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      The delicate notes of the piano in the bar clashed with the hustle and bustle of the hotel lobby. Crystal chandeliers and gilt crown moldings quarreled with the picture windows filled with sun, sand, and the ocean not more than a hundred yards away. The building was just as much juxtaposition as she, for if there was ever a place Dr. Morgan Mackenzie didn’t want to be, this was it, right down to her last dime and her final hope.

      “Friend of the bride, or friend of the groom?”

      Morgan froze. She placed a hand on the check-in desk counter of the hotel to steady herself, turned her head, and inhaled the scent of an intriguing, spicy cologne. She released that breath, hearing nothing now but the roar of her heart inside her chest.

      “I beg your pardon?”

      He leaned toward her as if this were an everyday occurrence. He was so tall she had to tilt her head to look up at him. His midnight black hair gleamed in the artificial light as he raked over her from head to toe with his killer blue eyes. “No need to beg. I’m yours for the asking,” he answered, a slow smile growing on his face.

      Her gaze swept over him, then the receptionist interrupted, “Excuse me. Will you be using a credit card today?”

      Morgan pulled out three one-hundred-dollar bills, trying not to wince. He stayed her hand and pushed past her. “Put the lady’s room on my card.” The man pulled out a black piece of plastic.

      “Wait a minute, umm, excuse me, but that’s quite all right. Very kind of you, but not necessary. I mean, I don’t want to…oh hell, I don’t even know you.”

      “Ahhh.” He smiled, handing over the card, which the receptionist was too eager to take. “But I know you.”

      Morgan’s knees liquefied. Her stomach sank. She gripped the edge of the counter to keep from falling but had just enough sense of self-preservation to paste a smile on her face. “Look, I’m not quite sure what kind of game this is, but you need to stop right now.” She turned to the receptionist. “I can’t allow him to do this. You need to give him his credit card back, please.”

      The receptionist smiled, and Morgan found no hint of remorse. “Sorry, I already put the charge through.” She lifted her gaze to the man’s and added, “And your room, sir?”

      With the aplomb of centuries of male ego, he said, “Don’t have one.” Then he stared directly into Morgan’s eyes. “Do I need one?”

      She opened her mouth. She shut her mouth. Her fingers trembled. She couldn’t get a wisp of air through the lump inside her throat. “Guess I do,” he grinned. “Any openings?”

      “Just the Hamilton Suite, sir.”

      “Sounds fine.”

      “The suite comes with a complimentary bottle of champagne. Shall I have it sent up?”

      He arched his brow, and she fell right into the heat of his gaze. If only dreams did come true. She shook her head, and he turned to the receptionist, his shoulders lifting and falling. “Guess not.”

      For whatever reason, the receptionist handed him both keys. Maybe because he paid for both of them? Morgan would never know. “Later perhaps,” he added.

      The roar of her heart could’ve drowned out the ocean at that moment, so much so that she missed his question. “Sorry?”

      “Guess I’ll have to repeat myself. Are you a friend of the bride or a friend of the groom?”

      “Neither. I’m not here for the wedding.”

      He pulled his thick dark brows together as he frowned. “You’re not?”

      His gaze scorched her from head to toe. She shivered and wondered to herself if the new Morgan made that much of an impression? Gone was the tight chignon. Her newly colored, newly styled hair now brushed the tops of her shoulders. Say sayonara to the khakis, the sweaters, the comfortable Dexters. Instead, she wore shiny new Ferragamos, a tailored pantsuit, and a turtleneck to hide a throat already full of rope burns.

      “Listen,” she replied, feeling the noose tighten once again. “You’ve been very kind and I’m flattered as hell, but I need to go. I’m already late.”

      He wrapped his fingers around her arm lightly, and suddenly, they were walking out of the lobby. “For what?”

      “I don’t think that’s any of your business,” she snapped, trying to shrug out of his grasp. “I don’t know you. I didn’t ask you to pay for my room. And I’m under no obligation to stay with you.”

      “I know. But I promise, if you do, you won’t be sorry.”

      What? He reached around and looped his arm through hers, not letting her pull away. He guided her down a hallway toward a raucous ballroom, but she hesitated before they drew near.  She had no business being anywhere near this wedding or this man, yet she didn’t stop him as he turned and led her through a set of doors and out onto a balcony.

      Cool ocean air rippled across her skin. He noticed and drew her into his arms. “I’ll warm you up.”

      Confidence or arrogance? After a moment, she stopped trying to decide. They began to dance, and Morgan stiffened, lying to herself that he’d caught her by surprise. The sad fact was she couldn’t afford the luxury of dancing in a man’s arms. Not when she was on the run. She looked up to see him smiling down at her.

      Ah, hell. Dimples.  For a moment, they almost made her forget who she was.

      As “Unforgettable” floated through the air, she realized she was smiling with him. Against her will, against all sane thought, Morgan relaxed into him and the space between them vanished. His heat enveloped her, as did his arms, one hand cupping hers tightly to his chest. Rough calluses along his fingers spoke of hard physical labor, not surprising considering the rock-hard muscles beneath her fingertips, fingertips that longed to explore. Morgan admonished them to behave.

      His other arm curled around her waist, pulling her closer. Caught, she wanted nothing more than to give in. Hell, she was this close. Then, the picture of a computer screen filled her mind.

      The moment died a slow, relentless death. And if she didn’t get her act together, she would die too.

      Morgan tried to bolt, and he tightened his arm around her waist. “Easy, kitten.  There’s no need to run.”

      There’s every need. “Look, I know you were just being kind. Or maybe you thought…”

      He looked down, his brows nearly touching. “Thought what?”

      “That I was an easy mark for your bed.” There. She said it and now it couldn’t be taken back.

      His face fell. “You’re not married, are you?”

      “Why in the ever-loving hell does my marital status matter? I’m not going to sleep with you. Do you understand?” She blew out a frustrated breath. “End of discussion.”

      He laughed. “Fine by me. Besides, I wasn’t in the mood for talking, anyway.” He cocked his head. “And?” he asked, completely ignoring her statement.

      “You’re incorrigible. No, I’m not married,” she cried out, wanting to gnash her teeth together. God, he was impervious and brazen, completely pig-headed and freaking egotistical. Yet, as his hips continued to mesh with hers, her core opened, and a flood of desire filled her belly. Sweet, sweet temptation despite the price. And if her life was the only one involved, Morgan would never have hesitated. “I don’t even know your name.”

      “Jack.”

      “Mr. Jack? Jack in the beanstalk? Jack-in-the-box? What?”

      He leaned back and smiled. What could be more deadly than that smile? “No. Just Jack.”

      “Oh, okay. I get it. Jack as in Ripper.”

      His nose scrunched up as he winced, yet laughter rumbled through his chest. “As in Jackson. Jackson Kent. Thanking my lucky stars my mother drew the line there and didn’t name me Clark.”

      Morgan couldn’t help herself. Her lips twitched.

      Jack bent down to bring his eyes level with hers. “Come on. I saw that. Go ahead. You won’t die. Smile.”

      Yes, she would, especially if she didn’t get her head screwed back on. The people coming after her would be professionals. They wouldn’t be inclined to hear her side of the story. Still, she had to try to extricate herself. “Look, I need to leave now.”

      “So you keep saying.” He drew in a deep breath and let the air out in a whoosh. “I’ll let you in on a little secret.” She didn’t ask. She didn’t dare. “I’m not here for the wedding either.”

      Said with the most innocent of faces. And the dimples no less. He had to be kidding. “Seriously?”

      “Scout’s honor.” He even let go of one hand and held it up, curling his thumb over his bent pinkie to leave his middle fingers pointing at the sky with not an ounce of remorse in his expression.

      “Wedding crasher?” she asked.

      “Nah. You wouldn’t believe the real reason.”

      “Try me.”

      He stilled. His grin faded. His gaze turned serious the way gazes do when they are ready to impart earth shattering news. “I fell in love with you the moment you turned the corner.”

      Morgan laughed, unable to hold back the heat filling her cheeks. But inside her stomach was doing an act for Cirque de Soleil. “I’m sorry. That wasn’t very nice of me. But you don’t expect me to believe you, do you?”

      “Told myself you wouldn’t. But how can you fault a man for trying?” he asked, barely above a whisper.

      “I can’t.”

      His head tilted toward the buffet that lined the hallway down from the patio. “Sorry enough to let me buy you dinner?”

      This time she laughed and didn’t feel guilty. He was too outrageous. “Buy?”

      He shrugged. “A matter of semantics.”

      Spoken with a grin that could melt a woman’s bones. She started to decline when her stomach growled loud enough for both of them to hear.

      “Sounds like you’ve had your mind made up for you.”

      Morgan could feel herself blushing. She could also feel the sharpened steel of an axe coming down on her head. “Guess so.”

      “Hey, don’t look so upset,” he said, his face as innocent as it was beautiful. “You’ll kill my ego.”

      “I highly doubt that’s possible,” she retorted with a roll of her eyes.

      He arched a single brow. “You’d be surprised.”

      The song, long over with, stuck in her mind as he let go. He trailed his hand possessively down her back, and for a moment, she wondered what it would be like to have a man who cared.

      “Glass of wine?” He quirked his mouth. “Or would you prefer something harder?”

      “Don’t you ever give up?”

      He shook his head, his gaze promising things Morgan knew she had no right acknowledging, let alone dreaming about.

      Not trusting herself to answer, Morgan let him lead her to the bar, knowing she shouldn’t indulge. “A glass of white. Pino,” she said.

      “Red for me. Cabernet?” he asked the bartender.

      They touched glasses once they were poured. His eyesilled with devilish delight. “What should we toast to? A chance meeting? An enchanted evening?”

      Either would have made her day, even her week, a couple of weeks ago. Now they felt like sheer impossibilities. “How about…to life?”

      He tilted his head in question. “No,” he said in a warm tone, “to love.”

      Damn. He really needed to stop making her insides flip. “Do you tell that to every woman the first time you meet her?”

      “No.”

      She watched his lips curve over the edge of the wine glass wondering how they would feel on her skin. “Oh, come now. You tried to buy ‘us’ a room. It’s a great line, you know. Must get you laid quite a bit.”

      At first, just his hand stopped, right before he was about to take another sip. His gaze shuttered, but not before she saw the hurt. Genuine hurt. Still, his tone enveloped her as he answered, “Just women in pinstriped pants suits wearing outrageous high-heeled shoes and carrying handbags with a very expensive name written on them.”

      Wow. He pursed his lips and drew his brows together. She watched his fingers tighten around his wineglass. She’d angered him. “I wasn’t playing with you. I swear.”

      Impossible. No one but a good actor could have said so much with such a straight face. “Look, I don’t know what your game is or why you decided to pick me up, or what I’m even doing here. Most men wouldn’t have the smarts or the gall.”

      His gaze traveled her length yet again. She shivered, not quite sure if her reaction was from excitement or fear. “I’m not most men,” he said, his voice wrapping her in silk even as he stepped back away from her.

      That was for sure.

      “But don’t expect me to believe out-and-out bullshit, all right? It’s demeaning to both of us.” Morgan felt like one of those cartoon characters with the angel and the devil sitting on her shoulders. One part of her desperately wanted to stay and the other part of her wanted to run and keep on running.

      She should never have threatened BioClin.

      But she had threatened BioClin and now she had to pay the price. The problem was, the price was growing exponentially. Would it ever stop?

      “I apologize. I see now how my desperation must look.” He paused, shaking his head as if to clear it. “I know you think I picked you up to get you into bed. But all I wanted was to meet you. And just so you know, I’m going to have a devil of a time trying to explain to my boss how that room charge got on my expense account.”

      

      “A black expense account?”

      He lifted his forehead and then rolled his shoulders. “I travel all the time.”

      Her stomach growled again, and he grinned. “Sounds like someone is hungry. At least have a bite with me. Please.”

      She let him lead her back inside. They trolled the hors d’oeuvres, piling two plates high with everything from crab puffs and scallops wrapped in bacon, to thin slices of rare fillet.

      “I know it’s a bit chilly, but would you like to eat outside?” he asked.

      “Less chance of getting caught?” she asked with a wink.

      “Wouldn’t want to end up in jail over a crab puff,” he replied, popping one into his mouth.

      Morgan couldn’t help but laugh. “Caviar, at the very least.” She inclined her head, allowing him to escort her back outside. “I’d prefer the noise reduction,” she answered. In truth, she wanted to be alone with him, even though she didn’t deserve the gift he presented. What she’d done was wrong. What she was doing now, well…that was worse.

      Several tables and chairs were empty, probably because of the temperature. She shivered, and as soon as she put her plate and glass down, he whipped off his jacket and covered her shoulders. Then, he pulled out her chair as she sat.

      “Anyone ever tell you how gallant you are?” Morgan asked, wondering how chivalry remained alive in today’s techno-solitary world.

      He palmed his chest. “Me?”

      She nodded, savoring a bite of tomato and mozzarella. So much better than the fast food she’d been surviving on. “This is heavenly. You really need to try some of this.”

      She held out a forkful, but he shook his head. “I’m a meat and potatoes man. This is all a façade,” he replied, sipping his wine. “Trust me.”

      She couldn’t, and that was a shame. She would have liked to. “What façade?”

      “I’m all about beer and football.” He waggled the wineglass at her. “Not my norm.”

      He was lying. He was obviously used to better. Both the wine and the company. He’d swirled his glass and sniffed before wrinkling his nose at the taste of his first sip. The funny part was he seemed sincere. She wrenched her gaze away from him and looked around. Despite the din of the wedding, she could hear waves crashing against the shore. The day, so warm from the sun, now cooled with the ocean breeze. She looked up to see a seagull fly overhead through the pink swirls lingering in the sky. She wished she could be so free.

      He sat back, his sapphire gaze swirling with banked desire. “Come upstairs with me.”
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      Gauntlet thrown. Morgan froze, fork in mid-air, shocked he’d crossed the line even though their whole meeting flirted with the possibility. She said she wouldn’t sleep with him. “You can’t be serious.”

      “I’m not?” He cocked his head as if trying to read her most secret place. The tension in his shoulders eased. “You’re right. I just wanted to see your reaction.”

      She watched his Oxford shirt stretch beneath his broad shoulders and knew that a week ago, the possibility of jumping his bones would never have entered her mind. A man like this was simply out of her league. Once a geek, always a geek. Now, he was hers for the taking. Damn.

      “Really? Exactly what was my reaction?” Anger bubbled inside, at fate, and the realization that he was probably playing with her. “Are you reading my mind?”

      “How could I be?” He leaned back over the table and dug into his food with gusto. “I’m having dinner with a woman who hasn’t even told me her name yet.”

      “I haven’t?”

      His long, slow, knowing, smile scared her more than anything else did. Then, she realized his gaze hadn’t softened. “No, but it’s kind of neat, though. Like one of those romantic mysteries.”

      Morgan stared at him. Who are you, Jackson Kent? “Strictly an oversight, I assure you. My name is Mariah.”

      “Not Carey,” he said, taken aback.

      “No. Like you, my parents stopped just shy of that.”

      Funny how lying came so naturally to her.

      “At last. Something in common. Mariah⁠—?”

      Did lying come to him naturally also? Morgan inclined her head. “I didn’t realize. Didn’t the receptionist say it?” He shook his head. “Mariah Darmachzen,” she lied, using one of her tech’s last names, one she figured no one would know.

      “That’s a mouthful.”

      “Yes. My friends call me Mac.”

      “Am I your friend, Mariah Darmachzen?”

      Amazingly enough, he’d pronounced the name correctly. It’d taken her a week. “Jury’s still out on that one.”

      His smile belied the temperature. “I’d like to be, if you’ll let me.”

      “Liar,” she whispered.

      “Yes.” He stood and tossed back the last of his wine. “Come on. Let me walk you to your room. Nothing more, I swear.”

      Morgan rose, still befuddled. Desire twisted and crawled in the pit of her belly only to become frozen as the idea reached her mind. “You really are brazen, aren’t you?”

      God help her, there was that grin again. “That and a whole lot more.”

      “And if I do come with you?”

      With an exaggerated sigh of disappointment, he replied, “Look, why don’t you grab a sweater or something and we’ll have coffee and desert on the deck? My treat. We’ll watch the waves. And if you’re adventurous, maybe even have a nightcap.”

      She knew she shouldn’t. She should get in the car and run. Indecision slammed through her. “No pressure?”

      He laughed. Morgan liked the sound. “No pressure. Just coffee.”

      Did she dare?

      A fight ensued between logic and desire. No one’s going to know who you are.

      His gaze softened, coaxed.

      You’re stuck here until morning.

      He licked lips that screamed for attention.

      Until the next ferry.

      Desire argued: It’s Cape May, New Jersey, for crying out loud. Off-season. It doesn’t get much quieter than this.

      It’s too dangerous, reason answered.

      I need to rest.

      Her psyche won. “Just coffee.”

      He moved closer. “Coffee… and…”

      She took a step back. “No bargains.”

      He gave her his best request face. “None at all?”

      She shook her head, unable to hide a grin. “No.”

      “Very…well.”

      “Then you can call me Mac.”

      And with that, she started walking away.

      They sauntered along the deck to two sun chairs. Fresh paint and the huge hanging pots of purple, pink, and white impatiens sold her. They shouted home, exactly what her soul craved. And the waves? They calmed her soul the way only the ocean could.

      Morgan had to believe no one would recognize her. She’d hit every ATM in Boston, cleaning out every one of her bank accounts. Not a lot, although enough for her to get lost for a while so she could do what needed to be done.

      Changing her appearance was easy. Hair color and colored contact lenses. Too many television shows, she thought with a sad smile, never imagining in her wildest dreams, she’d be living one. Just as she reached the first chair, a light touch at her elbow reminded her of where she was and with whom.

      “I think I lost you there for a sec,” Jack said.

      She winced. “Sorry. Baggage handling.”

      His gaze turned serious. “You want to talk about it?”

      How she longed to tell him. Even though she felt she knew him, he was a stranger. He wouldn’t judge. He’d simply listen. Then, Morgan realized, one word and he’d share her fate. They’d stop at nothing to keep their secret.

      As a scientist, she imagined something new around every corner, something wonderful, something that would save the world. To discover those possibilities, Morgan had pushed the edge of the envelope. She dared to go where no one had gone before and look where that had gotten her.

      They weren’t going to let her get away. They were going to try to stop her. She had to believe that meant dead or alive. Damn them all to hell and back again.

      Jack nudged her. “Hey, I lost you again.”

      She smiled, steel reinforcing her spine. Because they’d all forgotten about right and wrong and one little word. Justice.

      “Hope that smile’s not for me, ‘cause if it is, I don’t ever want to see you really mad.”

      “What?” She looked up at him. “Oh. Sorry.”

      The memory stick she’d hidden around her neck nestled between her breasts, a cold reminder of her mission, a reminder that she had no business talking to this man, let alone agreeing to coffee and dessert.

      “No, not for you. Just trying to dump some stuff.”

      They sat down. “Whew. That’s a relief. Does the guy you were thinking about still have any balls left?”

      He thought she’d been jilted. As good an excuse as any. She tossed him an evil grin and replied, “I heard it took several days before he got out of the hospital.”

      “TMI,” he replied, with a mock shudder. “I’ll file that intel away for later.”

      “Intel?” A frisson of fear ran up her spine.

      He gave her a sheepish look. “Sorry. I was in the army. Sometimes the slang slips out.”

      “Ahhh.” She handed his jacket back, feeling her trust radar slip back into place. “Let me go and grab a coat from my car. I’ll be right back.”

      “Promise?”

      She bit her lip with indecision. She wanted to so badly she could taste it. No one would know. Would they?

      Her next thought was to get in her car and drive far, far away, because that was the right thing to do. He gazed back at her without judgment. Maybe he knew. Maybe he understood she was all about integrity.

      Did she dare?

      “Friend of the bride or friend of the groom?” he asked softly.

      “Neither,” she replied, her lips twitching. He raised a brow, and the dimples did her in. “Friend of Jack.”
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        * * *

      

      Even in the deepening twilight, she could see the doubt in his gaze as she returned. He inhaled and blew out a deep breath. “I’m flattered you came back.”

      “You should be,” she replied, her mouth curling into a smile.

      He sat down as if he owned the chair. “Well, well, well, a battle of the sexes, eh? I have no objection to playing rough. If that’s what you like.”

      Rough? Hot and hard filled her being for a second. God, what was she doing? “Battle?” She paused and sat as well. “Ahhh, ex-Army. You would say that. Mating shouldn’t be a battle. Mating should be about romance. Did you know that the male peacock does everything in his power to prove that he’s desirable to the female? He struts his plumage in front of her, trying his hardest to entice her. There’s no battle, only seduction, which she has the right to accept or decline. I rather like that idea.”

      “Ahh. But you forgot something. If she toys with him too long, he can find another female.”

      Was she toying with him? Morgan didn’t think so, but if she was, she was dead wrong to do so. She had no right to play games with him.

      Sometimes, a moment of truth comes to us when we least expect it. For one autumn night in a quiet shore town, he was asking her to pretend the world didn’t exist. Ten minutes later, she found herself staring at a fresh pot of coffee along with a piece of decadent-looking chocolate cake.

      “Don’t even try to say no. There’s absolutely nothing wrong with your hips.”

      She smiled. “You noticed.”

      “I wasn’t supposed to?”

      Morgan raised a playful hand to swat at him. She stopped mid-swing, letting her hand fall with regret. “Sure you were.”

      He handed her a cup of coffee, and she added some milk. He took his black as sin. They ate in silence except for the music serenading them in the distance and the sound of the waves adding serenity to the chorus.

      “Want to go jump in? Might be a little cold but a helluva ride.”

      She smiled over the rim of her cup. “You’re crazy.”

      “Crazy enough to ask if you want to skip the ocean and go upstairs?”

      His gaze deepened, became alluring, nearly undeniable. She was positive he was thinking of what it would feel like to be skin on skin, with no barriers at all, dancing the oldest dance of all, her moist, wet heat wrapping around him.

      Morgan shivered. “You don’t give up, do you?”

      “Never.”

      Damn the man. He leaned back and his head rested against the back of the chair, his eyes were closed, and a look of sheer bliss covered his face. Suddenly, he reached out his hand to caress the skin of her arm. Tiny shivers ran up and down her spine. Her mind jumped to thoughts of what could happen if she simply let go, thoughts of how he could take her up those stairs and have his way with her right up against the door.

      God, what would he do if he knew what she was thinking?

      “I’m not going to, either,” he added with determination.

      Damn him, she was already slated for the fire. “Even if I say no?”

      “You don’t really want to do that,” he countered, his gaze heating. “You haven’t even seen my plumage yet. It really is enticing.”

      “Really,” she drawled, need filling her core. “In public?”

      “Dare me,” he breathed.

      Morgan melted under the breathy whisper. But a sharp, swift kick to the libido stopped that right in its tracks. Scared to death for herself and for him as well, she started lifting the drawbridge, forcing the walls around her to thicken.

      He must have felt her change of heart. “You don’t have to answer.” He sighed. “As much as I hate already knowing, I understand.”

      “You don’t.” She rose, the night and the fairy tale at an end.

      “No, I don’t,” he admitted. “However, I know how to bow and cut my losses.” He stood, lifted her hand like a courtier, and kissed the back. She stared at that hand for a long time, forcing him to lift her chin to look into his eyes.

      “My mother always told me there were reasons for why things happen,” he continued. “We’ll meet again. I’m certain of it.”

      Tears filled her eyes.

      She blinked and they were gone. Along with her chance to renege, tell him to stay, throw caution to the wind, anything that would keep her next to him. Without knowing why but knowing the fires of the underworld were licking at her skin in anticipation, Morgan lifted her face to his. Her eyes closed. He leaned down and kissed her forehead. Her whole being centered on the spot he’d kissed.

      Her breath hitched. Morgan had never felt anything more erotic in her entire life.

      Her eyes snapped open. She exhaled and the world started turning again. “Ah, hell.”

      Morgan couldn’t let the moment end. She couldn’t tear herself away from him no matter how much she knew she should. As soon as he realized that, he grinned. “Damn the torpedoes?”

      “Full speed ahead,” she answered, grinning in reply.

      “Are you sure?”

      “Very. Although I hope everyone at the wedding is too drunk to notice.”

      “Awesome. Come on then. Let’s go.”

      Knowing she was making the biggest mistake of her life, Morgan grabbed his hand, and they ran down the steps together to go jump in the ocean.
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        * * *

      

      She had to be crazy. No, she was already damned and absolutely freaking nuts. She started laughing and couldn’t stop. Jack had a hold of her hand, and they ran halfway into the water before they both stopped. Gasping for breath, she looked over to see him doubled over with laughter.

      Now Morgan knew why make-believe was so much fun.

      “Didn’t think I had it in me, did ya’?” he shouted. “Certainly didn’t think you’d go for it.”

      Morgan lifted back to look into his eyes. “No, I certainly didn’t.”

      He grinned, pulling her into his arms and nipping her ear. Damn those dimples. “You do realize what this means, don’t you? That we’re going back to my suite and making mad passionate love until the sun rises.”

      Her heart skipped several beats. “And then what, Jack? What happens in the morning?”

      His grin deepened, became even more alluring. “We make mad passionate love all day.”

      She smiled, bitter and sweet, blending to make a fine dark chocolate in her body. “Even you’re not that good.”

      “I’m not? Says who?” he replied, his voice growing lower, sexier, just above a growl.

      Morgan sighed. “The sun rises in the morning, Jack. You want to create a fairy tale, damn the torpedoes, full speed ahead. You don’t want to think about the future, but despite all our wishes, the enchanted evening has to end. I can’t. The more I taste, the more I’m going to want. You want a one-night stand. That’s not my style. It would be less painful if it ended now.”

      “You could make it your style—if you really wanted to.”

      Morgan pulled away. “I can’t, Jack.”

      He winced. “And I can’t let you go. Not yet. No one, and I mean no one, has ever dared to jump in the ocean with me.”

      “I know.” The water turned icy, and she shivered, the fire and the excitement but a memory. “You can’t keep me here, either.”

      His shoulders slumped. He looked down at his wet clothes and then at her, at her straggly hair and rumpled suit. “You’re right.” He reached out for her elbow to help her up out of the water. “Come on, I’ll walk you back.”

      They headed back to the deck in silence. The night was exactly that again, just a damp, chilly autumn evening. The waves continued rolling in jumbled abandon. The music from the wedding continued to play. The party went on.

      He escorted her into the hotel and to the elevator. Her stomach knotted with the truth. She wanted him. She wanted everything he was offering. She had no right to take it.

      He reached into his pocket and gave her the key to her room, then he turned to her and sighed, lifting the back of her hand and caressing her skin with his thumb. He kissed the back and let go. “Good night, Mac. Thank you for the best night of my life.”

      The best night? Morgan’s heart ached. However, she knew she was doing the right thing. “Good night, Jack.” The elevator doors opened, and she walked through them. She lifted her shoulders, carrying the memories of this night, and she turned. He grinned, that uptick of the side of his mouth that she’d never forget. That smile, those dimples, would haunt her for a long time.

      Morgan tore herself away. Sometimes, you’re damned if you do. Don’t turn back. Don’t turn back. The elevator doors closed. Her heart wrenched. She bit down hard as her stomach hollowed and she started walking down the hallway to her room. Morgan was damned because she couldn’t. Someday, there would be a reckoning.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER THREE

          

        

      

    

    
      Morgan opened the door to her room and shook her head. Her suitcase was still in the car. With a gentle laugh, she shut the door and trudged back to the elevator again. A spike of adrenaline surged as the elevator doors opened, the hope of seeing him one last time. A time that wasn’t meant to be.

      She went out to the parking lot and stared at the car door, wondering if it wouldn’t be better to climb inside and continue on, find a small dive motel, and spend the night sleeping in a chair. Okay, that would be stupid, wouldn’t it? After all, she had a nice, clean hotel room right here.

      And the chance to perhaps see him one last time.

      No. Not happening. She would have to be gone before the sun rose.

      Morgan grabbed her suitcase from the back seat and rolled it back to the elevator. Shivering with cold inside and out, all she wanted was a hot shower and a night of sleep she might not get. She opened the door to her room and heard shower water running. Her heart leapt in her chest as she told herself she’d better start breathing again. The knowledge of him being there hit her square in the solar plexus. She looked down at her soaked clothes and wondered…did she dare join him? Nah, that would be a bit too much, wouldn’t it? Suddenly, the bathroom door opened. Funny, she hadn’t even realized the water had stopped running.

      Whatever words were about to come out, they skidded to a halt. Her jaw simply dropped. Funny, she’d expected him to smile or maybe give her that patented little grin of his. He didn’t. He knew. The moment meant too much to both of them.

      His gaze caught hers. She answered with a thousand unspoken questions, the last one asking if she was doing the right thing.

      A slight nod affirmed he wouldn’t judge nor let her down.

      Morgan swallowed hard as her gaze drank in every detail. A white cotton towel slung low over his hips. Smooth tanned skin stretched taut over sculpted muscles. A thin line of hair disappeared beneath the white cotton.

      “Do I pass?”

      She started. “Pass what?”

      He grinned. She melted. “Inspection.”

      “I wasn’t trying to⁠—”

      Swift strides closed the space between them. “I wasn’t complaining.”

      Caught in a trap of her own making, Morgan couldn’t move. She couldn’t breathe as he captured both her hands in his and, closing his eyes, kissed each one. She melted again.

      “Been a while?” he asked, grazing his cheek softly against her skin.

      “Yes,” she strangled out.

      He lifted back up. “Like riding a bike, you know.”

      “Easy for you to say,” she replied, trying to breathe and failing miserably.

      “That’s where you’re wrong.”

      He let go of her hands and feathered his fingertips up her arms, her skin rippling beneath his touch. Every cell in her body woke up, hungry for sensation after a long dormancy. She shivered as his hands roamed up the sides of her neck, cupping her cheeks to lift her chin. She drank in his breath, tasting his desire.

      Her hands rolled over his chest, pure delight racing through her veins. But a dam can only hold back the inevitable for so long. She locked her fingers behind his neck to draw his head closer…closer. He devoured her mouth with the same joie de vivre he’d shown while dancing. She’d never made love to a man like this before.

      A fire ignited inside her belly, and she opened her mouth wider as he took full advantage. Morgan knew she edged perilously close to the point of no return. She broke the kiss, gasping, trying to bring her heart rate down from infinity.

      Damn that grin of his. “Let’s try losing the jacket first.”

      She’d forgotten she was still wearing a suit. Hell, she’d forgotten she was still wet from their escapade in the ocean.

      He slid the cloth from her shoulders, and she shivered as his hands skimmed down her arms. He tossed the offending garment over the back of a chair and then reached out to lift her turtleneck over her head.

      “Jack,” she whispered. “Wait. Let me rinse off at least.” Her breath caught and held each time his fingers grazed her skin. Her nipples beaded inside her bra, begging for his touch, her heart pounding with an insane rhythm beneath his knuckles.

      “I like the taste of salt,” he growled. He bent his head to swipe his tongue across the line of her jaw.

      “Please,” she begged. “I’m all sticky.”

      He reached around to slide his palms up the skin of her back. Then next thing she knew, he had her bra unsnapped and was pulling her ever closer to his body. His gaze roamed her face, the banked desire in his eyes bursting into flames. He started to hum and sway with her in his arms as he grazed his lips against her forehead, rimming his tongue along the shell of her ear, and the dance took on a whole new meaning.

      He pressed his hard length against her belly.

      She closed her eyes, her head falling to his chest as his heart beat out of control beneath her. She couldn’t help herself. Morgan pressed light kisses all over his chest, stopping to nip at his nipple. He jumped. Jack couldn’t help himself. His hold tightened, tucking her into his body as if she belonged there. The dance being long over, neither one of them moved, but the fuel continued firing inside her veins.

      And then she froze. The data stick was ready to fall and would be so very hard to explain.

      Morgan shrugged out of his grasp. He looked down at her in surprise. She hurried toward the bathroom. Once inside, she reached in and grabbed the stick and stuck it inside the tissue dispenser. Then, she shucked her clothes and rinsed off, toweling dry in minutes.

      Morgan opened the door, inhaling deeply. She checked the towel to make sure she was covered and walked back into the room. He sauntered up to her, no longer grinning. Indeed, his gaze couldn’t have been more serious. Could this evening mean more to him than just sex? Had he been telling her the truth or at least his version of it? Morgan hesitated. Jack shook his head and deepened his grin, turning naughty, as he closed the space between them. He slipped his forefinger inside the towel between her breasts and started working at the knot, daring her to stop him. She felt a slough against her shins from the cloth of his towel and then felt hers puddle at her feet.

      “Now, we’re even.”

      Not exactly. Neither one had taken that next step to go past the point of no return. He stared down at her, blue diamond lights firing in his gaze, daring her. Morgan licked her lips in anticipation.

      Funny how she’d forgotten how to be sexy. Jack gave her a whole new meaning for the word. Did she dare?

      A thrill ran through her. The men she’d known in the past were all about themselves. Not Jack. Morgan watched as his hands slid over the skin of her chest. Her breath caught with each touch. His gaze darkened as he refused to look down. He didn’t need to. He reached out to cup her breasts with unerring accuracy. His thumbs brushed back and forth over her nipples. Pleasure raced through her veins and ended in her core.

      God, she wanted him.

      He brushed his thumbs over her nipples again. She moaned and her knees started to cave. He smiled, knowing full well what he was doing. He drew her closer and bent his head. A kiss is not always just a kiss.

      Morgan let go. For better or worse, she put her body and her life in the hands of a stranger who was a stranger no more.

      He started as he tasted her full response and then plunged into the depths with her, wild heat radiating between them, tongues dancing, lips melding, lighting a fire only one act could quell.

      Morgan wanted him. All of him.

      She closed her hand around his hard length. He moaned, breaking the kiss. His hand fell on top of hers.

      “Easy, kitten. I’m not Superman, you know.”

      Morgan returned his grin ten-fold. He laughed softly, dipping down to feast on her breasts. Each nip, each lick, made her heart race. Her core went nova as she ground her hips against his. However, there was still one last barrier to remove.

      With a quick push on his shoulders, Morgan broke away. A lift of his brow seemed to ask why and then a slight twitch of
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