
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
 


Contents

 


Title Page

Copyright

 


Crimson Tide

Prologue

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

Chapter Ten

Chapter Eleven

Chapter Twelve

Chapter Thirteen

Epilogue

 


Acknowledgements and
Dedication

About Michelle Geel

Dear Reader

Don’t Miss These Great Titles From
Deep Desires Press


 



Crimson Tide

 


Michelle Geel


 



Copyright © 2019 by Michelle Geel

Cover design copyright © 2019 by Story
Perfect Dreamscape

 


All characters are age 18 and over.

 


This is a work of fiction. Names,
characters, business, places, events, and incidents are either
products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious
manner. Any resemblances to actual persons, living or dead, or
actual events is purely coincidental.

 


No part of this book may be used or
reproduced in any manner without written permission from the
publisher. However, brief quotations may be reproduced in the
context of reviews.

 


 


[image: tmp_2fd5c43440f544be11e1bd3fe88e48e6_VDKy3C_html_m786f72bf.jpg]

 


Published March 2019 by Deep Desires Press,
an imprint of Story Perfect Inc.

 


Deep Desires Press

PO Box 51053 Tyndall Park

Winnipeg, Manitoba R2X 3B0

Canada

 


Visit http://www.deepdesirespress.com for more scorching hot erotica and erotic romance.

 


 


WIN FREE BOOKS!

Subscribe to our email
newsletter to get notified of all our hot new releases, sales, and
giveaways! Visit deepdesirespress.com/newsletter
to sign up today!


 



Expect the unexpected.

No truer words have ever been spoken. In
fact, it’s actually a damned guarantee in itself; a promise that
life will change at the very moment when you have your guard most
down.

It’s the one supposition
which people constantly disillusion themselves with — thinking that
they can run from karma, or hide from destiny. You
can’t.

You will be found, whether you want to be or
not.

You will pay the price for your
indiscretions, whether you’d like to or not.

And when your soul mate finds you, you can
be damned sure of one thing:

You will be loved, whether you choose to
be … or even not.

 



 


 Chapter One

 


Garrison Carter swore as he lost his balance
and the large wave swallowed him, rolled him around a few times,
and then spat him out. Breaking the frothing surface, he whipped
his head, flicking his hair out of his face before he swam to his
surfboard and back beyond the breakers.

Red was on the beach again. He’d been in the
water less than an hour and this was his third wipe-out already.
The fact that he could surf just as well as he could walk, was
ample proof of exactly how much of a damned distraction she was.
Since the first time he’d noticed her two days before, it was
almost as if his subconscious was purposely on the lookout for her.
She seemed to return to the same secluded spot on the beach and,
bonus for him, she’s been alone every time.

He sat up, straddling his
board while he looked in her direction. He was too far to notice
details, but the brilliant color of her hair was enough of
a beacon so that he could see her. Narrowing his eyes, he
recollected walking closely past her at a fruit stall in the market
the afternoon before. He was still unsure at that stage whether she
was here by herself and had kept his distance. But despite hiding
behind dark sunglasses, Red absolutely slammed his breath away and
he hadn’t felt that in a long time. Considering that he was
twenty-six years
old, it was probably not saying much.
Considering how selective he was with his women, that was saying a
helluva lot.

He’d been on the island for
almost three months and the selection of available women
here was
… well, less than lackluster to say the least.
Not that he came for the women
anyway, he was here for only one. He intended to
tame Amphitrite, the goddess queen of the sea, with his surfboard
and Red was challenging his committed relationship. Thus far he had
been dominating the waves, until yesterday afternoon when she had
appeared and completely hijacked his attention.

Sliding to his stomach, Garrison smirked and
started paddling towards the beach. It was time to make his move,
he was all up for a little ménage à trois. He knew that Amphitrite
was already on board, it was now a simple matter of getting Red
there too.

 


• • •

 


Charia Brooks sighed blissfully as the sun
beat down on her. Just a few days ago she’d been in miserably cold
and wet weather and now she was lying here, her almost-virgin skin
soaking up sinfully delicious coconut oil and warmth.

God, I’ve needed this! Why the hell did I
wait this long?

Although her rental place
offered a considerable section of relatively private beach, it
didn’t have waiters carting around large coconuts filled with
delectable drinks and little umbrellas. And that’s exactly why she
was lying in an isolated spot, waiting for hers to come. She
jolted lightly and her eyes popped open as a shadow fell over her.
She was surprised to find a man, not the waiter, to her left, standing
beside her sun lounger. Scowling slightly, she lifted onto her
elbows and turned her head towards him in question.

“The sun is intense this
time of day. You should really take care to not burn.” He smiled.
“Do you have sunblock?”

Charia swallowed back a
jibing scoff. Really? What next? The old
“let-me-rub-some-lotion-and-feel-you-up” excuse?

From behind her sunglasses, she studied him.
Despite being drenched, his hair was blond, bleached almost white
from the sun. It was shaved shorter on the one side and on the
other, his fringe hung low over his right eye. As she watched, he
flicked it back, sending a spray of water flying. His eyes were
narrowed against the unforgiving sun and as his smile broadened to
a grin, deep dimples caved into his cheeks. They perfectly
accentuated the stark white of his teeth against his tanned
skin.

Oooh wow.

Regardless of the
short-sleeved wetsuit he was wearing, it was crazy obvious that he
had a great body. His muscular arms and legs betrayed that there
was more, oh, so much more to be seen that was being kept hidden.
And even as her eyes glided appreciatively, she was disappointed.
He was younger, perhaps even a tad too young, for
her at least.

“Thank you. I’ll take note
of your advice and I do have sunblock.”

Garrison stared down at Red.
She was on her back, wearing a deep emerald-colored bikini. Her
oiled and glistening milky skin seriously distracted his attention
from the conversation he was trying to carry. His eyes flowed over
her, signaling his body that they were tremendously pleased with
what they saw. Shapely long legs with pulled-up and parted
knees, and he fought his wandering mind, threatening to envision all
he could do with Red’s spread thighs. He forced his gaze past the
lower half of her body, skimmed across her uncovered midsection and
further up, they glided over firm breasts hidden beneath a scrap of
cloth.

She had beautiful, deep-pink
lips; a flawlessly contoured upper and a full, rounded lower which
begged to be sucked. With effort he restrained
his hand, resisting the overwhelming urge to remove those damned
sunglasses. The need to see whether her eyes matched the
color of her bathing suit almost bordered desperation.

And then her hair … long and curly flaming
locks, completing the image of perfection. He had a particular
liking for redheaded women; always had. He stood, mesmerized as the
sun glimmered off her curls, proving it to be a deeper shade of
red, more crimson than he’d originally thought. And in that
instant, he knew he was headed for trouble.

“Could I have your
name?”

“What, you don’t have one?”
she jibed.

He smirked at her response. He had that one
coming.

“I guess I’ll just go
with Red then.”

Charia snorted hotly. “And I guess you’ll be
promptly ignored when you do.”

Garrison stifled a laugh. Yup, she was a
true ginger, all right. She had no appreciation for the taunt and
as expected, she’d flared. It was kind of thrilling. He lifted a
hand in peace-offering.

“Look, I didn’t mean to
offend you. I actually came over to say that I think you’re
beautiful.”

Charia stared, her expression blank as she
studied him. He’d clearly intended to come rile her up for no good
reason at all and his attempt at retraction was futile, considering
he’d succeeded. She pursed her lips. He was about to find out that
she too, could play games.

“You think, you don’t know for sure?” A
cocked eyebrow challenged him, making him chuckle.

“Okay, I’ll rephrase. I know
for a fact that you’re a gorgeous woman.”

“So, you wouldn’t really
care at all whether I’m an uber-bitch then, as long as I’m
gorgeous?”

Garrison grinned in reply.
Hell, she was feisty all right; a real ball-buster. Her heated
retort excited him, as did her voice. It was velvety
smooth, and had a faint husky quality to it that had him wondering
what it would sound like when she cried out in passion.

The thought made him berate
himself. Jesus, you’re not a hormonally
overcharged teenager, Garrison. Get a fucking grip!

Yes, Red was absolutely out-of-this-world
stunning and definitely in a higher league, the exquisite, almost
unattainable kind. And if he wanted to play, he was going to have
to adjust his usual M.O. and up his game with her.

An odd pulse flowed through Charia as he
smiled down with those deep dimples, a particular weakness for her.
Sure, he was damned attractive, but she honestly didn’t have the
time, nor the inclination, to mess about with a guy who was merely
looking to score so he could boast to his buddies.

“Run along, then,” she
urged, dismissing him by lying back again. And deciding to point
out the life lesson to be learned, she added, “Perhaps if you try
looking beyond skin-deep, just maybe your come-ons will work for
you.”

From behind the safety of
her dark shades, she watched as he scrutinized her for a few
moments longer. Then, without a word, he started sauntering away.
She smirked in satisfaction.

There you go, move right along.

About sixteen feet out, he
spun around and started walking backward, beaming as he called
out to her, “Challenge accepted, Red. I’ll meet you here
tonight then, seven sharp. Don’t be late.” Then he turned and
sprinted down the beach.

Whoa … what?
Surprised, Charia lifted up again. She hadn’t been
referring to herself.

“It wasn’t a dare!”
she yelled after
him but he was already out of earshot, collecting
his surfboard from where he’d stuck it in the sand.

Cocky
bastard, she thought, bristling.
Red. She damned-well
hated that reference. After only the millionth time or so hearing
it, the novelty had most certainly worn off.

Feeling the sun about to start sinking its
teeth into her delicate skin, she reluctantly heeded his warning by
lathering up with sunblock instead of more oil. He still occupied
her thoughts as she fiercely rubbed lotion over her arms in
annoyance.

What the hell is he thinking? Does he assume
that because I’m lying here by myself, that I’m looking for a
hook-up? Maybe he was betting on an easy lay, hoping that I’d be so
desperate — or grateful — that I’d greedily spread my legs for a
hot young stud?

Shaking her head, she muttered under her
breath, “If that’s what you’re all about, you’re definitely barking
up the wrong tree here, Flash.”

The shrill laughter of teenaged girls
further down the beach distracted her and as the waiter finally
arrived with her drink, the odd encounter was soon eradicated from
her mind.

 


• • •

 


Charia eyed herself in the
mirror. She wore one of the summer dresses she’d specifically
bought for the trip. The plunging neckline was a tad lower than
she’d normally wear but all in all, she wasn’t revealing so much
cleavage that it made her feel uncomfortable. The fit was perfect;
the material clung to her curves in all the right places, aptly
accentuating her full breasts, thin waist, and wider hips. The hem
of the flaring skirt just touched her knees but her legs still
looked about a mile long. The bright floral pattern complimented
her light and flawless skin; and her hair, tickling below her
shoulder blades, blazed its color. She’d never been much of
a fashionista, but this dress made her feel damned good.

To think that there had been a time, had I
dared wear something like this…

Scowling and irritated with herself for
randomly dredging up the unwanted recollection, she shook her head
free from the thought. She collected her purse from the bed and
stalked out of her rental beach house, absconding before any
lingering memories could find root and completely ruin her
evening.

The walk to the restaurant wasn’t far and
since it was a comfortable one, she easily smiled at the people she
passed by on the street. On the one street corner, there were four
young locals drumming a catchy beat, grinning at the pretty girls
who had stopped before them and made use of the musical opportunity
to shimmy their bodies. As she passed by and rounded the building,
the restaurant appeared at the end of the street. It wasn’t the
swankiest eatery she’d ever been to, but the food was delicious,
especially when you were hungry and in no mood to cook for
yourself.

Upon arrival, Charia was advised of the
short waiting list and being in no real hurry, she added her name
and confirmed that she was happy to wait it out at the bar. The
room was not all that large but was completely packed, even all the
tables outside. The ebb of noise, consisting of chatter and
laughter flowed over her, unenticing. By choosing a stool at the
farthest possible side of the counter, her selection unobtrusively
declared her to be what she already knew she was; a loner.

She hardly slid onto the stool before the
beefy barman, with a somewhat goofy grin on his face, leaned over
and asked her order.

She chewed her bottom lip in contemplation.
“A glass of white wine, please. Semi-sweet.”

In virtual record time, the
barman placed the glass before her and she smiled her thanks as she
handed him a bill before sampling the chilled drink.

Hmmm, this is really nice. I’m certainly
having another one of these tonight.

Her mind had only just
started to veer towards the next day’s plans when a man filled
the empty barstool beside her. She continued to stare straight
ahead and relished another sip, peripherally noticing how he
continually threw quick glances at her. And when he leaned in
slightly, her gut dropped.

Oh God, he’s working up the nerve to make a
pass.

The bartender came over and after ordering a
beer, the stranger turned to Charia.

“Is there anything I can get
you, Miss…?”

Masterfully resisting the urge to roll her
eyes, she firmly shook her head.

“No, thank you. I’m waiting
for my boyfriend.”

Embarrassed at his failure,
he slunk off and she silently puffed with relief. Two sips of wine
later, her name was called for a table and she followed the waiter.
Once seated, he handed her a menu and as she opened it, he
recited the special dishes for the evening.

“I’ll need a few minutes,
thank you,” she smilingly dismissed him and watched as he left. Her
gaze lowered to a few tables over, right into that of a
seventy-something-year-old man. She was about
to nod her head in friendly greeting when his features
shifted into a somewhat inappropriate leer and it quickly dawned on
her that this is not homely Grandpa Joe. No, the grandpa over there
most likely had a back-pocket stuffed with hopeful
Viagra.

Exasperated, she swore under
her breath. WTF? Had her perfume been spiked with pheromones or something? Why
did it seem the male hormones were in overdrive tonight? So yes,
they were on an island but for God’s sake, it wasn’t as if she was
the only woman in
the damned place! Lifting the menu higher, she subsequently blocked
him from her view.

 


• • •

 


Garrison graced Red with
only ten minutes of possibly being fashionably late before he set
out to find her. When she didn’t show, he took a chance and phoned
the nearby restaurants to inquire whether she was perhaps dining
there. There were really only two worthwhile dining spots in the
surrounding area. As luck would have it, he was on a familiar,
first-name basis with the one owner and had become really good
friends with the other, whose daughter he knew. He needed only to
make reference to her hair to easily track her down.

“Yeah, she’s here,” his
friend Vellio had confirmed, his voice laced with
humor.
“So, hot redheads do it for you, huh?”

“Thanks, Vel. See you in a
few,”
he replied, ending the call on his friend’s amused
laughter.

Garrison entered through the kitchen,
finding Vellio there and shook his hand in thanks before making his
way into the dining area. He immediately saw her, sitting at the
bar with her back to him. And just as he stepped forward, a man
seated himself next to her, making Garrison balk and watch with
narrowed eyes. A minute later, an uncontested grin broke his scowl
when he heard how effortlessly she dismissed the would-be attention
seeker.

Absolutely
mesmerized by her, he could only stare as she was seated at a table and
the second the waiter left, he made his move.

“Please, tell me that men
don’t actually still fall for that lame excuse,” a voice piped up
close to Charia. A very familiar
voice.

Frowning, she dropped the
menu and found the blonde from the beach standing on the
opposite side of her table. Before she could retort, he pulled out
the other chair and took a seat. Casually dressed in board shorts
and a T-shirt, he lazily leaned into the backrest as he regarded
her with a lopsided grin; a distracting dimple cheekily
drawn in.

Agitated at his rude intrusion, Charia
narrowed her eyes at him. “And what excuse might that be?”

“The old ‘I’m waiting for my
boyfriend/fiancé/husband’ line,” he chuckled.

“Who said it’s an excuse?”
She lifted an eyebrow at him. “I could very well be waiting for
him.”

“Yeah, and if you said that,
you’d be lying.”

Charia slid the menu to the table, unsure of
how exactly to react to the overbearing and pompous, but very sexy,
asshole who, for some reason, felt so inclined to call her out.

“And how exactly, pray tell,
would you know
what’s true or not?”

“Because…” Garrison
purposely wavered, creating expectation with her for his
reply, “no man in his right mind, would dare to keep such a
beautiful woman waiting.”

Surprised at his words, she
bit back a laugh. God, that was so cheesy,
but he at least gets points for being somewhat original.

Garrison’s heart had already increased a
beat when she had looked up at him.

Fuck me. Those eyes…

He wasn’t looking into the expected green
gaze. Instead, he was met with luminous ice-blue. They were beyond
stunning and he shifted in his chair, leaning forward for a closer
look.

“You know, you strike me as
the kind of woman who is well aware that it’s rude to stand someone
up.”

Charia mirrored his
movement, leaning in ready to shoot back at him, but when she saw
his eyes, her mind went blank. She was unaware that her jaw
slightly dropped as she blinked. Yes, definitely, his eyes were
indeed different colors. The right eye was amber, like a
silky, golden brandy and his left a deep, midnight blue. She’d
never seen anything like it before and it was rather
intriguing.

“Heterochromia,” he said matter-of-factly
without breaking their stare.

Her brow furrowed and realizing that her
mouth was still gaping, she snapped it shut with a “What?”

A slow smile parted his lips, drawing his
dimples in deeply and showing off those gorgeous white teeth
again.

“My eyes. It’s a condition
called heterochromia.”

“Oh, it’s very …
perplexing.”

All of his life, he’d heard a wide array of
comments, but never this.

“That’s what comes to mind?”
he scoffed in amusement. “Perplexing?”

“Were you waiting for me to
say that they’re pretty?”

“No, but I am waiting for
you to say sorry.”

She frowned in reply.

“For standing me
up.”

She shook her head. “But I didn’t. I never
actually said yes.”

He didn’t miss a beat. “You didn’t say no
either.”

“You didn’t give me a chance
to!”

Chuckling, he shrugged his
shoulders and as she was about to decline his invitation, he said,
“You can’t say no now, it’s too late. You’re already bound
by assumption
of acceptance.”

“What the hell does that
mean?”

The waiter
materialized
next to the table and when Garrison promptly waved
him off, it left her slightly miffed. This was her table and he had absolutely no
right to plonk himself down and call the shots on her
evening. Okay, enough playtime.
The friendly little banter with surfer-guy had
been amusing, but now she was quite ready to call
time on the game and send the player home.

“So, about our
date…”

“It’s neither a
date, nor a good idea,” she interjected.

“Why?”

A man with a goatee walked
past the table and stopped in his tracks as he recognized the
uninvited guest at her table.

“Hey, Gar, we checked you out there
yesterday morning,” he intruded, slapping his palm into dimples’
opposite her. “You totally smoked that barrel, man. It was
rad.”

She leaned back into her
chair, crossing her arms over her chest as goatee-man suffered a
brief episode of verbal diarrhea, using terms she’d never in her life heard
before.

“Slade,” Garrison tried to
stop him but goatee-man was on an excited roll, waving his arms
about.

“The waves will be cranking
tomorrow, dude, so we’re going out on dawn patrol. It’ll be me,
Crispy and Freezer—”

“Slade,” Garrison exclaimed louder and the man
fell silent. “I’m in the middle of something else here.”

A pair of brown eyes
sheepishly darted over to Charia, then back at blondie before he
slapped him on the back and excused his intrusion with
a “Sorry man. Catch you later.”

Garrison nodded and as his surfing-buddy
strode away, he turned his attention back to Red. He’d normally
introduce people but despite not even knowing her name yet, he sure
as hell had no intention of hearing it at the same time as Slade.
That pleasure he’d claim as his own.

Charia lazily lifted a hand and pointed her
index finger at the exiting man.

“That would be another reason why this isn’t
a good idea.”

Confused, Garrison glanced over his shoulder
and then turned back to her with a cock of his head.

“Ripping … gnarly … barneys
… I didn’t even understand what the hell you were talking about.
It’s like you’re from another planet.”

He chortled heartily. It was a low sound
which sneaked across the table and uninvitingly settled itself at
her crotch, and enticed a molten reaction from within. She heaved
on a surprised breath, defiantly clenching her thighs at the
intrusion.

“I was here for the
conversation you’re referring to, right?” he asked, his eyes
twinkling.

“Of course, yes.”

“Good, because I missed the
part where you heard me
talk like that.”

She studied his face as she
tried to not laugh. Oh, he’s
witty.

“Touché,” she gave in as a
hint of a smile broke free. “Gar?”

“Short for Garrison.”
Offering his hand, he continued, “Carter. So, may I finally know
what the lovely lady’s name is or shall we continue with
Red?”

Her eyes narrowed before she
shook his hand. “Charia Brooks. And call me Red again if that’s the
color you’d like me to see.”

“Charia,” he repeated. He loved the sound
of it and the way her conjured name slid across on his tongue.
“Hmm, an exceptional name for an exquisite woman. Now, about our
date…”

She was still trying to resist the appeal of
those delectable dimples. Her eyes lowered to them once more and
she sighed dejectedly.

“Exactly how old are you,
Garrison Carter?”

Her question caught him unawares. Quite
frankly, he couldn’t care less and it wasn’t even an issue worth
discussing. “Does it matter?”

“Just,” she jutted out her
chin. “Indulge me.”

“Twenty-six.”

Charia swallowed.
That’s six years. Relating to numerology
it’s negligible, but in terms of
maturity…

“And I’m
thirty-two.”

His tongue wet his bottom lip before it
stretched into a grin. “That’s perfect.”

“Oh?” Her flawlessly arched
eyebrows shot up. “How so?”

“Because you’re not too
young for me.”

Although she laughed, her impending
rejection declared itself in the way she shook her head. It was
time to put jokes aside, so he leaned in towards her again,
suddenly more serious.

“Look, it’s pretty
straightforward. I’m simply asking a
very attractive woman for a few hours of her time to share a meal.
If you don’t enjoy my company tonight, I promise that you’ll never
have to see me again. Deal?”

Seeing indecision continue to play havoc
with her emotions, Garrison decided to nudge. He got up and stepped
closer, offering an outstretched hand to her.

“Shall we?”

As he gazed down at her, she
was biting the corner of her bottom lip, first eyeing his hand
before she met his stare. Her striking eyes ensnared him in a lucid
vision, having him imagine looking down into those ice-blues as
she lay
beneath him, naked and writhing in passion. The
threatening tingle in his crotch required a fast
reprimand.

Don’t start thinking like
that, Gar! Continue with this train of thought and you’re
going to sit with a very visible problem which is going to end this
night well before it’s even begun.

She wavered another second and his smile
broadened as he saw the decision in her eyes, even before she rose
from the table. It wasn’t lost on him that she hadn’t taken his
hand; nonetheless, excitement thrummed through him as he followed
her.

“My place is down this way.”
He pointed as they exited the restaurant.

Surprised, she balked. “We’re going to your
house?”

He found her wary tone endearing. A gorgeous
specimen such as her should probably take much care.

“Yes and no. We’re going to
be outside, barbequing on the beach.”

An inaudible sigh of relief
gusted as she started moving again. That was at least considerably
safer than being inside and alone
with him. She hoped.

“So, what are you doing here
on the island?”

“Vacation,” she simply
replied. A damned much-needed and long
overdue one. “You?”

“Surfing. Someone I worked
with told me that the waves here were worth every surfer’s bucket
list, so I came to test the theory.”

“And?” She
smirked.

“Oh, they’re awesome. I’m
definitely pleased that I came.” Especially now, he thought, looking over at her.

Reaching the end of the pathway, he lifted a
hand towards the beach.

“Would you mind if we went
across the sand? It’s much shorter this way.”

“Sure, but I’ll need to
remove my shoes.”

As she started to bend over,
he stopped her. “Here, let me,” he said and squatted down
before her. Charia slid a steadying hand to his shoulder and raised
her left leg. A shiver of delight pulsed through her as his warm
hand closed over the back of her lower leg, while the other slipped
the sandal from her foot. And she took a deep breath as he repeated
the motion with the other.

Garrison too was affected by their contact.
Her skin was soft and smooth to his touch and he resisted the urge
to explore. She had beautiful feet and as he retrieved her sandals,
the corner of his mouth lifted as his eye caught the glimmer of a
toe ring on her left foot.

“So, tell me more, Garrison.
What barrel did you smoke and who on earth are Crispy and
Freezer?”

She asked the question
purely to distract herself as he rose, desperately trying to ignore
the singeing imprint his touch had left behind. He was already
barefoot, so they strolled across the cooling sand and Charia
enjoyed the feel of it beneath her feet and between her toes.
Garrison proceeded to both explain the term and tell her about the
surfers he usually hung around with. Crispy was from England and
always a glowing shade of sunburn, despite relentlessly lathering
his body with sunblock; apparently a price he gladly paid in lieu
of enjoying a few good waves. Freezer was aptly named because
he was pretty ruthless, always saying and doing whatever he wanted
without conscience or consideration.

“He’s about as warm as a
refrigerator,” Gar chuckled.

Reaching the end of this stretch of beach,
coconut trees and large rocks loomed ahead and rounding it, the
utter dark startled her. When she croaked softly, Garrison found
her arm and slid his hand down until he found her fingers, then
wrapped his around it. Their fit was perfect, his grip warm and
strong and it set off little sparks, shooting directly to her
groin.

“It’s okay, I know my way
around.”

Oh, I’ll bet you do,
she mentally quipped.

This far out it was relatively deserted, the
quiet night broken only by the song of rolling waves. From close
ahead, his voice drifted back to her.

“As a matter of interest,
have I told you that my second name is Dexter?”

He felt her hand slightly jerk and delighted
laughter rippled from his throat. “I’m kidding.”

“Honestly, Garrison,” she
breathed, “a terrible joke to crack while taking a woman to your
house!”

His reply was a deep chortle and her lips
curled when he gently squeezed her hand in reassurance. As they
exited the canopy of trees, the soft moonlight illuminated the
beach and, no longer in need of leading, she pulled her hand free
from his. If Garrison felt slighted in the least, he hid it well as
he continued with easy conversation, chattering about life on the
island. In another few minutes, she glanced up towards the dunes as
they passed by her house, the porch light shimmering as a beacon in
the distance. And about another half-mile on, he steered them away
from the shore towards a cabin. Here too an outside light burned, a
necessity on this isolated part of the island.

“This is me.”

His place was very different
to hers, which was an actual house. Although Garrison’s was a
simple, wooden construction in the shape of a rectangle, it looked
relatively big from the outside and was painted mostly white, excluding the door and window frames which were a light blue.
It was unclear which came first, the sand or the veranda, but they
appeared to have come to an agreeable co-existence over the years,
the one melting into the other. He retrieved a flashlight from the
top step and, her heart in her throat, she followed him and the
beam towards a large sand dune, about forty feet away.

As they rounded it, her lips parted in
surprise. A picnic blanket was spread out and waiting, and not too
far away a small table held various items. Next to it, a pile of
wood lay neatly stacked, patiently waiting to serve its
purpose.

“You can make yourself
comfortable while I get the fire started,” he invited and Charia
did exactly that by sinking down onto the spread. The evening air
had grown a nip to it, pecking at her skin as she watched him pack
the logs and set them alight.

“I have to go and get some
things inside,” he smiled as he ambled over, then proceeded towards
the house with an “I’ll be right back.”

Staying put, Charia watched
the dancing flames, their erratic movements hypnotizing her. What
was she thinking? Yes, she had allowed herself to be swayed in
coming here under the pretext
of just having supper. And as it was, it would be
pointless to lie to herself that she wasn’t immensely attracted to
him. Irrespective, she hadn’t come to the island for romance, nor a
quick, salacious roll in the hay.

Fuck, even as desperately
as I need one! she grumbled mutely. Her
once-comfortable but brief “agreement” with John had abruptly ended
eight months ago, and not in an amicable fashion. There’d been the
odd few encounters since then and during her last liaison, about
seven weeks ago the man had disappointingly come over her thighs …
pre-penetration. Well, pretty much pre-anything. Still, it didn’t matter
that she was badly in need of a thorough pounding because sex was
the very last thing she should be thinking about. The mulling
question in her mind burned:

Then what the hell are you doing over here,
Charia?

Garrison’s return broke her
musing. He paused beside her and handed her a cold beer before
walking over to the table and placing a tray of meat down on it.
His demeanor
was relaxed and so comfortable as though they’d
been friends for years. Eyeing her from the table, he took a swig
from the bottle and followed it up with heart-punching dimpling.
Her nipples tingled and hardened in return.

Stop fucking smiling at me!

“So, while I’m busy here,
tell me more about the indomitable Miss Brooks.”

Playing it cool, she chuckled as she first
sampled the beer. The fire crackled randomly, the sound a somewhat
comforting accompaniment to the soft rumbling of the sea.

“There’s nothing too
exciting to tell, unfortunately,” she finally said,
extending her arm to the side and leaning on it. “Like I said, I’m
here on a much-needed vacation, so I have quite a few weeks of
doing absolutely nothing before me.”

“And what do you do for a
living?”

“I’m a painter.” She’d never
been able to refer to herself as an artist, deeming her talents
unworthy of such an honor yet, although she’d certainly sold
enough works to claim the title.

His head whipped up in
surprise, the knife in his hand frozen mid-air. A
painter? He would never
have guessed. With her muse-like appearance, she seemed much more
likely to inspire the capture of adored art, rather than be the one
behind the scenes creating it. Before he got to ask more, she
turned the tables on him.

“And does Gar simply ride
waves all day?”

Sliding the tray aside, he wiped his hands
before grabbing his beer and sauntering over to her. He had such an
annoyingly sexy swagger that it was far easier to envision him
strutting in a tailored suit than leafy-themed board shorts. By the
time he dropped his delectable ass down onto the blanket beside
her, her breath had already started rushing, just that teeny-tiny
bit more.

Down Charia, easy girl…

“At the moment, yes,” he
chuckled in confirmation. “Surfing has always been my greatest
interest and passion.” Until
now.

Charia’s lips tweaked. “Well, life is too
short to not do what you love, right?”

He gave her the longest stare, searching her
face with that damned distracting smile before he lifted a hand and
clinked his bottle against hers.

“I couldn’t agree
more.”

As the evening progressed,
Charia found herself all the more delighted with his conversation.
His offered meal, which consisted of chicken kebabs,
fish, and prawns, was
surprisingly delicious and they laughed while they ate, enjoying
several more bottles of beer.

She ogled Garrison as he fed
the fire, her gaze captivated by his broad back, narrow waist, and
sinfully-tight ass. He was much younger than the typical men she
socialized with but he was proving refreshingly intelligent. And
perhaps a trait true to her transformation, which was keeping men
in their place, at an adequate arm’s length, she had deliberately
raised a few random topics to throw him off. It was a trivial
attempt at having him acknowledge the maturity difference between
them, but he surprised her … no, impressed her. She was unsuccessful
at ruffling his feathers and he took it all in his stride. Most
embarrassingly, he’d at one point actually exceeded her own
knowledge, which drove her to concede and save herself from further
humiliation. And as an added bonus, he fed right into her dark
sense of humor
by being wickedly funny and not at all in the
immature way she’d anticipated.

Time receded with the tide
and as it did, she had to constantly remind herself to not be
pulled in by his charm. The combination of him and those damned
dimples was enough to test a frigid woman’s libido, let alone a
tipsy and immensely horny one’s.

And it was only once she realized that her
resistance was fast forsaking her, that she consulted her watch as
an excuse and gasped, seeing that they were already a few hours
into the new day.

“I have to
go,”
she announced as she lifted onto her knees.

Gar had long since been
aware of the late hour but had selfishly chosen to ignore
it. He was enjoying Charia’s company too much to end the evening
and as she moved to take her leave, he was more disappointed than
expected. He collected her shoes and she smiled as she raised a
hand to take it from him.

“Thank you for a lovely
evening, Garrison. I really had a good time.”

He scowled at her. “I’m walking you.”

She shook her head, declining his offer.
“There’s no need. I can find my own way back.”

“Not on my watch and most
definitely not alone at 2:00 a.m. Let’s go.” His firm
insistence on being her protector made her heart skip an excited
beat.

Garrison planned on seeing her again and
there was no need for her to know that his persistence shaded the
ulterior motive of finding out where she lived. She had proved so
guarded with certain matters over the course of the evening, that a
gut feeling had him thinking that she’d refuse to divulge the
information willingly. Also, the trip would allow him a few
precious minutes more with her.

He fell into place beside her and as they
walked, he entertained her with an old legend. It was an amusing
tale of a majestic sea monster which would come rushing from the
waves to steal the most beautiful women from the island, before
dragging them off into the ocean to ravish them. He moved in,
strolling shoulder-to-shoulder with her while explaining that he
needed to be that close to adequately guard her. Her soft laughter
rang out and it was a sound that he craved to hear more of.

Far too soon, she veered
towards her house atop the high dune and his eyebrows rose. He’d
noticed it before in passing, the place seemed much larger than his
cabin and considerably more modern. A few feet from the steps, she
turned to him, her face partially illuminated by the light behind
her.

“So, this is mine
then.”

“Wow, this is really
secluded.”

Her eyes reactively widened
and he scoffed in humor.

“God, I’m just
saying. I’m not going to
attack you.” Not yet, anyway.

She flicked her hair back as she glanced at
the house over her shoulder.

“Yes, well, I like my
privacy.”

There was more he would have liked to talk
about, so much more he wanted to know, but for right now he had to
acknowledge that the night had come to an end.

“Thank you for having supper
with me. It was far more enjoyable than my own company.”

She darted the tip of her
tongue over her bottom lip, the glistening movement calling his
attention and he was rewarded with the sweetest of smiles. The hope
grabbed him that she’d done it in subtle intimation for a kiss but
he knew that she hadn’t. She most certainly wasn’t open to it, at
least, not yet.

His eyes flickered further down to her
cleavage, to where her chest heaved beneath the scrap of cloth,
teasing that it held what he could not. He swallowed thickly with
want and forced his gaze back to her face, realizing that it was
already too late as his shaft started swelling in his shorts.

“Goodnight,
Garrison.”

She turned from him when he wished her
restful sleep and he unashamedly stared at her swaying ass as she
ascended the steps. He waited until the door closed before he
started back, shifting his saluting cock into a more comfortable
position.

“I guess it’s you and me,
bud,” he sighed, already knowing that jerking off tonight to only
an imagined vision of her wasn’t going to suffice.

No, it wasn’t going to do at all.


 


 Chapter Two

 


Garrison made his way over to Charia’s
house. Surfing over the past two days had been nothing but an utter
waste of time. He was too preoccupied, as the twelve-footer
adequately proved by dumping him during his break-of-dawn
session.

You didn’t “do” surfing,
you felt it.
Riding the waves was much like making love to a beautiful woman.
You spontaneously sensed your way, gliding in sync to the coiling
motion of the body beneath you, naturally moving together and doing
whatever felt good. And the proper oceanic thrashing he’d received
this morning, certainly didn’t.

Since the other night when Charia had first
come to have dinner with him, Amphitrite had lost a whole chunk of
allure. His attention was now fully captured by Red and he was far
more interested in feeling his way along her curves than the waves.
With some effort, he had managed to persuade her to have supper
with him again every night thus far and he was completely
spellbound by her. There was something about Charia that pulled him
in deeper, every time he saw her.

He couldn’t put his finger on it and despite
his subtle attempts at digging a little, she proceeded to steer the
conversation away from her whenever he tried. She was mysterious
and that just made the chase all the more enticing. His virtually
permanent state of arousal around her was less thrilling, but he
was sure that it would prove tremendously useful when the time
finally came.

He’d patiently bided his time to be invited
over and, sensing that it was not close to happening while waiting
on her, he’d decided to break the ice. No matter whether invited or
not. Reaching her house, he knocked at her door and waited, but no
one came. Impatient, he knocked again and the closed front door was
all that welcomed him. He scowled. She hadn’t been at the beach,
which was the first place he’d checked when finished surfing.
Walking through the marketplace, he scanned the crowd and was
disappointed to not have his eyes drawn to flaming locks. Leaning
to the window, he cupped his hands around his face to the glass so
he could peer inside. Nobody. Not about to easily give up, he made
his way towards the rear and circling the slatted fence at the back
of the house, he found her. She stood with her back to him as she
hung washing.

“Hey, I was looking for
you…” he said as he reached her and his words died as her hips
started swaying. Looking closer, he saw the thin trailing cords of
earphones and realized that she hadn’t heard him. Being somewhat
invisible, he utilized the time to look at her. She wore a bright
luminous green bikini top and black shorts, which seemed a size or
so too small. The seam had snuggled itself up her delectable ass
and allowed him only sneak peeks of the folds below her cheeks as
she moved to the music. Her hair had been pulled
up into a high ponytail and save for the thin green strap, her back
was completely bare.

Transfixed, he watched as
she moved. She partially spread her legs and swayed her hips from
side to side, rotating and thrusting her pelvis to the rhythm
of silent
music. Unaware of her audience, she bent
over to collect another piece of clothing from the basket and his
new best friend, black shorts, gave him a more than generous view
of thigh, ass, and beyond.

Instantly triggered, he felt
the tightening sensation in the lower half of his body.
Still, he stood, completely lost in watching her until he was fully
swollen, his straining erection bringing him back to the moment.
He’d intended to watch a little before getting her attention to
talk with her but under the current circumstances, his …
predicament
was glaringly obvious. And he was quite sure that
she wasn’t the type of woman who would be impressed, being
approached by a man with protruding pants. He pivoted and started
the way he came, thinking that he would return after he had calmed
down.

Slapping her hip to the
beat, the clothespin shot out of her hand and
Charia turned to pick it up. Lifting her head, she noticed Garrison
as he rounded the corner and disappeared from view. Her brow
furrowing, she briefly wondered why he hadn’t spoken to her but
then simply shrugged and continued hanging up her
laundry.

 


• • •

 


Garrison sat astride his board and bobbed on
the swell. He’d needed to cool down and rid himself of some excess
energy and since it wasn’t happening with Red, the waves had to
make do. His mind thoroughly stuck on the beautiful woman, it was
no surprise that he noticed her the second she appeared on the
beach. And she’d hardly settled in her usual spot before he made
his way out.

Charia lathered her skin with suntan lotion
when a movement caught her eye. Looking up, she saw Garrison
exiting the water with his surfboard and turn in her direction.

Oh … my … God…

It was as though she was watching a scene
from a movie. A really hot scene at that, and in super-slow
motion.

He grinned at her as he
flicked his hair back, sending a spray of water flying. He wore his
usual board shorts, which not only delectably clung to every inch
of him,
but also hung dangerously low on his hips. The mere
vision of that wispy trail below his navel made her breath hitch.
Her eyes glided up over his pelvic V and cubed abdomen, taking in
the wide expanse of his smooth chest and broad shoulders. She was
surprised at the tattoo
on his left shoulder; a black
dragon, colored
in tints of reds, blues, and greens. The carmine
tongue that lashed at his nipple, led up to the snarling mouth at
his upper breast and the head of the beast was at his shoulder, the
body disappearing up and over to his back.

As he jogged towards her,
the droplets on his skin caught sparks of sunlight and brought the
animal to writhing life. Thus far, she’d only seen
him in either his wetsuit or the board shorts and a T-shirt, and
his near-naked manliness was a glorious sight to behold. She gaped
as his glistening body rippled and flexed, and she softly squeaked
as she was stabbed, deep down, with intense arousal. He was a
fucking walking seduction, about six feet two inches of taut muscle
and screaming-sex temptation.

And watching him as he
neared her, she knew that this was exactly why she’d been working so
hard at limiting their interaction, trying her utmost to stick to
just having dinner together. Her past few days had mostly consisted
of long sight-seeing trips through town or painting at home. Today
was the first time that she had ventured that early to the beach
again and there he was, infringing upon her seeming futile attempts
at restricted contact.

“Hey,” he said, stopping next to her and
stabbing the nose of his board into the sand.

Gulping, Charia softly cleared her throat
before smiling. “Hi.”

“The water’s really nice.
Are you coming in?”

Her curls shimmered and bounced as she shook
her head. “I’m not much of a swimmer. I enjoy the safety of land
more. You know, feet instead of fins and all that.”

Gar leered at her, wishing
that she would remove her sunglasses. He’d been dying to look into
those ice-blue eyes again after they starred in the main
scene of his highly erotic dream last night. A dream so vivid, that
the intense throbbing from his aching cock had actually, and very
disappointingly, woken him up.

“Were you at my house
earlier?” she asked, testing to see whether he would own up to
it.

He cocked his head, water still dripping
from the hair which fell across his eye.

“Yeah, that was
me.”

“Why did you leave without
speaking to me?”

His smile broadened as her brow furrowed,
and he cradled his hips in contemplation of his reply.

“You shouldn’t ask,” he
chuckled.

“Why?”

“I, aah,” his lips pursed,
“didn’t feel quite comfortable with approaching you.”

Her raised eyebrow mocked him. “So, after
walking all the way over there, you didn’t have the guts to say
hello?”

Lowering into a squat beside
her, his voice dropped as he said, “No, not that. Let’s rather just
say that I was … anatomically
challenged at the time.”

He leaned forward and removed her
sunglasses, staring into her eyes as he waited for the meaning to
sink in. Another second was all it took before her eyes widened
ever so slightly.

Oh yeah, baby, you know exactly what I’m
talking about!

“Do you always dance that
seductively for your laundry?”

Charia’s heart raced. Her playful teasing
had taken a drastic turn. This was a dangerous conversation to have
with a deadly attractive man, because although it was exhilarating,
it was equally as daunting.

Garrison watched as her lips
parted to accommodate the slight elevation in her breathing, and it
was gratifying to know that he was having the same effect on her.
It had been the focal point of his dream, her gasping and wild
moaning in response to every stroke and lick he inundated her with.
And as promising as the confirmation of her response was to him,
under the circumstances it was far less exciting to once
more feel
himself about to react to her again. Frustrated,
he gritted
his teeth.

This is fucking ridiculous. You spend a
minute with her, then you have to bolt to not scare her off with
your raging erection!

Once the situation had been remedied and
he’d had her, it would be less of a concern. But until such a time,
he simply had to keep himself in check. He quickly slid her
sunglasses back in place and rose, dimpling down at her as he
retrieved his board and strategically angled it before him.

“Would you have supper again
with me tonight? Same time, same place.”

She hesitated, running the tip of her tongue
along her lower lip.

“Okay.” She nodded. “But
there’s no need to fetch me. I can find my own way.”

“Great. Can’t wait.” He
beamed, then turned and jogged back into the water with his
board.

She watched until he disappeared in the
waves before she leaned back in her lounger, frowning.

What the hell are you doing? You’re asking
for trouble and by all that is high and holy, you’re going to get
it.

She chastised her rational
half: It’s a fucking dinner. Relax your
knotted panties.

 


• • •

 


It was a relatively warm
night, so Charia dressed in a blue halter-neck top with a pair of
matching color
shorts, slightly longer than the ones she wore
that morning. As she made her way down the beach towards his cabin,
the previous few evenings ran through her mind.

Garrison was attracted to her. As a matter
of fact, he didn’t make much of an effort to try and hide it. It
was rather obvious from the way he sat and intently stared at her
while she spoke, or subtly exploited any small opportunity to touch
her, his eyes skimming her body when he thought she wouldn’t
notice. He boldly queried, often digging too deep, and when she
diverted the discussion, he was perceptive enough to not push.

And then last night. He’d been a breath away
from kissing her, but she’d quickly escaped by excusing herself to
his bathroom. Not wanting to create another opportunity for him to
try, she returned to declare exhaustion. He’d walked her home and
she made damn sure to keep a respectable distance between them,
then practically ran up her steps and slammed the door behind
her.

Now, close to his cabin, she
saw that he had placed a few fire lanterns along the beach and
her heart pattered at his sweet thoughtfulness. As she rounded the
sand dune, a large fire was already crackling and Garrison was
there, busying himself with laying the picnic blanket down nearby.
He grinned as he greeted her and straightened, allowing his eyes a
leisurely stroll over her curves as she approached.

“I like a woman who’s
punctual, although I’d hoped that you would have come
earlier.”

“My watch runs by time, not
hope,” she quipped, managing to keep a straight face. She glanced
at the small table, then back at him. “Do you need my
help?”

A second
ticked by, then another. Garrison
fractionally dipped his forehead, drawing her attention to his
glare.

“Yeah, but not with
the food,” he replied, arching an eyebrow
suggestively.

Butterflies scattered in her
gut and Charia broke eye contact, opting to settle on the throw
than reply. There were too many ways for his comment to be
construed, or misconstrued, and she was not about
to trap herself by starting a conversation relating to any one of
them. The farther she steered clear of any sex talk, the safer she
would be.

“I guess I’ll just be a lady
of leisure tonight.”

The corner of Garrison’s mouth tweaked at
her flippant response.

“Laze away then because I’m
most definitely going to enjoy watching you cook when I come over to
your place,” he promised as he turned towards
the table.

Charia scoffed at first, her near-laughter
disappearing when she realized that he wasn’t joking. Her eyebrows knitted at his cockiness. How dare he
impose so casually; speak so freely as if he already knew that
it would happen?
As if she had no say in the matter. She distractedly jabbed her
fingers into the cooling sand. One moment she was dazzled by his
amiability and the next, he was this somewhat overbearing
dick.

It was as though he was playing a game of
cat and mouse; leisurely circling and making her feel at ease,
merely biding his time until he felt the moment was right to pounce
for the kill. The thought was disconcerting. She was well aware of
what he was doing and yet, despite her resistance, it seemed to be
working. The thrill of his chase set her reluctant pulse
racing.

“You’re quiet,” his deep
voice broke her reverie. “Have I said something wrong?”

She lifted her hand, brushing the lingering
grains from her skin with the other.

“Not wrong, per se. It’s
just that sometimes you’re very…” she searched for the right word,
“forceful.”

He ceased working the meat to study her.
This exquisite woman had no idea of the motherfucking restraint
he’s had to muster around her. Patient seduction was not his usual
M.O. and for every inch of progress he thought he managed with her,
she bolted ten back. So, he’d decided on a different approach; to
make damn clear what he wanted without having her feeling coerced.
It was a fine line to tread but from what she’d shared, he was sure
that she’s getting the gist of it. Pleased, he flashed a
dimple-smile.

“I’ve learned to be
forceful. And I think as we get to know each other better you’ll
come to see it as a good thing.”

“Hmm, I worry about your
definition of ‘good’,” she challenged, making him laugh as he returned to his
preparation.

Noticing that he’d brought a
cooler box again, she abandoned her comfortable spot to fetch two
beers. His words continued to gnaw as she popped the caps from the
bottles. She was only going to be here for a few weeks and could
get by with his company, but becoming better acquainted,
with anyone, was
never part of the plan. He gratefully accepted the beer she
offered, downing almost half of it in long swallows. Her eyes were
glued to him, to his gorgeous puckered mouth and bobbing Adam’s
apple; even his neck, where the muscles worked and flexed … just
like hers were, deep down inside.

Jesus, Charia, it’s only a
fucking Adam's
apple. Settle down.

Agitated, she flicked a bothersome curl
back, deeming herself melodramatic. Yes, he was unsalvageable-panty
hot and she could look all she wanted, but that was the line. Here
was where she needed to stay vigilant and keep her wits about her,
so she could enjoy his playful distraction whilst keeping it
strictly platonic. It wasn’t as if they were going to have a torrid
affair, so this should be easy-peasy.
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