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Brett Houston triumphed over his life. Raised by an abusive father, Brett sacrificed his personal happiness to keep the ones he loved safe. Ready to make big changes in his life, Brett treats himself to a Caribbean vacation. To his surprise, he ends up at a seaside ball, wearing a G-string and presiding over the festivities as Poseidon, the God of the Sea.

Mark Matthews left behind his hometown, and his first love, to put down roots in California. With vacation time to use, or lose, Mark books a holiday on the island of St. Lucia, unaware of the surprise reunion Fate has waiting for him.

Brett cautiously examines the fractured bonds of the past, while questioning the possibility of a renewed future with Mark. It’s simpler for Mark. He won’t settle for anything less than a future tending to Poseidon’s pleasure.
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KC Kendricks never disappoints!"—Fallen Angel Reviews

"..beautifully moving in all the right places...KC Kendricks gives us a well-crafted tale"- The Romance Studio

"Good to the last word...."- Sensual Reads

..."Seriously entertaining and totally engaging..."- Joyfully Reviewed

"...solidly written contemporary romance..."-Jessewave
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For current availability, please visit KC’s bookshelf at

https://kckendricks.blogspot.com/p/the-bookshelf-of-kc-kendricks-and-rayne_3.html
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I was quite sure I’d lost my mind. A man my age had no business booking his holiday season vacation with a rainbow singles posse on a Caribbean island. The plane ride had convinced me I’d better hang with the girls, not because lesbians were tamer, but they’d at least be kinder in their criticisms when I donned my swim trunks.

This was my attorney’s fault, plain and simple. I’d been in Austin’s office, discussing some upcoming changes in my life, and a brochure for this little adventure was on his desk. He’d assured me I would love the Southern Cross because his brother’s partner owned the place.

I now had a new creed—beware of smiling lawyers with pretty eyes.

The pilot’s voice snapped across the loudspeakers, instructing everyone to buckle up. Girls and guys alike whooped and hollered, with the sound of safety catches clicking into place keeping rhythm. The young fellow beside me fastened his without a word. He’d been quiet the entire flight, but then, I thought he’d looked a little green around the edges. If we landed before he upchucked, I’d be eternally grateful.

A caravan of vehicles awaited the group at the airport. I retrieved my luggage, only to have it immediately whisked away by a handsome, dark-skinned man. He let me know, in no uncertain terms, that for a man with “pretty blue eyes” like mine, he’d deliver it to my suite personally.

I declined, privately amused at his flirting with me. He hadn’t seen me with my shirt off, nor was he going to anytime soon.

At the resort, a younger fellow with a wide smile escorted me to my suite. The large, open room was at the end of the row with a charming little patio and a great view of the mountains. Inside, a large vase of pink lilies sat in the middle of the table. I flipped open the attached card.

——
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Brett, welcome to the Southern Cross. Austin’s family is our family. Please join us at our table this evening.

Colby and Theron.

——
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Theron was the brother my lawyer spoke of with such great fondness. The “Colby” on the card was Colby Denton, the owner of the resort. Austin alluded that Denton might have some helpful stateside contacts for my latest altruistic venture, a halfway house for battered gay youth. While I appreciated the tip, I was determined to leave business behind while at the resort.

I would join him for dinner, though. I might as well hobnob where the best booze would be, so I called the concierge desk and asked them to relay my acceptance of the invitation. A lovely feminine voice, full of the lilting accent of the islands, informed me dinner was at seven-thirty on the east terrace.

That gave me four hours to kill before I had to get ready for my dinner date. The breeze carried the scent of sea spray to me, and I couldn’t resist the idea of a walk along the shore. I dug out shorts, a T-shirt, and sandals, and headed for the beach to take a leisurely stroll. If the water was warm, I might even wade in up to my knees.

The wide white strip of sand was in pristine condition, obviously well-maintained by resort personnel. A few colorful beach umbrellas were scattered here and there, and a single palm tree provided a patch of natural shade. Under the swaying fronds, two men sprawled, one with a book, the other with a laptop. A picnic basket with a wine bottle perched on top of it sat nearby. It was an idyllic scene, the sort one should see in an island paradise.

I made my way down to the water’s edge and started to walk toward the sun, my thoughts drifting to opportunities lost. I’d never taken the time for a romantic resort vacation with any of my ex-lovers. Maybe that was one of the reasons none of them had stayed with me. Too often, I put my work first. Now I’d reached the age where lovers were few and far between. The ones I did occasionally have...well, for one reason or another, it didn’t bother me much they didn’t stick around for long. I refused to dwell on a future I’d likely spend alone. I was too busy dwelling on the mistakes of my past.

There had been one fellow, twenty years ago, who still had the power to pull at my heart. I’d been a very lonely twenty-nine, and he’d been jailbait, celebrating his eighteenth birthday by letting me bend him over the hood of my car. We’d connected, or at least I had to him on more than the obvious level. But youth has several disadvantages, and we’d possessed them all. Neither of us could keep his dick behind his zipper. At his age, what else should I have expected? My jealousy, and his wild ways, shredded any chance we’d had for more than a series of one-nighters. The single, greatest regret of my life was that we had lost touch with each other before we’d had time to grow into a real relationship.

Off in the distance, another walker approached. As he got closer, I recognized him as the young man on the airplane. He smiled at me as he held out his hand.

“Hi. I’m Eric. Sorry I wasn’t good company on the plane.”

I shook his hand, pleased he’d made the effort to speak to me. “I’m Brett. I noticed you don’t fly well, so I thought the best way to help was to remain quiet.”

“I appreciate that.” He gestured at the resort. “Lovely place, isn’t it?”

Eric was a cute kid, but he was also young enough to be my son. The paternal feelings I experienced when men in their twenties approached me disturbed this old “confirmed bachelor.” I wasn’t about to give him the impression I was interested in more than friendship.

“So far, it lives up to everything my friend told me about it.” I held out my hand again. “It’s nice to meet you, Eric. Enjoy your vacation.” I smiled at him.

His smile held a touch of disappointment, but he nodded and walked on. I watched him go. That young man wasn’t going to have any problem hooking up and having fun while here, so I didn’t need to feel bad about not being friendlier.

I checked the time and headed back down the beach. I needed to unpack and get a shower. Being late for dinner wasn’t an option, not when one was dining with the owner of the resort.

*          *          *
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The east terrace was a quiet, tranquil oasis in a hub of activity. The smallest of the three outdoor dining areas, it held about a dozen tables under a wide, vine-shrouded, wrought iron pergola. From the rustic architecture, I suspected it was the oldest patio at the resort. One table was discreetly set apart from the others, and I recognized the two men who sat behind it. Numerous pictures of them graced the walls in Austin’s office and den. They rose as I walked over and introduced myself.

Theron seated me, grinning. “Don’t believe everything my brother may have said about us.”

I laughed. “Austin swore me to secrecy, but he did assure me I’d love it here.”

Colby held up a bottle of wine up for me to read the label. I nodded, impressed at the selection. He spoke as he poured for me. “He and Steve arrived about an hour ago. I doubt they’ll make dinner. Austin doesn’t fly well and said he needs to recover.”

Theron rolled his eyes. “You know that’s probably code for ‘we want to be alone tonight.’”

My host laughed. “Sure, I know it. I sent them a bottle of Bordeaux. Brett, are you attending the party tomorrow evening?”

I shook my head. “I can’t see myself in a costume.”

“You don’t need one. Poseidon’s Midwinter Palace is open to all as long as they have the essentials properly covered.”

“I’ll think about it.”

Theron and Colby exchanged glances. In the way of couples, I could see that one look held an entire conversation and they were in agreement over something. Our meals arrived and I was spared having to explain I felt too old to enjoy myself at most of the activities on the singles tour itinerary but had taken advantage of the package price to get away for a week.

My relief lasted until dessert, a wonderful frozen strawberry, blueberry, and cream concoction that the chef had been perfecting and didn’t yet have a name for. It was worthy of every “ooh” and “aah” we
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