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Chapter One


          

          CAROLINA

        

      

    

    
      With a smile, I accepted the drink from the bartender. As the conference coordinator, I was on my feet all day ensuring that everything ran smoothly. Since it was the last day of the conference, most attendees had already taken a shuttle to the airport and were on their way home. I could finally relax at the resort's bar.

      A trio of women sat close to me on the bar stools.

      "All the Wilde brothers in one spot. My ovaries can't take it," one woman gushed.

      The second woman frowned. "Killian's not here. He's the famous snowboarder."

      Another woman openly counted them with her fingers. "That's the rest of them. Eli, Xander, and Oliver."

      Her hand was waving so wildly; I couldn't follow it to figure out their names. I only knew Eli, who was the resort manager I worked with when I was scheduling and planning conferences. He was always professional when I'd had to coordinate an event.

      One woman fanned herself. "They're wild and reckless. Any one of them will help you to get over your breakup."

      One brother was in a long sleeve polo with stitching that read Xander - Wilde Ski Resort Instructor. There was Eli in a suit, and a third brother—presumably Oliver—wore a button-down shirt with the top button undone, his sleeves rolled up to reveal strong forearms. His hair was dark but shorn closely to his scalp in a military style. My face flushed when his gaze lifted to meet mine.

      There was a sheet of paper on the high-top table in front of him that the brothers kept referring to, as if they kept score of their games.

      I couldn't seem to take my gaze away from Oliver. It was as if he had me transfixed.

      A slow smile spread over his face, and he winked.

      I quickly looked away, swirling the ice in my glass. I didn't want to be associated with the women next to me who clearly had too much alcohol in their quest to have a good time. I just wanted to enjoy my drink and head to my room for much-needed rest.

      The women settled their bill and proclaimed loudly they were heading to the dance club. When they left, I let out a sigh of relief. I drank my drink, content to be alone at the bar. I was used to traveling by myself, and I was adept at conveying “don't approach me” vibes to any man considering it.

      To my surprise, a hand braced on the counter next to my elbow. The scent of something spicy hit my nose a second before he leaned in. "Are you having a good time?"

      I raised my gaze to the blue eyes that had only just winked at me a few minutes ago, my heart thumping. "Yes."

      A slow smile spread over his face as his hand moved to the back of my stool. "Is there anything I can get you?"

      His family owned this place, and he was treating me just like every other guest. "I'm fine, thank you. Did you win your game?"

      Oliver chuckled, and I felt the rumble deep in my chest. "I won one and lost one. Xander's the best at pool. I have the spreadsheets to prove it."

      I turned slightly so that I was facing him, his arm making me feel like we were cocooned together against the bar. "You keep track of your games and not just for one night."

      Oliver nodded. "My brothers and I are competitive. It's the only way to keep them honest."

      There was something about the smooth tone of his voice that struck a chord deep inside me. "Who keeps track?"

      "Me. I'm the numbers guy."

      Why was that so attractive? I usually gravitated toward the athletic type, the ones who prided themselves on hitting the gym most days of the week. Given the muscles on his forearm, Oliver did the same, but he was an interesting combination of smart and athletic that had my heart racing.

      He straightened slightly so he could offer me his hand. "I'm Oliver Wilde."

      I tucked my hand into his. "Carolina."

      His eyes widened slightly as he held my hand. "That's a beautiful name."

      My body heated from his obvious admiration. "Thank you."

      He let go of my hand and tipped his head toward my almost-empty glass. "Can I get you another drink?"

      I pushed the glass away. "I think I'm going to head to my room."

      "That's too bad."

      I arched a brow. "And why's that?"

      His cheeks were tinged pink, and I wondered if he didn't pick up women at bars often. "I was hoping you'd dance with me."

      There was zero chance I was going to the lodge's dance club. I wanted nothing to do with that scene. But then he gestured toward the dance floor nearby, where a few couples swayed to the live band.

      "I don't know if that's a good idea—" I hadn't planned on talking to him or pursuing anything. I lived in Maine and only came to Colorado a few times a year.

      Oliver arched a brow. "How do you know if it's a good idea if you say no?"

      I laughed despite my reservations. He was charming. Not as outgoing as the brother that led ski lessons, but he possessed a quiet insistence that was attractive.

      He turned the stool so that my chair was facing the dance floor, holding his hand out to me. "Carolina, will you dance with me?"

      I slid off the stool, which placed me mere inches away from his body. "Okay."

      Oliver grinned as he wrapped his hand around mine and led me toward the other couples. I glanced over at the pool table, but his brothers were gone. When he found an open spot, he turned to face me, his heated gaze on me.

      He drew me in, and I hooked my wrists around his neck, bringing my body flush against his.

      He lowered his head slightly. "You feel good."

      It was a line I could imagine him delivering as he hovered over me in bed, his cock nudging my entrance. I licked my dry lips, and his gaze lingered on the movement. "Do you come here often?"

      I laughed softly at the cheesy line.

      He winced. "That didn't come out right."

      I shook my head. "No. It's okay. I organize conferences here a few times a year."

      Oliver looked at something over my head. "Ah. I believe my brother Xander has called you the hot conference girl."

      "I've worked with Eli, but I haven't met your other brothers."

      Oliver nodded. "That's good."

      I tipped my head to the side to consider him. "And why is that?"

      "Whenever a woman meets Xander first—" Oliver shrugged.

      "She falls for him?" I asked, disbelief tinging my voice.

      "They fall into bed together at least. Xander's never been serious about anyone."

      "I don't believe that." All the brothers were attractive in their own way. Maybe Xander had a way about him.

      "He has a certain kind of charm that women find irresistible even when we warn them away."

      "Do you think I would have fallen for him had I met him first?" I teased.

      His eyes flared. "But he didn't talk to you first."

      "I'm not looking for anything serious." I wasn't sure why I was dancing with him. I should have politely declined his invitation and gone to my room. That would have been the smart move. What was it about this man that had me reconsidering my no-hookups while traveling rule? It would have been so easy over the years to have a fling with any of the men who'd approached me. But I'd never seriously considered it before today.

      Oliver was the brother of a business contact. If we hooked up, it would only make things awkward. I prided myself on always being professional.

      Something passed through his eyes, but I couldn't place the emotion. "Neither am I." Then Oliver lowered his head, his breath tickling my ear. "But I want you."

      There was something about the matter-of-fact way he delivered that line. It didn't sound like a come-on, and he was unapologetic in his desire.

      "I want you too."

      Oliver's hands tightened on my waist.

      This was a terrible idea. But no one had intrigued me like Oliver. Could I have one night with him and pretend nothing had ever happened? Is that what I wanted?

      I wanted to be in a committed relationship eventually, but I figured it wouldn't happen until I expanded my business. For now, I was content traveling around the United States managing conferences.

      "Do you want to come up to my room?" I asked, my mouth suddenly very dry.

      "If you're sure," Oliver said.

      I nodded, and he interlaced his fingers with mine, leading me across the dance floor to a set of elevators I hadn't noticed before. I could have said I changed my mind, and I wasn't looking for a hookup, but I didn't. I wanted to spend more time with Oliver.

      When the elevator opened, we stepped inside, and I hit the button for the sixth floor. He never let go of my hand as the elevator ascended. The door opened with a snick, and we stepped onto the plush carpet of the hallway.

      Oliver paused in front of the open doors. "Which room is yours?"

      "This way." I led the way to my room which was the last one on the floor. Eli had ensured I'd gotten a room with a view of the mountains. I unlocked the door with my keycard, and Oliver pushed it open. He dropped my hand as he stepped deeper into the room.

      I placed my clutch on a nearby chair and kicked off my heels. The carpet felt heavenly on my aching feet.

      Oliver tucked his hands into his slacks, taking in the breathtaking views of the mountains. "This is one of the nicest rooms in the lodge." He turned to face me. "Besides the penthouse."

      "Do you do this often?" I asked, my heart fluttering. "Follow guests to their rooms?"

      Oliver shook his head. "Never."

      He said it so emphatically, I believed him. There was something about this man that was tugging on my heart strings. The only thing I knew about him was that he kept track of games with his brothers on spreadsheets, and he didn't pick up random guests and take them back to their room.

      "Why me?" I couldn't help but ask.

      My heart stuttered when he moved toward me, his gaze intent on mine. "There's just something about you I can't resist."

      He moved close, lifting his hand, hovering it in the air for a second, before he brushed a strand of hair off my forehead. "I don't allow myself many indulgences⁠—"

      The brief contact had my pulse racing. I should have been asking why that was, but the reasons didn't matter.

      "I have a feeling you don't either."

      I wondered if it was the suit I was wearing or the practical heels that gave him that impression. "I've never done this before. I work with your brother, and I don't want to cause any friction."

      Oliver's eyes heated. "The only friction will be between us."

      Sparks erupted inside me at the image his words conjured.

      He lowered his head. "Are you sure about this?"

      I licked my lips, needing him to touch me. "Yes."

      Then his mouth brushed over mine, a feather light touch. I swayed toward him, and he caught me with a hand on my hip. "I'm going to enjoy every minute of this. I don't want to rush anything.

      My heart picked up. "I thought one-night stands were quick and dirty."

      He huffed out a laugh. "You don't know me. I don't do anything half-assed." He paused, then added, "But it might get a little dirty."

      My heart squeezed at his confidence. Not something I would have anticipated after his assessment of himself as the numbers guy.

      "I want to see you," he said not making a move to remove my clothing.

      I nodded, sensing he needed my permission.

      He pulled my silky shirt from the band of my skirt, getting to work on the delicate buttons.

      There was something about this man taking his time that heightened the anticipation. I couldn't believe I was alone in my room with a virtual stranger. But something told me I could trust him. That he'd take care of me.

      My breath hitched when my shirt fell open, revealing my bra.

      "You're gorgeous." His gaze moved from the swell of my breasts to my eyes as if he needed to know I'd heard him.

      "So are you," I returned the favor, unbuttoning his shirt. When his fell open, I spread my palms over the hard planes of his chest, letting my hands explore. I pushed the shirt off his broad shoulders.

      He cupped my breasts through the lacy material, then pushed one cup down to reveal my breast. "Sexy as fuck."

      Then he dipped his head to suck my nipple into his mouth.

      My fingers curled into his hair, holding him to me. This man was so much more than what I expected. He was sexy and tender at the same time. I'd never been with anyone who'd been this confident about sex, who was determined to take his time and savor the experience. I knew without a doubt; he'd make me feel good.

      His wet mouth on my nipple was a direct line to my clit. He reached around and unhooked my bra, and I let it fall to the floor. His gaze took me in before he sucked on my other nipple until it was hard.

      I was aching for more. I fumbled with his belt buckle, shoving his pants down. The bulge beneath the thin material of his boxer briefs was impressive.

      He was so smooth about this entire encounter; it was hard to believe he'd never done this with anyone else. But at the same time, he had this quiet disposition about him. It gave me the impression that he was selective in everything he did, and if he'd chosen me, then it must mean something.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter Two


          

          OLIVER

        

      

    

    
      I hadn't been with a woman in a long time. I was a single father to my son, Joey, and I refused to lose time with him in order to take the time to date someone. Not that I didn't crave female companionship, but it just wasn't in the cards for me at the moment.

      Over the years, I could have hooked up with women who were guests at the lodge, but no one had interested me until now. I couldn't resist the pull of this woman as she sat at the bar with her sleek, shiny hair, her white silk blouse, and her tight black skirt. It was professional, but it screamed sex to me.

      I hoped I didn't come across as inexperienced. She was gorgeous and completely out of my league. I was confident she wouldn't have given Xander a second of her time. So the fact that she'd said yes to me was gratifying.

      I was usually holed up in my office, looking over numbers during the day, and fumbling around being a dad the rest of the time. I surrounded myself with family and friends and didn't have much of a social life outside of it.

      Tonight, I had Maeve, my sitter, staying overnight at the house with Joey. I intended to stay in one of the empty condos on the top floor which was reserved for family so I could have a night out with my brothers.

      Eli had suggested a game of pool, and then I'd seen Carolina. A beautiful name for a stunning woman.

      With a sexy grin, she cupped my dick through my pants.

      I bit off a curse as I grabbed her wrist. "I'm not done with you."

      She grinned; it was impish as she slowly lowered the zipper on her skirt and shimmied out of it, leaving her in black lace panties. I hadn't seen any panty lines, so she must have been wearing a thong. My hands itched to find out, but I was forcing myself to move slow. This woman deserved to be cherished.

      I wondered what it was about me that made her rethink her no hookup rule. She was sophisticated and savvy. I could easily see her engaging in selective hookups, but I believed her when she said she hadn't.

      This woman was special. I wasn't sure how I felt about it not lasting more than one night. Ever since Joey was born, I was focused on being his sole support because his mother, Tina, said she wasn't prepared to be a parent.

      My mother had taken me aside and told me to take fatherhood one minute at a time. Everything would come together. I just had to be patient.

      Seeing Carolina sitting at the bar had felt life altering. I stepped close, my hands ghosting over her sides and her hips. Finally, I cupped her bare ass. I dropped my head to her neck, groaning. "You're killing me."

      Her arms curled around my neck, pulling her body flush against mine. I relished the brush of her nipples against my chest.

      I kissed her neck, her head falling to the side to give me room. I couldn't believe she was mine for the night.

      Her nails lightly scraped my skin, sending a shiver down my spine.

      I backed her up until her legs hit the bed and she fell. I waited for her to move farther up the bed, laying on her back and letting her legs fall open. Her pussy peeked out of the thin scrap of lace, testing my control. "Are you wet for me?"

      She bit her lip, her hands cupping her breast. Then one traveled down her stomach, dipping into her panties. She moaned, her eyes falling closed. "Why don't you find out?"

      I made quick work of my briefs, remembering to snag a condom from my wallet, throwing it onto the bed next to her.

      I placed one knee on the bed, watching her work over her pussy. "I want to see you." I hooked my fingers under the straps and lowered her panties over her hips.

      She bit her lip, and spread her legs wider.

      "Put your finger inside."

      I watched transfixed while she dipped one delicate finger inside and moaned.

      "Fuck, that's hot."

      She smiled lazily. "You're a dirty talker. I like it."

      I wasn't sure I'd ever felt this way. I was barely holding onto my restraint. With Tina, there had always been a weird dynamic because she performed with a band in local bars. I suspected she'd been cheating on me the entire time. She said she preferred bad boys, and she was fond of saying I was "too nice," whatever that meant.

      For one night, I wasn't a single dad, and I sure as fuck wasn't nice. I was the kind of man who took a gorgeous woman to bed minutes after meeting her at a bar.

      The dance had been a way to see if we were compatible. If the chemistry I sensed just under the surface was real. And it was.

      "Are you going to test how wet I am?" she practically purred.

      I could see her fingers glistening, so I knew she was. But when I didn't immediately respond, she removed her fingers and lifted up to grip the base of my cock and squeeze.

      I grabbed her wrist for a second time. "You're naughty."

      "Mmm. I like the sound of that."

      I had a feeling she wasn't this free with other people. Something about me made her feel safe, like she could let go and be herself. "I want to taste you."

      A smile spread over her face. "Yes, please."

      "So polite." I hooked my arms under her thighs and lowered my body to the bed, trapping my aching cock against the comforter. I blew over her clit.

      Her hips bucked.

      I lifted my head, logging the way she bit her lip and twisted her fingers on the comforter. She was into this, into me. And there was nothing stopping me from partaking in this moment with her.

      Tonight, I wasn’t a single dad or tasked with running the accounting department of my family's ski resort. A one-night stand was reckless, but I wasn't walking away from her.

      When I finally licked her, she whimpered, her fingers reaching for purchase, but my hair was shorn close to my head.

      This moment felt far more intimate than I would have expected for someone I'd only just met. I licked and sucked, adding one finger, then two.

      Her hips lifted off the bed. I liked that she was chasing her pleasure. When she cried out, I curled my fingers over the rough patch against her wall as she went over the edge. Her body compressed around my fingers.

      As her body fell flat to the bed, I wiped my mouth on the sheet and moved up her body to grab the condom. I ripped the wrapper and smoothed the condom over my cock which was throbbing.

      Her body was flush, her eyes glazed with the aftermath of her pleasure.

      I shifted my weight so I could cup her cheek. "Caro." When her gaze settled on mine, I asked, "Do you want me?"

      When she nodded, I lowered my body so that my dick nudged her entrance. Her lips parted on a gasp as I eased inside her. I moved slowly, sensing it had been a while for both of us. My chest was nearly bursting with emotion I couldn't quite place.

      This should have been awkward, given that we didn't know each other. Instead, it felt good as if we'd always known each other on some level. My body had been waiting for her.

      I shoved those thoughts out of my head. I didn't have time for a relationship, especially not with a woman who was only in town on business. I couldn't get involved with another woman whose life was elsewhere.

      I wouldn't chase anyone or try and mold them to be what I needed. Carolina wasn't the woman I saw in my future, but she was the right one for tonight.

      When I eased all the way inside, I paused for a second, enjoying the press of her walls around my dick and the desire that shown in her eyes.

      Her hand gripped my forearm. "I need you to move."

      I groaned as I pulled out, then pushed inside. Being inside her was the closest thing I'd ever felt to heaven. It could have been because it had been so long for me, but I suspected it had something to do with her.

      She was special. This night was magical, and I wouldn't get another one. I braced my hands on either side of her head and lowered my mouth to hers. I kissed her while I moved with sure and steady thrusts.

      When she pulled away, I knew she was close. I pressed my finger on her clit, and she bucked, drawing out my own orgasm. I shuddered and finally collapsed onto her side, drawing her close to me.

      I didn't want to have to get up and move. I was exhausted from the day, the week, my life. With a groan, I let her go, heading to the bathroom to take care of the condom. I washed my hands and looked at myself in the mirror. I was still the same person—a single dad, an accountant, a Wilde brother—but I felt different, changed somehow.

      I knew without a doubt I'd never be the same. I'd always have this night to remember. When I turned off the light and returned to the bed, the moon illuminated the room.

      Carolina lifted her hand. "Stay."

      "I can stay for a little while." I didn't have to go home, but I grabbed my phone and put it on the nightstand just in case Maeve had an emergency or needed me. I was a dad first. But I could allow myself this one pleasure. I wasn't done with Carolina yet. I'd rest, then see if she was up for another round. If this was our only night, I wanted to take advantage of it.

      I held her until her breathing evened out.

      I must have fallen asleep too because when I woke up, the moon was high and the clock read three. I checked my phone to ensure there were no texts or missed calls.

      "What's wrong?”

      I rolled her onto her back. "I need you."

      "Mmm. I like the sound of that." Her voice was raspy from sleep.

      I sucked on her nipples, using my fingers to ramp her up again. When she was ready for me, I eased inside her, getting the feeling I was coming home. This entire evening felt so much bigger than anything I'd ever experienced before.

      It was too bad that she lived wherever she did, and my life was here.

      When I was fully seated inside her, she tapped on my shoulder. I flipped us so that she was on top. The moonlight illuminated her face and her gorgeous breasts. Her hair fell down around us as she moved over me, seemingly in no hurry. She gradually moved faster, her breathing coming in short pants, as she chased her release.

      I circled her swollen clit. Her movements became jerky. Her entire body pulled taut before she finally let go, her muscles trembling as she collapsed on top of me.

      I rolled us again, spreading her legs with my hands under her thighs.

      Her eyes widened as I moved with short and quick thrusts. I gave myself over to the pleasure of being inside of her. Her skin was pale in the moonlight, her eyes shiny.

      "You are gorgeous," I said, and she made a sound in the back of her throat. Was she not used to compliments? If she were mine, I would ensure that she always felt beautiful.

      She reached up to cup my cheek, a slow smile spreading over her face. "You're not so bad yourself."

      When was the last time a woman had touched me with such a tender gesture? My relationship with Tina had never been about intimacy. It was all about her and what she needed: attention, sex, adoration.

      Then when I'd needed her, she'd distanced herself, saying she wasn't cut out to be a full-time mother.

      I refocused on the here and now, which was Carolina. Her hand moved over my chest and down my body.

      I kissed her. "Don't stop touching me."

      It was a vulnerable request, one I'd never made with a woman before, but I couldn't help it. I craved her touch, the gentleness in her gaze. I moved inside her, chasing the pleasure that only she could give me.

      Carolina bit her lip, whimpering. "I think I'm going to⁠—"

      I lowered my body over hers, so that every thrust caused friction against her clit, and in no time, she was moving her hips in time with mine. The second her body jerked, I let go, the pleasure washing over me in waves.

      This time I rested my forehead on hers for a few seconds before rolling over. Then I realized my dick was sticky. "I forgot protection." I couldn't believe I'd done that after already having a child.

      "It's okay." Carolina's hand rested on my arm, and she lifted up to see my face. "I'm clean and on birth control."

      I felt lightheaded from my mistake. "I'm clean too. It's been a while for me."

      "Me too."

      She was gazing at me as if she could see into my soul.

      "I never lose control like that. I'm sorry."

      She touched my cheek. "It's okay."

      "Will you call me if there's an issue?" I couldn't bring myself to say if you're pregnant. I couldn't believe I'd been so careless.

      "I'm sure it's fine, but if it makes you feel better."

      My jaw tightened. "It does."

      "Let me clean up. Then I'll grab my phone from my purse." She carefully untangled herself from the sheets and padded across the room to the bathroom. The door closed with a soft snick, and I heard the water running. I couldn't believe I'd been so careless, especially after what happened with Tina. I'd thought she was on birth control, and she'd insisted condoms weren't necessary. I still wasn't sure if the birth control failed or if she'd lied.

      I hadn't asked because it didn't seem appropriate once she was pregnant. All that mattered was taking care of her and the baby. Then she'd abandoned me.

      When the door opened, Carolina came out, still naked. I admired the curve of her hip, the swell of her breast, as she reached for her purse, pulling out her phone.

      I held out my hand. "I'll put my number in."

      When she handed it over, I inputted my contact information. "Call me if you need anything."

      Carolina turned off the bathroom light, then climbed into bed next to me, resting her hand on my chest. "I'm sure it will be fine. I'm not worried."

      I set the phone on the nightstand.

      Carolina settled onto my shoulder, curling her body around mine.

      I wouldn't relax until I heard from her. I couldn't believe I'd been so irresponsible. I loved Joey, but the next time I had a child, I hoped to be in a loving, committed relationship. I wanted to raise a child with the mother, together. I wanted a family. My chest ached at the idea.

      My life had been filled with the responsibilities of being a single parent. But being with Carolina made me think about the future, about wanting a life to share with someone.

      Her breathing evened out, and I wondered if I needed to leave before the sun came up. I didn't want anyone to see me leaving her room. It would surely get back to my brothers, and I couldn't afford a reputation, especially not with Joey.

      I wasn't the kind of guy who had affairs with tourists, except maybe I was. But I couldn't help but think Carolina was different. She was my one indulgence. The one memory I could hold with me forever. And it felt good knowing she had my number if she needed me. I didn't need hers because this wasn't going to be an ongoing thing. I had no idea when she'd be back to run another conference, and it shouldn't matter. It was one night.

      I allowed myself to hold her for an hour. Then I slipped out from underneath her. She barely stirred. I wrote a quick note and left it by her phone.

      Caro— Thank you for an amazing night. Call me if you need anything.—Oliver.

      I debated the wording but went with what felt right. It had been an amazing night. I quietly put on my clothes, allowing myself to look at her one more time, wishing I could take a picture to remember her forever. But I'd never invade her privacy like that or put her at risk.

      I didn't need to snap a picture to remember the way she looked in the moonlight.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter Three


          

          CAROLINA

        

      

    

    
      I stretched my arms and legs, flexing my toes. My body was deliciously sore. I had a brief moment when I wondered if Oliver had stayed the night, but I sensed he was gone. I reached over to confirm, and the sheets were cold. I slowly opened my eyes.

      Waking up alone shouldn't have hurt as much as it did. I expected him to leave. The memory of my father leaving was always in the back of my mind.

      But my heart picked up when I spotted the note resting by my phone. I shifted to a seated position and reached for it. It was short and sweet, thanking me for an amazing night. I held it to my chest.

      I wasn't a sentimental person, at least not usually, but I knew I'd keep the note. I carefully folded it and tucked it into a hidden pocket in my purse. I had Oliver's number, but I knew I wouldn't use it to try and see him again.

      Last night had an enchanted quality to it, and I knew it could never be repeated. Oliver lived in Colorado, and I lived in Maine. I traveled all the time, and I had a feeling he wasn't looking for anything serious.

      It was one and done but something I could treasure forever. I'd hold onto the memory when I was alone in my bedroom. I wasn't looking for anything serious. I had to keep telling myself that as I took a shower and packed my things. Then I took a few moments to enjoy the view of the mountains one more time. I snapped a picture of our rumpled bed with the view in the background. It was something to remember him by.

      I didn't blame him for leaving. That was what we agreed to. I also didn't have any regret. For once, I'd done something reckless, but I'd felt safe with Oliver. He'd never hurt me.

      He was worried when he realized he'd forgotten the condom. I got the impression he'd had a pregnancy scare before. I respected that he'd given me his number and not the other way around. He was respecting my privacy, yet still wanted to hear from me about a possible pregnancy.

      I'd let him know when my period came. He was a good guy. A man who'd take care of his responsibilities. Or at least that was my initial impression. After what happened with my dad, I could never be too sure of anyone. It was best to keep my distance from people, to lower my expectations, and guard my heart.

      I had to go home for a few days. Then I was traveling to Florida, then Texas for more conferences. My life was on the road, not in this hotel room with Oliver, no matter how much I wished things could be different. I knew neither of us would have made a move otherwise. We had one night with no expectations and no feelings.

      Except my chest was full when I closed the door and rolled my suitcase down the hall and into the elevator. I wondered if I'd see Oliver again when I returned for another conference at the resort. It was a small hope, one I kept under wraps. I shouldn't want to see him again.

      I couldn't let myself hope for anything more than what Oliver had already given me: one night and a memory that would last a lifetime.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      In Maine, I lived with my sister, Ginny, because I was traveling most of the time. She enjoyed having a part-time roommate, and I appreciated the assistance with the mortgage. When I wasn't traveling, I worked from home to coordinate the details of the conferences I organized.

      I could live anywhere, but I'd always been close to my sister. After my father left, we became a tight family of three. As the oldest, I was protective of her.

      The Friday after my Colorado trip, Ginny came home from work, dropping her things by the door. "You're so lucky you can work from home."

      I looked up from my laptop. "I'd love to have an assistant. I have more work than I know what to do with."

      Ginny dropped into the chair next to me at our small kitchen table. "That sounds so tempting. But health insurance."

      "I think if I can get a few more conferences, I can look into carrying insurance for an employee." I made enough to cover my premiums, but I understood it was scary for her to take that leap. The pattern was that these organizations might do one or a few conferences a year. If they were happy with my services, they tended to hire me for additional commitments. I'd been slowly building my reputation over the years. So far, I'd made good progress with author and bridal events.

      Ginny touched my hand. "You don't have to worry about me. I'll be okay."

      I covered her hand with mine. "You're my little sister. I'll always worry about you."

      Ginny smiled. "How was Colorado?"

      "It's gorgeous. I wish I had time to go hiking or even spend some time outside."

      Ginny sat across from me at the table. "You should spend a few more days at these places."

      "I do spend one extra day." Because it was paid by the event coordinators. Otherwise, the cost would be on me, and I was trying to save everything I could. I always worried I wouldn't have enough. After Dad left, things were tight. And If Ginny needed me, I wanted to be able to help her.

      Ginny sighed. "I feel like you're not living your life. It's all work, work, work."

      "That's not true," I said before I could stop myself.

      Ginny narrowed her eyes on me. " Did something happen in Colorado?"

      I couldn't keep anything from my sister. "I did something a little crazy."

      Ginny rolled her eyes. "Did you finally take my advice and book a spa appointment?"

      I frowned. "I don't think they have a spa at that resort."

      Ginny tipped her head to the side, her pony tail falling over her shoulder. "Then what could you possibly have done that was crazy?"

      It was pretty sad that my sister thought me going to a spa was out of the ordinary. I was careful with my money and worked hard. There was nothing wrong with that. But I could see where she was coming from. I could use more fun in my life. "I met a guy."

      Ginny's gaze whipped to mine. "You have a rule against hooking up with anyone on these trips."

      I winced. "This is one of the owners. I work with his brother, not him, but still… It was risky."

      Ginny pulled out her phone. "Is there a picture online? Can I see what he looks like?"

      I shrugged. "I don't know. It's Wilde Ski Resort."

      Ginny pulled up the website. "There's an About page." She squealed "Jackpot. Are there a bunch of brothers?"

      I tried to remember back to that night at the bar. "Four, I think."

      "Which one is he?" Ginny turned so I could see the screen. "I mean they're all hot."

      It looked like an older couple, probably their parents, five men, and one woman. I scanned the faces until I found Oliver. "This one."

      "He's a little more buttoned-up looking than the others."

      I huffed out a laugh. "Because he's wearing a button-down?"

      Ginny considered the picture for a few seconds. "That could be it."

      "You'd be right. He's the numbers guy. He runs the financials for the business and loves spreadsheets."

      "The nerdy guy. I like it." Ginny set the phone on the table between us with the Wildes facing up. "So what happened?"

      "The conference was over, and I was getting my drink at the bar." I always did the same routine after an event. I winded down with a drink, then headed to my room to relax. "The group of women sitting next to me were drunk. They were talking about the Wilde brothers and how they'd do any one of them."

      Ginny grinned eagerly. "You decided to take their advice?"

      I shook my head. "I met his gaze across the room, and it was like we were communicating without words. The other women left, I turned my attention to the bar and my drink, and he came up to me."

      Ginny rubbed her hands together. "I love this story already."

      "I can't even recall what we talked about." I just remembered his scent because he stood so close to me. "Then he asked me to dance."

      "He asked you?" Ginny asked, disbelief tinging her voice.

      "You know me; I don't usually entertain any invitations, but there was something about him. And it seemed innocent enough. He took my hand and led me to the dance floor."

      Ginny leaned in closer. "Did you dance close?"

      "Our bodies were touching. It was nice."

      Ginny sighed. "So romantic."

      "We admitted we were attracted to each other, and we weren't looking for anything serious. Then I invited him up to my room." My heart raced just thinking about that moment.

      Ginny smacked my arm. "You go, girl. I love this side of you, taking what you want."

      "It was risky. But I felt safe with him. I can't explain it."

      Ginny smiled. "When you know, you know."

      "It was one night. It didn't mean anything." I didn't want to get her hopes up.

      She gave me a look. "Yet you're talking about it like it was something."

      "Neither of us do hookups."

      "You believe him? He works at a resort. He could be having affairs with women every night."

      "I believed when he said he doesn't indulge in things like that. He was genuine."

      "You trusted him?"

      "I did."

      She rested her elbows on the table. "How did you leave it?"

      "He slipped out in the middle of the night—" Ginny's face fell, and I continued, "But he left a note."

      A smile spread over her face. "Oh, what did the note say?"

      "He thanked me for an amazing night." The fact that we hadn't used a condom, and his request that I contact him to let him know I was okay was personal. I didn't want to share that with my sister. Plus, I'd always been the responsible sister, and I was already blowing her perception of me with the one-night-stand story.

      Ginny frowned. "That feels cliché."

      "Nothing about Oliver felt cliché. He was honest and real." It hadn't felt like two strangers; instead, it felt intimate, like we'd known each other for a long time.

      Her nose scrunched. "You like him. But you didn't ask for more."

      "That wasn't the deal, and it didn't change anything for me. I'm focused on building my business." I turned my attention to my computer screen.

      Ginny sighed. "You're impossible. You can have fun and be a successful businesswoman. You can have both."

      "It's bad enough I hooked up with the brother of one of my business contacts. I don't want to alienate his family. Not that he wanted anything more either." Something was holding Oliver back, but I didn't know what it was. We didn't have time for a heart-to-heart, and it was none of my business. But I was still curious.

      "It sounds hot and romantic. I'm proud of you. I wouldn't feel guilty at all."

      "I don't, actually."

      "The quintessential good girl doesn't feel bad about a one-night stand. I love it." Ginny got up and grabbed a soda from the fridge.

      "It was nice."

      She turned and leaned a hip against the counter. "Will you see him again the next time you're in Telluride?"

      "It won't be until November. But I don't intend for anything to happen."

      "Be open to it. Wouldn't it be nice if you could count on hot sex every time you go to Telluride?"

      It wasn't a bad idea. I thought about our night together often, and I wouldn't mind a repeat.

      That night, Ginny went out with her boyfriend and stayed overnight at his place. It only reminded me that Ginny would probably be taking that next step with her boyfriend. They'd want to move in together or even get engaged. When the time came, I wouldn't hold her back. I'd encourage her to move in with him. I just hoped she still wanted to work for me in the business. I'd built it so we'd have security.

      Just because I carried wounds from my parents split didn't mean she was subjected to the same fate. She believed in love and happily-ever-afters. I wouldn't ruin that for her. I was thankful I'd shielded her from the worst of that situation.

      I couldn't forget how my father, who was a professor, slept with one of his students and later married another one. In a weak moment, Mom admitted that it probably wasn't just the one time. Dad had a thing for his students, and she couldn't compete with younger women.

      Apparently, his kids couldn't either. I'd carry that slight with me forever. How could I trust someone to be there for me? Not to walk away when something or someone better came along. The short affair with Oliver was just what I needed. He'd given me a night to remember, and I had no illusions it would lead to anything else.

      I kept the memory of my night with Oliver close to my chest as I traveled from one city to another to the other. I was busy during the days, but at night, I let myself play back that night, remembering the tender way he touched me, the raw desire in his eyes.

      When I got my period a few weeks later, I opened Oliver's contact information on my phone, debating what to say. He was worried, so I kept it short and sweet.

      
        
          
            
              
        Carolina: You don't have to worry. I got my period.

      

      

      

      

      

      The response came a few minutes later.

      
        
          
            
              
        Oliver: Thanks for letting me know.

      

      

      

      

      

      I debated saying something else, but what was there to say? We had a one-night stand, and neither of us wanted more. He didn't want to maintain contact. He could have said something when he gave me his number or written that note. But he was clear when he said he just wanted to know if I got pregnant. He was being responsible. He hadn't given me permission to contact him for anything else, and I'd respect his wishes.

      Now there was nothing tying us together. I could let him go. I just wished it were that easy.
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