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“Kelly Jamieson delivers a blazing passionate
read that tugs at the heartstrings!”

~ Carly Phillips, New
York Times Bestselling Author

 


“seductive and bewitching from the very
start… Softly romantic and wickedly provocative”

~ RT Book Reviews
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my keeper shelf and I can’t wait to see what she writes next.”

~ Joyfully Reviewed

 


“Ms. Jamieson once again gives the reader a
richly detailed story that is brimming over with sexual tension,
intoxicating desires and intriguing carnal needs that is edgy and
psychologically intense…”

~ The Romance Studio

 


“…I love Kelly Jamieson’s books and the way
that she depicts her characters…”

~ Sizzling Hot Book Reviews



Chapter One


 


Stand up as best man at Matt and Corey’s
wedding? Jesus, he’d rather take a longboard in the nuts.

Dylan gave his cell phone a black look and
then held it back up to his ear. His best buddy Matt had emailed
him about this, but now he was on the phone pressing for an answer.
“Yeah, thanks and all, but I don’t see how I can get back there for
the wedding.”

“We planned it for September because we knew
you’d be back then for the Jackson Cole Pro,” Matt said. “You’re
going to be here anyway.”

Huh. Dylan ran his tongue over his teeth and
stared out at the blinding turquoise of the South Pacific lagoon
from the deck of his thatched bungalow over the water. Fuck. He
couldn’t miss that competition, even though he knew he’d likely
have to see Matt and Corey when he was back for it.

“The wedding’s the weekend before the
competition,” Matt added. “That gives you time to get here from
Tahiti.”

Yeah. True. Having just finished the Rip
Tide Open in Tahiti, his next stop on the tour was San Amaro,
California.

“We want you here, man. Seriously. It would
mean a lot to us.”

Best man? What a joke! Seeing as the
bride-to-be had picked another man, Dylan hardly felt like the
“best man”.

He drew in a long breath and let it out. “I
don’t know. I don’t know if I can swing it.”

He looked up as Lexi emerged from the
bungalow onto the deck, completely naked. Her tanned body gleamed
in the sunlight and she shook back her long blonde hair, giving him
an impatient what-the-hell-are-you-doing look. He smiled.

“Look, I can try to make the wedding. But I
can’t commit to being best man if I don’t know if I’ll be there for
sure.”

He heard Matt’s sigh of frustration. “Dylan.
We gotta talk about this.”

“Talk about what? You know I’m stoked for
you and Corey.” His insides twisted as he said that. Lexi sauntered
across the deck toward him and he let his gaze run up and down her
stunning body. Sadly, he was too rattled by the phone call from
Matt to be aroused by her. She lowered herself onto his lap and
wrapped her arms around his shoulders, nuzzling the ear not
occupied by the phone.

“Then come home and help us celebrate
this.”

Dylan gritted his teeth. He was being
cornered into this. He couldn’t make many more excuses. “Can I let
you know? Give me a day or two, okay?”

After a brief pause, Matt said, “Okay. Fair
enough.”

“I’ll see what I can do,” Dylan
promised.

Yeah, he’d see what he could do about
finding a reason not to be there.

He ended the call and tossed the phone onto
the small table.

“Come back to bed,” Lexi murmured. “We’re
waiting for you.”

He grinned, thinking of Suri inside, with
her smooth bronze body and long black hair. “Yeah. Sorry. Had to
deal with that.”

He stood, lifting Lexi with him, and strode
back into the bungalow. Suri was stretched out on the white sheets
of the four-poster bed. The wooden blinds had been closed,
filtering the sunlight and making the room cool and dim. The
ceiling fan circled lazily above them, the slight breeze from it
fluttering the sheer white fabric draped from each of the bed
posts.

Two hot and willing women in his bed would
take his mind off that phone call and all the things he didn’t want
to think about.

 


“How about a trip to Tahiti?”

Brooke stared at her boss across the table
in his office where their PR team had gathered for a meeting.
“Tahiti?”

Barrett nodded, his steel-colored hair
gleaming beneath the small pot lights of his office. He looked at
her over the black-framed reading glasses perched on his prominent
nose. “Yeah. All expenses paid.”

She frowned. “I don’t get it.”

“We have a little problem. With Dylan
Schell.”

Oh God. Not again. She sighed. “Now
what?”

“He’s out of control. We can’t have one of
our athletes running around the beaches in Tahiti naked, having
orgies, drunk and high pretty much all the damn time.”

“Sounds like a good time to me.” Her
co-worker Tim gave an envious sigh.

Brooke pursed her lips to stop her smile,
then gave Tim a reproving look.

“Kidding,” Tim said. “Sort of. I know, I
know, this is a PR nightmare.”

Brooke swallowed a sigh. “He did well in the
competition there last week, didn’t he?”

“Yes,” Barrett said. “He came in second
place and now he’s ranked third. He has a great chance to win the
Jackson Cole Pro if he can beat Heath Marlow. But the better he
does, the wilder his behavior gets. We’re trying to sell a
wholesome image to all those kids who’re buying our gear. This
isn’t cutting it.”

Brooke bit her lip. It had been her idea to
sponsor Dylan Schell about a year and a half ago. His pro surfing
career had been on the rise and the fact that he was a local boy
made him perfect to help sell their casual clothing. She’d pushed
hard to get them to agree. She recalled telling them how Dylan
Schell was one of the most progressive and exciting surfers in the
sport, with good looks and charisma that made him super popular
with the fans. Then he’d had that accident, and a broken foot had
kept him out of competition for a couple of months. That had been
bad luck and crappy timing. He’d gotten back to it with a slow
start, looking like he’d lost his edge, and they’d all been biting
their nails to see if he was going to live up to their
expectations. He’d started winning again, but the next sign of
trouble had been when he’d lost a big competition after a
spectacular wipeout and had then told the media, with a shit-eating
grin, that he knew he shouldn’t have had group sex the night
before. He’d gone on to win a few more competitions but had then
caused an uproar when he’d been drunk on a flight, which had to
turn around and return to Sydney. Apparently he’d been trying to
convince some of the female flight attendants to join the mile high
club with him.

“Why do I have to go to Tahiti?”
Tahiti was nice, but that would involve flying. On a plane.

“He needs someone to keep him out of
trouble,” Barrett said.

Brooke snorted. “You think I can do
that?”

Barrett gave her a cool look. “You wanted us
to sponsor him.”

She firmed her lips and met his eyes. “Yes.
I did.” She’d take responsibility for her actions and defend her
decision. Even though Dylan Schell was making it difficult. “I
still think he’s a good choice.”

“No,” Barrett said. “He is not a good
choice. We’re spending a ton of money on him and we’re not getting
the return on our investment that we need. With profit margins as
slim as they are, every dollar we invest in an athlete should
propel sales ten to twenty times that investment.”

“Realistically, that’s never going to
happen,” Tim pointed out. “With anyone.”

“I don’t give a shit,” Barrett said. “It’s
not happening with him and it’s not even close.”

“You want to cancel his contract?” Brooke
leaned forward. “That will cost a lot too. We signed him for three
years.”

“I know. That’s why we’re not doing it now.
We’re willing to give him one more chance. The Jackson Cole Pro is
coming up. We want you to go get him.”

“I think we should talk to his agent
first.”

“I did. Holden’s wife just had a baby. He’s
a little preoccupied and isn’t going to be flying to Tahiti. But he
says he’s with us one hundred percent on this and will work with us
when we get Schell back here. Which is great, but not good enough.
We need to get him back here and keep him out of trouble.”

She swallowed. “How am I going to do
that?”

“We’re going to set up some things to keep
him busy. You’re going to stick to him like shit on a shoe.”

“Things like what?”

“I don’t know! Find something for him. Do
some talks to kids about staying off drugs, some motivational crap
about finishing school, yadda yadda. We haven’t worked out the
details of what we’ll get him involved in. That’ll be your job.
Yours and Tim’s. You know what I want. Now make it so.”

“You want me to babysit him.”

“Call it what you want. You’re going to have
to lay it on the line for him. He either does this or he’s in
breach of his contract with us and he’s done.”

She nodded slowly, processing what he’d just
told her. “I’m still not sure I’m the best one to do this.”

A trip to Tahiti sounded amazing, other than
the fact she had to fly to get there, but going to deliver a top
pro athlete a lecture on his bad behavior, give him a hard line
ultimatum and then make sure he acted like a good boy, did
not sound like fun. They needed someone with a lot
more—ahem—balls than she had to do something like that.

“You’ve said you’re interested in moving up
in the company.” Barrett narrowed his eyes at her. “You’ve told us
you’re willing to do whatever it takes. You’ve said you’re willing
to take on any projects to demonstrate your abilities.”

Yup, she’d said those things. She was so
screwed. “Okay.” Her stomach clenched hard. “I’ll go.”

“You’re the one who pushed for him,” he
reminded her again. “If we can’t turn this around, upper management
is going to want someone to take the fall for this.”

She kept her face carefully composed as she
glanced at Tim, whose mouth had fallen open a little. Barrett’s
comment didn’t really surprise her. She’d seen this happen before.
When things were going well, Barrett was the first to take the
credit, but when things went wrong, he was only too happy to let
someone else take the blame. If Dylan Schell continued to screw up,
the message was clear—she’d be the one to pay the price.

“I’m not sure if Brooke has the stones to
play hardball with him,” Tim said.

Brooke’s back teeth ground together and she
curled her fingers around the armrests of the chair she was sitting
in. But Tim was only trying to help. The truth was, she wasn’t sure
she had the stones to play hardball with Dylan Schell either.

“I can do it.” She firmed her lips. Okay,
yeah, she got it. She had a choice. Either drag Dylan Schell back
here, keeping him out of trouble, or Dylan wouldn’t be the only one
out on his ass—she’d be out of a job too.

Shnippits! She’d been busting her butt at
Jackson Cole for three years now. She was doing a good job. Could
they really fire her over one bad decision? And it hadn’t even been
her decision. She didn’t have the power to decide who they
sponsored, she just made recommendations. She picked at the loose
cuticle on her thumb as her mind whirled.

Yeah, they probably could fire her. She
loved her job there and had ambitions for moving up in the company,
but she had no illusions that this was a business, and she had no
illusions about the type of boss Barrett was.

“When do I leave?”

“As soon as you can. You and Tim have some
work to do to get things planned. I want every minute of Schell’s
time filled while he’s here, and not with parties and drunken
orgies.”

She met Tim’s eyes.

He lifted his eyebrows and gave her a small
smile. “Sure. We can do that. Let’s get started, Brooke.”

 


Three days and a fifteen-hour flight later,
Brooke landed at Tahiti Faa’a Airport in Papeete. Tired, grouchy
and grungy, she was also ready to kiss the ground once off the
plane. God, she hated flying. She’d almost been willing to fill the
prescription her doctor had given her the last time she’d had to
travel, but she hated to resort to drugs. Surely she had guts
enough to make it through a flight on her own. So she’d spent most
of the flight in a heightened state of anxiety instead of sleeping
like she should have been, and now she was exhausted. Relieved, but
exhausted.

She located a taxi to drive her to L’Auberge
Pacifique, where Dylan Schell was apparently staying. She should be
thrilled to be in such a beautiful, exotic location, but instead
she was irritable and on edge. She tried not to take it out on the
front desk clerk who checked her in, or the smiling young man who
carried her suitcase up to her room for her.

The hotel was amazing, sleek and modern with
shiny dark wood floors and white furniture arranged in the lobby in
casual seating areas. They passed by a coffee shop, a long white
leather banquet that curved into a half-circle with small dark wood
tables and bright orange leather chairs, then a lounge with dark
wood stools pulled up to a sleek metallic bar and funky wicker
chairs grouped around low glass tables.

God, she wanted to lie down. She rubbed at
gritty eyes and shoved a hand through hair that felt lank and
greasy.

She tipped the smiling bellhop and tried to
smile in return, then let the door to her room slowly shut behind
her. The room was small, but she wasn’t going to be there long. She
grimaced at the thought of flying halfway around the world for what
would probably be two days.

She walked across the white tile floor
toward floor-to-ceiling windows, the dark drapes pulled to the
sides, windows which were actually sliding doors onto a small
balcony. Outside the sun shone down on lush green foliage, palm
trees waving gently in the breeze.

She turned to the bed, covered in a pristine
white duvet. Oh yeah. That was what she wanted. She eyed it
hungrily, but she had to focus on business first. She needed to
track down Dylan Schell and arrange a meeting.

She sat on the bed and called the front
desk, asking to be put through to Dylan Schell’s room. The phone
rang and rang but there was no answer. When voicemail picked up,
she hung up and bit her lip. Okay. She tried the cell phone number
they had for him. Also no answer. Hmm. What to do now?

She could go looking for him. Apparently he
was staying in one of the little thatched bungalows over the water,
from the word they’d gotten about his recent activities there. She
was curious to see those luxury accommodations. Dylan must be doing
okay in the prize money department if he could afford to stay
there.

With a last longing look at the bed, she
rose and picked up her purse.

Outside in the hotel grounds, the sun seared
her retinas and she rummaged in her purse for sunglasses. She slid
stylish Jackson Cole shades onto her nose and started down a path
that curved past lush lawns, carefully trimmed shrubs, bright
flowers and of course more palm trees. Warm humid air caressed her
skin and soon she was sticky and sweaty in her black pants and
white shirt.

Damn, she should have changed before she
came out here. She was used to warm weather living in California,
but San Amaro right on the coast never really got that hot, and
off-shore breezes kept it comfortable. This was tropical with a
temperature near ninety degrees, and the scorching sun made her
black pants feel like a sauna.

She dug into her bag for an elastic band and
pulled her hair back into a ponytail, which helped marginally.

Definitely beautiful here though. She passed
by tennis courts and then a sparkling turquoise pool and her feet
slowed and halted as she took it in—turquoise water lapped on white
sand. This was the pool? Holy crap!

She shielded her eyes and followed the path.
Up ahead she spied more blue water. That must be the lagoon and
hopefully where the bungalows were.

Indeed. Again she stopped to take in the
sight of the wooden deck that stretched out into the lagoon and the
quaint thatched roofs of the huts on either side of it. She sighed.
Unless Dylan Schell was outside it wasn’t going to be easy to find
him.

She stepped onto the beach, strolling past
the small stone wall that separated sand from grassy area. Dammit,
these ballet flats weren’t meant for this. Sand inside them scraped
uncomfortably on her feet. She stopped and slipped them off, picked
them up then continued toward the dock, her feet sinking into silky
pale sand. She’d give anything to get out of these clothes and into
a swimsuit. But that wasn’t exactly professional attire for an
important business meeting, even if this was French Polynesia.

Women in tiny bikinis and sarongs wrapped
around their hips strolled along the deck, men in flowered board
shorts with some of them. She regarded their casual attire
enviously. A family with several small children squealing with
excitement headed toward the pool. Brooke studied people, looking
for Dylan.

She hadn’t seen him in person for years but
she was pretty sure she’d recognize him. They’d gone to the same
high school in San Amaro, but that had been ten years ago. She’d
seen recent PR photos though, the ones on his website, the ones
they used to help market their apparel and other ones on the
Internet about the Association of Surfing Professionals World Tour
surfers. He hadn’t changed much since high school, according to
those photographs. He still had longish dark hair that hung over
his forehead and he still had those amazing silvery-gray eyes
fringed with thick dark lashes, still had that sexy smile that
beamed white in his tanned face.

She wandered down the deck, glancing at the
bungalows, unsure which was his. Perhaps she should have left a
voicemail. But she had a feeling he wasn’t going to return a phone
call from someone from Jackson Cole wanting to arrange a business
meeting.

Drunk. High. Orgies. Her stomach clenched
thinking about Dylan’s activities lately. He’d always been a bit of
a bad boy, even in high school, with girls after him all the time.
He probably wouldn’t even remember her. She’d never been one of
those lucky girls who’d attracted his attention. Not that she’d
wanted his attention. Okay, well, she couldn’t say she would’ve
turned him down if he’d noticed her, but really, that was so far
outside the realm of possibility she hadn’t even entertained that
as a fantasy. He’d been a jock, a surfer, athletic and talented,
someone everyone knew was going to make it big. He’d been fearless
and exciting, charming and fun.

She blew out a breath. She’d lost patience
with this. She returned to the front desk. “Hi.” She smiled. “I
need to know where Dylan Schell is staying.”

“I’m sorry,” the young woman said, as
expected. “I can’t give out that information.”

“You can give it to me.” Brooke made her
smile businesslike. She pushed her card across the desk toward the
other woman. “I’m with Jackson Cole, one of Dylan’s sponsors. We
need to meet with him urgently about some business matters.”

“Oh.” The woman looked at the card, then
back at Brooke, taking in her attire, so different from the casual
clothing everyone else there wore. Also taking in her lack of
makeup, lank hair and sweaty face. Clearly she wasn’t a beach bunny
trying to get with a pro surfer. “Jackson Cole. Really?”

She no doubt recognized the name as one of
Dylan’s biggest sponsors. They were well known in California and
getting more known in the US, maybe even this far away. After all,
the ASP event had just happened there; probably everyone had been
aware of the surfers and the big sponsors and all the media who’d
been there covering the event.

“Yes.” Brooke kept her smile in face. “It’s
pretty important for his career.”

“I could put you through to his room.”

“I tried that already.” Brooke leaned
closer. “He didn’t answer and…not that I’m worried…but I hope he’s
okay. Apparently he’s been pretty…um…busy lately.”

The girl nodded and lowered her eyes. “Er.
Yes. He has.”

Flerkinschmidt. She knew it because she’d
been with him. Brooke resisted an eye roll.

The girl lifted her eyes and Brooke saw the
ire there. Oh damn. The other woman was pissed at Dylan. No doubt
he’d blown her off for other girls.

“He’s in bungalow eighteen.”

Yes! “Thank you so much.” Brooke slid a U.S.
twenty dollar bill across the counter.

She hurried back outside, retracing her
steps through the grounds, past the pool, across the beach and down
the wooden dock where the bungalows were.
Sixteen…seventeen…eighteen. Yes.

She approached the small structure. The door
was closed but unlocked. She gave a rap on it then stepped inside.
“Hello! Dylan? Dylan Schell?”

She shoved her sunglasses up on top of her
head. Even so, it took a moment for her eyes to adjust to the
dimmer light inside the bungalow. She blinked a few times, looking
around. Her eyes fell on the big four-poster bed and spotted a dark
head there, a stark contrast against white pillows. His eyes
appeared closed. He was in bed? At this time of the afternoon?

“Yeah, baby, suck me, just like that…”
Dylan’s hoarse words reached her ears, but before she could turn
and get the hell out of there, his eyes flickered open and met
hers. The bedcovers started moving and Brooke’s gaze moved over the
shapes beneath the duvet. Oh dear God…

A head emerged from beneath the bedcovers, a
woman with long blonde hair, kissing her way up Dylan’s chest, and
then another woman emerged, this one with long dark hair.

Heat swept up from Brooke’s chest into her
face, scorching her cheeks.

“Hello, sweetheart,” Dylan drawled, his
white smile flashing in the dim room. “Have you come to join
us?”



Chapter Two


 


Pretty, but way overdressed. Dylan smiled
across the dim bungalow at the woman standing in his door. Her
pulled-back dark hair revealed a perfect oval face with big dark
eyes and a small mouth. That mouth was now parted in surprise, her
eyes going wide enough for her eyeballs to pop out and roll across
the floor.

Hell. She apparently wasn’t there to make
the threesome a foursome.

“Oh God.” Then she straightened her
shoulders and pressed those pretty lips together. “No, I’m not here
to join you.” Her gaze flickered to Suri and Lexi. “I’m here on
business. And you need to get out of bed and get dressed.”

He narrowed his eyes at her. Who the hell
was this? Jesus. This day was going from bad to worse. First Matt
called and got him riled up by asking him to be best man at his
wedding, the last wedding in the world he wanted to be at, then
he’d been so rattled he’d actually had a hard time getting it up
with two hot chicks.

“I don’t think so, sweetheart.” He pulled
Suri and Lexi back down. “We’re a little busy, if you hadn’t
noticed.”

“I noticed. And you’ll have to finish your
little ménage à trois later…like maybe in a year and a half when
your contract with Jackson Cole expires.”

“Huh?” Jackson Cole?

“I’m Brooke Lowry, Assistant Manager,
Marketing and PR. And we have important business to discuss. If you
want to keep your lucrative contract with Jackson Cole.”

Annoyance and a quick shiver of fear ran
through him. “We can talk later,” he told Brooke Lowry, Assistant
Manager, Marketing and PR. Suri went to slide out of bed, and he
caught her wrist. “Hey babe, don’t go.”

“I think we’d better.” Suri slanted him an
apologetic glance. He watched in dismay as both girls walked over
to the dresser where they’d left their bikinis. Apparently being
naked in front of a stranger didn’t bother them one bit, and they
donned their suits and retrieved sunglasses, flip flops and their
big beach bags. Then Brooke stepped aside as they exited the
bungalow with cheery waves.

“Catch you later, Dylan,” Lexi called.

Well, he didn’t give a shit about being
naked in front of a stranger either, and this uptight Marketing and
PR manager needed to loosen up a little. He threw back the covers
and swung his legs over the side of the bed, then stood. Brooke’s
eyes dropped briefly to his junk, went wide again and even in the
dim bungalow he could see the pink flush that tinted her
cheeks.

She half-turned away and folded her arms
across her chest. “Put some clothes on. Please.”

“Meh.” He sauntered over to the bar in the
corner and grabbed a beer out of the fridge. He had no problem
being naked. “I’m good. Would you like one?” He held up the cold
bottle.

She glanced over at him, then did that
little straighten of her slender shoulders again and turned to face
him, although keeping her eyes on his face. “No thanks.”

He leaned casually against the bar and
guzzled down half the bottle of icy cold brew. Damn, that was good.
“So what’s up, buttercup?” He hoisted one eyebrow.

Her mouth tightened. “I really think this
conversation is one you want to have with your clothes on.”

Alarm bells went off in his head. “What
conversation is that, sweetheart?”

“Please don’t call me sweetheart. This is
business. Fine, if you want to do this here and now, let’s do it.”
She drew in a breath and looked up at the ceiling briefly. “Head
office sent me to talk to you about your recent conduct.”

“My conduct?” His insides contracted.

“Yes. Your exploits have made it into the
news, which has gotten back to the executives at Jackson Cole. They
are not pleased, to put it mildly.”

He kept his face neutral. He hoped. “What
‘exploits’ would those be?” he asked, his voice bland.

“Things like group sex in the middle of the
afternoon.”

He narrowed his eyes at her again and lifted
the bottle. “Hey. We were in the privacy of my bungalow and
you came barging in. What I do on my own time in my own
bedroom is my business.”

Her cheeks pinkened again and those dark
eyes flashed sparks. He wanted to grin. Yet somehow he knew this
wasn’t going to be funny.

“Other things then. The drunken partying.
The orgies that people do know about. The dope-smoking and
nudity on the beach. We’ve managed to smooth things over with the
media on some of the other things you’ve done, not the least of
which was being arrested for that Quantas Flight having to turn
back to Sydney.”

His back teeth ground together a little at
the mention of that. Yeah, that hadn’t been one of his more epic
moments, even he had to admit. It had all just been in fun, a
little flirting with the flight attendants, and yeah, he’d had a
few beers, but Jesus, they’d totally overreacted by turning the
plane around. It wasn’t as if he was dangerous, for fuck’s
sake.

Suddenly being naked didn’t feel quite so
comfortable, and he set down the beer on the bar and reached for
the board shorts draped over the nearby chair. He stepped into them
and quickly tied them loose and low on his hips.

Brooke’s gaze dropped briefly once more,
tracking over his abs and the shorts, then jerked back up to his
face. “For God’s sake, take those off,” she snapped.

“Uh…” He gave his head a little shake.
“Okay, sure sweetheart, but I thought you wanted me dressed.”

“Those are Billabong shorts! You can’t be
seen wearing the competition! Do you have some kind of death wish,
or what?”

Her words made his insides leap and he
stared at her.

“Where did you get those anyway? Why would
you even have them?”

He looked down at them blankly. “I don’t
know where I got them,” he said shortly, fingers fumbling with the
ties. He let them drop to the floor, kicked them aside and strode
over to the dresser. He yanked open the top drawer and grabbed a
pair of shorts. He had a fucking hundred pairs of them and he was
pretty sure most of them were Jackson Cole. He stepped into the
shorts, this pair a black and white flowered pattern. He picked up
the offending garment and held it over the waste basket, catching
her eye and then dropping it in.

“That’s better. Geez.”

“My deepest apologies,” he said in a dry
voice. “I didn’t mean to offend you. Who knew my nudity would be
less offensive than a pair of board shorts made by the
competition.” He held out a hand to the small sofa and chair. “Have
a seat. Sure you don’t want a drink? I have water, pop…”

“No thanks.” She did move toward the sofa
and took a seat, perching stiffly on the edge.

He took a seat too, on the chair adjacent,
and gave her one of his most charming smiles. “So, I’m in
trouble.”

She eyed him for a few seconds then jerked
her chin. “Yes, Dylan. You’re in trouble.”

Great. Just fucking great. “Is Jackson Cole
pulling the plug on me?” He leaned back, trying to appear casual,
but his heart had started to beat a little faster.

“Not right now. But you have to turn this
around or they will be. One more chance.”

He frowned. “What does that mean?”

“It means, they sent me here to get you and
bring you back to San Amaro. Next stop on the tour, right?”

“Right.”

“Our PR team has some things lined up to
keep you busy over the next few weeks. Some charity events and good
causes for you to work at. We’ll make sure the media sees you at
these events. We are going to polish your image all up and put a
halo on your head. And then you are going to surf your ass off and
win that competition.”

He studied her, sitting there with her hands
on her knees, her spine straight. “Hey. Don’t I know you? Brooke
Lowry!”

She tipped her head to one side, lips
pursed. “Took you long enough.”

“Man! Pacific Heights High School! I can’t
believe it. Now you work for Jackson Cole?”

“That’s right.”

“What a coincidence!”

He really only vaguely remembered her from
high school. She’d hung out with a different crowd, the kind of
crowd that had intimidated him—smart and yet not geeky, they were
the kids who’d run the student council, the social committee and
probably a dozen other things he didn’t remember. He’d never been
that much into school. He hated sitting still for any length of
time and the only thing that had gotten him through had been Matt’s
tutoring. He couldn’t help but remember that with fond gratitude
toward Matt, even though the bastard had ended up with Corey.

He wasn’t going to think about that right
now.

“I guess it is.” She shifted on the couch
and dropped her gaze. “Long time no see.”

“For sure!” Maybe being old friends would
soften her toward him a bit. Except they’d never really been
friends. And clearly she already knew who he was when she’d arrived
there and she hadn’t exactly been…soft on him. Shit.

He kept his smile firmly in place. “So. Tell
me what you’ve been doing for the last…uh…ten years.”

She waved a hand. “That’s not what I’m here
for. We’re here to talk about you.”

“Oh. Yeah.” His smile faded. “Look, things
can’t be that bad. I’ve been having a little fun celebrating my
wins, that’s all. I’m a surfer, people expect us to do those
things.”

She gave a heavy, long-suffering sigh.
“Unfortunately, that’s true. That surfer counter-culture holds some
appeal for certain people. However, your sponsors—or I suppose I
can only speak for one right now—do not. Jackson Cole has been
expanding our brands, trying to enhance our image. We don’t want a
drunken stoner representing our products.”

“That’s not me!” He gaped at her, but heat
washed over him as he recalled the wild parties over the last few
days. Again, shit.

“We’re booking you on the next flight back
to the States,” she said firmly. “With me. And then we have work to
do.”

“The next flight.” He frowned. “Back to San
Amaro.”

“That’s right.”

His gut cramped, but he pulled his mouth
into a smile again and sat back, crossing one ankle over the other
knee. “No can do, sweetheart.”

“What?” Now it was her turn to gape.

He shook his head and pushed his hair out of
his eyes. “No can do. I can’t go back to San Amaro right now.”

 


Brooke’s fingers dug into her knees through
the black pants that were still baking her alive. God, she envied
Dylan’s loose, cool shorts. Or nudity. Although the sight of his
naked body was doing alarming things to her pulse and respiration.
And other parts of her.

Holy guacamole, he was gorgeous. His tanned,
athletic body was honed to perfection, lean enough to show off
every single one of those perfectly cut muscles. Ripped didn’t even
begin to describe him. His chest was smooth and hairless, his abs
mouth-wateringly defined, his arms strong. He walked around the
small bungalow on long legs, his thick thighs and strong calf
muscles flexing as he moved, his butt muscular and his back as
defined as his abs. And geez Lord his package…she’d gulped at the
sight of his thick, half-hard penis resting on his testicles,
surrounded by a thatch of black hair.

There was something to be said for the
athlete’s body. What would he be like in bed? The sex would no
doubt be athletic too, and her mind started heading off down an
inappropriate path. She had to give herself a mental slap to bring
herself back to reality.

“What do you mean you can’t go back to San
Amaro now? Why not?”

His beautiful lips pressed together and he
dropped his gaze. “I just can’t.”

He looked like a sullen little boy, which
should have annoyed her but instead made her heart flutter. “Either
you tell me a good reason why you can’t—and it better be a good
business reason—or we’re on that plane tomorrow.”

“I can’t tell you.” He lifted his head and
the pleading look in his silvery-gray eyes had her going soft
inside. “Could you just take my word for it? It’s not a business
reason, it’s personal.”

Oh for the love of cheese…she could only
imagine the “personal” reasons that would make him not want to go
back to San Amaro. A woman. Or women, no doubt. She closed her eyes
and rubbed her forehead. “Somehow I knew this wasn’t going to be
easy.”

“I’m sorry, Brooke. It’s nothing personal
against you.”

She met his eyes, softened even more by his
apology. “I know. But I have a job to do.”

His mouth tightened and he nodded. “Sure.
But I’m still not going.”

“You sound like a two-year-old. And you’ve
been acting like one too.”

“I have not.” Their eyes met and he burst
out laughing, then shook his head ruefully. She couldn’t help the
smile that tugged at her lips. “I guess that didn’t convince you
I’m not acting like a two-year-old. But seriously. Two? I don’t
think so.” She caught the carnal gleam in his eye. “Sixteen,
maybe,” he added, and she rolled her eyes and repressed another
smile.

“Let me lay this out for you.” She leaned
forward. “Do you know how much Jackson Cole is paying you? Or does
your agent deal with all that for you?”

“I know,” he muttered.

“Good. Then you know what exactly is at
stake here.”

He sighed.

“I know you have other sponsors. But I’m
still thinking that losing this one would be a hard hit. Am I
right?”

He pursed his lips and gave her a baleful
look.

“You know, you should be nicer to me. I
could turn around and go home alone and tell them I couldn’t
convince you.”

He tipped his head to one side and regarded
her thoughtfully. “Go right ahead.”

Shit! He’d called her bluff. She couldn’t do
that because her own effing job was on the line. “I’m booking our
flights.” She reached for her purse. She dug her phone out of her
purse as he glared at her, found the airline information and made
the call. “We leave tomorrow night at eleven forty-five,” she told
him when she ended the call. She sat back in the chair. Okay. What
were they going to do for the next…uh…twenty-nine hours? She rubbed
her index finger over the ragged cuticle of her thumb.

“Great.” He slumped lower in the armchair.
“I need another beer.”

“How many have you had today?”

He squinted at her. “Really? You’re going to
monitor my alcohol intake?”

“You bet I am.”

“This is my second beer.”

“Bullshit.”

He sat forward, elbows on his knees and
fixed her with an intense silvery look. “I may be acting immature
and irresponsible and whatever else you want to accuse me of, but
never call me a liar,” he said very softly.

A shiver worked its way down her spine. “I’m
sorry.”

He held her gaze.

“Fine. Have another beer. But you’re not
leaving my sight until we’re on that plane tomorrow night.”

He smiled slowly. “Really. You’re moving in
here with me then? There’s only one bed.” He cocked an eyebrow and
let his gaze roam over her body. “I’m up for it though.”

Her fingers curled into her palms, nails
digging into her flesh and she took in a long, deep breath. “No,
I’m not moving in here. Okay, I didn’t mean I need to watch you
sleep. I just meant, I’m keeping you out of trouble. So I’m sorry,
but your friends will have to do without you. No more threesomes,
no more partying.”

He dipped his chin and gave her a look
through eyelashes. “Oh come on. Partying is fun. You can’t tell me
you came all this way to spend one night here, and you’re going to
pass the time sitting watching TV or something? Nuh-uh.”

“I’m sure there are other things to do that
don’t involve getting drunk and taking our clothes off.”

“Well, sure,” he drawled. “But those don’t
sound nearly as fun.” He lifted his chin, smiling. “Admit it.”

Her insides quivered and heat washed down
over her. She glanced at her watch. “We’ll go have dinner. In the
hotel restaurant. After that we’ll see.”

“After that we’ll see if I can get you drunk
and naked?”

She gritted her teeth. And it wasn’t just
out of annoyance at him. She was annoyed at her own hot reaction to
the idea of getting naked with him. Geez, what was wrong with her?
He’d just rolled out of bed with two other women, two
centerfold-worthy women with whom she could never compete. He was
nothing but a…a…man slut. Why on earth was she even thinking about
what sex with him would be like? “Dylan. You can’t talk to me like
that. We’re…business colleagues.”

That sexy lift of his eyebrow had her
melting a little bit. “No we’re not.”

“Yes. We are. I’m here to deliver a strong
message to you and basically give you a choice. Either you shape up
or you’re going to be in breach of your contract. Not only will you
not get paid the remainder of the fees, it’s highly possible
Jackson Cole would sue you.”

His smile disappeared. “I need to talk to
Holden.”

His agent. “Go right ahead. We already
talked to him. He would have come here himself if he and his wife
hadn’t had a baby four days ago. He knows all about this and he’s
on board with the plans. My team is working with him back home,
while I’m here.”

“San Amaro isn’t home,” he muttered.

She wanted to roll her eyes, but his refusal
to go back to San Amaro and now this comment triggered something
inside her that made her curious about what was going on for
him.

“Well you may not live there now, but you
grew up there and everyone still thinks of you as the hometown boy
who made it big. We’re going to capitalize on that in the media as
soon as we get back.”

He dropped his head, looking at the floor
between his knees and for a moment he looked so defeated and
vulnerable, she wanted to go over to him, drop onto her knees
beside him and rub his back, comfort him… Oh for God’s sake. Get
a grip, Brooke.

“Okay.” He stood. “Let me change and then we
can go grab some dinner.”



Chapter
Three


 


“I need to change too, before we go for
dinner.” Brooke looked down at herself. “And shower.”

“Sure. How about we meet in the restaurant
in an hour? Is that enough time to beautify yourself?”

“I’m not going to beautify myself. I just
want to wash the travel off me and change into something
cooler.”

He eyed her clothing. “Yeah. Don’t blame
you.”

She rolled her lips in. “Gee, thanks.”

“We can meet at La Terrasse.” She blinked at
his perfect French pronunciation. “Tonight there’s
dancing—Tamure.”

“Tamure?”

“Tahiti’s national dance. You’ll enjoy it.
And since you’re only here for a day you should see some Tahitian
culture. Did I mention how insane that is to fly this far for one
day?”

“No, you didn’t.” She hesitated before
leaving. “You’ll stay out of trouble for the next hour?”

“I’m going to call Lexi and Suri back for a
quickie.” He shrugged. Then he caught her eye. “Kidding! Jesus.
I’ll be fine.”

“And you’ll show up at the restaurant?” She
fixed her sternest gaze on him.

He sighed. “Yes.”

“Okay. One hour. See you then.”

She wasn’t sure if she entirely trusted him,
but how much trouble could he get into in one hour? Although part
of the trust issue was doubting that he’d actually show up. What
would keep him from taking off across the island somewhere with his
surfing buddies? She bit her lip.

“Brooke. I said I’ll be there.”

He held her gaze steadily and her doubts
faded somewhat. He seemed sincere. “Okay.”

She hurried along the wooden deck that
linked the thatched bungalows together. It was nearly six o’clock
and the sun was setting already, tinting clouds that lined the
horizon peach and lavender, turning the lagoon to liquid silver.
She spared a glance for the beauty of it, her footsteps slowing as
she paused beside a palm tree and let the low fronds frame the
sunset. A sigh escaped her. This was a stunning place, and she had
the next twenty-some hours to enjoy it. When she wasn’t arguing
with Dylan Schell.

Frack, she’d walked in on him and two other
women. How frickin’ embarrassing was that. He hadn’t seemed
embarrassed. Oh no, not at all. Probably because he did things like
that every day. God.

She let herself into her room, now dark, and
flicked on the light. She hadn’t unpacked a thing, and she quickly
unzipped her suitcase and found her toiletry bag. In the bathroom,
the shower felt like paradise. She used some of the body wash
provided by the hotel, scented with pineapple and papaya and
passion fruit, inhaling the sweet fruity fragrance. She washed her
hair with similarly scented shampoo, then stood there and let the
water from the soaker head pour down over her like rainfall. God,
that felt good.

Strangely she wasn’t as tired as she’d been
earlier. Her little match with Dylan had given her a shot of
adrenaline or something. After blow drying her hair, she wrapped a
towel around her body and strolled into her room to find something
to wear. She’d packed more than enough clothes for one day. She
actually hadn’t been sure how long she’d be there, depending on how
long it took her to track Dylan down and convince him to come back
with her. She still wasn’t sure if he was going to be on that plane
with her tomorrow night. He’d told her when he said he’d do
something, he did it, and it was true, they’d never had any issues
with unreliability. He did manage to show up for events that he was
supposed to. But even though she’d booked the tickets, he still
hadn’t said he’d come home to San Amaro with her.

She pulled out a sundress which she hoped
would be suitable for the restaurant. The resort seemed very casual
despite the luxuriousness. She slipped on the bright orange
halter-style cotton dress then returned to the bathroom to add a
little makeup. She eyed her reflection in the full wall of mirror
above the marble vanity. She’d thought she had a nice bit of color
after the summer but compared to people there in Tahiti, including
Dylan with his bronzed skin, she looked pasty. Whatever. Too much
sun was bad for the skin.

She brushed a little color on her cheeks,
added a few swipes of mascara to her lashes and then used a peachy
lip gloss. Good enough. Now to find the restaurant.

She perused the directory in her room and
located La Terrasse on the main floor, to the right of the
reception desk. She could find that.

Dylan stood at the entrance to the
restaurant, waiting for her. She took in his beige pants, the
fitted white shirt that he wore untucked with the cuffs turned back
on his strong forearms. He turned as she approached, his dark hair
falling across his forehead, his hands in his pockets. She caught
the flash of surprise on his face when he saw her.

“What was that look for?” She looked down at
herself. “Am I dressed okay for here?”

“Yeah.” He blinked. “Hell yeah. You look
gorgeous.” He frowned. “I don’t remember you being gorgeous in high
school.”

She rolled her eyes. “You sweet talker,
you.”

“I didn’t mean to be insulting! I just mean,
why didn’t I notice you more in high school?”

“You were too busy fending off all the other
girls who were after you.”

“Oh. Well, yeah, there is that.”

She shook her head, smiling reluctantly.

“I guess you weren’t one of those
girls.”

“As if.” He would never have noticed
her.

His mouth tightened a little, but he set a
hand on the small of her back to guide her into the restaurant.

“Good evening, Mr. Schell.” The hostess
smiled at him, but flicked her eyes at Brooke. “We have your table
ready.”

“Your table?” Brooke murmured, following the
hostess.

“I called and booked one for us. It gets
busy here the nights the show is on.”

They were seated at a table for two near the
stage, which currently was dark and quiet. Soft music filled the
room along with a hushed murmur of voices and clinking cutlery.
Strategic lighting provided an atmosphere of intimacy despite the
size of the restaurant.

“Very nice.” She pulled her chair in.

“The food’s amazing too.”

“You’ve been here before, obviously.”

He lifted a shoulder. “I come here a few
times a year, for the last…shiz, I don’t know how many years. Yeah,
I’ve been here before.”

She looked around, took in the smiling,
laughing guests, all of them dressed similarly to her and Dylan,
casually but yet with an air of affluence. This was a little out of
her league, but she kind of liked it. She picked up her menu and
opened it.

“Is there anything you recommend?” She
scanned the selections.

“Hmm. Well I’m pretty partial to red meat,
myself, so I’ll probably go for the Black Angus sirloin. But if you
like fish or seafood, I’d suggest the mahi mahi.”

She nodded and read from the menu. “Mahi
mahi with sweet vanilla sauce and pureed sweet potatoes. Vanilla
sauce?” She lifted questioning eyes to him. “On fish?”

“It’s awesome. Try it.”

“Okay.” She looked over the appetizers and
desserts too. When their server approached, Dylan ordered a bottle
of a New Zealand Sauvignon Blanc.

“You’re pretty sophisticated for a surfer
dude, aren’t you?” she commented once he’d ordered.

He grinned. “You pick up a few things when
you travel around the world constantly. Even though you may think
all I do is smoke dope and party.”

“I didn’t say that’s all you do.” She
fiddled with her cutlery. “But you have attracted a little
attention lately by doing that.”

“Whatever, dude.”

Her gaze snapped up to his face. “No, not
‘whatever, dude’,” she said, exaggerating his surfer drawl. “This
is serious business, Dylan.”

“I surf for a living. How serious can that
be?”

She stared at him in frustration. Was he
serious? This was how he earned his living. This wasn’t a game or a
party or a joke. This was big business. Millions of dollars
big.

But then she saw the way the corners of his
mouth dipped down, the shadow that crossed his eyes as he looked
away from her. She nibbled her bottom lip.

The server returned with their wine. Brooke
studied Dylan as the server uncorked and poured the wine.

“You folks just arrive here?” the young man
asked.

“Yes,” Brooke said.

“Nah,” Dylan replied.

The server’s forehead creased but he smiled.
“Well, hope you’re not leaving soon.”

“Why’s that?” Brooke asked.

“Big storm coming.”

She blinked. “Oh. Really?”

“Yeah. They’re saying it should hit
tomorrow. Could be a Category One hurricane.”

“Oh Lord.” She looked at Dylan with wide
eyes. “Did you know about this?”

“No.” He grimaced.

Oh yeah, apparently he’d been partying too
hard to pay attention to the weather.

“The brunt of it may miss us,” the server
said cheerfully, setting the wine into the wine bucket. “It’ll
probably hit more north of here, but we’re still going to get some
weather.”

Brooke picked up her wine glass and took a
gulp. “What does that mean?”

Dylan shrugged. “Who knows? If it’s expected
to be really bad, they’ll tell us.”

He was so laid back about it. A freakin’
hurricane? Dear sweet Jesus.

“Can’t do anything about it.” He leaned back
in his seat, once more smiling and relaxed. “So who’s paying for
this dinner?”

“Jackson Cole.”

He grinned. “Great. Maybe I’ll have a
lobster tail too.”

She dipped her chin to look up at him
through her eyelashes. “I don’t think they’ll question my expense
account for this trip.”

“Killer. We can go into Papeete later and
hit some clubs…”

She held up a hand. “Okay, they might
question my expense account.”

“Darn,” he drawled.

“Are you ready to order?”

Brooke looked up at their server with a
smile. “I think we are.” She ordered the Asian salad with shrimps,
soy bean sprouts and peanut and coriander vinaigrette sauce, and
the mahi mahi. Dylan requested the same salad and the sirloin
steak. No lobster.

“Have you ever seen Tamure?”

“No.” She shook her head. “I’ve never been
to the South Pacific at all. Not even Hawaii.”
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