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      “That sleazy tosser,” Julienne Wulf bit out as she paced her brother’s home office. She’d been doing this for the better part of thirty minutes and her feet ached from it. Sure, it probably had more to do with the new pair of printed patent leather Louboutin Pigalles. She’d been meaning to break them in for a week now and this seemed like the perfect time. When she was angry, she paced. And any normal person would just kick them off and sink into the deep Aubusson carpet. This proved what her mother had always said. She was not normal.

      The one thing she was thankful for was that her brother was not in his home office at the moment. He would want to fix the problem and Julienne didn’t need that. She needed to vent and that’s what her sister-in-law Nicola was there for.

      “I just never thought he would go this far,” Julienne said. When Nicola didn’t respond, she looked at her friend. “What?”

      She sighed. “I worried he might go this way.”

      “Seriously?”

      She nodded. “Well, I didn’t expect him to do this actually, but he always rubbed me the wrong way.”

      “Me too, but I’m pretty sure we aren’t talking about the same thing.”

      Nicola laughed. “Yeah, no. Gregor always made me uncomfortable.”

      “Why didn’t you tell me?”

      She sighed, her demeanor growing serious. “You were head over heels about him, Jules.”

      Julienne had been. She remembered meeting him, introduced by her mother. He had a few drops of blue blood in him—not that it was that important to Julienne—and had political aspirations. He wanted to work in government to make things better. Of course, now, Julienne was sure that had been a lie too. He’s probably some bastard who would steal from widows and orphans. And puppies.

      “How is this going to help him in his career? Who wants to admit they couldn’t satisfy a woman?”

      It was ridiculous. Royals, the newest online tabloid based in London, had a story about their sex life. Or what the reporting said was their sex life. Julienne had never really been featured in a tabloid report like this. Growing up rich and related to the Windsors did get her into some stories, but she’d been the boring sibling. The one who never stepped out of line. Jensen had been a drug addict and couldn’t keep it in his pants before he got clean. And Jakob, well, he just didn’t keep it in his pants. There was always speculation about who was warming his bed these days. That’s what happens when you get nominated for an Oscar and win a Bafta.

      Julienne didn’t date that much, even before Gregor. She’d been a damned virgin when she ended up in bed with him. So, the idea that she did some of the things Royals claimed she did was insane.

      “We know it’s him, right?” she asked.

      “We don’t know anything for sure,” Nicola said. “But I’ve got feelers out to find out. I’m pretty sure it’s someone from his camp. With or without his approval. What I’m more interested in is finding out who owns Royals.”

      She thought about the look on his face when she ended things with him. “I’m damned sure it’s with his approval.” Then what Nic had said broke through. “You don’t know who owns it?”

      Nic shook her head. “No one knows. I mean…no one.”

      Julienne collapsed into the overstuffed chair that was opposite to the sofa where Nicola sat. There was a good chance that she was going to have to soak her feet tonight. Better that than her head, which was now pounding like a big bass drum.

      “What I don’t understand is why he is doing this? What will he get out of harming my reputation? And why wait almost a year to start this all up again?”

      When Julienne broke their engagement, he had gone to the tabloids then. Not overtly. One with a bit of money didn’t do that. No, he had his minions for that. But in the last month there had been fewer and fewer stories. And none of them had been this salacious.

      Nicola studied her for a long moment, then sighed. “It’s probably his stupid ego.”

      She thought about it and while she wasn’t completely convinced about it, there was a chance it was just that. “Probably. Still, though. Running a sex dungeon? When would I have the bloody time? And how? I can’t seem to make a move without the paps showing up to take my picture.”

      “I take it David is handling the latest round?”

      David was Julienne’s PA and devoted to her like none of her female friends had ever been. Since the first round of rumors started a few months after Julienne broke their engagement, each report had gotten increasingly ridiculous. The latest was that she was a sex crazed Domme who ran a sex dungeon and Gregor had broken off their engagement when he found out. Yes. Seriously.

      “Yes. He’s furious at the moment.”

      “I can imagine. He loves you.”

      He did. If he weren’t gay, he might be the perfect man for Julienne. They had the same taste in movies and food, they were both clothes whores, and their sense of humor was drier than any 007 martini.

      “I just don’t know how to escape this. I have ignored it. I’ve put out statements. And dating was bad enough before, but now that I’m known as a sex crazed Dominatrix, I don’t see myself getting many dates.”

      “Well, none that you would want.”

      Julienne sighed and closed her eyes, setting her head against the back of the chair. She didn’t regret breaking off her engagement. If anything, Gregor’s pettiness about it solidified her belief that he was not the one for her. Was it too much to ask that he just go away?

      “What do you want to do?” Nicola asked her.

      Julienne opened her eyes to find Nicola watching her closely. The former ice-skating champion was one of those amazing women who caused heads to turn. Tall, slim, with ice blue eyes and dark hair, she was stunning. As in, she could be a supermodel if she wanted, or had the temperament. She did not.

      Whenever Julienne was around her, though, she felt frumpy. Well, frumpier. She was short, curvier, with long blonde hair, and eyes that had always seemed too huge for her face when she was a child. She could make herself look decent these days, but it took a lot of work. Nicola, on the other hand, looked like a goddess first thing in the morning.

      “I don’t know. Nothing seems to work.”

      Nicola sighed and leaned back on the sofa, resting her hand on her baby bump. It was still hard to believe that she was going to be an aunty soon.

      “I have a plan but I’m not sure if you’ll like it. Or that idiot brother of yours.”

      “Which idiot brother?”

      “Both of them.”

      They shared a smile.

      “I think you should go to Hawaii and oversee the redo of the resort.”

      For a long moment, Julienne said nothing. She’d been to Hawaii for Nic and Jensen’s wedding, but she had flown in for seventy-two hours and then had to be back in England. And she wasn’t someone who usually did onsite work. She tended to work remotely, handling the interior design from her home office. This suggestion intrigued her.

      “I thought they didn’t need one of us.”

      “Your mother wants a Wulf there. You know how she is. I’d go, but Jensen doesn’t want me to go very far right now,” Nic said, smoothing her hand over her baby bump.

      Julienne smiled, happy and envious of Jensen and Nic’s life now. She was so ecstatic that Nic was now a sister by marriage and not just a friend, but Julienne wondered if she would ever get that. A husband who adored her and a baby. She really did want babies, but with this media storm by her ex, it was doubtful. What man would want a woman whose name had been dragged through the press?

      “Is this just a ploy to get me out of England and make the problem go away?”

      Nic shook her head. “No. In fact, I want you here. I mean, do you think this lot is going to be fun? Hawaii is wonderful, and you’ve never spent enough time there to get a feel for the state.”

      They owned a home on Oahu, which had been more for Jensen, who had a favorite club he frequented. And then it hit her.

      “Do you think Gregor did this because of Jensen? If he knows he’s a Dom, he might have just assumed I’m one myself.”

      Nicola shrugged. “It could be, but more than likely, he tried to pick something that he thought would shame you.”

      “Wanker.”

      “Indeed. So, Hawaii?”

      “Do they honestly need me to be there? I could always go somewhere else.” It was true. They had properties all over the world.

      “No, they don’t need you there. But I think it would be good.”

      She studied Nic. “What are you up to?”

      Nicola sighed. “This pregnancy is making me stupid if I can’t fool you Wulfs anymore.”

      “So, give it up.”

      “Okay. But I want you to hear me out.”

      She nodded, waiting. Nicola’s brain was an amazing thing. She could see connections, things that the rest of them didn’t. Jensen getting clean had helped the company, but since she had been by his side, the company was a million times better.

      “I feel—and I don’t want you to get your feelings hurt by this—but you seem to have been in a bit of a rut.”

      “A rut?”

      Nicola nodded. “Yes.”

      “My work has been subpar?” Great. Now she’d let her family down, on top of having a real tosser of an ex throwing out lies about her.

      “No, not at all. I just don’t think you’ve been happy with it.” Nicola’s ice blue eyes studied her for a long moment before Julienne dropped her gaze to her lap. It was true, and she didn’t know what to do about it. “Your work has been excellent as usual, but you don’t seem happy like you used to.”

      “I haven’t been happy with my entire life. I recently broke up with Gregor.”

      “It’s been a year. And you did that because you were bored.”

      She raised her gaze to Nicola’s. “You’re right, but…”

      “You were unhappy with things before that, Jules.”

      This woman was so damned perceptive. “Yes. I don’t know what’s wrong.”

      Her position in the family business was all about interior design. She handled their public and private spaces, and she had loved it. Adored it, actually. She’d been in the top five at the Royal College of Art where she received her MA in design. And it had all seemed like so much fun when she’d started, but now…

      “You’re creative. You need to get out there, see some of the world, do something different. Creative types always do.”

      “If my work is satisfactory, then why do I need to change?” The moment the question left her lips, Julienne realized how insane the comment was. In college, she had thrived on challenge, always looking for something that pushed her.

      “You know why. And look at it as kind of a vacation. You and David can go over to Hawaii, meet with the Johnsons, and have a little fun. Yes, people notice you if you run with an entourage, but if you fit in with the locals, they won’t pay attention to you.”

      She gave her sister-in-law a smile. “This pasty Brit is going to stand out among all the golden-skinned locals.”

      “There’s more than a few pasty Brits over there, but you will also just look like another tourist. And take the jet.”

      “Why? If David and I are heading over there, wouldn’t it just be wasteful?”

      “You can just disappear from here and no one will know where you are.”

      Of course. Julienne had flown commercial for most of her life if she wasn’t on official business. Even sometimes when she was. Since all the mess with Gregor, she hadn’t been able to.

      “And if you agree to take a few bodyguards, Jensen won’t throw a fit.”

      “Ugh, really?”

      Nicola had a stalker a year ago and they had almost lost her. Jensen had gotten a little overprotective of everyone, including Jakob. Her brother’s wife nodded. “Yes. Now you know you and David will have a wonderful time. Go start packing and I’ll begin working on your brother.”

      “Fine, but if anything happens here, anything I need to be here for, you will call me back. Agreed?”

      “Of course.”

      She and Nicola discussed a few of the particulars of the trip, and then Julienne went across town to her flat to pack. It didn’t take her long to gather up everything she thought she would need. She hadn’t traveled much in the last few years, but their family had traveled a lot when they were kids. Her mother had all taught them how to pack fast and light.

      Once that was done, she grabbed a cup of tea and sat in front of the massive window that looked out over London. It had been the main reason she’d bought the flat a few months ago. Grey clouds and the smattering of rain made for a dreary day, and Julienne decided that a little break in a tropical paradise might be exactly what she needed.
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      “Is there anything else, Mr. Johnson?” the bellhop asked him. Alek didn’t respond for several moments, then he realized the kid was talking to him.  He still wasn’t accustomed to the name Mr. Johnson.

      “No, this is fine,” Alek said, handing him a tip. The bellhop smiled and thanked him, then scurried out of the room.

      Once he was alone, Alek toed off his shoes, the need to be barefoot still thrummed through his blood. There were a lot of things he’d left behind in Hawaii when he joined the Army fifteen years ago. An ex fiancé, his family, and all the headaches both of them gave him. But this connection was always there. It felt weird to be inside a home or hotel room and keep his shoes on.

      He padded across the thick carpet to the massive picture window that overlooked San Francisco. It was hard to believe that just a few weeks ago he was fighting off camel spiders and sand mites in the desert. A decade and a half in the military left him feeling…a little lost. He had planned on going for his full twenty years, but his family needed him. In all the years he’d served, not once had his grandfather asked him to come back. But this time…this time, he had asked, and Alek couldn’t say no.

      Turning around, he surveyed the room. He grew up in Hawaii and while they were considered upper class there, they had always lived simply. Their hotel in Maui was luxurious, on the same lines of this room. Granted, they didn’t have this level of security. Everyone had to pass the security check to even enter the exclusive Pinnacle. And most of the public knew nothing about it.

      His phone buzzed in his pocket. He knew who it was without looking. He could avoid answering it, but his grandfather would just keep calling.

      “Hey, Tutu,” he said.

      “About time. I’ve been calling for hours.”

      Not true. Ninety minutes tops. Alek had seen the missed calls, but he’d been busy getting his truck ready for shipment back to Hawaii.

      “I was busy.”

      A grunt. That was his grandfather. Most people saw him as some kind, old guy. For Alek, he’d never been that. When he’d entered the military, his grandfather had been so angry, he didn’t talk to Alek for a year. It took more than three years for the two of them to be able to talk on the phone without dissolving into a shouting match. Nowadays, they talked at least once a week. Or they had when Alek could call home. His former life as an Army Ranger made that difficult at times.

      “You will be here tomorrow.”

      Not a question. A statement…more of a demand really. The man was always trying to control things.

      “No. I’m meeting up with some friends tomorrow night.”

      They had insisted on giving him a sendoff from the military. They had been more of a family to him than many of his blood. He still felt as if he was abandoning them. He knew it was stupid, but that’s what he thought. None of them said it that way, as all of them understood the situation. Or whatever the situation was. Right now, he just knew that things were turbulent.

      “Then the day after.”

      Inwardly, he sighed. Going home was great in many ways, but his grandfather was going to make it difficult. And the fact that he had to put off this for six months past when he had planned to be out, his grandfather had been chomping at the bit to get Alek back to Hawaii.

      “Yes.”

      “Good. You like the room?”

      “Yeah. You didn’t have to put me up here.”

      “I did. You deserve it.”

      “Because I’m coming home. I get it. I could have stayed at some brand name near the airport.”

      “It’s not because you’re coming home. It’s because you served.”

      For the first time in a long time, Alek found himself at a loss for words. The idea that his grandfather would think of honoring him for serving in the military was foreign to him. His grandfather wasn’t against serving, but he hated the idea of his grandson being put in harm’s way.

      “Thanks, Tutu.”

      He cleared his throat before answering. “Well, then, have fun with your friends tomorrow.  You should invite them here when we’re done with the redo of the resort.”

      “Yeah, that sounds good.”

      Alek’s stomach grumbled and he looked over at the clock. It was past five and he had missed lunch.

      “Listen, Tutu, I need to eat and then hit the sack. I have a lot of things to take care of tomorrow.”

      “Okay. Have a good time.”

      “Thanks.”

      After hanging up, he looked over the room service menu. He decided on a shower first, then he would order a steak or something.

      He headed to the bathroom just as his phone buzzed again. It was from an unknown 808 number. That’s the Hawaiian prefix.

      
        
          
            
              
        Unknown 808 number: I ran into Julie today and she told me you were moving back to Hawaii.

      

      

      

      

      

      Other people would probably worry about something like that happening, but Hawaii is one big town. Families that have been there for centuries all know each other. Maui is even worse. So, there was a good chance his family gave someone his number if asked. Julie was his sister-in-law, his brother’s high school sweetheart, and a sweet girl. Or that’s the way he remembered her.

      
        
          
            
              
        Unknown 808 number: And this is Shelley, just in case you were wondering.

      

      

      

      

      

      Fuck. That’s one person he wanted to avoid…forever.

      He blocked the number, then went into the bathroom. Stripping out of his clothes, he took a quick shower to clean off the hours he’d spent in the car today. He could have flown out of SeaTac, but this was the easiest place for him to meet up with some more of his Army buddies. Plus, it was a pretty drive to one of his favorite cities on the west coast.

      After his shower, he ordered some room service, eating it while he looked over the latest emails from his brother and various other people in their company’s hierarchy. He didn’t know if he was truly needed to take over the company. His brother was more than qualified, but their grandfather had always thought the oldest should run things. Not that he wasn’t exactly qualified. He might have spent more than a decade in the worst parts of the world, but somehow, Alek had earned an MBA. When you had nothing but the job, you had a lot of time on your hands during the downtime, and Alek had put it to use.

      Still, he knew that his brother was probably pissed. So, he would have to deal with that crap. He sighed and scrubbed a hand over his face. He chose to worry about that later. After glancing at the time, he decided on a drink or something. He couldn’t just sit around for hours watching TV. And he didn’t want to be stuck in his room.

      He knew the hotel bar had a dress code, which he always found stupid. Maybe it was his Hawaiian roots. Going barefoot had been his way until he went into the military. Paying so much money for an exclusive hotel should afford the occupants the right to wear a pair of jeans to have a drink.

      After slipping into a pair of dress pants, a button-down shirt and a jacket, he headed down to the first floor. The hotel had built a reputation over the last few years. A celebrity could come here with no worries about paps hanging out and bothering them. There was never a tabloid reporter in sight. Alek thought it was stupid, but then, he wasn’t someone who had to worry about those things. Hell, most of the people he went to school with wouldn’t recognize him these days. He’d put on a good fifty pounds of muscle since graduation.

      When he reached the first floor, he stepped off the elevator and walked down the long hallway. The thick carpet muffled his steps. As he turned the corner, he stopped in his tracks at the vision in front of him.

      A blonde woman stood at the entrance of the bar. Even though Alek couldn’t see her face, he felt the stirring of interest. She shifted her weight from one foot to the other, causing the fabric of that little black dress to pull tight against her ass.

      Jesus, she was perfect. He hated little women. As a teenager, he had been stupid and thought that the thin model type was what he liked, and he had. But now…now he liked a woman with a little meat on her bones.  He’d packed on the muscle thanks to his career, and he found he felt like a fumbling giant around thin, small women like that. And this woman, he rolled his eyes as she bent over to pick up something she’d dropped on the floor. She was lethal to his ability to think straight. Almost the entirety of the blood in his head shot straight down to his dick.

      He knew she wasn’t a celebrity. The majority of that sort were all skin and bones. He walked up behind her and heard her mumble something under her breath and he smiled. The night was definitely looking up.
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      The moment Julienne stepped into the bar, she thought she might have made a mistake. Granted, it was a hotel bar and it wasn’t dodgy, but she never went drinking by herself. She was the kind of woman who always traveled in a pack of other women, or with Gregor.

      Just thinking her ex-fiancé’s name had her squaring her shoulders. She could do this. She was certain of it. Stiff upper lip and all that rubbish. She was an adult. Kind of. No, she really was an adult who had an amazing reputation in hotel design. Not the buildings. No, she handled all the pretty things people tended to take for granted.

      She realized she was standing there holding her keycard like an idiot. Fumbling, she tried to open her purse but dropped the key. Rolling her eyes, she bent over and picked it up, stuffing it in her purse. Then, she straightened her shoulders again and surveyed the occupants of the bar. No one had seemingly noticed her, for which she was thankful. This was one of the reasons she was on her way to Hawaii. The stopover in San Francisco was more for David, who had a few friends in the city. And yes, she was a woman who made unnecessary stops because her PA had always wanted to come to San Francisco.

      With a shake of her head, she decided that maybe a dinner in her room was best. Going to a hotel bar in a strange city by herself was not her thing—even if her family owned the hotel.

      “It won’t bite,” a deep male voice said from behind her.

      She turned in the direction of the voice, and her eyes widened as she leaned her head back to look at the man. He was massive, well over six-four, and all muscle. How had she not heard him approach?

      “Pardon me?”

      Inwardly, Julienne cringed. Whenever embarrassed, she tended to sound condescending.

      He took no offense. Instead, one side of his mouth curved up into a lopsided smile. His dark brown eyes sparkled. God, he’s pretty.

      “The bar. It won’t bite.”

      Julienne glanced around the dark interior. It wasn’t a scary kind of dark. Instead, it was more of an intimate setting, one that allowed for privacy. But that’s what the hotel was known for. The security was so tight, she actually got a free night without her security guys Brent or Jack hovering around.

      “Unless you’re meeting someone?”

      She turned back to him. She knew that no one could even get into the hotel without a security check, so he didn’t worry her. At least, she wasn’t concerned he was a tabloid reporter. Now, just looking at him, well, there was a good chance he would star in her fantasies for a while.

      As she had thought, he was tall. He had light golden skin that looked like he had spent years in the sun
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