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DESCRIPTION

 

She shattered my heart and vanished five years ago. Now she’s back, and this time, I’m never letting her slip through my fingers again.

 

She meant more to me than just a vacation fling...

The goddess with emerald green eyes, sun-kissed skin and beautiful curves.

The only woman who fell for me, not my wealth.

We embraced our holiday romance and I gave her my heart. She shattered it and vanished. Without a single word. Without a goodbye.

Five years later, she’s back in my life. This time, she isn’t going to slip through my fingers.

I’m taking what’s mine and nobody will stop me. Not even her psycho ex.

 

 


When I Lost You

 

Chapter 1

 

Five years ago

 

CASSANDRA

 

I step into the beachfront apartment and savor the coolness of the air-conditioned room with white walls and tiled floors. Behind me, I hear my girlfriends squealing.

My best friend, Naomi, screeches loudest of all. “Oh my God, this place is insane.”

I’m here with Naomi and Jeanine. The three of us have been friends since school, although I’ve always had a slightly closer relationship with Naomi due to her living on the same block as me growing up. Since we were toddlers, we’ve been at each other’s houses constantly. We practically lived together as kids; she’s more like a sister. Jeanine became the third member of our little group in Junior High when she moved to California from Canada. The three of us have been inseparable since we were twelve years old.

It makes me sad to think things will soon be changing.

We walk around the Airbnb we’ve rented for the next week to enjoy one last girls’ vacation before Naomi moves to New York to start her own realtor firm. One final blowout before we go our separate ways.

The place is better than I’d imagined. When Naomi had said she’d found the perfect budget location, I’d pictured cracked walls and moldy fixtures, but everything is pristine, and we couldn’t have asked for a more idyllic location. Her talent to find the best real estate is simply undeniable.

The third-floor apartment is bright and airy. There is a twin room and a single. For the price, I can’t believe how spacious it is. I’m impressed by the large open plan kitchen and living room with white marble floors; there’s a set of double doors at the far end which open out onto a little balcony overlooking the sea. There’s a small round table and three chairs waiting for us. When I step out, I can feel the warm breeze on my skin and smell the salt in the air from the waves, barely a ten-minute walk from the apartment door.

We’re as close to the ocean as we could be, right on the seafront in Puerto Vallarta, Mexico. It was Naomi’s choice to come here; the place is known for its gorgeous beaches and hip nightlife. We’re planning to enjoy both.

She skips over to me now, threading one arm around my shoulder, the other around Jeanine’s, and pulling us both tightly toward her in a suffocating hug.

“This is going to be the best vacation ever.”

I hold onto the hand she has slung over my shoulder and pout a little as I look out over the white sand and blue waves. “I can’t believe you’re going to New York.”

She jolts back like she’s been burned and holds up her hands, squeezing her eyes shut. “Nope, nope, nope. We said we weren’t going to talk about that.”

Naomi is wearing a pair of cotton shorts with lace trim and a crop top. She hasn’t changed her style since she was eighteen. We’re twenty-five now.

Jeanine laughs, pulling her frizzy brown hair back into a ponytail, and slumping down on the lightweight canvas sofa. An absolute sun-worshipper back in Sacramento, she looks like she’s already been here a month. Her tan skin glows.

“You two are so dramatic,” she says. “It’s not like we’re never going to see each other again. New York isn’t so far.”

I force a smile. “You’re right. We’ll still see each other all the time.”

“Especially when I’m raking in the big bucks,” Naomi says. “I’ll have you girls over all the time for mojitos by my luxury pool, maybe a flight in my private helicopter…”

I laugh. “Dream big, girl.”

Jeanine wanders onto the balcony, leaning on the rails and looking out across the ocean. Her light sundress flutters in the breeze. She lets out a content sigh. “This place is incredible. God bless businessmen who are never home. Without them, what would paupers like us do for holiday apartments?”

“I know!” I reply. “Imagine being able to buy prime real estate like this.”

Naomi saunters onto the balcony and takes a seat on one of the chairs. She props her feet up onto the glass table and leans back. Her chair is on two legs. 

“Prime real estate is what it’s going to be all about in New York.”

Naomi has been working her ass off for years to save enough to fund her own business venture. She’s finally scraped together enough for the rent on a small office in uptown New York and started making inroads with her first clients. She’s branding herself as a realtor for luxury properties. I know she’ll thrive. She’s got all the confidence and charisma in the world.

“We’re so proud of you,” I say.

“A toast!” Jeanine announces. She sprints back into the apartment and opens up her large suitcase. She pulls out a bottle of tequila, a bottle of triple sec, and a bag of limes.

Clapping her hands, Naomi howls with laughter. “You brought a whole bar with you?”

“Just the makings of a margarita. You know, to get us going.”

I look over to the fridge and grin. “Ice maker!”

“Fill up a bowl,” Jeanine instructs. She lifts up a pair of skimpy denim shorts from her case and takes out a cocktail shaker from underneath. Naomi laughs even harder. “What? I came prepared.”

We mix the ice, alcohol and lime juice in the shaker and find some glasses in the cupboards to make a pitcher of margaritas. We head out onto the balcony and sit around the table.

Jeanine lifts her glass. “To our incredible Naomi. We’re so proud of you and hope you have the time of your life in New York. May you kick ass, make millions, and be swarmed by hunky men.”

“I’ll toast to that!” I raise my glass.

“I plan to get swarmed by hunky men tonight,” Naomi says. “I’ve got the perfect little number to have them drooling.”

Jeanine chuckles. “Unfortunately, I’ve got the old ball and chain at home. Dan would kill me if I even looked at another guy. No hookups for me.”

They both turn to me with expectant stares.

“What about you, Cassie?” Naomi asks. She wiggles her eyebrows suggestively. “Jeanine here is fully available to be your wing woman all night long. Shall we find you a nice sexy little number to have wild vacation sex with?”

I laugh. “I wouldn’t say no.”

“How long have you been a nun now, anyway?” Jeanine asks with a teasing grin. “Three years? Four?”

I stick my tongue out at her. “I’m not a nun. Just lacking the time to meet guys these days.”

She scoffs. “Come off it! You’ve got more chances to meet hot, young men than anyone.” She mimes holding a phone to her ear and puts on a breathy secretary voice. “Hello? Mr. Taylor? I have a job for you. Location? In my pants.”

Naomi thinks Jeanine’s hilarious and lets out a high-pitched cackle. 

Less amused, I raise my eyebrows. “I’m not sure you understand what a recruiter does.”

“You must speak with a hundred men a day.”

“So? That doesn’t mean it’s easy to get dates.”

“If you wanted to, you could have them eating out the palm of your hand. Look at you, you sexy minx.”

I laugh. Jeanine doesn’t stop. She pinches my stomach. “Look at this tiny little waist!” She runs her fingers through my long brown hair. “And hair like Rapunzel!” She goes to squeeze my boob but I bat her hand away. “And then there are those beauties!”

Giggling, I flush and look away. “You’re embarrassing me.”

She puts her hands on her hips. “You know it’s true, girl. You’ve got all the goods, you’ve just got to learn how to own them.”

Naomi nods in agreement, her head swinging up and down like a novelty bobble-head figurine. “Jeanine’s right. You were always the high school hottie. Guys only ever spoke to me to try and get closer to you.”

I squeal. “That’s not true! You girls are gorgeous.”

“But you’re gorgeous-er,” Naomi says. “And tonight, we’ll prove it. We’re going to find you a man.”

We drink until the first pitcher of margaritas runs dry, then make up one more to drink while we get ready for a night out in the town. We’re heading to Callejero, one of the most exclusive nightclubs in Puerto Vallarta. Naomi has booked us VIP tickets for the night.

For the next hour, we get ready as the sun goes down. As promised, Naomi is wearing something jaw-dropping. It’s an off-the-shoulder light pink shimmer dress that shows off every single curve of her body.

“Wow, Naomi.” Jeanine whistles. “You weren’t kidding. I look completely underdressed next to you.”

Naomi bites down on her smile. “Aw, thanks. You look great, too. Absolutely fab.”

Jeanine is wearing an A-line sequin dress with strap sleeves. She does look great, especially when she slips on a pair of killer stilettos.

I stand in front of the mirror to finish spraying my hair with hairspray. I don’t look too bad either, even if I do say so myself. I’m wearing emerald green to match my eyes. Everyone says green is my color.

My outfit is a floating mini dress which crosses over the chest and cinches at the waist. It looks almost Grecian, especially when I pair it with matching high heels with ribbon straps that twist around the ankles and tie at the back.

I make up my eyes so they’re smoky, flecked with shimmering green and silver.

Naomi looks impressed. “You look smoking, Cassie! Where did you learn to do make-up like that?”

“I’ve been following a make-up artist on YouTube,” I admit.

“You look great.”

I grin. “Thanks!”

When we’re all ready, Jeanine pulls out another of her must-have vacation essentials from her case—a selfie stick.

We stand together on the balcony, posing with big cheesy grins and margaritas as the camera flashes.

Watch out, Mexico!

 

 


Chapter 2

LOGAN

 

I smile, watching Russell and Liam run around the resort like kids.

Russell returns from the reception desk with a fistful of brochures. “Check this out, man! They have all kinds of things: jet skis, inflatables, snorkeling—”

Liam cuts him off. “Forget that. We’re here to party. Snorkeling can wait. First, we’re going to get you wasted.”

This week in Puerto Vallarta is Russell’s stag do. He’s getting married in a few weeks’ time and this is my last gift to him while he’s still one of the guys. Before long, he’ll be planning double dates with other married couples and buying cribs for kids.

I’ve done everything I could to make sure this will be a trip to remember. The resort we’re staying in is five star and we’re in executive suites—one for each of us. We were picked up from the airport by a limo, greeted with champagne at the hotel, and I’ve got an unlimited budget for us to do whatever the hell we want while we’re in Mexico.

“I think the guy with the checkbook should be the one making decisions.” Russell turns to me. “What do you want to do, Logan?”

I hold up my hands. “This is all about you, man. You’re the one getting hitched. This is your week.”

“Well, I don’t know what there is to do in Puerto Vallarta…”

Liam grins. “I do. Callejero. It’s this nightclub in town. I’ve heard it’s the place to go. VIP booths. A rooftop terrace. Live DJs. Gorgeous women.”

I laugh. “Now I know why you really want to go.”

“What? It’s a stag do, isn’t it? That means booze, chicks, gambling, dancing, and generally going crazy.” He slaps Russell on the back. “This is your last week of freedom, my friend. You’re kissing your youth goodbye.”

Russell laughs. “I’m still only twenty-seven.”

“Doesn’t matter. As soon as you say I do, it’s all over.”

Glancing across at me, Russell raises his eyebrows. “Do you think it’s all over for me, Logan?”

“Of course not.” I chuckle. “God knows what I’d give to meet a decent, down-to-earth woman like you’ve found. I’m surrounded by gold-diggers everywhere I go. I’d love to meet someone who was above all that.”

Liam laughs. “I’d swap with you any day. For some of us, we’ve got nothing but Tinder and our right hands.”

“Mexico could be your chance to blend in a bit more,” Russell tells me. He grins. “Think about it. Nobody here knows who you are. We’ll dress you down a bit, and you can act like a normal guy for a change.”

I look down at my fitted polo and denim jeans. “What’s wrong with my clothes?”

Russell hides a smile. “A Dolce and Gabbana shirt and Jacob Cohen jeans? How much did that outfit cost you? A thousand bucks? Not to mention the Rolex on your wrist.”

“So? You buy cheap, you buy twice.”

“Regular guys can’t afford clothes like that. I’ll give you something of mine to wear. And take off that watch. In a tourist trap like this, you’re begging to get mugged.”

I think about it for a moment. Perhaps he’s got a point. I slide the watch off my wrist and place it in my pocket. 

My money tends to get in the way of my relationships. It’s part of the reason I’m so close to Russell and Liam. They knew me before I had this kind of cash to blow, and liked me back when I was a nerdy kid who wanted to be a pilot; before I was a business tycoon taking home hundreds of millions each year. They’re true friends.

But maybe Russell’s right. Maybe here, in Mexico, I can finally meet someone who’s after more than my Amex Black Card.

We get out of the limo and walk slowly through the hotel lobby. The place is extravagant, to say the least. Exactly what I wanted when I booked this resort. We head to the elevators and ride it up to our master suites. They’re lined up three in a row.

“Right,” Liam says. “If it’s alright with you gents, I’m going to grab a shower and get ready for the club. Meet here in an hour?”

“An hour?” Russell laughs. “How long does it take you to get ready?”

Liam wiggles his eyebrows. “Perfection takes time.”

Both of my best friends are handsome guys. Liam is lean and athletic, with a boyish charm that seems to get him out of all kinds of trouble. His dark blond hair is close-shaven at the sides of his head, but he wears the top long, combed over in a Rockstar wave. He’s relatively short but makes up for it in charisma.

Russell’s hair is slightly longer, dark, and has a natural curl to it. He’s recently started to grow a beard which he keeps carefully cropped close to his face. Liam’s right—he gets the most of ladies’ attraction. 

I also take pride in my appearance. I spend more than I care to admit choosing tailored clothes and expensive haircuts, and working out with an exclusive personal trainer back in New York. As a result, I maintain a muscular build and am always dressed to the nines. I wear my dark hair fairly short, but I work wax into it each morning to give it texture. 

“Give me five and I’ll bring those clothes by.” Russell leans towards me. “I just need to dig them out first.”

“No problem. I’ll be in here.”

I place my key card into the lock and push the door inward into the master suite. It’s a sumptuous set of rooms; three in total. It’s divided into a living area, bedroom, and en suite bathroom, each more opulent than the last.

The living area is fitted with marble floors, a 42-inch widescreen TV, a decadent chaise longue covered in cushions, and a small dining set. There’s a small kitchenette fitted behind the dining set; a fridge-freezer, microwave, and sink, all set into walnut wood.

It opens out onto a balcony with an exceptional ocean view. There’s a jacuzzi out there. I can’t imagine going in it alone—or with Russell and Liam for that matter—but you never know after a few beers. I smile at the thought of the three of us drunkenly taking a dip.

I walk into the bedroom. The huge bed is opposite a wall of floor-to-ceiling windows which overlook the ocean. I slide one of the windows open to let the breeze flow through. It carries in the scent of the sea.

Settling down onto the bed, I place my hands calmly on my knees. It’s a relief to be away from New York for a while. Ever since I’ve taken over from my father as CEO of McCarthy Brokerage, I’ve been run off my feet. It took a lot of planning to be here for Russell, but I wanted to do right by him as his best man.

I take a deep breath of the ocean air. My best friend is getting married. Who could have seen this coming when, just two years ago, he accidentally crushed his van into a parked car when a drop-dead gorgeous redhead was walking by his—and it turned out to be her car. The rest is history.

I shake my head. Lucky bastard. Of course, I wish Russell all the best, but a small part of me feels jealous of him. I can’t remember the last time I was with anyone I’d even consider a girlfriend. Most of the women who pass through my life are simply fleeting fancies. Nobody seems to stick around, either because they’ve got what they wanted from me, or because some ulterior motive has come to light. In recent months, I’ve steered clear of the dating game altogether. It’s too hard to sort the women who are genuinely interested from those who are just excited by the idea of bedding a billionaire.

There’s a knock at the door, interrupting my depressing thoughts.

I answer it to find Russell standing there with a pair of navy blue crew pants and a white long-sleeved button-up shirt.

“Here you go,” he says. “See how you go in those. You look great in what you’re wearing, but you never know, maybe this’ll help you attract a different kind of woman.”

I smile. “Thanks, Russell.”

He pauses for a second before leaving. He looks like he’s got something to say.

“Everything alright?” I ask.

Russell nods. “I just…I want to thank you for all this.” He gestures around. “You didn’t have to.”

“I know. I wanted to. You’ve been one of my best friends for a very long time. You’ve stuck with me through thick and thin. I wanted to give you a good send-off.”

He laughs. “I’m getting married, not going to war.”

“Is there a difference?”

We both chuckle, and Russell lays a hand on my shoulder. “I’m serious, man—thank you.”

“You’re welcome.”

 

 


Chapter 3 

CASSANDRA

 

My eyes widen when I step into the nightclub. It’s more immense than I could have imagined. The sides of the huge dancefloor are lined with magnificent arches. At the front of the hall, there’s a huge chandelier that hangs down over the dancers and catches the spotlights and lasers.

There’s a DJ on stage, holding one hand over his headphones, and waving the other in the air in time to the beat of the explosive club music. Behind him are three mounted screens playing video loops. The volume’s so loud I can feel my whole body vibrating to the rhythm. 

Patrons are crammed so close together you can hardly move, and yet they do. Everybody sways like waves in the ocean, their hands in the air. Everybody’s having the time of their lives. I can’t wait to jump in and join in the fun.

Naomi clings to my left arm; Jeanine to my right. If we let go of each other for just a second, I doubt we’d find each other again. It’s jam-packed in here.

Holding onto each other, we push our way to the center of the dancefloor and dance. Naomi goes for it with unbelievable energy, swinging her hips and flipping her hair so hard she keeps hitting people in the face with it. Jeanine does a move that’s kind of a half-squat and an upwards wiggle. I do a classic swaying from side to side with my arms in the air.

I close my eyes to soak in the atmosphere. Within seconds, my ears are buzzing with music. I know that once I step outside into the quiet, they’ll be numb and ringing. 

It’s hot in here, too. Unbelievably hot. I’m sweatier than a Beyoncé backing dancer. I hold my hair up with one hand to try and catch some breeze on my neck.

After about twenty minutes, I’m parched.

I tap Naomi on the shoulder. “I’m going to get a drink!”

“What?”

“I’m going to get a drink!”

It’s so loud she can’t hear me. Instead, I mime drinking from a glass. She nods with a big grin, giving the thumbs up. Jeanine does the same. I gesture for them to stay put, and I head to the bar.

The bar is a spectacle in itself. After fighting my way to the front, I watch in awe as a bartender sets a glass of something clear alight. The group he’s serving whoop loudly and cheer at the sight. I watch in wonder as they each blow out their shots and throw them back like they hadn’t been flaming only seconds earlier. I wave at the bartender, but he’s already moved on to another customer.

Frowning, I lean my elbows on the bar, patiently waiting for my turn. Then I feel something in the small of my back.

Instantly, my stomach drops. I may have been out of the game for a while, but I know what it feels like when a man rubs up against you. A pair of stranger’s hands settle on my waist, just above my hips.

“Hello, sexy. Lost your friends, have you?” The sleazy voice asks me with a strong Spanish accent.

The stranger is drunk. I can smell the tequila on his breath and he’s slurring his words. He’s using me both as someone to grope and something to hold onto to keep him standing.

I jut my elbow into his stomach and push back with it, hard. “I’m getting drinks. I’m not lost.”

He pushes forward again, this time holding onto me tighter. He laughs at my attempts to squirm out of his grip.

“What’s the matter, beautiful?” He leans in and takes a deep breath, sniffing my hair. “Don’t tell me you got all dressed up for nothing.”

“Leave me alone.”

“Stuck-up bitch.” He wraps an arm around my waist.

I stamp down on his foot. “I said get off!”

The next thing I hear is a deep, strong, and sober male voice taking control. “The lady isn’t interested.”

I turn around to look at the man who’s come to my rescue. My stomach twists with a different kind of shock. This man is gorgeous.

He’s tall, toned, and classically handsome. He has a chiseled jaw, strong cheekbones, and dark, intense eyes. He’s wearing a white button-up shirt with the sleeves rolled up neatly to his elbows and a pair of navy crew pants. Unlike the drunk he’s standing up to, this man is refined and in control of his behavior.

“Who asked you, asshole?” the drunk grunts.

He takes the drunk’s shoulder and leans in. “I said she’s not interested.” 

I watch his fingers curl into the drunk’s shoulder in a physical warning. The grip looks painful. The drunk tears himself away with a scowl and wanders off, muttering under his breath.

I stand like a frightened rabbit in headlights, clutching my purse to my chest, and making sure the drunk is well out of sight before I let out a relieved breath.

I look up at my savior. “Thank you.”

“No problem.” He casts his gaze up and down the bar. “It’s crowded up here. Are you okay?”

“Yes. I’m just trying to get drinks for my girlfriends and me.”

“Let me help you.” He gently pushes me closer to the bar, then places his arm around my back, holding onto the bar and shielding me from all the people jostling behind. “You’ll get trampled in a crowd like this.”

He catches the bartender’s eye and lifts his hand to signal he’s ready to order. I’m amazed how easily he gets served when I’ve been standing here close to twenty minutes trying to get noticed by the bartender.

“What can I

































