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Garnet Suite 




Murphy Hayward was open to whatever the night would bring. A dark-haired beauty drew his attention. One provocative dance with Juliana De Araújo led to a night in bed. She left without leaving her number. Myrtle Beach Resort & Villas was Juliana’s last known location. Murphy’s work week went to hell and there were issues at the Corporate Residence. Murphy rented a suite at the resort in hopes he and Juliana would reconnect. Luck was on his side. She was there. Will it be better the second time around? 










  
  

Intriguing Connection


Murphy Hayward





Forestbrook, South Carolina 


“Hayward Speaking,” I relaxed in my chair to talk with Glenn Daily. He was leading the Alstaira project. Glenn didn’t know how close we came to chalking the multi-million dollar contract. Granted, the situation was personal and should’ve been handled how Dex saw fit. The deal happened, and our six-figure bonus was well deserved. 

I wrapped up the call in five minutes. My workday felt shorter than usual but my watch was telling a different story. Another eleven-hour day. I stood up to stretch. Downtime was needed. The plan was to not have plans, but a night alone didn’t sound appealing either. 

Movement near my office drew my eye. Wendell and Gary were in the hall. I decided to go out there. 

“And the man of the hour is here,” Wendell chuckled.

“I’m part of the team. Congratulate Dex,” I laughed when Wendell said they already did. 

Gary sighed, “Murphy, you and Dex are twelve for twelve. Why are you setting the bar so ridiculously high?”

“Stop complaining. Do better.” Wendell told him and shook my hand. “You ripped it up today. Congrats.” 

I chuckled more, “Thanks, I need to sleep for a week.” 

“Nah,” Gary said. “No sleep. No boring work from home stuff either. You need to celebrate your win.” 

“You’re trying to throw me off my game.” 

He grinned, “Yeah, that too, but drinks are on us.” 

“The hell you say,” Wendell spoke up. “They made a fortune with their bonus. Dex and Murph will take care of the tab. I’ll drown my sorrows and work on my strategy.” 

“You’re a top earner,” I reminded him. 

Wendell chuckled, “I’m not one of the elite though.”

“Yeah, lies will get you everywhere,” Gary told him. “Look, Happy Hour will happen with or without you guys. Wendell, you’ll miss out too.” 

“I’ll be there to keep the ladies from fussing at you.”

Gary glared at Wendell, “It happened one time.” 

“Three times in one night.”

Gary cursed under his breath. Wendell teased him more, “Women don’t like bullshit. Tone it down.” 

“I’m fine on my own. I was telling jokes.” 

I glanced at Gary, “That should never happen.” 

“Why?” he asked. 

We laughed because Gary wasn’t good at jokes but tried telling them anyway. Wendell wanted to explain, but he gave up, and laughed more. I left the guys to their plans. 

Dex was in his office, packing up. I leaned against the doorframe and shook my head. “I’m not sure how you pulled it off, but we secured the contract, so I won’t complain. Are you in for Happy Hour?” 

“I’ll take a raincheck. I want to get a jumpstart on my vacation. I need the downtime.” 

“Are you and Tammy going anywhere particular?” 

“No. Quality time with her is all I need.” 

“Loverboy, it sounds like you’ll be married soon.” 

He grinned, “And that wouldn’t be a bad thing.” 

I chuckled, “Not for you. I’ll start finalizing the details before the construction crews are on site, hopefully, you’ll be prepared for the grind next week. I wouldn’t want you to half-ass it.” 

“That will never happen, but maybe this corporate work’s not for me,” Dex slid his laptop into the case. He grabbed his charger. “I won’t miss the long work hours, proposals, and endless business meetings. This week off will put things into perspective. It could be time to move on.”

“The hell it is,” I laughed. “I wouldn’t be that damn lucky.” 

Dex agreed, “You wouldn’t because I’ll never give you the satisfaction of having the best office on this floor.” 

I cursed under my breath. Our offices were equal in size, but the natural light would be better for my plants, but it wasn’t a valid reason to give him grief. 

Dex left his office and headed to the elevators. 

My phone chimed. I glanced at it and then yelled to Dex. “I’ll text you updates.” 

He stepped in the elevator and yelled back, “Don’t. I’ll see you next week.” 

I laughed as the elevator doors closed. Drinks would happen another time. My decision to get an early start on the next project led to more hours clocked. Happy Hour came and went. I finished late in the evening and still wanted a night out. Silhouette was the best choice since my name was already on the guest list.

Mild weather was a perk to living in a warmer climate. Hurricane season arrived. Things were okay so far, but rain was expected. The evening walk to my place was enjoyable. Dinner, wine, and a shower happened. 

The car was waiting outside and texts came through my phone in a steady stream. I was running on fumes but too amped up to crash. A drink and music at the upscale club might be good for me. The trip there didn’t take long, but the parking lot was packed. I thanked the driver, left the car, bypassed the line, and spoke with the men at the door. “I’m a special guest. Murphy Hayward.” 

One guy asked for identification. The other tapped his phone. The reply came while his buddy was looking at my driver’s license. “Mr. Fuller is expecting you. Enjoy.” 

I walked in. A man in a tailored suit was standing near the entrance. Two women talked in excited whispers. He spoke with a smile and then excused himself to greet me. 

“It’s good to meet you, Murphy.” 

I shook his hand, “You must be Keith. Dex said you put things into perspective for him this weekend.” 

Keith chuckled, “He’s in love, sometimes, it will come to the forefront during emotionally charged situations. Dex was confident you could handle the deal.” 

“I won’t take full credit on a joint effort.” 

Keith smiled, “Sounds noble.” 

“It was. Losing a client would’ve been disappointing, not to mention the bonus.” 

“No doubt. How did it go?” 

I grinned, “We closed the deal this afternoon.” 

Keith laughed, “You have a reason to celebrate. There’s a booth open near the dance floor if you want to relax.” 

“I appreciate the invite. Dex mentioned your liquor collection,” I named my preferred brand of whiskey. 

“Excellent choice. I have it in stock,” Keith signaled to a woman, “Desiree will look after you.” 

“Please follow me,” she gracefully walked away. 

I fell in step with her but took in my surroundings.

Beautiful women were hanging out by the bars or lounging in the seats near the dance floor. The place was worth the praise Dex gave it. 

We went to a small booth. “You can adjust the volume from the leather console. Tap the center square. Someone will be here right away,” Desiree sashayed to the bar.

A woman came with my drink. I thanked her and was enjoying the atmosphere when two women hurried to the booth. The brunette smiled, “Are you famous?” 

I chuckled, “Only in my dreams.”  

“Why are you alone?” her friend asked. 

“I’m waiting for my plus one.” It wasn’t a lie because my night would end on a good note. They were crestfallen, cute, but too damn curious. I wasn’t in the mood to have a conversation that wouldn’t lead anywhere. 

A blonde was staring. She whispered to a dark-skinned beauty with cropped hair. Not many women could pull off the look. She was checking me out, but flirting wasn’t her thing. She sipped her drink and spoke to the blonde. My night might get interesting. I sipped my whiskey.

The sound of the violin started with a romantic melody. Couples moved onto the floor. The double bass echoed and joined with the guitar. Keith and Desiree went out there. She was wearing spiked heels but followed his lead and twisted her hips with each step. Everyone looked on while the couples did a fantastic rendition of the tango. 

A tawny-haired woman drew my eye. She was talking her friend into dancing. The dark-haired beauty was resisting. She broke her friend’s hold. They were back at it, and their tussle drew attention. It got better the more she tried freeing herself. It ended when a guy offered to dance with her friend.

She twirled into his arms. Impressive. My attention returned to the dark-haired beauty. She rejected a guy and then shook her head before the other one reached her. She moved in rhythm while watching her friend. I didn’t take my eyes off her. She was captivating.

Beautiful realized someone was staring. She stopped dancing to look around. Her eyes locked on mine. I couldn’t tell what her expression was saying. We were too far apart. I decided to change that.

The song ended on my way to her. Everyone was upset. Keith signaled for another one to play. A hush swept through the crowd when the melody started. Beautiful’s eyes didn’t leave mine. I reached her and held out my hand, “Murphy Hayward, would you like to dance?” 

“Juliana De Araújo, and I would love to,” her voice was delicate. I gently took her hand. 

We went to the dance floor. Juliana circled me, and every movement was a tease. She spun. I touched her waist to control the spiral. Juliana followed my lead, but I wanted more with every twist of her hips. Desire sparkled in her eyes. Juliana was playing a seductive game. The song ended with her thigh pressed against my waist. I was intrigued by her and wanted to know more. 








  
  

Acts of Love


Juliana De Araújo 





Murphy was an excellent dance partner. I would’ve said so if I wasn’t winded. Thankfully, I left the dance floor with grace. We went to his booth. Murphy waited until I was seated to relax. We still had room to spare. It was kind of disappointing, but his cologne was sinfully intoxicating. I breathed him in and didn’t make a sound. 

He smiled, “Juliana, what are you having?” 

You, that’s it, no drink, only your voice in my ear while we do the naughtiest things imaginable.

Murphy’s eyes sparked in pleasure. He could tell I had a dirty thought, so I had to say something. 

“Wine, please, thank you.” 

“Champagne can be ordered too if you want.” 

“Red wine is fine. We don’t need champagne.” 

“Why not?” his eyes locked on mine.

I smiled, “We’re not celebrating anything.” 

“We should after your stunning performance, but that’s quite alright. I’ll suffer with my drink.” 

I blushed, “Thanks for complimenting me.” 

“You’re welcome. Are we having champagne?” 

The hopeful expression on his face was too much. 

“Aww, your look is adorable, but you don’t strike me as a champagne man. I’ll say you’re having an expensive whiskey.” 

“You’re right. Thanks for checking me out.” 

“You’re welcome,” I teased. “But wine is my choice.” 

Murphy tapped the leather console. 

A woman came to the table. “Hi, I’m Ashley. What do you need Mister Hayward?” 

He smiled, “Murphy please. I’ll have another whiskey and a Malbec blend. “ 

“What year would you like?” 

Murphy said his choice and then glanced at me. “Do you want to order something for your friend?” 

I politely spoke, “Yes, please. She’s having a Bramble.” 

Ashley replied, “Oh, that’s a good one. I’ll return soon with your drinks.” 

We were alone again. I looked around kind of confused, clearly, the music was on, but it was so quiet. 

“The booth is soundproof. Would you like to hear what song is playing?” his sexy voice was a tease. 

Murphy was handsome. His wild hair reminded me of roasted chestnuts. I was drawn to his laid-back vibe. Murphy smiled. Oh, damn it. I was staring at him. 

I blinked and hoped my voice wouldn’t sound weird. “Yes please, a little music is good.” 

Murphy touched the leather console again. “I’ll keep it lowered. I don’t want your voice to be lost in the melody.” 

My body flushed with heat. That was happening more and more around him, “Do you always talk like this?” 

He chuckled, “I’ll answer honestly if you explain more.” 

“Your tone is very intimate.” 

“I can change it if you like,” Murphy said with ease. 

“Please don’t. It’s attractive.” 

Ashley returned with our drinks. My wine was like red ink. Deep and rich. I sipped, “Oh, this is excellent.” 

“I’m glad you approve,” Murphy’s heated stare felt good, but he wasn’t doing anything overly sexy.

I checked him out so many times since we’ve been alone. “Murphy, the wine you chose is really good.” 

“The sound you made during the first taste was better.” 

“I can do it again if you like without the wine,” my flirting had a nice effect on him.

“Juliana, this situation would play out differently if we were alone,” his sensual warning was a sign things would heat up. 

I wanted to push the limit. “Murphy, we’re alone now.” 

“We can be seen. Would you like everyone to watch?” his eyes locked on mine in a sexy challenge. “Tell me. It can happen.” 

The booth was in plain view, and I wasn’t normally bold, but I wanted to be with him.

“Touch me. I promise not to break.” 

Murphy chuckled, “I’m being a gentleman.” 

“And that’s a problem,” I teased more. 

“Hmm, I’ll be sure to remember.” 

“I’m hoping you do,” my soft moan was for his pleasure. A sexy groan erupted from his chest. The low music playing didn’t mask it at all. 

“Oh Murphy, I would love to hear that sound again.” 

“You will,” he glanced at the dance floor. 

There was a lull in the music. I snapped out of it to motion for Kimber. She reached our table in seconds. I introduced Murphy and offered her drink. Kimber smiled, “Thanks Murphy, this was too kind.” 

I tried not to laugh. Kimber was saying thanks in case he did and pointed out he should’ve offered if he didn’t. 

Murphy took her compliment, “It was no trouble at all.” 

“It was a pleasure to meet you,” Kimber smiled again and then left. Murphy was amused. He took in everything around us. I wanted to know more about him.

“Where did you learn how to dance?” 

“I dated a pretty instructor during college. It was very meaningful, but I was nineteen. My age could’ve been why it felt so intense.

I sighed, “Maybe, but it sounds romantic to me.” 

“It would’ve been if I wasn’t so immature. She was nine years older and recently divorced.” 

“So it was passion,” my eyes searched his. “Both of you were looking to connect with someone.” 

“The three years with her was an experience. She didn’t expect a commitment and had other lovers. I had my fun too,” Murphy stopped talking. “You seem sad hearing it.” 

“I’m a little disappointed,” I admitted. “I was hoping you two had a passionate love affair.” 

“It was lust and new experiences. I learned a great deal during the time we spent together.” 

“I definitely believe it.” 

Murphy chuckled, “I was talking about my time as a stand-in during practices. It’s not a romantic story.” 

“Oh, but it is. Your lover had what you could offer. Romance comes with excitement. It takes you away from the world. Only you and your person exist. It is to love and be loved in return.”

Murphy replied in Spanish, “It’s great to experience.” 

I blushed, “I didn’t mean to switch languages.” 

“Juliana, don’t apologize. I’ll speak whichever language you prefer,” he said in Portuguese. “What is your first?” 

“You’re speaking it,” I replied in the same. “I was trying to switch back to English but spoke yet another language I’m comfortable with, but you speak it so well.” 

“Thanks, it’s fascinating how easily you can switch languages. When did you learn? Hopefully, it’s a love story.” 

I playfully teased him, “Ah, so you do like hearing romance along with all the naughty details.” 

“Of course, please, I’m very curious to know.” 

“It began with my parents. Mom met my father while traveling and fell in love. He was as passionate about her. My father taught her everything about his life, but he died while she was pregnant with me. My brother and I were taught Portuguese the moment we began speaking. It’s our first language, but I’m American.” 

Murphy’s dark-brown eyes sparked with emotion. “A tragic circumstance with an unselfish act of love.” 

“Beautifully said, and yes it was. Mom truly loved him,” I sipped my wine. “We’re close to Dad’s family. Mom married when I was a little girl. My stepfather is incredible. He loves us like his very own. We learned Spanish as children. They’re my languages with English.” 

Murphy smiled, “Two are the language of Romance.” 

“Yes. How many can you speak?” 

“Five. English is my first language.” 

“I would love to know about each one. First, how did the relationship end with your dance instructor?” 

“I was set to graduate and had a job lined up in another city. I went to her place to say goodbye. She was making love, so I dropped the keys on the coffee table and left.”

My eyes widened, “Maybe you should’ve called first.” 

Murphy laughed, “It was her ex-husband. She talked about him often. She was still in love, so my young ego was a little hurt, but it ended without any kind of fallout.”

“Did you hear from her again?” 

“Yes, but that can be a story for another time,” Murphy sipped his whiskey. “Can I offer my number?” 

“Yes, but I want to hear the story right now.” 

Murphy was amused, “Juliana, you have a bossy side.” 

“Please forgive me,” I remembered my manners. “Can I hear the rest? I really want to know the ending.” 

He smiled, “You’re forgiven, and I can’t resist your soft plea. So, she saw the keys and decided to call. We kept in touch for months afterward. She finally admitted to being in love with her ex-husband. They were engaged to be married weeks later.” 

“Did they remarry?” 

“I can’t say. We didn’t talk. It was best for her to give the relationship another try. My part in it was over.” 

“I absolutely believe you did the right thing.” 

Murphy laughed, “Thanks. I have matured since.” 

I teased him, “Oh, I don’t doubt that.” 

“Have you ever been married?” 

My blush was instant. I was surprised by his question but answered truthfully, “No, but I was engaged before. He was my first love. It was the summer after high school graduation. I was excited when he proposed and wanted a beautiful wedding with our family and friends there.” 

“What changed?” 

“I caught him having sex with his next door neighbor,” I sighed. “Maybe I should’ve knocked first.” 

Murphy smiled, “I’m certain it was devastating for you.” 

“Me and her husband both. I was heartbroken from it but ended our engagement without a second thought. We were rushing it. I needed to get used to being a grownup. It’s been awhile since high school, but I’m still finding out new things about myself every single day.” 

“Cheers to that,” Murphy held out his glass. 

I clinked mine against it and laughed, “Thanks for the company. Kimber and I will probably be leaving soon.” 

“At the stroke of midnight. It’s very fitting. I’ll have a car take you both. Would you like to exchange numbers?” 

“You asked twice, so you can have a car take my friend home. Call one in the morning for me. We’ll exchange numbers then.” My words triggered a sexy reaction from Murphy. There was lust in his heated gaze, but he broke our connection, and started texting. 

Kimber came to the table, “Do you mind if I grab her for a song or two?” 

“Of course not,” Murphy smiled at Kimber and then his eyes locked on mine, “Juliana, I’ll be here waiting.” 

I blushed from his words. Kimber practically yanked me to my feet. We hurried toward the dance floor. I laughed, “Stop rushing me.” 

“Hush, you know I don’t care about the damn music. What’s going on? Are you spending the night with him?” Kimber moved to the beat. “Start dancing but talk.” 

I paused to catch the rhythm and then started swaying to it. “Murphy offered to have a car take us home. I know you have to work in the morning.” 

“Right. What did you say to him?” 

“I agreed a car was needed for you, but he should call another in the morning for me.” 

“Sexy suggestion. Good. What did Murphy say?” 

“He started texting and then you came over.” 

“He’s making arrangements,” Kimber moved her hips, “Oh Juliana, I hope you do it all night long!”

I laughed, “Since when do you say my real name.” 

“Since Murphy made it sound incredibly passionate. Your real name is beautiful. I tell you all the time.” 

“You do. I wish people would pronounce it the right way,” I kept dancing. “Hopefully, he’s good in bed.”

“Don’t worry. Murphy looks too damn good to be trash in the sex department.” 

“You’d be surprised how often that’s not true.” 

“I wouldn’t since it happens sometimes,” Kimber sighed, “Let’s hope Murphy can deliver.” 

“Oh yes, I’m definitely interested in hooking up.” 

Kimber laughed, “It’s good to see you so carefree. All those nights of nonstop working will take their toll. I keep saying to have fun. Do some wild shit and enjoy your life.” 

I laughed, “I can’t do much at the resort.” 

“You can. It’s no one’s business how you spend your time off the clock, but I understand why you want to keep everything discreet. Not much happens without everyone knowing about it.” 

“Right. There are still three villas open. The one I want is in a private area. I’m really hoping no one goes for it.” 

“You been working and saving up. You deserve to live in the villa and anything else you want. Here’s to possibilities.” Kimber gave me a double-high five, playfully hip bumped a girl next to us, and we all kept dancing. We were lost in the music after that. Murphy was still checking me out. I kept it very cute but sexy. Hopefully, my night will end so wonderful. 
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