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      Each novella in The Trouble with Weddings Series is full of sweet, insta-love romance, fun, steamy flings, and swoony heroes.  Love is definitely in the air!

      

      A destination wedding was the perfect getaway . . . and an escape from my imploding life back home.  All I wanted to do was forget the scandal hanging over me, lay low, and enjoy the festivities, and instead I bumped into one of the hottest men on the planet.

      

      Bowen O’Neal, an action hero superstar, was also on the island for some down time and relaxation after finishing his latest movie.  I expected the man to have a huge ego, but much to my surprise he was down to earth, genuine, and it didn’t hurt that he was sexy as sin.

      

      He made me forget all about my troubles in the best, most sensual way . . . until that scandal I was hiding from reared its ugly head again and threatened to end the best thing that had ever happened to me.
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      I was on the phone with a client when I spotted my boss standing in the doorway of his office, and I could immediately tell that something was wrong. He was watching me with a deep frown on his face, his brow furrowed.

      Earl Williams was the top realtor in Brooklyn and had been for the last three years in a row. Landing the job of secretary at his firm was a stroke of good luck for me. The pay was good and it worked well with my school schedule. Going to college and holding down a full-time job wasn’t easy, but I was making it work. Just two more years, and I would graduate with a bachelor’s degree in business.

      I finished writing down a message for Mr. Williams’ colleague, the other realtor in the office that was at an open house today. The moment I hung up the phone, he spoke.

      “Marlee, can you come into my office, please? I need a word.”

      Dread pooled in my stomach as I stood, smoothing the wrinkles out of my modest skirt. Mr. Williams was a man that I’d always thought of as permanently in a good mood. In the year that I’d worked here, I’d only ever seen him angry one time, and that was when a man broke into one of the houses listed with the firm and vandalized it just before a showing.

      But his cheerful disposition was gone now. As I stepped into the office, he closed the door firmly behind me. My feeling of unease grew. I had already had a hell of a bad week, and I had a suspicion that it was about to get worse. This was not what I needed on my last day of work before a week-long vacation.

      “Take a seat,” Mr. Williams said, and I complied, sitting in the straight-backed chair in front of his desk and folding my hands in my lap to help keep myself from fidgeting.

      “Is something wrong?” I asked once he’d settled into his own chair, facing me.

      He didn’t reply immediately, letting out a long sigh as his shoulders slumped. Taking off his round glasses, he rubbed his eyes.

      “This is...difficult to discuss. But it’s come to my attention that there are pictures of you online…”

      My heart sank and I suddenly felt like I might be sick. This couldn’t be happening. My boss knew about this? What a complete nightmare.

      “It wasn’t me,” I blurted out, sitting up straighter and meeting his eyes. I wanted him to see that I wasn’t lying. “I would never put naked pictures of myself on a website like that. Or at all. On any website. I mean, I’m not the type of person that would put herself out there like that…”

      I was rambling, and I knew it. The situation was all just so humiliating, but I never would have thought that it would affect my work life.

      “My ex-boyfriend did it,” I continued when he didn’t cut me off. “I broke up with him a month ago, and apparently he thought that a good revenge would be to share private pictures on some free porn website. He even sent me the link yesterday to make sure that I knew what he’d done.”

      It turned out that Brian was a psycho. I sure knew how to pick ‘em.

      “Be that as it may, we have a serious problem here.”

      “How do you even know about it?” I asked, internally cringing as I imagined him perusing the website alone in his office and coming across them.

      “I received a phone call while you were at lunch. Apparently, one of our clients uses that website, and he commented on the pictures with the name of your workplace. The firm is now connected to those pictures, and I’m sure that you can understand why that’s bad for business.”

      I could, but it was so unfair. I didn’t post those pictures or attach the firm’s name to them. It was bad enough that my name was on them.

      “What are you saying?” I asked, my throat tight as I valiantly tried holding back tears of frustration.

      “Honestly, I have to consider what’s best for the company. We work with families, people that will not be happy if they learn that we are employing someone that is baring it all online. You know how the internet is. People can find out anything, and I can’t risk losing clients over this.”

      My stomach churned. “A-are you...firing me?”

      It was impossible to keep the hurt out of my voice. Sure, I was just a secretary, but I was a hard-working employee. And I always thought that Mr. Williams liked me.

      “I don’t want to,” he admitted, brushing his grey hair off his forehead with that deep frown still in place. At least he seemed as unhappy about all of this as I was. “But you have to find a way of getting this under control, or I’ll have to consider letting you go.”

      Get it under control? What the hell did that mean? What was I supposed to do?

      “Why don’t you go ahead and leave early today,” he suggested in a tone of voice that made it clear he wasn’t going to take no for an answer. “Get an early start on your vacation. We’ll talk when you get back.”

      There was no room for argument, and even if there was, what would I say? So, I stood and practically fled the office. Going back to my desk, I grabbed my purse and even contemplated just packing up my stuff. I couldn’t see a way that I would avoid getting fired over this.

      No. I wasn’t going to give in that easily. I had to at least try to fix this awful turn of events.

      Leaving work, I headed straight for Brian’s apartment. He lived on the ground floor in a tiny one-bedroom apartment that was always a cluttered mess. It drove me crazy while we were dating, but he wasn’t big on cleaning. Really, he avoided all forms of responsibility if he could. On top of that, he was controlling in our relationship, which was the main reason that I broke up with him.

      Looking back, I couldn’t believe that I overlooked his faults for the six months we were together. I fell for his empty charm, believing that he was a good man that was passionate, which was why he always wanted to know where I was and who I was with. When I finally realized that he was just a jerk with trust and control issues, I moved on without a hesitation.

      My biggest regret was that I sent him five sexy pictures over the course of our relationship, my first ever attempt at sexting with a man. It was a huge mistake. He’d held onto them and betrayed me.

      Ignoring the doorbell, I hammered my fist against the solid wood door of his apartment continuously until it was wrenched open. Brian stood in front of me with a slow smirk spreading across his face.

      My anger cranked up a few more notches at that amused expression. He knew he’d gotten under my skin, and he found it funny. This man violated my trust and purposefully made a mess of my life.

      Asshole.

      “Marlee.” The way he said my name was sickly sweet, and I wanted to smack him across the face. “To what do I owe this pleasure?”

      His gaze swept over me, and I crinkled my nose in disgust. “You know exactly why I’m here, you creep,” I snapped.

      He didn’t invite me inside, which was probably for the best. I didn’t trust him enough to be alone with him now. But I also didn’t love the idea of talking about this out in the hallway where his neighbors could come out and overhear.

      Oh hell, the notion of privacy is dead anyway.

      “You have to take those pictures down,” I continued. “This is wrong. I didn’t say you could post those.”

      “No, but you sent them to me. That makes them mine.”

      I let out a small sound of frustration and stamped my foot. “Damn it, Brian. Stop being so petty. I dumped you, get over it.”

      That wiped the smirk off his face.

      “I’m not taking the pictures down,” he said, folding his arms across his chest as he glared at me. “And I am over it. You really think you’re so special that I’m pining for you? I’m not. I just think that the world should see what kind of woman you really are.”

      “What kind of woman I am?” I repeated, incredulous. “You asked for those pictures, and I sent them because I trusted you.”

      “Then, I hope you learned a lesson. Because those pictures are staying on that website.”

      “You son of a—”

      “Get out of here,” he said in a cold tone. “You’re wasting your time.”

      Brain stepped back into the apartment and closed the door before I could stop him. I heard the deadbolt click into place.

      “Coward!” I yelled at the top of my lungs.

      The door across the hall opened as I shouted and a nosy neighbor poked her head out. I ignored her as I turned and stomped down the hallway, my frustration and anger making me want to scream.

      I knew that this wouldn’t work. A man that could betray a woman like this wasn’t easily reasoned with. He knew how this would impact my life before he did it. It was why he did it.

      There was nothing left for me to do but go home. The drive was a short one, but by the time I got to my own apartment the sun was going down. I was emotionally exhausted, so I skipped dinner and soaked my body in a steamy bubble bath. It was my guilty pleasure and usually made my stress melt away, but not tonight. Nothing could fix my problem, and I felt helpless, like I wasn’t in control of my own life.

      At least tomorrow would be a better day. My issue wouldn’t be solved, but I was leaving in the morning to go to a tropical island for a week, where I was attending the wedding of an old friend. I was close with Faith back when we were teenagers, but we’d grown apart in the past ten years since graduating high school. But when I received an invitation to her destination wedding along with a note detailing how much she’d love to see me there, I jumped at the opportunity to reconnect. The actual wedding party had to be on the island for a whole week, but Faith had made it clear that I was welcome to come participate in the activities leading up to the big day on Saturday.

      If nothing else, I could spend my time there pretending that everything was fine in my life. I could escape for a while. Maybe I could even enjoy myself before I had to look for a new job.
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      “We’ll be landing soon, Mr. O’Neal.” The pilot’s voice came over the speakers above my head.

      I looked away from the window where I’d been watching Pompeo Island grow closer and closer. I had decided to take this vacation on a whim, needing a getaway after my last movie wrapped up two days ago and a tropical island with virtually no press to hound me seemed like the perfect choice.

      I buckled my seatbelt as the private plane started to descend, sipping on my bottle of beer. The bar at the back of the plane was fully stocked with every type of liquor imaginable, but I’d always had simple tastes, which meant there was nothing better than a cold beer.

      When we landed, I made sure that my baseball cap was pulled down low and slipped my sunglasses on before leaving the plane. Anonymity was important to allow me to have some peace while I was here.

      It wasn’t an intricate disguise, but I’d learned over the years that it didn’t have to be. I just needed to blend in and make sure that no one was inclined to look too closely at me. If I was recognized as a movie star in a busy place like an airport, I’d be swarmed by people wanting autographs and pictures. It would take hours just to get out of the place.

      I didn’t check a bag, so I was able to head straight for the exit with my blue duffle slung over my shoulder. I had arranged for a car to pick me up, and it was easy to spot the black sedan with the license plate that matched the one sent to me by the ride share service.

      The driver barely glanced at me as he confirmed the drop-off location at The Grand Vista Hotel. It was only a fifteen minute drive, so I settled back into my seat and made myself comfortable.

      My phone rang just as the man pulled out onto the road, weaving through traffic as he headed north. I glanced at the screen and saw it was Sam, the man that had been managing my career from the beginning. Back in my early twenties, I was lucky to get a guest spot on a crime procedural show or land a toothpaste commercial. But over the last ten years, I’d become an internationally recognized action star and that meant that both of us were wealthy men.

      “Hey, Sam,” I said, holding the phone up to my ear.

      My gaze shifted to the window as the car turned onto the highway that ran parallel to the ocean. The vast expanse of blue waves and clear sky was captivating, the kind of thing that I could stare at all the time. Just beyond the dunes was a stretch of white sand that almost seemed to shine in the bright sunlight.

      “B-man,” Sam greeted, using a nickname that I’d never really cared for. “I know you want to take a little break, but I just got this script—”

      “I’m going to stop you right there,” I interrupted, looking away from the window as I rubbed my eyes with my thumb and forefinger. “I don’t want a break. I need one. Do you have any idea what a nightmare the last four months were? I’m telling you right now, I’ll never work with Colin Harris again.”

      “I know he can be a little intense, but the last two films he directed were the highest grossing movies of the year. Working with him can make us all a boatload of money and open doors for you.”

      “Intense? He’s a total asshole. Do you have any idea how moody he can be? I swear to God, one day he screamed at a boom mic operator until he lost his voice. It’s not worth putting up with him ever again.”

      Sam sighed. “At least you had Stephanie on set with you. You know, TMZ ran a story last week about the two of you getting back together.”

      I cringed. “I already told you, we are not back together. Never going to happen, not that I could get that through her thick skull. I’m a good actor, but come on. Just because we were playing a couple falling in love, that doesn’t mean I still have real feelings for her.”

      “You’re crazy. She’s one of the hottest women on the planet.”

      “She’s one of the most self-absorbed people on the planet,” I countered, growing tired of this conversation.

      I’d already told Sam all of this when the movie wrapped and I informed him of my plans to spend a week on this island. I knew that he wasn’t thrilled. After all, if I wasn’t working, I wasn’t earning money for myself and him, but he’d just have to get over it.

      The car pulled up in front of the hotel, and I stepped out, grabbing my bag from the seat beside me. I lifted a hand in a wave to the driver as he took off and started to walk up the concrete steps to the hotel with the phone still pressed against my ear.

      “Fine, wallow in your misery for a week,” Sam said as I reached the top of the steps. I paused there to wrap up the conversation before going inside. “But I’m sending you the script. This is going to be another big project, and they want you for the lead. You can find time to read it sometime over the next seven days.”

      “Alright, send the damn thing,” I said, mostly to get him off my back. “I’m staying at The Grand Vista Hotel, but don’t expect a response until my vacation is over.”

      I ended the call, ready to head inside and get checked in. But movement out of the corner of my eye caught my attention and I turned my head to see a woman stumbling up the steps with an oversized suitcase that was clearly too much for her to handle. She huffed and brushed back the dark brown hair that had fallen into her eyes as she came closer, and I was so amused by her harried expression that I didn’t realize how close she was until she had reached me.

      That also happened to be when she officially lost her balance and fell right into me.

      I dropped my duffle bag as I reached out to catch her before she took us both down onto the concrete. We briefly became a tangle of limbs and my hat was also knocked off my head as my glasses became askew.

      My hands were on the woman’s slight hips, and I got the impression of her feminine curves while I made sure she was steady in an upright position. But I pulled my hands away as soon as possible. Bending low, I snatched up the hat and shoved it back down on my head. Making sure my sunglasses were in place, I glanced around to make sure that no one was nearby to see, or that they didn’t notice me if they were.

      I was lucky. We were the only two people on these steps. I turned back to look at the woman.

      “Are you okay?” I asked, but as I met her hazel eyes, I could see the spark of recognition there. She knew who I was.

      Crap.
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