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Savage Paradise



Rex was gone a while but didn’t expect to see Laura. She was the beautiful woman who had his heart all tangled up. He was pissed off over the way their relationship ended, but their time apart didn’t change anything. Rex was still in love with her. He was protecting Laura’s heart but hurting in the process. Rex was pissed about that too. They’ll be more than lovers this time around. 







  
  

San Diego, California 


Laura Reynolds





My workday was winding down. I glanced at the text from Stacie. She said to have wicked good sex. I laughed. My dating life wasn’t the greatest, but dinner with Cameron might turn out really good. 

Five o’clock came and went. I left work after six, officially ready to start my weekend. I was looking forward to seeing Cameron. We always talked during the week, but I felt like there were times when the flirting could’ve kicked up a notch. Either he was taking his time or not really interested in me. He’d flirt one minute and be distant the next. Tonight would be the next step or go terribly wrong, but at least I’d know where things stood. 

The drive home didn’t take long. I was in my bedroom an hour later, changing my outfit for the second time, and trying not to go overboard. 

Stacie called. I hurried to answer, “I don’t have anything to wear.” 

“Lies, your closet is packed with clothes. Do the deed with Cameron and get it out of your system.” 

I bit my lip, “He’s probably hoping we’ll still be friends.”

“There’s nothing wrong with that, but he should stop calling late night and sending cute texts. How much work up before foreplay can you take?” 

I groaned, “I’m thinking about making the first move.”  

“I’m happy to hear it. Jump his damn bones. Either he’ll be cool with it or flat out say he’s not into you.” 

I laughed, “You’re too much.”  

“He’s too much with all this back and forth. Go after him. The worst he can say is no.” 

“Right. I’m doing it. I need the right outfit.” 

“Wear whatever you want. Cameron sees you dressed in business attire all the time. He likes it, but that could be part of the problem. Stop being eye candy and wear something with easy access.” 

“What’s wrong with my professional look?”

“Nothing. Men love it. Wear something easy to take off please. You don’t want him struggling.” 

I blushed nonstop, “I was thinking along those lines.” 

“Good. Get answers or have great sex. I’m exhausted and need to eat. Text to say how it went or call to vent.” Stacie ended the conversation there. I sighed. It was a night like any other. I’ve been on dates before. I did okay in the sex department too, well, normally, but my love life was stale. 

I completed my feminine routine and sipped wine while doing my finishing touches. Cameron would get a relaxed look tonight. My hair was styled over one shoulder with my makeup adding extra to what I had going on. My phone chimed. The car would be here any minute. I groaned, drained my wineglass, and hurried to get ready.

It was a good decision to have someone else drive. I was a glass of wine in with plans to have another at dinner. The car service was great. I arrived on time, went in, gave the host my name, and was seated at a table. The atmosphere was perfect. Wine was ordered, and I was sipping and waiting for Cameron. 

Minutes ticked by, but there was no word from him. I waited fifteen minutes and then thirty. The waiter, Eli, stopped by the table. I ordered appetizers, but table etiquette faded with my patience. Cameron should’ve called at least. I was getting worried. 

My phone lit up. It was a text from Cameron. 

Laura, I’m a jerk for this. Something came up. Sorry.

Eli was at the table. I quickly explained, “Mr. Wright can’t make it. I’ll be dining alone.” 

“Of course, are you ready to order?” 

“Yes, please,” I said my order without hesitation and politely thanked him for being patient. Eli left. I tamped down my embarrassment and texted Cameron. 

Thanks for letting me know. I hope it works out. 

I waited for another text. It didn’t happen. All this time was spent thinking we were about to be something. I guessed that settled it. I sipped more wine. It was a decent crowd. There was a low hum of conversation. I was about to enjoy a wonderful dinner in my favorite restaurant. I never dined alone, but it was a first time for everything. 

My eyes drifted to the bar. I was caught in his dark gaze. He sipped his drink but didn’t break our connection. He playfully winked at me. Handsome was trouble. 

Eli came back. He was saying something. I didn’t hear it all because the cute guy at the bar wanted my attention. 

“Excuse me, I’m sorry. Can you do a favor?” I asked. 

Eli looked confused, “Sure.” 

“Extend an invite to the guy at the bar wearing a black shirt. He’s staring at us.”   

Eli glanced over and then smiled, “Will do.”

“Thanks,” I said, feeling more relaxed. Tonight was about being fierce. Handsome was still checking me out. I gave him a sassy shrug. He laughed. Eli rounded the bar. They exchanged words and then the guy came my way. His hair had a wild tousled look. I took in his dress shirt and tailored pants. Flirty glances were sent his way. Other women probably noticed him before I did, but his eyes were on me. I felt good. He reached my table, bringing a sexy scent that drifted in the air.

“Thanks for the invite. My name is Rex,” his voice sounded good. 

“Laura,” I sipped my wine. “I figured we could talk.”  

Rex set his drink down and relaxed comfortably, like it was normal for a woman to give him an invitation. Maybe it was. He noticed me watching and smiled. “We can talk about whatever you want.” 

“Thanks, first, are you hungry? Would you like to eat?” I motioned to the appetizers not wanting to be rude. Rex was amused. I blushed, “I’m talking about food.”  

“I know,” Rex didn’t get a chance to say anything because Eli was back with silverware and plates. 

Rex didn’t take his eyes off me, “We’ll have another of her order.” 

“Of course. It’ll be out in ten minutes or so. Is that okay?” Eli asked. 

“Yes, thanks,” Rex replied but was still looking at me. 

I blushed more, “You don’t know what I’m having.” 

“You have good taste. I can tell by the wine.”  

I smiled, “You have this way with women. Don’t you?” 

Rex didn’t deny it. That was a good thing. I put the appetizers between us, “I was looking around while you were watching me.”  

“Beautiful, you kept my attention.”  

“I like that,” my words came out too fast. I tried fixing it a little, “Do you come here often?” 

“No, I’m in the city visiting family. I came out for a bit.” 

I was kind of disappointed because Rex would leave at some point. We could have a nice night at least. 

“Pretty Girl, don’t be sad,” his teasing prompted a smile. 

“You’re too much, please eat with me.” 

“Sure,” he picked up a fork and didn’t hesitate. 

I didn’t want to come on too strong and felt the need to apologize. “Rex, I’m not bossing you around.” 

“You can be in charge. Why were you upset?” 

“I was hoping we would hang out more,” I admitted. 

“I’m here for two weeks. I can stay longer if you want.”  

“Seriously? I’m not expecting you to.”  

“I like traveling and don’t mind coming back this way.”   

“We’re strangers. I won’t put demands on you.”  

“I’m offering. Do you have a boyfriend?”  

 “No, but you accepted before asking.” 

“I saw you come in. You’ve been waiting for someone.”   

“He couldn’t make it, so I’m glad you’re here.”  

“I didn’t want you to be alone. I was hoping for a chance,” Rex smiled. “We can see how it goes.” 

We talked and shared the appetizer. My food came. We moved to the main course. Eli came with Rex’s food, but we were sharing my plate. “We can have it next.” 

I laughed, “Guess we’ll eat until we get to it.” 

“Exactly,” Rex agreed. He had this respectful way of saying things that caused tingles. Our conversation flowed easily, but a sexy undertone was there. Rex didn’t glance at any women the entire time he was with me, and plenty looked his way. I liked having his attention and hoped it was a sign of how our night would go. 

“Laura, you’re very naughty.” 

I shook my head, “I didn’t even say anything.”  

“What were you thinking?” 

I sighed, “You’re sexy trouble and a flirt.” 

 “I’m not. My feelings are hurt.”  

“Are they really?” I teased him. 

“No, because I’m flirtatious for the most part.” 

I laughed, “You’re a good time, but I like having all your attention.”  

“I like giving it to you. What else do you want?” 

I took a forkful of food and took my time answering his question, not sure what to say. Let’s have sex and call it a night was the first thing I thought of. I bit my lip and blushed thinking it. Rex finished his drink and motioned for another.

“What are you having?” I curiously asked. 

“My favorite whiskey, not many places carry it.” 

“It must be expensive.” 

“It is. Beautiful, answer my question.”  

Rex wasn’t letting me off the hook. The bartender came with his drink. We were polite until she left the table.

Rex moved his plate closer, “We’ll start on this.”  

I smiled, “So, you’re okay with sharing everything.” 

“Yes, you can take control if you want.”  

“Good to know. I want you,” my words came out in a soft rush. “I hope that answers it.”  

Rex’s heated gaze was proof he was satisfied with my answer. I silently hoped he wouldn’t call Eli over and ask for the check. It would’ve ruined my mood. Rex didn’t disappoint me. 

We talked, ate, sipped drinks, ordered dessert, and flirted. It all felt erotic to me. Rex wanted to handle the check afterward. I fussed but gave in when I saw the whiskey price. “I’ll pay the tip.”   

“It’s twenty-two percent. Beautiful, that’s the cost of your meal. I’ll take care of everything.” 

“Will you settle for a kiss? A few will make us even.” 

“Deal. I can’t wait.”  Rex kept the compliments going without sounding lewd. It felt naughtier in a sense. 

Our banter kept happening, and I wanted to be alone with him by the time we reached the car, but I kept my hands to myself. Rex sat with his legs open. My thoughts were getting dirtier. My phone was a way to keep busy. 

I texted Stacie to tell her about my lapse in judgement. She replied with, Hell yes! Rock his world! Have fun!

I texted with a promise to call in the morning and put away my phone. Rex was texting too. I waited and then scooted closer. He put his arm around me. His mouth brushed my forehead. It felt comfortable. 

We relaxed until the car stopped near a beautiful home. “Are you ready?” Rex asked.

I playfully teased him, proving I was. Rex laughed and let me have my way. We left the car and went inside. The place was nice with a loft and a wonderful view in every direction. I stood at the glass panes, “This is great.” 

“Thanks, it’ll be home for a few weeks.” 

“You’ll like San Diego. It’s so much to do here.”   

“I’m enjoying it so far,” Rex gently steered me closer. 

I wanted to be kissed. He didn’t do it but being in his arms felt good. Tonight was about getting what I wanted. I reminded myself while pulling him into a fierce kiss. Rex groaned. He wanted to control the intensity, but I coaxed him to give more. 

We shared naughty kisses and caresses until he tried backing off. I held onto his shirt. “I’m not finished.” I could’ve spent the entire night kissing and feeling him up, but that wouldn’t be enough, not with Rex. I nuzzled his neck and reached lower. He cursed and then his mouth locked on mine. Rex was worked up, and I didn’t stop touching everywhere my hands could reach.

He groaned, “You’re nothing but a naughty tease.”  

I playfully kissed his neck, “I’ll stop if you don’t like it.” 

“I love it, damn,” Rex was torn between taking things to the next level and controlling his urges. He didn’t have to hold back, but I didn’t mess around with my safety. 

“Do you have protection?”

“Yeah, we should go upstairs.” 

“I’ll wait here,” I kissed him and stepped out of my heels. 

“Laura, I’m being a gentleman.” 

“Be yourself. I need that more. Trust me.”  

Rex left without saying another word. He had a sexy stride and took the steps two at a time. It’s been a while, but I shouldn’t be out of practice. Hopefully, Rex would appreciate me. I eased my panties down and put them in my purse. It seemed silly to drop them, knowing I didn’t bring extra clothes with me. I was with a guy who was better than my dreams and still couldn’t let loose. 

Rex came back. He tossed the condom box on the sofa and then pulled me into his arms. He gripped my bottom. His eyes flickered with lust when he realized I was naked underneath my dress. I didn’t get a chance to be sassy because he captured my mouth in a kiss. I breathlessly ripped his shirt open. Rex had ink. A lot of it. I couldn’t see more because his mouth crashed down on mine again. I softly moaned, not wanting him to stop. He was way taller than me without my heels, but I pounced on him. Rex caught me easily. Our foreplay kicked up from there.

We tumbled onto the sofa. The condom box was around. I was too busy exploring his body and caressing his hard erection to find out where. I liked being playful in the bedroom and was all for testing limits. Rex wasn’t having it and took control. His kisses were incredible, and his hard length was pressed against me. I twisted in his embrace while struggling with his belt and cursing because I couldn’t unfasten it.

Rex kissed me and fixed our frantic pace, “Hmm, Laura, you have a dirty mouth.”

“It can get worse,” I told him and avoided the next kiss wanting to make progress on his clothes. Rex was rock hard, and I was too horny to wait. He groaned when I eased my hands into his pants. Screw it. He could help because I wouldn’t be satisfied until he was completely naked. “Rex, get a condom.” 

“Where are they?”  

“How should I know?” I pouted, getting frustrated from wanting him, “Find them.” 

“Beautiful, wait,” Rex lifted me with ease. My skirt inched higher to reveal my neatly trimmed pussy. 

He groaned, “Can you stop being a tease?” 

“No,” my words were a sexy taunt. “Fuck me.” 

“Your mouth will get you in trouble,” Rex found the condom box in no time at all. He eased back to ditch his shirt. An impressive tattoo was inked in this incredible design that went down his shoulders and around his side.

“I love your ink.” 

“Thanks, it’s in honor of my ancestors,” he ditched his shoe boots and unzipped his pants. Rex was a sexy dark-eyed god. I was torn between watching him and getting into position. My need for him won. I quickly scooted back to poke out my bottom. I was looking over my shoulder when his cock sprang free. The imprint in his pants didn’t do him justice. My thighs trembled. 

“Hurry.” 

“Be patient. Rex rubbed on the condom. “Is this the position you want to start with?” 

I bit my lip and nodded, not trusting my voice to say it. He moved into place behind me. Rex gave my bottom a playful slap. I moaned and arched from the sensations. He caressed my hips and then leaned forward to kiss my neck. “I want you to stay like that,” his grip tightened on my bottom. There was a shift right before Rex thrust in length deep. I cried out. He kissed the sensitive spot on my neck. I softly moaned with my skirt wrapped around my waist. My knees were pressed deeper into the sofa cushions, but I held my position. Rex was pleased with me. He proved it with each rough thrust. 

Lust ripped through me and dirty words happened in-between moans of pleasure. Rex was dominating me and I loved it. He caressed my neck, gripped my hair, and fucked me so good; I fell apart during a mind-blowing orgasm. I cried out again. Rex backed off. I was yanked into his arms and anchored against the glass wall in seconds. We had sex with his face buried in my cleavage and my bottom slapping the glass. 

The night was spent getting down and dirty. Rex was good at everything. We collapsed on the sofa right before dawn. The sky was incredible shades of gold and blue that turned into sparkles behind my eyelids. Sleep came and then something delicious pulled me from a nice dream. The room was filled with soft light. Rex came in wearing sweatpants and nothing else. Sunlight danced on his skin, making the ink darker, and highlighting every defined muscle. He set the tray on an ottoman, “How do you feel?” 

“Good, this sofa is heaven,” I gathered the sheet to sit. 

“Be careful. I don’t want you getting tangled up.” 

“I won’t,” I said and lost my hold on the sheet. 

Rex helped me by adjusting the pillows. 

“Thanks. Last night was great.”  

“It was a good time. This morning was a bonus.” 

“For both of us,” I teased him and then looked at the food. “Do you eat lunch for breakfast often?” 

“No, it’s one in the afternoon.” 

I groaned, “I’m sorry for sleeping late. I should go.” 

“Why? Do you have plans?” 

“No. I don’t want to hold you up.” 

“I’m available,” Rex said with ease. “I made a few calls earlier because I didn’t want to leave you alone.” 

“Thanks, I would’ve freaked out.” 

He chuckled, and it sounded sexy. “Figured as much. Don’t worry. My schedule is open.”  

“In that case, I’ll enjoy this delicious food.”  

“I’m hoping you do,” Rex leaned in for a kiss. 

I turned away, “I need to freshen up.” 

“Are you being modest after the naughty things we did? Pretty Girl, kiss me.”   

I placed a soft kiss on his mouth. 

“I’ll wait until you feel more like yourself for another one,” Rex poured juice into my glass from a pitcher. 

“Are you always this affectionate?” I took a forkful of food. “Rex, this is so good. I’m in love.”  

“With my cooking? Well, that’s damn great.”

I blushed, “Stop, we had a one-night stand. Well, twice, no three times and then we took a nap.” 

“You took a nap,” Rex corrected me. “You wore me out.” 

I tried hushing him but laughed, “Okay, we took a break and then had sex again. That’s four times.”  

“There’s more condoms. Do you want a bath ran?” 

I sighed, “You’re a pro at this.”  

“I won’t agree. It’s a trap,” Rex chuckled, “There’s towels and everything you need in the bathroom. I’ll finish setting things up.”

I was about to move and realized I didn’t have clothes. Rex was amused, “I already touched your intimate places. Go use the bathroom.” 

I dropped the sheet and sashayed away, giving him a show. Rex groaned. I couldn’t stop smiling. My morning ritual was done with all the care needed. I didn’t have my things from home but made it work. Rex had new items waiting, so I felt like the sexiest woman alive and couldn’t help but look at myself in the mirror. My fierceness last night was out of this world! I laughed, feeling carefree. 

Rex was waiting in the living room when I came back. He put a shirt over my head and pulled it down, covering me. It was funny how easily he did it. I laughed more, “Thanks, now I’m ready to eat.”  

“Cool. Are you a drinker?” 

“I like wine and fruity drinks. Why?” 

He offered juice. “This is a Blue Hawaiian. It’ll go well with the food. I watered it down.” 

“I don’t want that. Give me yours.”  

Rex laughed, “I’ll take the pitcher and make it right.” 

“Thanks, I’m not driving and can hang out all day.”  

“Damn, you’ll spoil me,” Rex said over his shoulder. 

“I hope so. Maybe you’ll come back and visit.”  

“I might not leave.” 

“You have to. Your life is,” I blushed and stopped talking because Rex didn’t mention where he was from.

“I live on the East Coast.”  

“Oh. I guess we only have a few weeks.”  

Rex came back with the glass pitcher. “I’ll visit if you want to see where this goes.” 

“I’m not good at sharing. I can’t do long distance.”

“Why? I can be faithful.” 

“Hmm, let’s say I believe it. Why are you single?” 

“I like having a good time.” 

“What changed?” 

“I had sex with you. I like that you’re sweet and shy but naughty in bed. It turns me on. You’re smart and a damn flirt. I need to add that because you were doing your share during sex.” 

I smiled, “I wanted you to be satisfied.”  

“I appreciate it. Do you want to see where this goes?”  

“Yes, now, kiss me,” I told him. 

Rex claimed my mouth in a possessive kiss. It felt good, so more kisses happened until the food started tempting me. The Blue Hawaiian added to the rich flavors. 

We talked, ate, and hung out until I was ready for sex again. Rex wasn’t in the mood for teasing. He picked me up and headed for the stairs. “Wait, we need condoms.” 

Rex slapped my bottom, “I moved them this morning. We can have sex in the bedroom and not fuck like animals.”  

I pouted to give him a hard time, “Why not? I like fucking downstairs.”   

“Angel, I’ll have to do something about that sass.” 

“Oh, I can’t wait,” I said as we reached the bed.

 Rex spent the afternoon and evening proving we could be much more than a one-night stand. It was the best weekend I had in a long time. 










  
  

She Should’ve Been An Angel


Rex Andrews





Executive Estates & Gardens


The hammock swayed in the breeze. The first time we tried it was funny. Laura was worried we would fall. My name was a delicate plea when I eased her into my arms. The hammock rocked wildly as she tried staying in it. Laura braced for a fall that didn’t happen, now, she wanted to relax in it whenever we were at the rental. 

The sun was setting. It was my last night in the city. Issues at the new company would take months to deal with. The plan was to stay in Miami for six months and then return to the West Coast. I glanced at my pretty girlfriend. My two-week vacation turned into four months. Laura glanced up and the look on her face touched my heart. Laura was definitely worth it. We shared a deep kiss. I wanted to back off, but she placed sweet kisses on my face and neck. 

I groaned, “We’ll be in bed if you keep this up.”   

Laura sighed, “I should’ve cancelled, but I didn’t want to break my promise.” 

“Don’t,” I tilted the hammock, stood, and quickly pulled her close. “You need this time with your Dad.” 

Laura wanted to say something but was holding back. 

“What’s on your mind?”

She sighed, “Nothing. I’m excited about our trip, but I’ll have to figure things out with my Dad at some point.” 

“You should come back to visit in-between. You don’t have to stay the entire time. The first month will be tough, but I’ll fix my schedule to fly back with you sometimes.”  

Laura stared at me. “I can’t believe you would do that after the way he treated you.”   

I chuckled, “I’ve dealt with far worse than your Dad.”  

“Are you talking about other women?”

“Beautiful, your old man is looking out for you.”  

“You changed the subject.” 

“Because your jealous temper is showing,” 

“Say one situation” Laura tried her best innocent look. 

I shook my head, “I’m not falling for it. There’s no one else.”   

Laura cuddled against my chest. “Good because I’ll be mad, and you don’t want to experience that.”  

“You’re wrong. I do. It’ll be the best thing for me.” 

She playfully hit my chest, “Quit it.” 

I rubbed the spot. “Can I have a kiss to make up for it?” 

Laura stood on her tiptoes to give me the sweetest kiss. “Make sure you don’t forget about me.”  

“I won’t. I’m yours, but I don’t want you to be late.” 

We went inside. Laura finished packing but her mood was different. She zipped her overnight bag. “I want to stay here with you.”   

I gently pulled her close, “What’s going on with you?”

“I’m upset,” she admitted. “My Dad put off meeting you time after time. I didn’t want to mention it, but we talked last night. Things got heated. We never disagreed like this before.” Laura double checked her bag and pulled her hair into a ponytail. “I’m sure tonight will be a disaster too.”  

“You don’t have to keep worrying. Push your vacation time back a bit. I’ll visit you here even if it’s a few hours.” 

 “No. I’ll miss you too much,” her voice shook with emotion. “Rex, please don’t change our plans.”  

I gave her a gentle kiss, “I won’t but spend time with your old man.” 

Laura had a weird expression on her face again. 

“Come on. I’ll walk you out,” I grabbed her bag. 

Laura was silent until we reached her car. She didn’t talk about it much, but I got the impression her Dad was pressuring her to cancel our trip. I set her overnight bag on the seat and held the door. 

“Thanks. What time do you leave?”

“I’ll be at the airfield by midnight.” 

Laura glanced at me. “I didn’t know you were taking a jet. Won’t it be expensive?”

I was trying not to laugh, but the look on her face was damn cute. “Don’t worry. I can afford it.” 

Laura didn’t look convinced. “I’ll be flying commercial.”  

“You don’t have to, but I’ll purchase a first class seat for you and send the info tomorrow.”  

“Rex, I can pay for my ticket.”  

“I won’t let you. Go have dinner and then spend time with me,” I slapped her ass. “Get in the car.” 

Laura made a cute sound and then glanced over her shoulder. “Oh, I’ll show you how much I like it later.”  

“I’m looking forward to it,” I caged her in and captured her mouth in a deep kiss. Laura went weak from it. My mouth brushed hers a final time. “I’ll see you later.”

Laura tried cuddling against me. 

I chuckled, “Angel, you have to leave.”   

“The timing is awful. I should’ve cancelled it and dealt with my Dad being upset,” she rambled more. 

I gave her a gentle kiss. “Go before I say to hell with it and carry you inside.”  

Laura left without saying anything else. She was upset because I had to leave, but we would spend time together in a few hours. I went inside to pack for the trip home and was about to order food when my phone chimed. I didn’t recognize the number but answered, “Rex speaking.”  

“Hello, this is Laura’s father.” 

“What can I do for you Mr. Reynolds?” my question wasn’t an invitation. We never met face to face, but he wasn’t thrilled about my being with his daughter. 

He cleared his throat. “I would like to invite you over for drinks if you’re up for it.” 

“Send the time and location.”

“I’m sending the address now. See you soon.” Mr. Reynolds ended the call. 

I made a last-minute request to the service. I was in the car fifteen minutes later and on the way. The trip didn’t take long. The two story Mediterranean style house was partially hidden by palm trees. Laura’s car wasn’t in the driveway, but she did mention stopping by her place. 

I tipped the driver and went up the stone path. Mr. Reynolds was standing at the door. “I’m glad you made it on short notice. I’m finishing dinner.” 

Laura was supposed to be having dinner with him. I didn’t speak on it. I followed Mr. Reynolds to the study.

“Please have a seat,” he motioned to a leather chair. 

“I’ll stand if it’s all the same to you.”  

“Whatever you’re comfortable with,” he picked up a decanter. “What’s your poison?” 

“My preferred brand of scotch whiskey.”

Mr. Reynolds glanced at me. “Maybe I have it.” I told him the brand. He looked shocked, “Were you gifted a bottle?”  

My jaw tightened. He was implying I couldn’t afford the luxury brand. I didn’t let my reaction show more than it already was. “I see you don’t have it. I’ll skip the drink.” Mr. Reynolds looked slightly embarrassed.

“Laura was looking forward to lunch with us,” I said, giving him space to say whatever he needed.

Mr. Reynolds sighed, “My daughter always does things a certain way. So, you can understand my concern about her leaving family, friends, and a fantastic career to go on this excursion on the East Coast.”

“It’s an extended vacation for her.” 

“It’s three months,” he countered and sipped his drink. “My daughter isn’t as worldly as you. She didn’t consider changing her life around until now.” 

I maintained eye contact with him. “Laura is capable of making her own decisions. You’re underestimating her.”  

“I’m not,” he replied. “She’s determined to fall in love.”

“You don’t know your daughter at all.” 

Mr. Reynolds sipped his drink while sizing me up. Maybe he was deciding how far to go. “Rex, how much do you care about Laura?”   

“Enough to be standing in your study,” I replied. 

“It’s a fair answer under the circumstances,” he went into a drawer and pulled out a large manila envelope. 

“I’m holding the solution. Two hundred and fifty thousand dollars. This kind of money is life changing.”  

“Don’t insult me,” I warned him. 

“I’m making you an offer. You can have the money. Go back East or start over wherever you like. Laura won’t be joining you.” 

“It’s not up to you,” I reminded him. “Keep your money.” 

There was noise in the hall. “I’ll be back in a minute,” he tossed the envelope on his desk. “There’s a significant amount in there. Think about it.” 

It was time to cut this short. I called Laura. She didn’t pick up. I paced back and forth while texting and sent a request to my driver. Laura wasn’t answering her phone. I texted her again. 

Mr. Reynolds walked back in. “Have we reached an agreement?” 

“It’s a waste of time,” I replied but didn’t look up from my phone. 

“I hope you’re not texting Laura. She stopped by. See for yourself,” he motioned to the window. 

I looked out there. Laura’s formal evening gown accented her curves. Her shoulders were bare and her long hair was styled up. I felt possessive when the guy took her hand. 

“You’re surprised. Didn’t Laura mention Cameron?” Mr. Reynolds was amused. “He and Laura have been dating since last year. She was excited about tonight.”    

I ignored him. Laura held my attention. She turned to get in the luxury sedan, but Cameron steered her close. He rested his forehead on hers. She touched his wrist like she needed to feel anchored. The position was too damn intimate. Cameron lowered his head for a kiss. My heart was weak from it. I turned to leave the study.

Mr. Reynolds stepped in my way again. “I invited you to my home. I can’t have you causing a scene out there.”  

“You’re twice my age. I don’t want to hurt you. Come on with this,” I went around him and rushed outside. 

The car was heading down the street. I called Laura over and over. Where the hell was my damn driver? 

“You’re wasting your time,” Mr. Reynolds called out. 

I went back to the house. “Where are they going?”

“I’m not telling you,” he sipped his drink. “I see you care about my daughter, but you’ll recover from this.”

Mr. Reynolds kept saying smart shit here and there. I sent Laura text after text. I wanted her to pick up the damn phone. The car pulled up to the curb. Mr. Reynolds held out the envelope. “Take this and never contact Laura again.” 

I took it but wasn’t worried about the cash. My eyes locked on his, “Your decisions about your daughter’s life are similar to your taste in liquor.” 

“And what would that be?” 

“Piss poor.”    

He didn’t have anything to say. I hopped into the car and waited for Laura’s call. Twenty minutes went by before her first text. Sorry. I can’t answer the phone. 

I was in a terrible mood but replied without letting my anger come across. Where are you?

Laura replied. Having dinner with my Dad. 

I stared at the message, disappointed but curious as to how far she’d go with it. I texted back. We need to talk. 

Her next text came through. 

I won’t make it back in time. Sorry. Hope you have a safe trip. I have a headache and will probably go to bed early. We’ll talk in the morning. Goodnight. 

I called and her voicemail came on. Laura turned off her phone. The hours went by in a blur of rage and confusion, but I was at the airfield on time. The flight to Miami didn’t help. The jet arrived on time. I was frustrated on the drive to the house and wanted Laura to call. She needed to explain and say I had the situation wrong. 

I showered and threw on clothes, but still felt like shit. My mind was racing. I sipped whiskey and watched the sun rise. It was early in San Diego. I called anyway. 

“Hello,” the guy’s voice was laced with sleep. 

She spent the night at his house. The scenarios played out in my mind, but my problem wasn’t with him. 

“I need to speak to Laura.” 

“It’s early in the morning. She’s in bed.” 

“Put her on the phone.”   

“Look, she wasn’t feeling well after our night out. I’m not waking her up because you asked. I figured this thing with you would run its course. I doubt she’ll make the trip you two were planning.”   

“Cameron, why are you talking? It’s too early,” Laura’s voice was in the background. “What’s going on?”

“Give the phone to her,” I told him. 

He ignored it. “Everything’s okay, please rest.”  Cameron lowered his voice. “You need to back off.” 

My temper surfaced. “I don’t give a fuck about you. I’ll fly back to San Diego and you don’t want that.” 

He ended the call. I was in a bad space and damn near threw my phone. I knocked back the whiskey and threw the crystal glass. It shattered against the wall, but that didn’t help. My heart was damn breaking, but I was expected at lunch in a few hours. We were meeting with investors for a new project our company was handling.

Mom had her share of useless drama with my old man. He loved his freedom. Money was a close second. Women came in a strong third. He didn’t mix business with pleasure but found trouble in all the wrong places. Mom couldn’t live with him but was heartbroken without him. I didn’t understand how deep it was until now. Laura didn’t know how much I loved her. We didn’t talk about it. Maybe that was a good thing because our paths would cross again. 
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“Idon’t like this one,” I tossed the dress on the bed. It was my first weekend off since Mr. Emerson’s retirement. That was shocking, but the promotion was a dream come true, and the reason my best friend was curled up on my bed with wine, trying not to laugh, and failing at it. 

I groaned, “A night out sounded like a good idea, but now, I’m not so sure. We should cancel.” 

“Please,” Stacie waved off my statement. “I’m not taking your damn meltdown seriously because your eyes lit up when I said Dorian would be linking up with us. You two hit it off at Jack’s last week. Don’t deny it. I noticed the way you blushed during the conversation Please screw him and release all that pent-up tension.”  

I shot Stacie a dirty look. She doubled over in a fit of laughter but didn’t spill a drop of wine. My dating life needed serious work, but it wasn’t from not trying. It was different. I sighed, “I don’t like you sometimes.” 

Stacie stopped laughing long enough to catch her breath, “You love me, and I’m not twisting your arm. It’s one date, you know, the thing two people do when they like each other.” 

“Oh, very funny,” I huffed. “I’ve been on dates.” 

“How many? Don’t count the exhausting situation you have with Cameron.” 

Stacie waited for an answer. I was thinking about what she said. Cameron was a safe choice for me. We were friends with benefits, and it was comforting, but I didn’t tell Stacie because she’d point out no one ever measured up to Rex. It wasn’t a good time to lose myself in memories. It’s been an entire year and the pain was still there. He didn’t care about me, so I wouldn’t waste my energy on him. 

I picked out another dress. “I’ve been out with three men, well, four if you count lunch with the guy renting a corporate suite.”  

“We’re not counting that. It’s work-related, so three dates in the past few weeks. Not bad.”  Stacie sipped from her wineglass and motioned to my dress. “Wear that one. I don’t want to be late. What’s his face will be there.” 

“Liam,” I put emphasis on each syllable of his name. “You two have been inseparable for months.”  

“I’m bored. There’s only so many sexual positions a person can try,” Stacie paused. “That’s not true. I met this incredible Greek God last year.” 

“Jorges Cosse,” I said his name before she had a chance to repeat it for the hundredth time. “He was the perfect gentleman and a wild beast in the sack.” I recited word for word. “You spent the week at his beach villa having kinky sex and mind-blowing orgasms for hours.”  

Stacie released a dramatic sigh, “I mention him so much because he was the real deal. They don’t make them like him anymore.” 

I laughed, “I’m pretty sure they do. Men are around.”

“I haven’t found his equal and I’m trying. Tonight is not about me. Pick a dress and throw on sandals.”    

“Don’t rush me. You’re not even into what’s his face anymore,” I teased her. 

“Liam, I know his name,” she sucked her teeth. “Dorian will get there early, knowing him, and you don’t want him to lose interest.” 

Stacie finished her wine. “I’ll pour another glass, so you need to be ready by the time I’m finished it.” She eyed my lingerie, “I like the lace, wear it,” Stacie left the bedroom. 

I shook my head. She would be in rare form. Maybe I could have fun and not worry about hooking up with someone. I tried not to think about Rex. It was awful when I compared men to him. 

I took a deep breath and studied my reflection in the mirror. I looked pretty good. I could handle spending time with Dorian. Maybe it would be the start of something. 

My phone chimed. I was startled by the sound but quickly picked it up. Cameron was calling. I tapped the screen to answer. “Hi, how’s Chicago?” 

“The food is good. It’s colder than what I’m used to.”  

“That’s because we have mild weather here,” I sighed. “I haven’t traveled in a while and would love to experience something new.” 

“You’re welcome to come along next trip.” 

“Thanks. I might do that.”  

“I hope so, you could keep me company in-between these boring meetings. Are you nervous?” 

I paused, “What do you mean?” 

“You have a date. You mentioned it earlier this week.”

I racked my brain and still wasn’t sure when my date was the topic of conversation. 

Cameron chuckled, “You’re trying to figure it out. I asked about your plans, you said it then.” 

“Okay because I don’t remember.”   

“It was four words at the most.” 

I smiled, “I have a date is four words, very funny. I can’t believe I told you. It’s weird since we hookup sometimes.”  

“Really?” Cameron teased. “It’s not a problem for me.” 

I sighed. “I feel awful about mentioning another guy. I was an emotional mess last year, and I’m so glad you were there to lend an ear, but you don’t have to keep doing it.” 

“You’re not leading me on. I wanted to be there for you after the breakup. I understand how tough it is.” 

“Thanks, and I can’t wait to hear about your trip.”  

Cameron chuckled, “I’m glad you said that because I’m hoping we can talk over dinner.”  

 “Sure, sounds good. I’ll text you tomorrow. Have fun while you’re there.” 

“I will and enjoy your night.”  Cameron ended the call. 

I relaxed on the bed for a second. My life was different not too long ago. I wanted a serious relationship, but I would be fine with a guy that had a few things in common with me. It wasn’t settling, well, that’s what I told myself, but there were times where I wondered if things could’ve been different. I released a deep sigh. It was a waste of time. A trip down memory lane wouldn’t change anything. 

I slipped into a dress, jewelry, and sandals. I didn’t go overboard with the makeup. My outfit looked great for a first date, but it took a few minutes to calm my nerves. 

Stacie was in the living room on her phone. She looked in my direction and quickly ended the call. “You look cute. Our ride will be here soon. Do you have everything?”

“No. I left condoms in my other purse,” I batted my eyelashes. “I might need to borrow some of yours.”

“Sure,” Stacie replied without missing a beat. “Let’s hope Dorian is built well in all the places that count.”

“I agree with you on that,” I said without thinking. 

She gave me a wide-eyed stare. “All joking aside. Are you trying to take it there? I’m not judging. I’m curious.” 

“I wouldn’t be against the idea,” I blushed, “My sex life is not the greatest.”  

“Really? I figured you would’ve banged a co-worker or maybe a client. Cameron is always on standby too.” 

I laughed, “You make it sound so wrong.” 

Stacie shrugged, “It’s annoying the way you two avoid talking about having a relationship. How would you react if he popped the question?” 

My smile faded, “Why? Did Cameron say something to you? Is that why he asked to link up for dinner?” 

I hurled questions at Stacie until she put an end to it. “Slow down. Laura, take a breath.” 

I exhaled and relaxed my shoulders. “I’m okay, well, I’m not. I was surprised by your question.”   

“I can tell, but I wouldn’t know if he had plans. I’m not his friend. I asked because you’ve been on and off with Cameron for a year.”

“It’s been seven months,” I corrected her. 

She ignored it, “Cameron will want more than sex at some point. I can see you’re not prepared. Maybe it’s time to be honest. You don’t love him,” Stacie checked her phone. “Our ride is here.” 

I was relieved we weren’t talking about my love life anymore. “What car service did you use?”

“If by service, you mean a person getting paid to drive us where we want to go, then sure, but I won’t be paying for a luxury service like your Dad does,” Stacie glanced at me. “Don’t tell him I said that. My birthday is around the corner, and I want my gifts.” 

“Hmm, I bet,” I teased her. “Admit you’re spoiled too, and I won’t tell on you.”  

“Quit being a damn brat and let’s go,” Stacie replied.

We left my condo. The weather was warm with a light breeze. I enjoyed the trip until the car stopped. I glanced at Stacie in confusion. I’ve been near the location in the past. It used to be filled with overgrown brush. It looked different now. People were hanging out. The palm-tree lined path and gardens were beautiful with tangled vines and flowers. It felt like we were exploring a jungle. I kept walking, “Where are we going?” 

“You’ll see,” Stacie didn’t say more. 

We reached the clearing. The bay shimmered in the moonlight and torches made the sand sparkle. There was beauty everywhere. My eyes were drawn to the wooden sign. “Savage Paradise. The name fits.” 

Stacie laughed, “This sexy place is my gift to you, so let’s check it out. I like what I’m seeing so far.” 

We walked past a small crowd. Stacie smiled at a cute guy and his friend. They were going in the opposite direction, so Stacie chalked it up. We were talking and almost bumped into another attractive man. He apologized. Stacie fanned herself and checked him out until another guy crossed our path.

“My, my, my,” she whispered. 

He laughed and politely spoke. We said hello.

Stacie paused to watch him walk away. “I’m in heaven,” she announced. “Absolute heaven.”  

I laughed, “The guys are in for trouble.” 

“Girl, don’t warn them. That will ruin our fun.” 

We talked in hushed whispers on the short trip up the wide stone steps. The bar overlooked a garden path leading to a beach with cabana-style loungers. 

We relaxed on stools to wait for Dorian and Liam. I ran my hand along the distressed wood. “Why haven’t we ever been to this place before?”  

“It just opened,” Stacie replied. “Mom said the place was a bayside bar back in the day. It’s been closed for a long time, so it’s probably under new management.” 

“I can’t wait to find out who’s in charge. Amcor has rental properties nearby. This bar will draw people.” 

Stacie shook her head. “Stop talking business. You’re not working tonight, so relax, drink, mingle, flirt, and enjoy spending time with Dorian when he arrives. All work and no sex can have very harmful effects.” 

I laughed, “That’s not how the saying goes.” 

Stacie shrugged, “Mine sounds better.”  

“Uh huh, I bet it does,” I teased her. 

We didn’t have a long wait. A woman came minutes later, wearing a pretty coverup, ocean blue bikini bottoms, and jeweled sandals. She smiled, said her name was Amara, and took our order. I relaxed to check out the atmosphere. Savage Paradise had a seductive theme and would definitely bring more people to the rentals. I was thinking about it when Liam joined us at the bar. 

Stacie received a kiss. Liam glanced around, “This is a nice set up. Were you waiting long?” 

Stacie smiled, “No. Do you want a drink?”

“I’m buying, so I’ll order,” Liam winked at her and then started flirting with the female bartender. Stacie didn’t notice. She was checking out a cute guy. Well, the night would be interesting, that was for sure. 

Our drinks came. I sipped my Blue Hawaiian and let the music’s sexy beat mix with rum, vodka, and citrus flavors. I was feeling sexy in paradise, so the night was off to a great start. A guy across the bar was checking me out. I smiled but didn’t do more. Fifteen minutes went by. Dorian still wasn’t around. Stacie and Liam were talking, so I left the bar and was on my way to the ladies’ room but darkness and glittering stars drew my attention. 

I went down the hall and stepped onto the deck. Palm trees swayed in the breeze. Moonlight cast a romantic glow on everything it touched. I enjoyed the view and then went to the ladies’ room. Stacie was waiting at the bar. The look on her face wasn’t good. I navigated around people and rushed to her. “What’s wrong?”

“Dorian can’t make it. He sent an apology.” 

I sighed in relief, “I thought it was really bad news. Okay. Let’s have fun since we’re here.” 

 “Are you sure?” Stacie asked. “Say the word. We’ll go.” 

I laughed, “It’s fine.”  

She eyed me, “Don’t hide your disappointment.” 

I sipped my drink, “I was looking forward to spending time with Dorian, sure, but this sinful place more than makes up for it.”  

Stacie moved closer, “Did something happen in the ladies’ room?” 

Liam chuckled. She shot a dirty look in his direction. “Handsome, I’m having a heart to heart with my friend.”

“Nothing happened,” I cut in before they could get into it. Liam and Stacie were like oil and water at times. 

“Tell Dorian I’ll take a raincheck,” I added.

Stacie looked at me. “Okay but make him wait since he cancelled at the last minute.” 

“I will,” I flinched when the bartender set a drink marker on the bar.

“Hi, I’m Kayson. That’s for you.” 

 “Thanks. Who sent it?”

He motioned to the guy. He was checking me out earlier. “Beautiful, what’s your pleasure?” Kayson’s question sounded naughty or maybe I was feeling the effects from my drink. 

I smiled, “A Blue Hawaiian please.”

“I’ll make it dirty for you,” Kayson replied. 

“Thanks,” my cheeks flushed as he walked away. I glanced at Stacie. She caught our entire exchange. 

“I’ll text Dorian and say it’s cool. You have enough happening right now. Double trouble it seems,” she teased while texting. I blushed, knowing people close by could hear us, but we were alone for the most part. 

“Where’s Liam?” I asked Stacie. 

She shrugged, “He’s around. We’ll link up.”

“Okay, well, the deck is incredible. We can relax out there if you want. I’ll grab my drink first,” I glanced at Stacie. Should I thank the guy for sending it?” 

She laughed, “You’re not out of practice. You know what to do. We can check out the place afterward.”  

I was about to say something when someone whistled, a woman squealed, and laughter happened.

“We should start out there,” Stacie motioned to the entrance. “It sounds like we’re missing out.” 

“Okay,” I drained my glass, picked up my drink, and raised it in my admirer’s direction. Stacie was ordering another. I waited. Movement at the entrance drew my attention. I blinked to make sure there wasn’t anything wrong with my eyes. Rex Andrews walked into Savage Paradise. I was upset and confused, all at the same time. 

“Are you okay?” Stacie asked.

I couldn’t answer because my voice was gone, and it felt like I was rooted to the floor. My heart kept thumping and my hands were trembling. I clutched my drink to keep from spilling it. Rex was the last person I expected to see, and I didn’t know how to feel. 

I stood there numb, staring, and hoping he didn’t notice. Stacie cursed seconds later. She probably figured out why I was acting weird. I didn’t look at her because Rex held my attention. His midnight black hair was wild. I took in his fitted tee shirt, dark denims, and leather boots at a glance. 

Women wanted his attention. One was bold because she moved really close. Rex whispered in her ear. I had a moment and wanted to slap him in the face. I resisted reacting, but my jealousy was constant because Rex said the naughtiest things, and I felt like the sexiest woman alive when I was with him, now, I was a woman from his past. That bothered me. 

 I was in shock but took a deep breath. I could go on with my night. I didn’t have to make a big deal out of this. Rex glanced at the bar and his eyes locked on mine. My heart was still racing, and I couldn’t think of what to say. 

Rex closed the distance. I was held captive in his dark gaze. I wanted to ask if we could talk, but he walked past like we never met. My surroundings blurred, and my eyes filled with tears. My world shattered into a million pieces after Rex left, but his life was fine without me in it. 

Stacie took my drink, “Sit down for a minute.” 

I slid onto the stool. “Did you see what he did?” 

Stacie sighed, “He ignored you. I saw it. Stay here. I’ll find Liam. We’ll hang out somewhere else.” 

“No. We’re not leaving,” my voice trembled. 

Stacie stared at me, “Laura, are you being petty? I have to ask because that’s not like you.” 

“Rex walked in like he owned the place, so he’s been in town for a while. Maybe I was sex for him, but I won’t let him treat me like I’m nothing. We’re staying at this bar and wherever else we want to be tonight.” 

“Hey, I’ll drink to that,” Stacie raised her glass. 

I snatched up mine, tapped hers, and sipped. Rex Andrews might want to forget I ever existed, but he couldn’t control how or where I spent my time.









OEBPS/images/4e809723-c253-445b-9e94-d1a18f1471a9.png
LAST NIGHT &AFTER

5@/ 4
Faradlige

JESSICA CARYN





OEBPS/images/c596065d-d273-49b1-bf6f-51f0b1942db6.png
LAST
NIGHT
GAFTER
Sy Diego

JESSICA CARYN








