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        To those who battle the demons within. May you find peace.
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        Do not pray for an easy life, pray for the strength to endure a difficult one.

        - Bruce Lee
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            PROLOGUE

          

          BERK

        

      

    

    
      I pulled the snowmobile into the garage next to Jaime’s car, making sure to kill the engine before she could come out and complain about the exhaust. Lord knew I didn’t need another reason to fight with my wife. Arguing seemed like the only way we communicated lately.

      Hopefully Jaime was inside napping. She hadn’t been sleeping well lately, probably because of me. I pushed away the guilty thoughts, refusing to sink back into the darkness. I’d found clarity on the slopes today and I needed to make amends.

      A winter storm had rolled in earlier and the poor visibility on the mountain had ended my training session early. As a professional snowboarder I couldn’t afford the down time. Not to mention that now days, I looked for any excuse to stay away from home.

      Stopping in the mudroom, I quickly stripped off my boots and clothes before reaching for the back door. Jaime was a neat freak and bitched anytime someone trailed mud and snow into the house.

      I twisted the knob, surprised to find the door locked. Jaime never locked the back door when she was home, but she hadn’t been acting herself lately, and with good reason. The sleeping pills the doctor had prescribed were making her loopy and she must have locked it by accident.

      I pulled a spare key from our hiding spot behind the washer and unlocked the door, walking inside.

      “Jaime!” I yelled, tossing the key on a side table. An eerie silence rang through the house. Lately our home had been filled with so many people and so much noise, the calm was unusual, but welcomed.

      Walking into the house, I glanced around the living room. The flowers that had once littered our house were gone. Jaime must have thrown them away while I was out. Thank God. They were just another reminder of what I’d lost. What we’d lost.

      The fireplace was turned off, a sign Jaime was definitely sleeping. If she were awake, she would have been curled up on the couch, enjoying the warmth of the fire, especially with a winter storm brewing outside.

      I paced around the living room, unable to settle my racing thoughts. I envied Jaime’s ability to sleep. Maybe I should take a pill.

      Most days I ran myself ragged on the slopes during my training sessions, desperate for the exhaustion, craving a way to mentally and physically shut down. But today my workout had been cut short because of the changing weather. Now I had to find another outlet for my nervous energy.

      Everyone on my team was giving me time to lick my wounds but I knew I needed to get my shit together soon. The X Games were approaching, not that I gave a rat’s ass. It wasn’t like I needed the invitation, or the publicity, but at least training for the competition gave me something else to think about besides the dark thoughts threatening to take me under.

      Suddenly my stomach grumbled.

      The thought of eating made me nauseous, but my training sessions this week had been brutal and I knew I needed to refuel. I should check on Jaime first, make sure she was all right.

      On the slopes today, I’d been able to reflect on the last few weeks, finally realizing that blaming my wife was only making our impossible situation worse. It wasn’t all my wife’s fault. As soon as Jaime woke from her nap, I’d offer my apologies for being such a prick. Maybe we could start over.

      My stomach rumbled again. Food first.

      Making my way into the kitchen, I threw open the freezer door, surprised to find it completely empty.

      What the hell?

      Just last night the fridge had been crammed full of casseroles. I opened the refrigerator, thankful to find a half-filled gallon of milk in the door. At least I could make a protein shake. The thought of preparing a full meal was exhausting.

      Reaching into the cabinet above the fridge, I searched for my protein powder but found the shelf empty. What had Jaime done with all my shit? I drew in a deep breath, reminding myself that blaming her for everything wouldn’t help us heal.

      Taking out my anger on her wasn’t fair but I had no one else to lean on. My friends and family couldn’t understand the pain I was in, only Jaime truly understood. We were survivors now, forced to walk a dark path neither of us were prepared for.

      Sagging into a chair at the kitchen table I noticed a note laying against a vase of wilted flowers The once vibrant petals were dying. How poetic.

      The envelope was addressed to me, in Jaime’s distinctive handwriting. She’d probably left me a note to say she’d gone out for a walk. She hadn’t been out of the house in days and I knew the fresh Colorado air would help ease her pain. Jaime’s doctor warned us that she was in a fragile state right now but fuck, so was I.

      My stomach growled again. Maybe when she returned from her walk, I’d take her to dinner. We needed to get out of the house, be with friends and family. We couldn’t hide in our remote cabin any longer.

      I lifted the envelope and ran my fingers over the paper, remembering how many love notes Jaime had written me when we first met. We could get there again, couldn’t we?

      I tore open the envelope and pulled out the note, smiling at the cursive monogram printed on the front. It was a left over thank you card from our wedding. I’d balked at the idea of her ordering so many when we’d first been engaged, but Jaime assured me she would use them all.

      Now, five years later, the only thing she used them for was to leave me sporadic love notes. This was a sign, though, a gesture that said she was trying. The monogram of our joined initials solidified the fact that we were in this together.

      Someone pounded on the front door and I jumped. It was probably Jaime. She’d forgotten her key. She was always losing things. Walking to the door, I swung it open, surprised to find Jaime’s sister, Jackie, standing on the porch. Behind her was a police car, a uniformed officer leaning against his door.

      

      My chest tightened with fear as my head began to spin. “What’s wrong, Jackie?” I asked, my gaze traveling from the officer to her.

      She stared at me, tears rolling down her face before her head fell.

      I stepped out onto the porch and noticed the snow falling faster now. If Jaime didn’t get home soon, she’d be caught in the drift. Fear tightened my gut. “Jackie?” I repeated.

      She lifted her head, her hazel eyes meeting mine. She looked so much like Jaime in that moment.

      My breath caught in my throat.

      “There’s been another accident, Berk,” she whispered, her words barely audible over the whooshing sound of blood beating in my ears. “You need to come with us.” She nodded toward the police officer.

      “What kind of accident?” I said through gritted teeth. The familiar feeling of dread in the pit of my stomach warned me I didn’t want to know the answer.

      Jackie stared at me, her eyes red-rimmed and full of pain. “It’s Jaime,” she finally said, her voice hoarse with emotion.

      My hands shook and my fists clenched tight around something. I glanced down and realized Jaime’s note was still in my hand. Lifting the flap, I held my breath, fearing what she’d written. Her two simple words brought me to my knees.

      

      I’m sorry.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Even the knowledge of my own fallibility cannot keep me from making mistakes. Only when I fall do I get up again.

        - Vincent Van Gogh
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CHAPTER 1


          

          GENEVA

        

      

    

    
      The sun’s rays cast a welcome blanket of warmth over my exposed skin. The smell of salt air and the calming lull of the waves transported my mind to a distant place where worries no longer existed, and my past was completely absolved. My only desire was to stay locked in this Hawaiian bubble forever. But Dana’s cutting words disintegrated the moment like a nuclear bomb.

      “Holy motherfucker, guys!”

      “What?” Hindley asked.

      Even with my eyes closed and covered by dark sunglasses, I could still picture Hindley sitting straight up on her lounger, her face contorted in fear as she scanned the pristine Hawaiian beach, searching for any lurking child predators. I quietly chuckled at what a protective mother she’d become—fierce and strong.

      “This time tomorrow I’ll be married!” Dana shouted, loud enough for people inside the resort to hear.

      “You’re just now realizing that?” I laughed, never once opening my eyes or turning to face her.

      “Yeah,” she answered, as if astonished by her own words, “I guess I am.”

      “Technically, you’re already married,” Hindley corrected.

      Dana and her husband Peter had already married in a small ceremony back in Austin where we were from. This destination wedding in Hawaii was a bonus.

      “Well, yeah,” Dana agreed. “But this is different. I mean, the kids will be there.”

      Dana and Peter were currently fostering three children they hoped to adopt soon. Since she was unable to carry a child, she and her husband had decided to adopt. Thankfully for them, the adoption had come more quickly than expected. I delighted in seeing my friend in her new role as wife and mother.

      Hearing a slight quiver in her voice made me realize my friend needed more than just a snarky comeback from me.

      I sat up on my lounge chair on the beach, pushing my shades up high on my head. “What’s wrong, Dana? Peter loves you. The kids adore you. Tomorrow will be perfect.” I reached beside my lounger, grasping for the plastic glass. “Drink this.” I held the fruity cocktail out to her.

      She took it willingly, chugging the remainder of my pina colada as if she were a college student in a fraternity drinking contest.

      “It’s just…” Dana stumbled with her words.

      “You feel like this is your last night of freedom?” Hindley asked.

      “Yeah, I guess,” Dana sighed. “Something like that.”

      “So now you want a bachelorette party?” I half yelled, glaring at her. “I offered to throw you one for the last three weeks.” I held up three fingers for emphasis. “Now, here we sit on the tropical shores of Kauai, thousands of miles away from the friends I know would want to attend.” Her destination wedding was a small affair, just family and close friends. How the hell was I supposed to pull something together?

      “But you were sick,” Dana pouted.

      “It was just a stomach bug,” I said. “We still could have gone out.”

      “It wasn’t just a stomach bug, Geneva. You were puking up your toenails for over a week,” Hindley said.

      “You were so sick, I wasn’t even sure if you were going to be able to come to Hawaii,” Dana said. Her concern for me wasn’t surprising, but I still didn’t feel worthy of it.

      “I would have given you a party back home if that’s what you wanted, no matter how sick I was.”

      “I don’t want a party,” Dana said with a coy smile.

      “Cut the shit, Di Grazio,” I said. “Your demure expression does nothing for your face.”

      “Fuck you, Geneva.” She laughed, wadding up the damp napkin under her glass and tossing it in my direction.

      “You’d like to.” I smirked, snagging the napkin mid-air.

      “Actually, no. I think you’d like to fuck him.” Dana nodded toward something, or rather someone, out in the water.

      Curious, Hindley and I followed her gaze and stared, jaws lax, as a man emerged casually out of the water carrying a bright yellow surfboard under one arm. His other hand pushed back long, jet-black hair from his face.

      I thumbed through the massive bank of adjectives floating around in my mind but discovered there truly were no words you could use to describe this man.

      He wasn’t your typical beau-hunk, romance hero, the ones authors wrote about. The kind you fantasize over for days after reading all of their steamy sex scenes with the virginal heroine. At least not the ones I read.

      I gazed down at the semi-pornographic cover of the novel sitting beside me on my beach bag. No, the man sauntering toward us looked nothing like the blond fox posing semi-naked on the front of my book, but it didn’t make this ball-of-hotness walking toward us any less cover model worthy. The man, who had all three of us speechless, was a Greek God, Poseidon, rising from the waters of his home deep within the ocean.

      His body was ripped like a Calvin Klein underwear model, his chest hard and dark, in grave contrast to the neon yellow and green board shorts hanging low on his hips. A tingle erupted between my legs and I had to cross my ankles and rub my thighs together for relief.

      What the hell was that?

      I didn’t have to ask. I knew what it was—sexual desire for a complete stranger. Something I was used to, something I would have acted on in my old days. Thankfully these days I was a new girl.

      “Holy fuck!” Dana bellowed.

      I’m sure her outburst caught the demi-god by surprise, as well as the other guests lounging nearby.

      I slammed my eyes shut, denying myself the pleasure of gawking. He was probably used to women ogling his gorgeous body. I pictured his delicious lips curving up into a seductive smile, his long mane of hair dancing in the island breeze—Stop, Geneva. Stop it.

      I couldn’t help it. I hadn’t experienced this instant connection, this burning desire for a man, in years. I didn’t need that type of relationship, though. Not now.

      These types of feelings always ended the same. They started with a tiny spark, but quickly turned into a raging inferno that would destroy everything in its path. Especially me.

      I’d survived many sordid relationships before I was married. But after my divorce, I’d closed myself off to those carnal feelings, choosing instead to concentrate on my studies and my new career as a teacher.

      I slid my shades down over my eyes and drilled them shut before sinking back in my chair.

      “Are you ladies busy this afternoon?”

      I shuddered slightly from the sounds of the deep voice above the roar of the waves, his words gliding over my skin like suntan oil. His masculine vibrato was laced with the hint of an island accent, and I didn’t have to open my eyes to know it was Poseidon. Instantly, my stomach twisted in knots.

      Don’t look, don’t look.

      “Whatcha got in mind, sailor?” Dana giggled.

      I’m sure the dude was lost in her hypnotic blue eyes and deep dimples.

      Don’t look, don’t look. It’s like the sun. If you look at him, it could blind you.

      I couldn’t stand the suspense. Against my better judgment, I slowly lifted my lids.

      Damn!

      Drawing in a deep breath, I tried to appear as unaffected as possible. I didn’t want him to see the goose bumps prickling over my skin. Even though they were probably visible from the space station and dotting every surface of my body, despite the warm sun.

      “I was wondering if you all might be interested in some surfing lessons today.” He was staring straight at me.

      I squirmed in discomfort, afraid I might scream from my spontaneous orgasm about to erupt from the rich tenor of his voice. Thinking about straddling a surfboard, my legs gaping wide open with Poseidon poised behind me, his massive erection poking in my back…Stop!

      I jumped up from my seat, gathered my towel and cover-up and nervously shoved them both into my beach bag. I had to get the hell out of here or this guy was gonna end up underneath me on this lounge chair, screaming out my name in a chant of pure ecstasy, begging for mercy. Yeah, I was that good, and I knew it. Unfortunately, so did half the men in Texas.

      “Well, I’m getting married tomorrow,” Dana answered, “and I don’t want to walk down the aisle with a broken leg. And this one here,” she said, motioning her thumb toward Hindley, “she’s preggers, so that’s a no go.”

      I knew what Dana was doing. She was setting up Poseidon to put all his surf lesson sales efforts on me. I cut my eyes toward the surfer, surveying his perfect form. When our eyes finally met, I wasn’t surprised to find his focus squarely on me. It was as if he hadn’t even noticed Dana and Hindley at all.

      “What about you?”

      His quiet voice had my body humming. This was bad, really bad. If I accepted his invitation, it would be over. I would throw him down and fuck him senseless right here on the beach.

      It’s only a week. What could it hurt?

      True. No commitment, no strings. Maybe Poseidon was just what I needed.

      “What about me?” I asked.

      “Would you like to learn how to ride?”

      Dana giggled at the innuendo, always turning the most mundane things into something sexual. My eyes drank him in from top to bottom like the sexual predator I used to be.

      His deep, rich tan was not a product of hours in the sun, but God-given, his heritage as a native islander. Jet-black hair hung past his shoulders and moved with the light breeze.

      I swallowed the lump in my throat, watching helplessly as he dug his massive hand deep into his scalp. Threading his fingers through the strands of his silky mass, he pulled back the hair that had blown across his face. His face.

      Holy fuck!

      “Wow.” Dana laughed. “That’s an offer any chick would have to be completely insane or half dead to turn down.”

      She was right. A woman would have to be a gold-star lesbian not to be affected by this man’s sultry invitation.

      One problem, though. I was a creature of habit. The turbulent wakes I’d created in my past were constant reminders to stay alert to my natural tendencies. I couldn’t afford to surrender now.

      Something about Poseidon warned me that if I let him lead me into the ocean and put his body anywhere close to mine, even for something as simple as a surfing lesson, I’d never return. I didn’t want a man to have that kind of power over me. I never had. I existed in a bubble for a reason.

      “Maybe some other time,” I answered nonchalantly, as if his invitation hadn’t affected me.

      Throwing my bag over my shoulder, I stalked through the sand toward my private cabana, never once looking back at the mythical god of the sea standing behind me. I knew if I did, I’d regret it. But now, walking away from him, I already felt like it was the biggest mistake of my life.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER 2


          

          GENEVA

        

      

    

    
      “What the hell, Geneva?” Dana fussed at me as I towel-dried my hair.

      “What?” I feigned innocence as I threw the towel over my shoulder and pulled a beer from the refrigerator. I twisted the cap, brought it to my mouth, and took a long swig.

      “What?” she huffed in annoyance. “You know what, dumbass. That hottie at the beach. He was practically begging you to hop on his board. Ahhh,” she laughed, “his board, get it?”

      “With you, Dana,” I smiled, “it’s very difficult not to get it.”

      “You’re just jealous.” She smirked, tossing a dishtowel at me.

      “Why would I be jealous of you?” I asked the rhetorical question, knowing she was absolutely right. Dana had a past, but not nearly as tainted as mine.

      My life had been a complete mess until a few years ago, and now all I truly desired was what Dana and Hindley had—men who adored them and babies they would lay down their own lives for.

      “You’re jealous because you don’t have these.”

      My gaze swept over to Dana who was standing at the edge of the counter. Her hands gripped her massive breasts, shaking them vigorously as I’m sure her husband, Peter, did every night.

      “Geneva doesn’t need those,” Hindley said. “That dude was eye-balling her like she was his midnight snack and he was a starving, wild coyote.”

      Dana cupped her mouth and let out a wild howl as her head fell back.

      “Whatever.” I shook my head and took another gulp of beer.

      “She’s totally right,” Dana added. “I damn near thought the dude was gonna serve you up on his surfboard and eat you out hard.”

      Just the thought of lying on Poseidon’s surfboard, legs splayed open with his face buried in my lady parts, had my clean panties dripping wet.

      “Awww,” Dana howled as she pointed her petite finger at me. Her raspy voice echoed through my cabana. “You like him. I told you she was scared shitless, Hindley.”

      “What are you talking about?” I tried to act unaffected, but I knew exactly what she was saying. Dana and I were close, and she always knew when a guy turned me on, mostly because it almost never happened anymore.

      “You practically ran away from the poor guy.” Hindley laughed. “You should have seen him when you left. He was so miserable looking, like Santa Claus never showed up at his house for Christmas.”

      “Whatever.” I waved a dismissive hand. I surveyed the large open-air villa, my eyes roaming over the cliffs outside that jutted into the deep blue ocean. I was thankful my father had talked me into allowing him to pay for my own private cabana. I could never afford such an extravagance on my teacher’s salary. It was amazing to me how I’d gone from citizen high to citizen low in such a short amount of time.

      “So, what do you want to do tonight?” I asked Dana, trying to change the subject. “It’s your last night of freedom.” I used air quotes since she was already technically married.

      Dana had lived through a difficult time in the last ten years. Not only had her parents been killed in a car wreck as a teenager but she’d also been diagnosed with uterine cancer. Her doctor was forced to perform a complete hysterectomy.

      She’d met Peter, a professional freestyle motocross rider, only a few months ago, but they instantly fell in love. It had been difficult for Dana to discuss her illness with him. Having a huge family had been one of Peter’s life-long dreams. Her hysterectomy meant she couldn’t have children.

      Shortly before the wedding, Peter’s ex-wife, a bitch crazier than me, kidnapped Dana and her brother Sam and held them for ransom. After her near death experience with the psycho, Dana’s decision to adopt was fast-tracked, not only by her and Peter, but by the adoption agency as well.

      They’d been fostering two boys, Lucas and Levi and their sister Lilly. The agency had placed the kids with Dana because of her experience with special needs people, her own brother Sam suffering from cerebral palsy and a host of other cognitive disabilities. Lilly was only two, and she had Down syndrome. Taking them into their home was a no-brainer for Peter and Dana. And now they were well on their way to adopting them.

      Dana’s brother Sam was a doll, and he and I were madly in love, as friends. I was an instructor at Sam’s in-home residence, Whispering Oaks, a full-time residential facility for adults with cognitive mental and physical challenges. I protected him almost as fiercely as Dana did.

      “Let’s go out and get totally hammered,” Dana answered, rubbing her hands together.

      “Uh, hello.” Hindley pointed to her belly.

      “You can be our designated driver.” Dana laughed.

      “You don’t want to be hungover walking down the aisle tomorrow, do you?” I asked.

      “True, good point, Gen,” Dana said.

      “What about the kids?” I asked, wondering where they were today.

      “Oh, Caroline and Barbara have them. They’re at the pool.”

      Caroline Hagen-Barton was Hindley’s mom and was married to my father. She’d been like a mother to me ever since they’d married over fifteen years ago, when Hindley and I were in middle school. Caroline had also been a surrogate mother to Dana, since her parents had died nearly ten years ago.

      Barbara Fontenot was Peter’s mom, Dana’s mother-in-law, and was now engaged to be married herself. Apparently, she’d fallen madly in love with Peter’s late father’s best friend, while Peter had been estranged from his family…God, it sounded like a plot line from one of my steamy novels. My novel. Oh, shit!

      “Has anyone seen my book?” I raced around the villa, searching for my beach bag.

      “Calm down, SpongeBob Smutty Pants.” Dana cackled. “You and those fucking porno books of yours.” She pulled my novel out of her own bag.

      I liked this particular book because it was the first novel I’d read about BDSM. I was on board with the bondage and the dominance, but the submission and masochist stuff…not a hundred percent sure on that one. I didn’t want some dude leading me around like a dog on a collar. But after reading more, I discovered that was really not what the lifestyle was about. It was based on trust and honesty—two things I had little experience with.

      “Where the fuck do you get this shit anyway?” Dana turned the book back and forth in her hand.

      I lurched for the novel.

      Dana tossed it across the counter to Hindley.

      “This dude on the cover is seriously hot.” Hindley studied the front of my book.

      Typically, I didn’t buy the paperback of these steamy novels because the covers were too risqué. Plus, they embarrassed the shit out of me. It wouldn’t look good for me to be in the break room at work holding a book that had a half-naked woman on the cover, blindfolded and tied up to a chair, with a shirtless dude donning a riding crop.

      This particular series was by one of my favorite authors, though, and it was her first attempt at an erotic book. Turns out, I loved it, so I knew I wanted to have the paperback. I didn’t consider myself a fan girl of the author by any means, but I held out hope that maybe one day I would meet V.M. Wilson.

      “Is this chick tied up?” Hindley asked, surprisingly unoffended.

      She and Rory were into bondage, role-playing stuff, not like in this particular book, though. But everyone knew her husband, Rory, had a dominant personality that Hindley loved, despite her past.

      Rory was also a professional extreme sports athlete like Peter—not a motocross rider, but a skateboarder. Who knew there were professional skateboarders in the world? Rory was not only Hindley’s husband, but also my brother-in-law. Rory and I had an unfortunate past that we were trying to mend.

      “Give it back!” I yelled, snatching it from Hindley’s hand. “You’re gonna ruin it, drooling over the cover.”

      Hindley laughed and shrugged me off.

      “We’re not all as lucky as you two smut bags,” I said. “I don’t have a real guy eating out my cooch every night like you two skanks. Sue me if I have a few hot book boyfriends to get me off.”

      “True.” Dana smirked, taking a long drink from her beer. “We are some lucky bitches, Hindley.”

      I rolled my eyes as Hindley got that starry eyed look on her face. Bitches.

      “So, what are we gonna do tonight?” Dana asked. “Caroline and Barbara are keeping the kids. Sam’s with your dad, Hindley. I’m free as a bird, ready to get crazy.” She smiled, lifting her beer high above her head, her hips gyrating like she was a stripper. “Ooo, maybe we can find that surfer dude and hook him up with Gen.” Dana shot a conspiratorial wink at Hindley.

      “Wouldn’t that be fun?” Hindley rubbed her hands together, her eyes glowing with a deviant gleam.

      “No, thanks,” I answered. “I think I’ll stick to my book.”

      Both girls rolled their eyes.

      “You’re no fun anymore, Gen.” Dana frowned.

      “Let’s go to dinner, then. Maybe later we can hit up some of the local clubs.” I stared at Dana, trying to pacify her.

      “That sounds highly boring.” Dana rolled her eyes.

      “You’re both married. And moms,” I reminded her.

      “It doesn’t mean I’m fucking dead.” Dana perched a hand on her petite hip.

      “Yeah,” Hindley chimed in. “We’re still alive and looking for a good time. We’ll live vicariously through you tonight, Geneva.”

      “What the hell does that mean?” I asked.

      “It means we’re gonna get you totally fucked up. Do you think we could score some weed tonight?” Dana asked.

      What the fuck?

      “I mean, we’re on a tropical island.” Dana waggled her brows.

      “You don’t even smoke weed, you idiot,” I said.

      “Fine, all right, Miss Straight Lace Princess.” Dana wobbled her head, holding up her hand in a mocking gesture.

      “So, dinner and clubbing?” Hindley asked.

      I smiled at Hindley, knowing she was pulling me out of a tight spot with Dana.

      “Why don’t we go to the spa and get a massage this afternoon, before our mani-pedis,” Dana said.

      It sounded like heaven, but my funds were limited.

      My fall from grace several years ago had cost me more than my social status—it had cost me financially. I was no longer a pretty princess sucking up money from my father and ex-husband. Instead, I was a working girl, trying to survive on a measly teacher’s salary. But I loved it. I loved the life I had now and reveled in the sacrifices I’d been forced to make.

      “My treat!” Dana shouted.

      “It’s your wedding, Dana, you can’t treat,” I said.

      “I’ll treat.” Hindley stepped forward, jutting out her chest.

      “Actually, it’s my treat.” A deep voice rumbled behind us.

      We all three turned, our eyes wide with surprise to find Peter and Rory standing in the entryway of my cabana.

      “When the hell did you two sneak in?” Dana shot off like a rocket toward her husband.

      Peter enveloped her in his warm embrace, leaning down to place a light peck on her head.

      I let out a small sigh, pushing away my envious thoughts.

      “We knocked twice.” Peter hugged Dana tighter. “What were y’all doing in here? And why is your door unlocked, Geneva?” Peter’s gaze fell on me, his eyes narrowed in brotherly-like concern.

      “Your wife was the last one in, don’t blame me, you giant of a man,” I answered, pointing to Dana.

      It always pissed me off that the little pixie girls got the tall guys, leaving my five-foot, nine-inch Amazon ass with the little midget men.

      Peter’s brow furrowed as he cast a menacing glance at Dana.

      Ever since Peter’s ex-wife, Jillian, had kidnapped Dana and beat the shit out of her less than two months ago, Peter had become uber protective of her.

      She flashed him her most alluring smile, her deep dimples wiping away all of his anger. Lucky bitch.

      “What are y’all up to?” Rory asked. He stalked toward Hindley and wrapped his arms around her growing midsection.

      Hindley was less than three months along in her pregnancy, but, given the fact she was tall and lean, the baby had nowhere to hide.

      “Eww, you stink, baby.” Rory wrinkled his nose, pushing Hindley an arm’s length away.

      “Thanks a lot.” She swatted at him.

      “Abbi’s down with your mom at the pool. I could take you back to our room and give you a shower.” One brow cocked high.

      Oh, God, not this again. These two were the biggest horndogs on the planet, and they didn’t care who saw.

      Rory and Hindley’s daughter, Abbi, was nearly two years old and the joy of both their lives. I couldn’t believe how fast the time had flown and how big my niece was getting. It seemed like just yesterday Hindley had discovered she was pregnant with her.

      Now, here we all stood in Hawaii, Hindley expecting her second, Dana with three kids of her own, and me…all alone.

      “What time’s our appointment in the spa?” Hindley asked, her eyes never leaving Rory’s.

      “I made all three of you appointments at eleven for massages,” Peter said. “Then they’ll serve you a light lunch. After that, you’ll all get facials.” He stroked Dana’s face, the desire in his eyes burning through her clothes.

      Oh my God. I had to get the fuck out of here. These love sick assholes were physically making me ill.

      “That was so sweet of you, baby.” Dana lifted high on her toes and brushed her lips against Peter’s.

      I escaped to the patio, knowing all four of these fuckwads were gonna start getting porno on me soon. Where was my damn book when I needed it?

      I could barely hear the couples speaking behind me over the crash of waves below my room. This villa was magical. And wasted on a single girl like me.

      Images of Poseidon entered my mind—his long, lean torso, with those board shorts hanging precariously low, hinting at the treasure that lay in wait underneath.

      You could tell from his tanned skin and long, raven colored hair that he was an islander. But his facial bone structure and whiskey-colored eyes hinted that he probably wasn’t one hundred percent native to Hawaii. Still, he’d been a sight to see in his own right. The tingle between my thighs returned.

      Regret filled my heart, and I wondered why I’d run away from his offer to spend the day on his “board.” Trying to wipe away the memories of what could have been, I turned back toward the two couples that were thankfully extricated from one another.

      “So, what do you guys have planned tonight?” Hindley asked, looking between Peter and Rory.

      “I think we’re just going to go have dinner with Paul and AJ, then maybe hang out at the resort’s bar by the beach,” Peter said.

      Paul was my father and the absolute best man in the entire world. My mother died when I was eight and for many years it had just been the two of us. But when he met Hindley’s mom, the two of them had become inseparable.

      In my pre-teen mind, I had been his princess and he was my novel hero. Then, Hindley and her mom came along and everything had been shattered. The once impenetrable bond my father and I had suddenly broke as he made room in his heart and in our home for the new loves of his life.

      I’d felt abandoned and betrayed, as if my father had no right to move on with his life without my mother. At least that was what my adolescent mind tried to convince me.

      Caroline was wonderful and tried so hard to connect all four of us as a family unit. Right away, I saw my father’s pull toward Hindley, which meant my grasp on him was strained. I was jealous of Hindley from the moment I laid eyes on her. I quickly made it my mission in life to make her life as miserable as I possible—a plan I executed very well.

      Looking back on my actions, I wondered how Hindley could be in the same room with me now, let alone the same planet. I’d been awful to her, in the worst sort of way, for years. I had hated her and she had known it. Hell, everyone had. The only person who had ever stood up to me and defended her had been Dana, which meant I had hated her, too.

      As I stood in my villa and stared at Hindley and Dana, words escaped me. I had no way to explain how grateful I was for their forgiveness. I wasn’t sure how or why they’d both extended it to me, but I knew my life would have been shit if they hadn’t.

      “Dinner is all this guy can handle.” Rory laughed, bumping Peter’s arm.

      “That sounds positively boring.” Dana wrinkled her nose.

      “What are you guys doing?” Peter asked, cocking his head in suspicion.

      “Well, we’ve got a single lady over here and we plan to live vicariously through her.” Dana pointed toward me.

      All eyes fell on me. My face heated with the unwanted attention. It was completely unlike me to embarrass so easily.

      “She’s already got a secret admirer.” Hindley smiled.

      “Oh, really?” Rory tilted his head, wrapping his arm around his wife. “Who is it?”

      “No one,” I answered quickly, cutting my eyes at Hindley.

      “He’s an islander, a local yokel.” Dana smirked as she wiggled her brows. “He wanted to give her a ride on his board.”

      My eyes drilled into her with lethal daggers, which were meant to silence her.

      She snorted and buried her face in her husband’s massive chest.

      Pussy.

      “A surfer?” Peter smiled. “Nice, Geneva.”

      “She said no. Practically ran away from the poor dude. I thought he was going to cry.” Hindley giggled.

      “Whatever.” I shook my head.

      “What’s up with that, Gen? Nothing wrong with a little island loving.” Rory smiled, grinding up against Hindley.

      Uggh!

      “Go take your shower, you two horndogs,” I said to Rory and Hindley, shaking my head. “And you two,” I turned toward Dana and Peter, “go do whatever it is you sappy-ass lovebirds do. I’ll meet you guys at the spa in an hour.”

      Unable to stand their lovey-dovey actions for another second, I bolted for my bedroom. As I passed by the kitchen, I noticed my book lying on the counter and snatched it, holding it close to my chest.

      “Jealous much?” Dana shouted at me. “Enjoy your erotic sex book, and your vibrator!” She laughed like a hyena as the others joined in.

      I held up my hand, giving her the middle finger before I slammed the bedroom door. The last thing I needed reminding of was how utterly nonexistent my sex life was. If it weren’t for battery-operated machinery, I’d probably have cobwebs growing on my cooch by now.

      I plopped down on my bed and gazed out of the picturesque window. The gossamer curtains floated with the breeze as the roaring sea below echoed through the massive room. This was a fucking honeymooners’ paradise. I turned and stared at the empty spot beside me. Great. All alone. Again.

      Peeling back the pages of my book to the spot I had marked earlier, I nestled in with the only partner I had. My sexy book boyfriend.

      

      His calloused hand slides under her lace panties, his fingers delving deep into her core as the paddle strikes CC’s ass again. Her bound hands hold her tight. She’s unable to protect herself from his erotic blows. Truthfully, she doesn’t want protection, though. She wants this, practically begged for it with her earlier defiance. CC is wet with desire for him, but she knows better than to speak of it.

      She yanks on the velvet rope that holds her hands firmly in place. CC’s back arches in need as her forehead pushes harder against the unforgiving floor. Her nipples pebble into nubs, her pussy is aflame, wet with desire for his dominance, for more of his sensual punishment.

      CC bucks against his hand as his fingers sink deeper within her channel. She wants to deliberately disobey him, so that he will strike her again with his punishing hands. How fucked up is that?

      His thumb circles her clit, pressing lightly, her throbbing core aching for more. The pulses of light threaten to blind her from the mind-blowing pleasure he brings. He knows her body even better than she does. CC pushes further against his hand, mesmerized by the sexual tension that swirls within her.

      The paddle strikes again, harder this time. She moans, not from pain, but from pleasure, and works hard to hide the smile that threatens to surface. She desires more, needs more of his dominance, but she fears what his more might be.

      She hears the tearing of fabric, and without warning, his thick cock slams inside her after another blow from the paddle strikes her ass cheek.

      He punishes her with his relentless thrusts. His shaft is so thick inside her pussy that she cries out in pleasure, and in pain, as her walls spasm around⁠—

      

      Uggh, what the fuck had I been I thinking? I couldn’t read this shit right now. My own juices were flowing and I hadn’t packed any vibrators to relieve my ache. I’d been too afraid the airlines would confiscate them. Maybe they sell them down in the souvenir shop. Highly unlikely.

      My mind filled with images of West, the shy but domineering man from my book, and CC, the seemingly strong woman who had challenged him. At first, she’d been brave, questioning his authority and standing chest to chest with him. Before long, though, CC had completely submitted to West’s sexual supremacy, and loved every minute of it.

      I was just like this female heroine, strong and fearless in my convictions. I wondered if perhaps that was why I was still alone after all these years of being single.

      No, that’s not it and you know it.

      As my hands traveled under my robe, my fingers traced the lace of my own panties. My hand was the closest thing I was going to get to any type of relief from the ache between my legs for the next seven days.

      One image immediately popped up in my mind—Poseidon’s body emerging from the water, his torso splattered with rivulets of water, his hair dripping from the sea’s delicious embrace.

      My fingers worked their way deeper into my underwear as Poseidon’s face filled my mind, images of him tying me up to his surfboard, pushing my legs open wide with his calloused hands as his face sank deep into my thighs. It was painfully obvious—this was as close as I was going to get to a love affair in Hawaii.
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