a visor mirror. My makeup was fine. A few buttons on my blouse were undone, and my hair was unpinned. Claire glanced at me. “Yes. It’s about time you let your gorgeous mane free. Men will go wild over you.”

I blushed, “Oh please. They’ll be too focused on you.”    

She laughed, “Hopefully, we’ll get decent conversation and maybe a phone number or two.” 

Claire parked in the hotel’s garage. We crossed the level to the elevator. Claire ran her hand through her honey-blonde hair. “Thanks for hanging out.”   

I smiled, “You’re welcome. I needed a change of pace.”   

“You’re only here to keep me company,” she teased me. “You would rather relax at home. I get it.” 

Claire was the Manager of Client Services. We were introduced my first day at work and then became friends.

Claire met Sophie at the house one weekend. Dinner and margaritas led to girl talk and a fun sleepover. We were all inseparable. I had my family and a few loyal people back in Delaware, but I wasn’t the kind of woman to remain friends with people who gossiped about my personal life. 

No way. I am so much better without them. 

We left the elevator and crossed an extravagant lobby to the lounge. Happy Hour was in full swing. Claire went to a vacant table. I eased onto the plush seat, “I like it here.”  

She smiled. “I’m glad. So, I’m having a wine spritzer. What will you have?” 

“A Vesper Martini.” 

“Oh, that’s a great way to start the weekend.” Claire took cash from her purse and went to the bar. 










  
  

Chapter Two


Jana





People were flirting and mingling. A conversational hum was happening too. An occasional loud squeal or laugh would break up the low ambience. A guy came to ask if the seat next to me was taken. It was, but I politely smiled while saying so. He shrugged and left like it was whatever. 

I laughed at that because, well, wow. I didn’t know what my response should’ve been. Something different, maybe.

Claire was getting our drinks. A guy at the bar was interested in her. They exchanged words and then she came back. “Thanks,” I tried my martini. “Oh, it’s perfect.”  

Claire sipped her wine spritzer, “I need to hang out here more because they know how to mix drinks.” 

“So, a guy came by when you were at the bar,” I explained what happened and then laughed again. 

“I’m definitely out of practice, but he didn’t ask if I was with someone. Maybe I would’ve answered differently.” 

“You would’ve said yes. His reaction probably would’ve been the same. Is he still here?” 

I looked around, and it took a few seconds to find him. 

I described his clothes. Claire glanced in his direction, and the guy chose that moment to look at our table. His brilliant smile was quite different from his cold shoulder earlier. I shook my head, “No. He shouldn’t try it now.” 

 He looked away, embarrassed. 

Claire laughed, “He figured you were on a date. Now, he knows you’re not, but he didn’t expect to be rejected.”

I sighed, “He shouldn’t be surprised. We don’t have chemistry. What did the guy at the bar say?” 

“He complimented me. It wasn’t polite but not overly aggressive either, but I noticed his wedding band.” Claire shook her head. “He was still looking for conversation.” 

“Craziness. Attached men are the biggest flirts.”

“I know. I asked if his wife knew he liked to be in the company of other beautiful women,” Claire sipped her spritzer. “He seemed less interested after my question.” 

“Maybe it gave him perspective.” 

Claire motioned to the bar, “The hell it did.”  

The guy was in a heated conversation with another woman. She didn’t play it cool like Claire had. 

We sipped and watched the low-key drama. The woman snatched up her drinks and then shot a dirty look at him. He tried it again with another woman a few minutes later. 

I shook my head, “I’m speechless. Wow.”  

“I know,” Claire released a frustrated sigh. “I can’t complain or say that honest single men aren’t around. I just always fall for the wrong type.” 

“I understand. So, I’m going to ask you something.” 

Claire laughed, “Thanks for the warning.” 

“You’re welcome because it’s personal. What happened between you and Hunter? He seems to care about you.” 

“Hunter is interested in most of the women we work with,” Claire replied right away, but she was feeling something about him. 

“You’re upset from my mentioning him. Claire, you can be honest. I won’t judge you.” 

She sighed, “Okay. The truth. I had a crush on Hunter for the longest time, but I never acted on it. My reason for it makes sense if only to me. Hunter has been with the company for a few years now, but I had a fling with my boss in the past. I ended our thing, and he eliminated my position. Humiliation didn’t begin to describe it. I didn’t fight it. The severance pay was decent, but I was being let go for not wanting to be with him anymore.” 

“I’m sorry you went through that.” 

Claire smiled, “Don’t be. I’ve made my choices.” 

“Right. I know how it feels to trust the wrong man.” 

Claire probably sensed that my mood shifted because she grabbed my hand. “Don’t ever think the bullshit from my decision could compare to what you’ve been through.”

“I know, and I appreciate it, but your story would have been comforting. You could’ve talked about it. You didn’t have to keep it to yourself, and I’ll be much stronger when everything is finished.” 

I smiled with my heart aching, but Claire looked relaxed, so that’s what mattered most. She kept talking, “Okay, so back to Hunter. One day I had the worst luck. There were meetings and issue after issue. My laptop went haywire. Hunter came to help. He wasn’t assigned to my tickets in the past, so I was surprised to see him in person. Hunter fixed the problem. He called to follow up the next day, and I was tempted to say such inappropriate things.”

“You hardly behave yourself now.” 

Claire blushed, “I’m not being mean on purpose.” 

“So try not to be.” 

“Professionally, I should. Personally, I don’t want to.” 

“Thanks for being honest. What happened next?” 

“Hunter had flowers delivered with a request to meet for lunch. The restaurant was in the business district. I walked from the office. Hunter was with someone. She pulled him close, kissed his cheek, and left the table. 

I stared at Claire, “I hope you went in there.”  

“I planned to until the server stopped by his table. She was flirting with him. I wasn’t sure if Hunter sent flowers as a joke, or if he double-booked lunch. I was already embarrassed and didn’t want to be humiliated in public, so I went back to the office. Hunter called my extension that afternoon. I didn’t answer. I needed to think about the situation, but I called the following day. I thanked Hunter for the flowers and ended the conversation.”

I was confused. “Why didn’t you mention anything?” 

“Hunter’s with someone every time I see him. A woman always needs this or that. In the elevator with him, forget it. More women are always laughing and giggling. Lunchtimes and after work drinks are out too. Hunter is in demand. It’s best to ignore him.” 

“It’s not. Claire, that won’t fix anything.”

“You’re right. It won’t, but I can’t have another office romance. I won’t put myself in a position where my job is on the line because I learned from my mistake, well, I didn’t because I wanted Hunter, but I’m learning now.” 

“Okay,” I carefully chose my words. “I understand not wanting to repeat past mistakes, but Hunter isn’t your boss. And you did give him the middle finger earlier.” 

Claire groaned, “Right. I did. I was being immature, but I don’t want his attention.”  

I teased her a little, “You’re lying. You do want it.” 

Claire hesitated, “Okay. I do want attention and I want Hunter too, but there are red flags everywhere.” 

“Hunter is charming. Women are attracted to him, but that doesn’t mean he couldn’t be with one woman. Claire, he looked so hurt earlier. He wants your attention.”

Claire was in denial. “The flowers and lunch happened a while ago. Why didn’t he say anything?” 

“You feel uncomfortable whenever he’s around. Hunter can’t approach you because it’ll look like he’s harassing you. I’m not taking his side, but no good will come from what you keep doing.” 

Claire nodded, “You’re right. Thanks for being honest about it. Well, the truth hurts. It’s doing a number on me right now. I have a lot to think about this weekend. Enough of my drama. When do you start your new shift?”  

“Next week. Hopefully, I’ll be added to on-call too.”

“More money. I get it, but don’t burn out,” Claire glanced at me. “Seriously, always make time for you.” 

“I will,” I sipped my Vesper Martini and kept chatting. I laughed so much. It felt really good to have a night out. 










  
  

Chapter Three 


Quentin King 





Being in the hotel lounge was about decompressing. It was my overnight stay after a flight in. Drinks and one more night in a strange bed. It was a wise choice because I didn’t want to go home while my cousin’s friends were still hanging out. A text was sent to Sophie. She was warned about my being there tomorrow around noon. 

I kissed Angela’s cheek and then relaxed on a stool. She leaned on the bar. “Hey Que. How was the photo shoot?” 

“Exhausting.” 

Angela laughed, “Like taking pictures of beautiful, barely dressed women is so terrible. You had the time of your life. Always do. Do you want your usual?” 

“Please. Make it a double.” 

“Damn, okay, maybe the flight in was a little rough,” Angela placed a napkin on the bar and then set a double of handmade Kentucky bourbon on it. “I let Gavin know you’re here. He would’ve been pissed if I didn’t.” 

Gavin was my best friend. He moved to Tampa for law school. I came to visit and decided to stay. I didn’t mind rain or hot climates. Gavin still thought I was insane to give up the West Coast for Tampa. Travel worked for boredom. Beach life was great, coast to coast. 

We were out drinking when Gavin met Angela. He fell in love the second their eyes locked. Gavin solemnly said he would marry her. I didn’t doubt it. No one could. Gavin was successful, and Angela didn’t have to be anyone but her. She kept Gavin in line. Angela was good for him. 

My bourbon went down nice. I took a look around and then my gaze landed on her. She wasn’t fully in view, but her profile offered subtle hints of more. She was talking with her friend, and her jet-black hair fell in midnight layers to her shoulders. My eyes traced her neck and then lower to the hint of skin where her shirt was unbuttoned. The thin material didn’t hide the outline of her firm breasts. She laughed and sipped her martini. 

Minutes passed and then she looked in my direction. 

I have seen beautiful women from all over the world, but I was drawn to her. I held her gaze, so her almond-shaped eyes widened in curiosity, and her full lashes fluttered before she broke our connection. 

Was she blushing? 

She seemed delicate. It was an attractive quality.

I asked Angela what the raven-haired beauty and her friend were drinking. 

Angela glanced at their table. “The friend went light. Your girl has a Vesper Martini.”  

Her drink choice was a combination of Gin, Vodka, and Lillet Blanc, dirty. Damn if I didn’t want her more for it.

“Transfer their tab to mine.”    

Angela grabbed drink markers and stopped to pull cash from the register. She motioned for the other bartender to cover. Angela went to their table with the markers. She gave the money back to Beautiful’s friend and pointed at me. The women looked in my direction. I raised my drink in response. I wasn’t the kind to insist on attention after paying for drinks. Beauty knew she was being admired. 

My phone vibrated. I glanced at it. Sophie texted to find out if everything was alright. Her rambling message listed reasons. All valid because I wasn’t supposed to be home for another three weeks. I laughed. Sophie did something. 

My cousin had a great job, and she didn’t get into trouble, so whatever Sophie did wouldn’t piss me off that much. She would be more upset if I was disappointed in her. I felt that once when her friends were staying at the house. 

They fucked around and broke a vase in the living room. Sophie knew how expensive it was. She was crying her eyes out while promising to pay in installments. I agreed, and Sophie gave up half her paycheck until the vase was paid off. I was so damn proud of her dedication. I returned her money. Sophie cried again. She promised to not let anyone act like an asshole in the house.

Eh, it wouldn’t be that bad. Sophie kept her promises.

Angela returned to the bar. She reached for my glass, “Que, you’re wanted at the lady’s table.” 

I glanced in her direction. She was alone. I finished my drink. Angela took the empty glass, “I’ll bring another round.” She flashed a warning glance as if I didn’t know how to act in the presence of a beautiful woman. 

I chuckled and went to the table. 

Beautiful smiled, and her pretty brown eyes were magnetic. 

I waited to sit, “Thanks for the invite. Quentin King.” 

“Please sit with me. Thanks for the drinks. I’m Jana Sutton,” she went back to sipping her martini. “Are you in Tampa for business or pleasure?” her voice was soft, and I could imagine how good she would sound intimately. 

My smile came easy, “I live here, but I’m originally from California. What about you?”  

“I’m from Delaware,” she answered, but there was a slight hesitation. “I moved here after being hired for a position in an IT department.” 

Jana didn’t seem comfortable talking about her job. I didn’t have a problem changing the subject.

“It’s good you know a lot about computers.”

“Why?” she stared at me, and her full pout was too damn tempting. Jana was waiting for my answer. 

I was honest, “Because I’m the kind of guy that’ll restart and shake the hell out of it. My methods aren’t the best.”  

Her laughter sounded light and sweet, “Oh no, Quentin, you’re an IT person’s worst nightmare. You probably don’t listen to instructions either.” 

I chuckled, “No I don’t. My internet provider should give their techs bonuses for answering my calls.”   

Jana laughed, “Well, at least, you’re honest.” 

“I try to be.” 

She was surprised by my answer, “And what about the times when you’re not honest?”  

“I’m never not honest. It’s a problem.” 

Jana laughed more, “Oh, I can see how it would be. No lies. Ever?” 

“No. Withholding information has never been my strong suit. Feel free to ask away,” I warned her. “I’m honest. So don’t hold my answers against me.”  

“Quentin, I won’t do that. Seriously, I won’t. Not ever.” 

The sincerity in Jana’s voice touched my heart. This sweet angel was still intriguing.

 Jana didn’t mind being checked out. Her brown eyes lit more. She didn’t break eye contact either. Jana would be a different kind of trouble, and I was into it. 










  
  

Chapter Four


Quentin





Angela returned with drinks. She smiled at Jana, and I received an approving look. Angela silently warned me again not to screw up. I chuckled when she sashayed away, still shooting daggers in my direction. 

Jana sipped her martini, “Quentin, I have a question.”  

“Ask away. Thanks for giving a heads up first.” 

“You’re welcome. Why stay at this hotel? You live in the city, so it’s not making sense. At least, not to me.”  

I was amused, “How do you know I have a room?” 

“I didn’t until now,” Jana admitted. “But I doubt you would be here for Happy Hour if it wasn’t convenient.”  

I didn’t let her off the hook. “Are you blushing? You are. What do you want to say?” 

“You have a relaxed vibe. I’m stopping now.” 

“You’re not,” I signaled for her to keep going. “Jana, please say it. Your lovely voice is making my night.” 

“Thanks. Your look is attractive, well, you are, so my thought was you’re an artist, and of course, you know the bartender, so my second thought was you’re here often.” 

“I live in Tampa.”

“Right so often.” Jana kept talking. She had a cute little ramble going. I could easily pick up on our conversation wherever she decided to leave off. 

Jana took a breath, and I started talking to close the gap. “I’m a photographer. I can be artistic on some levels. Angela is my best friend’s wife. We do know one another, but not how you might have thought previously, and I do spend a night at this hotel whenever I fly back into town.”  

Jana’s delicate laugh sounded sweet. “Okay. Why?” 

“I don’t want to walk in on my cousin and her friends. It’s in my top ten of most traumatic experiences.”

Jana laughed more, “Aww, most men would love to return to a house full of pretty women, acting wild.”

“I’m sure they would. I’m not up for my cousin’s brand of crazy. It’s a storm. A terror unlike anything ever seen.” 

We laughed. I relaxed to sip my bourbon. 

Jana leaned forward to study my arms. “I like your ink.”

“Thanks. I sipped more bourbon and then folded my shirt sleeves to rest my arms on the table for her. 

Jana’s eyes swept my ink. She kept curiously taking in every detail. She sounded breathless. “Quentin, can I?”

Jana reached. S

he was asking permission to touch me. 

I smiled, “Que is fine, and yes, you may.”   

Jana set aside her martini to touch my wrists. I tried not to react, but her hands were so damn soft. Jana was fascinated with my ink. She didn’t stop tracing my tattoos. I motioned to my left arm, “This is a full sleeve and the other is a half. I also have a large one on my side.”   

“Que, the shading is incredible,” she murmured while tracing my ink with her fingers. Jana wasn’t flirting, but her touch felt intimate.

 She noticed my intense stare and moved her hands, “I’m sorry if it was too personal, but your ink is beautiful, wait, you’re a guy, I mean, it’s cool.” 

“Thanks. It’s okay to say beautiful. It’s a compliment.”  

Jana quickly nodded and then sipped her martini to keep from saying more. She looked at me and then away. 

“Are you being shy? Why? You’ve seen my ink. Cool. I see how it is. I was ready to sit here and relax under your hands all night,” I winked at her. “You have a soft touch.” 

“I’m glad you like it,” her eyes sparkled. Jana was showing how playful she could be. 

“I don’t mind being gorgeous with you either. I needed to put that out there for future flirting.” 

Jana laughed, “We can share it. That’s okay by me.”  

“Thanks for accepting. Do you have any ink?” 

“No, I don’t,” Jana shook her head and then leaned forward again, and her chest was level with the table. 

She wanted me close. I maintained eye contact and moved closer. “Are you sharing a secret? I’m listening.” 

“Well, not really,” she whispered. “I always wanted a sexy tattoo but somewhere hidden to not draw attention.” 

“Makes sense. You have a professional job. Professional atmospheres are changing these days, but if you want to reveal your sexy side after business hours, get your tattoo. Personal gratification is important.” 

“Right. I was thinking along those lines too.”  

“Ink would look incredible on your soft skin.”  

My words came out how they did. Jana responded in a way that blew my mind. She sighed like we just had sex. Damn, it came natural to her. I held back the groan that rose deep in my chest. 

“Que, will it hurt?” she asked.

Will it hurt? Well, damn. I wasn’t prepared for her question because of how she said my name, but my voice was level, “Yes, but I can recommend some great artists, and I’ll go with you if that’s what you want.”

“Okay. Thanks for being honest about the pain. I’ll let you know when I’m ready.” Jana smiled, and I wanted to ask for a kiss. “What? Why are you staring?” 

My eyes went to my drink. “I’m looking elsewhere.” 

Jana teased me. “Look at me, please.” 

My gaze was back on her. Gavin walked into the lounge. He nodded in my direction on his way to the bar. 

I didn’t want to cut my time short with Jana, but she was there with her friend too. I motioned to the bar. “My best friend is here. It was a pleasure. Enjoy your night.”

“Alright, thank you,” Jana looked so damn cute when she was disappointed. She was sipping her martini. 

I waited for her to make eye contact again.

 Jana blushed, “Oh, I didn’t say it. I hope you have a good evening.” 

I chuckled, “Thanks. Do you have a pen?”

Jana went into her purse for one. I picked up my drink, wrote my number on the napkin, and returned her pen. 

“Call me,” my smile was for her. 

I left the table. Gavin was relaxing at the bar. He shook his head, “You’ve been in town for two hours, and you’re breaking hearts already.”

I shook his hand and then laughed, “Of course, you would pretend I’m the uncivilized one.” 

“I married the woman of my dreams while you continue to run wild and travel for work you don’t need. How were the months of international photo shoots?” 

I sipped my bourbon, “It was a good time.” 

“I don’t doubt it,” Gavin chuckled. “You’re still doing overnight stays here. Go home. Your house was in pristine condition last week.”

“I appreciate you making sure the grounds and pool were taken care of. Sophie mentioned rarely seeing the crew. She plans days out to avoid noise if they’re doing major maintenance. Sophie said life is great.” 

Gavin chuckled, “It is. She remembers and leaves for whatever time they’re there. Sophie, likes when I’m with them though. I’ll never complain about relaxing poolside.”

My phone vibrated. 

I glanced at the screen. 

Hi, here’s my number. 

I was texting back when another message came through with Jana’s name and an apology for forgetting to send it. 

I looked in her direction. She smiled and then broke our connection to speak with her friend. Jana was wanted, but we didn’t have to rush into sex. There was no pressure. 

“Que, you won’t like this.” Gavin’s voice drew my attention.

 I glanced at him, “What? What’s up?” 

Gavin nodded in Jana’s direction, “She was at your house with Sophie. I didn’t recognize her right away, and you know my loving angel will kick my teeth in if I look at another woman longer than a second.” He studied Jana, “But I’m certain. She and your cousin know one another.” 

I silently cursed under my breath. 

Gavin laughed. “You didn’t know at the time. Sophie will understand.”  

“She would from my view point, but I don’t want to cause a problem between the girls,” I cursed more. “Sophie will end their friendship if it comes down to it.” 

“Eh, you two have chemistry. She’s beautiful. She seems very well put together and smart.” Gavin shrugged, “Angela likes her too, and my wife never likes anyone.”  
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