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Chapter One

 


Shelby St. James couldn’t quite catch her
breath, her legs weak, need endless. Never had she yearned as she
did now for an adventure like no other … one leading to impassioned
days and shameless nights.

The kind found at
Encounters, the premiere Caribbean resort, where she lived and
worked. Renowned for its lusty “anything goes” theme weeks, this
place hosted events that didn’t suggest nudity; it
required them, along
with threesomes, foursomes, and more, plus enough kink to make a
hedonist scream for mercy.

Craving those randy times,
she’d just set into motion a plan that would soon have her
squealing in delight with two of her hottest colleagues.
If her dream scenario
played out. Should it not, disappearing into the ether was her only
other option.

Please not that.

Restless from anticipation and gnawing
doubt, she paced her boss’s office. Thank God, Jon not only owned
this resort but was also a great friend. If he hadn’t gone along
with her suggestion on how to promote the business, which was
basically an excuse for her to get down and dirty in a threesome,
she wasn’t certain what she would have done.

The door flew open. Lissa burst into the
room, her chestnut hair in a sloppy topknot, glasses on, Bermuda
shorts wrinkled, feet shoved into her beloved Birkenstock sandals,
Jon’s t-shirt hanging on her to mid-thigh. They’d been a couple for
over a year, finding true love at this place. He thought her outfit
and specs were sexy as fuck. Good thing. Lissa preferred the attire
while writing her next bestselling erotic romance, her first
already in production for a cable TV series.

Still puffing at the dash from her and Jon’s
onsite suite, Lissa lifted her cellphone. “I got your text.”

Yeah, that.
Shelby couldn’t recall what she’d written. She’d
been slightly unglued when she sent it. A first. If nothing else,
her military father taught her to be cool and competent in every
scenario, no matter how unpredictable or possibly bad, especially
the latter. Her stomach wouldn’t settle, and thinking grew
difficult. “I didn’t mean to interrupt your work.”

“Screw the writing. It’ll
keep.” Lissa shut and locked the door then sagged against it. “Your
love life is far more interesting than any romance I could
create.”

She hoped. “Nothing has happened yet. They
won’t be here for…” She checked the ornate wall clock. “Eighteen
minutes.”

A lifetime. The twenty-seven years she’d
already lived seemed brief in comparison.

“This is so exciting.”
Lissa pushed a stray tress off her cheek. “I can’t believe you’re
going for two at once.”

She paced. “I couldn’t decide.” She stopped.
“I didn’t want to.” She strode past Lissa, the office spacious
enough for adequate exercise, gilt-edged mirrors showing her
journey around squat palm trees and ferns, vegetation
every-freaking-where. “Besides, you were the one who said I didn’t
have to make a choice.”

“I want you happy.
However, I thought you’d date one then the other, not both
simultaneously and like this.” She waved her phone.

The plan Shelby had texted was past
smutty.

Lissa gave her a thumbs-up. “You girl, girl.
I didn’t know you had it in you.”

Another thing her upbringing had taught her.
Never let the world know her true nature until she couldn’t hide it
any longer. Despite Lissa being her BFF here, Shelby hadn’t
confessed everything to her. “I’m not as innocent as you
believe.”

Lissa’s eyes widened, the overhead lights
winking off her lenses. “Hey, I didn’t think you were a virgin. I
saw how Max looked at you in Absolute Bliss.”

“He was taking our drink
order. He had to be nice. AB is one of the finest restaurants at
the resort.”

“Uh-huh.”

She wasn’t buying it. Of
course, she hadn’t been around when Shelby had dated him. If only
he’d been that into her then, rather than waiting to declare
himself after she
broke up. At that point, the ship had sailed and was looking to
dock elsewhere. She didn’t want to be a second thought in any guy’s
life or coerce him into loving her by threatening to leave the
relationship. What Lissa had found with Jon was past rare. For
Shelby, it was unheard of, thus her quest to have wicked fun rather
than hope for anything deeper. “What I meant was I’m used to
threesomes, foursomes, orgies. Those type encounters.”

“Sure. Because you work
here.”

“That’s not the only
reason.” She leaned against the desk. “I’ve never told you, because
it wasn’t important, but my dad’s military. I’m an Army brat. Grew
up all over Europe. They don’t have problems with nudity and sex
like people do in the States. They go for the gold.”

Red splotches tinted Lissa’s cheeks. “Damn,
seriously? You never said… You never indicated… You’re so with it
and competent here.”

Shelby was doing her job
as Jon’s right-hand woman and
the resident fashionista, who suggested resort
clothing female guests should buy. What went on inside her was a
whole other ballgame. “Am I shocking you?”

“God no. This is
fascinating.” Her thumbs flew over her phone keyboard. “I’m taking
notes. You’re starring in my next book.”

She would have laughed,
but anxiety gripped her. “If
this works out. It might not. They could say
no.”

Lissa kept keying. “Not to Jon they won’t.”
She glanced around, surprise on her face. “Where is he?”

The moment Shelby had told him her plan,
he’d split, not wanting to stick around for the fallout, should
there be any. Not that he’d said as much. “He’s getting his hair
cut.” She smoothed her dress.

“Whoa, that’s new.” Lissa
pushed away from the door and ogled the outfit.

Not Shelby’s usual wear. At the office, she
generally chose sheath dresses in sherbet tints to match the island
temperature and casual mood. Today, she’d opted for an
off-the-shoulder number, its fit snug, colorful splashes in hot
pink, lavender, bright blue, yellow, and green decorating the
fabric, which matched her peep-toe spike heels. Despite being
five-nine in her bare feet, the extra height didn’t matter. The
guys topped out at six-four if they were an inch, their hands
large, fingers long.

Every woman knew what that meant.

Her pulse wouldn’t slow.

“Love the slit.” Lissa
gestured to it.

The dress showed a generous portion of
thigh, a not-so-subtle come on Shelby felt required to use.

Once Ben Kendrick and Dominic Parant entered
this office, she couldn’t guess whether they’d notice her attire or
not. In her fashionista role, she’d taken countless guests to
Indulgence, the restaurant where both men worked as award-winning
and celebrated chefs, Ben the head one, Dominic in pastries. They
took their food seriously.

If only they’d do the same when it came to
her.

During innumerable lunches and dinners,
while she advised middle-aged women on what they should wear on
this island, the guys bustled in their work areas, unaware she was
alive. The few times they emerged to meet gushing diners, they
offered her a prolonged glance.

Her insides fluttered in memory.

Carnal hunger had sparked in Ben’s eyes.
Which he promptly dismissed before disappearing into the
kitchen.

Dominic was more open, a smile tugging his
mouth, male interest heightening his color. However, he didn’t hang
around either.

A temporary connection wasn’t enough for her
any longer. They weren’t dating anyone onsite. She’d checked.
Whether they went out with women from the other resorts, she didn’t
know or care. They weren’t going steady, engaged, or married. The
stars were aligned, and she couldn’t eat another meal in the damn
restaurant without them and her as the ultimate dessert. Even
conferring with them on what to serve during the fashion shows she
organized hadn’t worked—that being Lissa’s idea to nudge their
interest. During those meets, there’d been too many people around
for Shelby to flirt or even joke, their attention pulled from her
to their staff asking innumerable questions.

She was down to luring them like an animal
in the wild, her outfit part of her indecent program. “You don’t
think the slit’s too much?”

“God no. You look
gorgeous, as always.”

She waved away the compliment. “You’re too
nice.”

“Not when it comes to
scoring guys I’m not.” She tapped her phone against her thigh.
“What you did for me to get Jon isn’t something I’ll ever
forget.”

Lissa hadn’t needed help
with him. He’d liked her the moment she’d stepped into this office,
pure caution, no makeup, glasses perched on her nose, and dressed
like a librarian. During the “anything goes” week, no less. He’d expected a lusty guy to report on and
review the special event, not a nerd, then basically told her as
much, and asked her to leave. Rather than listen or obey, she’d
fought to keep her assignment for a popular travel magazine. When
he still resisted, she suggested he show her the sites the resort
offered, including BDSM, voyeurism, and other kink … unless he
preferred a lewd male guest or guests do so for her.

He’d caved faster than a
sand sculpture during a tsunami, claiming he was protecting her
from other guys. Sure. “All I did was suggest outfits for you to wear.”

“Plus holding my hand
during numerous meltdowns.”

True. However, desire, tenderness, and love found a way to her and
Jon’s hearts even though she’d originally hailed from Chicago and
had been set to return when he’d begged her to stay.

Tears pricked Shelby’s eyes.

“Hey.” Lissa hurried to
her. “What’s wrong?”

She wasn’t certain. If
anything, she should be happy her Ben-and-Dominic fantasy might
come true. Or she should be in the ladies’ room
hurling. “Nothing.”

“Bull.” Lissa hugged her.
“Tell me.”

“I was recalling when Jon
brought you back from the airport for good. How stunned and happy
you looked. It was so sweet.”

“You want the same for
yourself with your guys, don’t you?”

They weren’t hers yet, or possibly ever.
Plus, only a fool would believe they’d be that way for always. If
nothing else, she was a hardcore realist, like her dad. “Uh-uh.”
She steeled herself against sentimentality and regained her
composure. “I’m out for a good time. The same as it is for guys.
They’ve had a lock on that worldview since time began. I demand
what they get.”

“You’re sure it’s enough?”
Lissa rubbed Shelby’s arms. “For the long run?”

At this point, she’d take
what she could get and wouldn’t yearn for what Lissa and Jon had.
“I’m worried about now. If
it happens.”

“Uh-uh-uh.” She wagged her
finger. “You mean once it does. They’d have to be blind and crazy
not to want you.”

“Keep that in mind if
things go south fast.” Despite the praise, her stomach rolled, part
excitement, part misgiving. “I may need the reminder in a few
minutes.”

Lissa glanced at the clock. “Eight to be
exact.”

Her breakfast threatened to come up. “I hate
to rush you out, but—”

“I’m leaving.” She hugged
her. “The best of luck, not that you need it. You’re going to wow
them.”

Or shock them to the point they’d never
leave the restaurant kitchen, hiding out there to keep safe from
her. She went hot then cold. This might have been a mistake. “Am I
crazy for doing this?”

“Not any more than I was
for asking Jon to be my sexual guide during the ‘anything goes’
week. Look how that turned out.”

She wasn’t Lissa. Dominic
and Ben weren’t Jon. Hell, there were two of them to his
one. I’m doomed. “I’ll keep your success in mind.”

“Go for it.” She squeezed
her. “Above all, remember to have fun.”

Keeping her voice steady and her face a mask
if they looked appalled or repulsed by what she said was the best
she could do. How guys approached women for dates and kept their
sanity wasn’t something she’d ever figure out. In many ways, they
were the stronger sex, even if women survived childbirth. Right
now, being in labor with quints seemed an easier way to go than
what she was about to do. “I will. Thanks for coming by.”

“Any time. Let me know how
it went as soon as it’s over?” She lifted her phone. “I’m keeping
this on. To hell with finishing my next chapter. You’re more
important.”

“Thanks.”

Lissa departed in the same rush she’d
arrived in and left the door open.

Closing it and forcing the guys to knock
seemed imperious, not the mood Shelby wanted to strike.

Rather than count down the minutes, she
checked the refreshments on the cocktail table: designer water,
numerous juices, coffee, and tea in several varieties. Everything
except hard liquor, which she would have preferred for the courage
it would provide.

They might, too, if this turned out
badly.

Don’t even consider it. Keep a positive
attitude.

Being able to think coherently would have
been nice, but minutia captured her attention.

She rearranged the brochures on her side,
leaving the leather sofa for them, and had deliberately failed to
offer snacks, not knowing what they’d like. Anything from the
numerous resort restaurants might have indicated she preferred the
other chefs’ creations better, which she didn’t. If she’d chosen
something Indulgence offered, that might have seemed too
fawning.

There was no right way to do this, only
possible bad choices.

Heavy footfalls sounded outside the
office.

Her throat
tightened. Easy. She hauled in a shallow breath that did squat to calm her.
Praying for a normal voice and a pleasant but not too-eager smile,
she faced the door.

Her palms sweated. She dried them on her
butt.

The footfalls stopped, followed by a sharp
rap on the jamb.

Steady. You can do
this. She had to or risk more wasted
evenings alone. That reality didn’t give
her boundless confidence, but she did calm enough to speak. “Come
in.”

Ben strode in first, his shoulder-length
hair hanging loose, those silky, black tresses grazing his broad
shoulders and his chef’s jacket.

Her knees weakened,
a reasonable response and one her dad couldn’t
bitch about. He’d always wanted her to go for a man in uniform.
Ben’s was amazing, its unsullied white startling against his olive
complexion, tanned further by the sun.

She should have left the corner where she
stood, but her legs wouldn’t work. Staying upright proved a
challenge. She gripped a chair.

He glanced at the deserted desk, his light
gray eyes past beautiful, straight to legendary, his sooty lashes
longer than most women’s despite the cosmetics they wore. She
adored his rough, masculine features, his stubble accentuating his
virility. At thirty, he was what every man should be, fully-grown,
tall, and luscious.

Dominic edged past him.

Her mouth watered.

If ever there was a poster boy for the ideal
pastry chef, he filled the role beautifully. Like Ben, Dominic had
donned his chef’s jacket, his dark blond hair worn short on the
sides and back, longer on top. Bronze skin, hazel eyes, bristly
cheeks, and classic good looks made him Hollywood material. His
muscular yet lean form didn’t hurt either. The same age as Ben, he,
too, had reached his prime, leaving boyhood behind him.

He glanced at the desk then looked over,
meeting her gaze. So did Ben.

She dug her fingers into the chair to keep
from throwing her arms around them and begging them to do her. Her
smile blossomed to a grin.

Dominic’s matched it. Of the two, he owned
the more easygoing personality. Ben’s smile was tentative, though
heat rose in his eyes.

Her pussy creamed. “Thanks for coming. Sit.
Please.” She gestured to the sofa.

Ben looked at the desk.

Time for the truth she hadn’t put in the
email to them. “Jon won’t be here today. I called the meeting. Help
yourself.” She inclined her head to the refreshments then hurried
to the door and closed it.

Since throwing the lock seemed extreme, she
resisted the urge to do so and faced them.

They stood near the sofa, their attention
riveted to her dress.The sweetheart neckline plumped her smallish
boobs better than a Wonderbra. Given how she’d parted her legs, the
slit exposed half her thigh.

Ben swallowed.

She liked how his Adam’s apple bobbed.

Dominic’s complexion deepened. The overhead
lights glinted off the onyx stud he wore in one lobe and the faint
perspiration on his temples.

Hoping she’d caused his accelerated
temperature, she approached. Ben’s scent enveloped her first, a
tobacco fragrance, musk lacing it. She trembled in the best
possible way. Dominic’s cologne proved woodsy, cedar specifically,
enhanced by his natural fragrance.

Woozy, she took her seat.

They sank to the sofa, focused on her scant
cleavage. Nope, her mouth. Uh-uh, her exposed thigh.

On a roll, she
deliberately crossed her legs, the fabric falling farther away from
her. “Coffee? Tea? Juice? Water?” Me?

“What?” Ben’s voice
rumbled. He lifted his face, his eyes slightly unfocused. The way a
guy looks and sounds after an orgasm.

Her inner thighs
tensed. Maybe
this wouldn’t be as hard as she thought. “Take what you’d like to
drink.” She spoke to Dominic. “You, too.”

“Thanks.”

His voice was equally resonant. Her cunt
pulsed.

Still staring at her legs, he groped for a
water. It fell over, sending the others toppling like dominos.

Ben shot him a look and slapped the
container in his hand.

He screwed off the cap, lifted the bottle to
her in a toast, then guzzled half the contents. Perspiration still
dotted his brow.

Ben took his own water and held the bottle
against his neck.

“Is it too warm in here
for you?” Affecting her sincerest look, she leaned forward. The
dress squeezed her boobs together.

His gaze fell there and lingered. “I’m
good.” His breathing had picked up.

Hers too. “I can adjust the thermostat if
you want.” She gestured to it.

Her thigh and breasts captured his
attention. “Nope. I’m fine.”

Indeed he was. Dominic, too. He’d started on
his second water, taking her in as if he’d never seen a woman
before, or rather her dressed to thrill and behaving like this.
Shame wasn’t about to grip her. She knew what she wanted and by God
wouldn’t stop, taking a page from Lissa and Jon’s romance. “I
suppose you’re wondering why you’re here.”

Ben chuckled.

A crack in his
armor. Good.

“You might say that.” He
opened his water, his casual mood back to uncertain. “Is this about
a new fashion show you’re planning and the dishes you want us to
prepare for it?”

“Ah, no, though I am
scheduling more events in the future. What you guys made for the
past ones tasted awesome.” She fingered the slit on her
dress.

They homed in on it.

Having nabbed their attention, albeit not on
the subject she planned to discuss, she got to the point. “I’m
guessing you’ve heard about the new island attraction Jon has
planned?”

Dominic flashed a grin sexy enough to melt a
celibate’s iron will.

Her heart caught and tumbled.

He put his water down. “An ‘anything goes’
island is an epic idea. Why make the guests wait for three or four
weeks throughout the year when they can get it on ‘round the
clock?”

Jon’s idea exactly. A year ago, he’d
purchased the island next to this one for his newest project. Once
publicity was ready and the various activities tested, the venture
would launch.

Ben gave her a questioning look. “Did you
want us to come up with something unique for the stuff that goes on
there?”

Dominic bumped his shoulder. “For the kink,
we can devise entrees and pastries to smear over naked bods for
everyone to eat or lick off.” He spoke to her. “Right?”

If they did so to her, she’d have no
complaints. However, that wasn’t what she had in mind. “Although
we’d love to have you guys supply refreshments for the
participating guests, that’s not why you’re here. The island isn’t
ready to open yet. There are still publicity shots to take.”

Dominic’s smile wilted beneath confusion.
Ben didn’t look as if he were following either.

Just say it.
“We want something better than this for the
brochures.” She lifted one showing Dom’s Den, the BDSM chamber
here.

The pictures showed three performers in the
exotic shows—specifically two males and one female—getting it on at
the Saint Andrew’s Cross. Lighting accentuated the whips, crops,
leather outfits, and perspiration on all three.

Dominic stared. Ben’s eyebrows inched
up.

She tapped the brochure. “This is where you
come in.”

Their gazes jumped to her.

“Not in Dom’s Den.” She
put the piece face down on the table. “But on the island. For
publicity shots. You’re both young and good-looking. The type of
men who belong in an ‘anything goes’ scenario. The initial
publicity shots will be with you guys wearing trunks or board
shorts. Possibly both. We’ll see how it goes.” Her gaze fell to
their groins. She dragged it back up. “I’ll be wearing a swimsuit
or bikini, until we do shots for the European markets.” She clasped
her hands to keep them from shaking. “Nudity doesn’t bother people
overseas like it does those in the States. So those photos will be
without suits. However, everything will be in silhouette or
strategically placed lighting, our faces in shadows or blurred or
whatever Chad comes up with.”

She snatched a breath. The extra air didn’t
stop the room from twirling around her. “He’s the resident
photographer. Once the photos are through, there’s a three-day stay
on the island to do market research. Jon’s a stickler for wanting
to know what will happen before opening any event to the public.
He’s going to invite every staff member who wants to participate in
the fun to do so.”

Ben didn’t seem to be breathing any
longer.

Flushed, Dominic rocked on his cushion, his
eyes bright.

She wished they’d say something. Since they
didn’t, she had to. “For the three-day thing, I’ll be your guide.
Meaning, I’ll be hooking up with both of you—together—at the same
time—a threesome to try every activity, fetish, kink, and whatever
else the island offers.”

 



Chapter Two

 


Ben wasn’t certain he’d heard Shelby
correctly.

He’d thought Jon had called this meeting to
relay a guest complaint concerning last night’s new pork dish or
pastries since the patron had been such a dick about both.

Not even close. “Excuse me?”

Her pretty face flamed, hiding the faint
freckles across her nose, making her long, blonde hair seem
lighter, and her blue-gray eyes deeper. Only her soft mounds
remained snowy white and shook slightly from her quick breaths.

He wanted his own air, but couldn’t manage
any, nor could he look elsewhere. Her tight, stretchy dress
accentuated her hard nipples, those babies threatening to poke
holes in the fabric.

His dick thickened, and his balls snuggled
close to his body.

She cleared her throat. “Whether you do this
or not is up to you. It’s a suggestion. Please don’t consider it
anything else.”

Despite her even tone, embarrassment and
hurt rang in her voice.

Fuck. He hadn’t meant to wound her, but hell, she’d blindsided him
as no woman had. Not even Jessica and she’d been an experience he’d
never forget. How could he? She’d nearly ruined his career and
taught him the only truth he knew when it came to woman. Never mix
business with pleasure. It was suicide.

Also the reason he’d kept his distance from
Shelby this long.

The moment he’d landed on the island, he’d
craved her. Their meetings about the fashion shows only heightened
his lust. Each time she and a guest dined at Indulgence, he’d
watched her from the kitchen doorway like a virginal teen,
observing without her knowing it, his cock nudging his fly and
wanting out, his nuts squeezed to a point they felt bruised for
days.

Being a sane man who had a career and future
to consider, he resisted his urges and returned to work.

“Sure,” Dominic said.
“We’d be happy to.”

What? Ben squeezed his bottle. The plastic crackled. He didn’t
care. Dominic wasn’t only a colleague; they were fucking cousins
who also happened to be best friends. They’d grown up together,
closer than brothers, and always had each other’s back.

Even when Dominic had caught Ben behaving
like a douche by eyeing Shelby, he hadn’t said anything. Hell, he
wanted her, too. Once he took up the post, neither ribbed the other
for their idiotic behavior. Nor had Dominic come onto her, agreeing
that work romances, especially with someone who had the owner’s
ear, were fucked.

Or so Ben had thought.

“Good.” Shelby smiled at
Dominic. When she turned her gaze on Ben, pride replaced her
previous hurt. “But you need to be certain. I don’t want you doing
this if you’re not.”

That was like asking him to predict when
he’d die. How the fuck should he respond to this? Yes, he wanted to
hump her until they couldn’t breathe. Yes, he couldn’t wait to see
her nude. No, he didn’t think it was a wise or a rational choice.
Not after Jessica.

She looked at him questioningly. “So you’re
onboard, too?”

He should have said no but couldn’t gather
enough good sense or restraint and nodded instead.

“Excellent.” She pulled a
cellphone off the cocktail table and keyed into it. “By the way,
we’ll pay you the going model rate for the photographs. I have the
release forms ready for you to sign.” She lifted papers from
beneath the brochures and handed them over, along with pens. “Since
we don’t want you to trouble over your work at Indulgence while
you’re gone, let us know if you need extra help. We’ll hire the
skilled staff you need. Just say the word.”

Ben couldn’t form any.

She scrolled through something on her phone.
“Here’s the itinerary.”

His ringing ears drowned out her words. He
nodded in the correct spots, he hoped, scanned the release form
without understanding what it said, but did sign where he
should.

With things settled, she smiled as if she’d
won the lottery and waved them on their way.

No kiss or hug. For some reason he’d
expected both.

How he got past the executive offices to the
lobby, he didn’t know. Only iron bars on his legs would have made
them stiffer. His rigid cock had them beat by a mile. Each step
rubbed his stretchy boxers against his junk, which didn’t need the
added stimulation.

Once outside, he sucked in the steamy air,
squinted at the hazy sun, and gripped Dominic’s sleeve. “Sure? We’d
be happy to? Have you lost your damn mind?”

“Easy.” He pulled his arm
away and smoothed his jacket. “You’re making a problem where there
isn’t one.”

A family of four passed them, the two men
arm in arm, one holding a little boy’s hand, the other a tiny
girl’s. This week celebrated families and kids.

Ben kept his voice low. “What are you
talking about? I’m trying to avoid problems. Surely, you didn’t
forget Jessica and what she did to my career. Getting involved with
a colleague is nuts.”

“Only if you do it as you
did with her. That, I’ll admit, was stupid.”

At the time, their hook-up seemed reasonable
as most lethal decisions do. She’d been in her mid-twenties,
attractive, fun, and loved sex. He’d obliged her even in the
kitchen after the restaurant had closed, the heavy wooden table he
used to dice and slice bouncing from his cock’s uninhibited thrusts
into her willing pussy.

The magic lasted four
months until she got serious, saying the ultimate four-letter word
to him that he wasn’t ready for. He liked her, but his feelings
wouldn’t turn into love. Nor had he indicated anything to the
contrary. He wasn’t a prick who told women what they wanted to hear
to get into their cunts. He was always too honest, and where did it
get him? In the path of the Jessica Wedding Train even though they
were merely dating. Not picking out their silverware patterns.

She didn’t see things his way. More
importantly, her father didn’t. He owned the five-star restaurant
where Ben held the head chef position. Jessica worked as the
saucier. Very cozy. Also the first, middle, and last clue that
should have warned him against doing anything except working next
to her.

Too late for remorse, he’d stuck to his guns
and told her dad she deserved someone who’d die without her, rather
than a guy who simply wanted to take her to the movies, football
games, dinner, whatever. His words, though sincere, were tantamount
to telling a new mom her baby was uglier than fuck but had a nice
personality.

Not only did Jessica’s dad fire him, on the
spot, he badmouthed Ben to every fine restaurant in the greater
Baltimore area, where he and Dominic had grown up. In the end, he’d
had to relocate to Florida, joining and working with Dominic there
before they got their chance at Indulgence. He wasn’t eager for a
repeat. If shit rained down here, cooking for the Russian mob might
be his next stop, or God forbid, a jungle resort in Venezuela that
the drug cartels liked to frequent. “What I did with Jessica was
dumb, but this isn’t?”

“There’s two of us.” He
gestured between them and grabbed a golf cart. The only way to get
around on the island. “This won’t be one-on-one as it was with her.
You heard Shelby.”

At times. Her conversation kept fading
beneath the blood rushing in his ears. He piled in on the passenger
side. “Do me a favor. When you reach the first cliff, pull over.
I’m going to jump off.”

****

Dominic couldn’t believe Ben was being such
a baby about this. For a guy who’d lost his virginity at fourteen
and hadn’t looked back since then, he sure as hell had learned
diddly about women during those years.

He hit the accelerator. The cart zoomed to
fifteen miles an hour and stayed there, the roads here definitely
not the Indy 500. “Before you take your swan dive, name one female,
living or dead, who’s foolish enough to put her hopes in two guys
at once for the long haul, or even a short one. TV dramas and
movies don’t count. I’m talking flesh-and-blood women. The kind who
want to nest and live in the real world, meaning marriage, a home,
kids, and neighbors who’d wonder why there are two grown men and
one woman shacked up in the same place.”

Ben drummed his thigh. “That’s in the
States. We’re here. You know, Club Nude and the Marquis de Sade’s
playground at times. Hell for the modest. Heaven for the
debased.”

“Exactly, which totally
solves the problem about anyone wanting or needing a commitment. If
you need further proof, Jon Thorne owns this place. Last I looked,
he isn’t Shelby’s daddy.”

“Point taken.” He rubbed
his mouth. “I’ve heard they’re good friends though. What if she’s
doing this for that reason?”

“You mean offering to play
and sleep with us because Jon’s her pimp?”

Ben smacked Dominic’s biceps. “She’s his
executive assistant. Therefore, he trusts her judgment more than
other staff. They might tell him the island activities are great
because that’s what he wants to hear, but she’ll be honest and
point out whatever’s wrong or lacking. It’s obvious she wants this
to succeed. She might have gone along with the threesome part for
that reason.”

Dominic made a face. “You mean rather than
she’s simply hot for us, likes sex, and this gives her the
opportunity to indulge?”

“You’re talking a dream
scenario I’m not certain I should trust.” He tapped his feet. “I
still can’t figure out why she wants us rather than professional
models for the publicity shots.”

“Foreplay?”

He laughed.

“Hey, I’m serious. It’s a
great way to get ready for the action. The photographer—Chad,
right?—adds a voyeuristic touch.”

“Could be. Still, if
things don’t turn out well… ”

“You mean we don
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