

[image: Cover: One Bed Between Rivals by Joss Wood]




About the Author

Joss Wood loves books, coffee, wine and traveling—especially to the wild places of Southern Africa and, well, anywhere. Joss is a mom to two young adults, and occasionally attempts to grow things, with very mixed (mostly bad) results. She and her husband are bossed around by two cats and a Great Dane that is the size of a small cow. After a career in sales, local economic development and business advocacy, Joss writes full-time from her home in KwaZulu-Natal, South Africa.




Booklist

Books by Joss Wood

Mills & Boon

For Business…or Pleasure

Harlequin Presents

Scandals of the Le Roux Wedding

The Billionaire’s One-Night Baby

The Powerful Boss She Craves

The Twin Secret She Must Reveal

Cape Town Tycoons

The Nights She Spent with the CEO

The Baby Behind Their Marriage Merger

Hot Winter Escapes

A Nine-Month Deal with Her Husband

A Diamond in the Rough

The Tycoon’s Diamond Demand

Hired for the Billionaire’s Secret Son

Fast-Track Dating Deception

Discover more at millsandboon.co.uk.



[image: Mills & Boon.]

Before you start reading, why not sign up?

Thank you for downloading this Mills & Boon book. If you want to hear about exclusive discounts, special offers and competitions, sign up to our email newsletter today!

SIGN ME UP!

Mills & Boon emails are completely free to receive and you can unsubscribe at any time via the link in any email we send you.

[image: ]




One Bed Between Rivals

Joss Wood

[image: Mills & Boon logo]

www.millsandboon.co.uk




ISBN-13: 9780008948733

One Bed Between Rivals

Copyright © 2026 by Joss Wood

Published in Great Britain 2026

by Mills & Boon, an imprint of HarperCollinsPublishers 1 London Bridge Street, London, SE1 9GF

All rights reserved including the right of reproduction in whole or in part in any form. This edition is published by arrangement with Harlequin Enterprises ULC.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, locations and incidents are purely fictional and bear no relationship to any real life individuals, living or dead, or to any actual places, business establishments, locations, events or incidents. Any resemblance is entirely coincidental.

By payment of the required fees, you are granted the non-exclusive, non-transferable right and licence to download and install this e-book on your personal computer, tablet computer, smart phone or other electronic reading device only (each a “Licensed Device”) and to access, display and read the text of this e-book on-screen on your Licensed Device. Except to the extent any of these acts shall be permitted pursuant to any mandatory provision of applicable law but no further, no part of this e-book or its text or images may be reproduced, transmitted, distributed, translated, converted or adapted for use on another file format, communicated to the public, downloaded, decompiled, reverse engineered, or stored in or introduced into any information storage and retrieval system, in any form or by any means, whether electronic or mechanical, now known or hereinafter invented, without the express written permission of publisher.

® and ™ are trademarks owned and used by the trademark owner and/or its licensee. Trademarks marked with ® are registered with the United Kingdom Patent Office and/or the Office for Harmonisation in the Internal Market and in other countries.

Without limiting the exclusive rights of any author, contributor or the publisher of this publication, any unauthorised use of this publication to train generative artificial intelligence (AI) technologies is expressly prohibited. HarperCollins also exercise their rights under Article 4(3) of the Digital Single Market Directive 2019/790 and expressly reserve this publication from the text and data mining exception.

www.millsandboon.co.uk



Note to Readers

This ebook contains the following accessibility features which, if supported by your device, can be accessed via your ereader/accessibility settings:


	Change of font size and line height

	Change of background and font colors

	Change of font

	Change justification

	Text to speech





Contents

Cover

About the Author

Booklist

Title Page

Copyright Page

Note to Readers

Prologue

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

Chapter Ten

Chapter Eleven

Chapter Twelve

About the Publisher



Prologue

Twelve years ago

Farrell Wolfe stumbled out of the journalism building and squinted at the bright sunlight. Man, he needed a cup of coffee, or two, and a handful of paracetamol. What he didn’t need was the upcoming mid-morning lecture from Professor Chen about ethics in journalism—or the human limpet currently superglued to his arm.

He squinted at the feminine hand gripping his biceps. The tall brunette had latched onto him as he’d unfurled his long body out of his seat at the back of the lecture hall, and he dimly recalled her blurry face. He hadn’t slept with her last night, right? No, he’d left the club with Damon, and he’d crashed at his place. He’d been, uncharacteristically, alone. Had he picked her up after his five-a-side rugby game a few nights ago? Or at the club he went to earlier in the week? Maybe?

‘Last night you mentioned that you were spending a couple of weeks on your father’s yacht in the Seychelles,’ she gushed, make-up perfect and hair ruthlessly straightened. Tall, skinny, dressed in blood-vessel-constricting jeans and a very skimpy top. Farrell looked down to see that he was still in his club clothes. He noticed a faint stain on his shirt and remembered someone jostling his hand and spilling his tequila shot. He inhaled, and there it was, the smell of agave and alcohol. His stomach rolled up his throat, and he swallowed his dry heave.

‘I would love to join you.’

Farrell lifted his head and looked at her through bleary eyes. What was she going on about? ‘Your yacht? In the Seychelles? Will you invite me?’ she clarified. ‘Summer break is coming up…’

He’d rather shove a hot poker up his nose. The brunette—God, what was her name?—was just another in a line of pretty girls orbiting him and his equally polished circle of friends. Too thin, too high maintenance, too glossy…too eager to please. Too obvious.

A wave of cynicism crashed over him. Yep, he was the full package: tall enough to see over everyone’s head, a decent body, a good-looking face and enough family money to make a small country jealous. He was the heir to Wolfe International, a chain of luxury resorts scattered across the world, destinations where the rich, famous and infamous went to party and play. His success, it was said, was written in the stars. Or decided by his last name. Even if he got the worst grades on the course—and he never did because he had a photographic memory and information simply stuck—he’d be labelled a success.

Being hungover always made him more introspective. And morose. All he wanted was to find the nearest horizontal surface and pass out.

Farrell shoved his hand into the inner pocket of his leather jacket, hoping to find a pair of sunglasses. Squinting, he watched the door to the journalism building open. Thea Monroe walked down the steps, her arms, as always, filled with books, papers and God knew what else. Strands of her deep brown hair, shot with natural red highlights, had escaped from her messy bun and tumbled over her too-thin shoulders in haphazard curls. The blue smudges under her big grey eyes, light and far too perceptive, were darker than normal and looked like twin bruises on her pale skin. She looked, as she always did, completely exhausted and resolutely fierce.

Farrell pinched the bridge of his nose, hating the way she always managed to make him feel…useless, indulgent, careless. Which, let’s be honest, he was.

She was everything he tried not to think about—dedicated, hardworking, annoyingly idealistic. Morally upright to the point of ridiculousness. Thea’s sense of right and wrong was practically carved in stone, while he’d been taught that morals were fluid: shapeable, negotiable, bendable for the sake of the family’s comfort. The Wolfes didn’t break rules—they just moved the lines that didn’t suit them.

Thea was his only real rival on the course, sharp-eyed, faster than him in thought. She challenged him and made him think. Worse—she made him care. Care about being better, about paying attention, about being…interested. Which was, frankly, very, very annoying.

‘Monroe, it’s nearly the end of term. Take a breath, why don’t you? You don’t have to try so damn hard,’ he muttered.

Those grey eyes met his, and drilled straight through him, powering through his ribcage, landing in his heart, and scorching his soul. Her eyes raked over him, and he couldn’t help lifting his hand to his stubbled face, wishing his eyes didn’t look so bloodshot, and that he didn’t look as if he’d got to bed at around four in the morning, completely shattered by too many tequilas.

Her eyes were too big for her thin face—heart-shaped and elfin—and her full, sexy, and unpainted lips were pursed. She wore old jeans, older basketball trainers and a slouchy sweater revealing one collarbone. A part of him wanted to kiss her, another part of him wanted to wrap his arms around her, while another wanted to march her off to the nearest takeaway and feed her a couple of hamburgers, a double-chocolate shake and a basket of chips. She annoyed him, but he also felt strangely protective of her. Weird, because usually nobody in the Wolfe family cared about anyone but themselves.

He didn’t like it. He didn’t like himself whenever she was around. Or, to be fair, he liked himself less when she was around.

‘Just do us all a favour and take a break,’ he muttered. ‘Who are you trying to impress?’ He delivered the words in a lazy drawl, but he ached inside…a combination of too much alcohol and too little sleep. And, possibly, a stream of underlying discontentment, and a layer of shame.

The papers in Thea’s hands slipped, and a sheet of paper drifted to the ground. He recognised Professor Chen’s handwriting and raised his eyebrows at his extensive notes. He’d never been given the same input from their professor; then again, his work didn’t need much critiquing. Yes, he had the advantage of having a photographic memory, but Thea put in the work… Farrell rocked on his feet, uncomfortable. Was it his fault he’d been gifted with an eidetic memory? Why should he feel bad about it?

‘Bravo, Farrell, really. It’s a talent to casually dole out insults with a hangover while your father bulldozes reefs and buys his way out of lawsuits.’

He’d heard the rumours, he wasn’t that out of touch, and he occasionally checked in with his dad and what Wolfe International was up to. He’d been told the two or three minor reports about environmental abuses that had made it to print were wildly over-exaggerated. Getting bashed by the environmentalists was par for the course.

‘Where are you getting your information, Red—from Hugging-Trees-R-Us?’ he mocked. ‘You are doing a journalism degree; you should know better than to believe everything you read.’

Her chin lifted. ‘If you actually paid attention for once, you might start realising the damage your family has done.’

He gritted his teeth. ‘Wolfe Industries is clean,’ he insisted.

‘And your head is buried in the sand—how’s the view down there?’ she asked, her eyes raking him from head to toe. ‘It must be lovely to live in a sanitised, wealthy world, Wolfe.’

Her mocking tone felt like nails on a chalkboard. He groaned and touched his aching head. ‘God, can you step off your pedestal for a minute, please?’

‘But I like the view from up here,’ she retorted. ‘And at least I live in the real world, without my daddy funding my way and making life easier for me.’

Her words landed, sharp and pointed, each one tipped with acid and burning into his skin. Man, she knew exactly where to hurl those verbal knives. He couldn’t deny his dad’s money paid for his luxury flat, his sports car, the designer threads, the partying. He was twenty-four years old, but he suddenly felt sixteen, small, inconsequential, diminished. He didn’t like it.

But he couldn’t let any of that show, not when he had an audience. He looked down and took in the brunette’s quizzical expression; it was obvious she’d lost track of the conversation. He released a low chuckle, dredged from his vast repertoire of acting skills—showing any emotion in front of his father was like tossing chum into shark-infested waters—and forced his shoulders to drop.

Thea saw too much, knew too much. She was far too intuitive and way too stubborn. Her tiny frame was mostly made up of unshakable, infuriating integrity. Thea Monroe didn’t bend or buckle. Not for him, nor, he presumed, anyone else.

‘You are why Hollywood makes movies about rich guys getting their comeuppance, Wolfe,’ she told him, before shifting the bundle in her arms and handing him another scathing look. Then she walked away, leaving him standing in the too-bright sun, feeling as if she’d taken a bite out of him, chewed him up, and spat him back out.

‘What the hell is her problem?’ his companion asked, pouting.

‘Who knows?’ he replied, still pretending he didn’t give a damn, and that Thea didn’t leave him feeling scratchy and annoyed.

But as Thea walked away, he slapped a hand to his chest, trying—and failing—to rub away the burning sensation under his ribcage. Not being a fan of introspection, he pushed himself to identify the emotions drilling through his soul. Resentment, sure, for letting her get to him, and for provoking a reaction. Envy, absolutely, because she believed in something bigger than herself, something better. And…crap…he hated to admit it, but attraction too. Damn her. Because she was seriously impressive.

‘So, is that a yes for the Seychelles?’



Chapter One

Thea pressed her forehead to the oval plane window, unable to stop her breath hitching. Nor could she stop the acceleration of her heartbeat. She’d seen pictures of the Seychelles a thousand times before—in brochures, online and in glossy magazines, in Instagram feeds dripping with a ‘look at me, I’m perfect’ attitude. Yet nothing had prepared her for the view below the sixteen-seater small plane ferrying her and her fellow journalists to Petit Saphir. The small islands north of Anse Reunion, somewhere between the east coast of Grand Anse and Felicite, were scattered jewels on an endless ocean, hugged by pale, powdered beaches, almost aggressively perfect. The sea wasn’t one shade of blue, but a dozen—cobalt at the horizon, glass-clear at the shore, turquoise in between. It was as if Mother Nature hadn’t been able to settle on a colour and had decided to use all the shades of blue in her paintbox.

With another swoop of the plane, Petit Saphir revealed itself, again almost too pretty, almost too perfect. It looked like an AI image, born out of the prompts of a travel marketer who’d had too many espressos, someone who’d typed the words ‘tropical paradise’ too many times. From Thea’s seat above the island, Petit Saphir wore a lush green crown, edged with granite boulders and soft curving beaches of white sand. Hidden coves glittered in the sun, and tucked into the southern end was the resort itself: low golden buildings stitched into the hillside, roofs blending with palm trees. It felt as if the architect had taken luxury, the beach and the jungle and knitted them together.

It was breathtaking. And it made her suspicious. Because beauty this polished always came at a cost. And maybe also because it was owned by Wolfe International, the holding company owned and operated by Farrell Wolfe, her university nemesis.

He’d been older than most of their class, thanks to a three-year gap studying in the States. Farrell didn’t just waltz through life—he glided, with a ridiculous sophistication that made the rest of them look as if they were still figuring out which fork to use. She’d hated him immediately and utterly loathed the squirrelly feeling in her stomach whenever he’d wandered into her vicinity.

She’d rolled her eyes at his designer watch, his K-drama-inspired, effortlessly stylish clothes, the cool smirk daring the world not to fall at his feet. She’d had no time for the pretty or the shallow, and she still didn’t. But now and again, and far too rarely, his fir-green eyes turned a little haunted, and the tightness of his sexy mouth suggested some genuine feelings. She recalled, with perfect clarity, how he’d raked his fingers through his long, sun-streaked hair as if he was trying to erase a thought—or a memory. It made her wonder if his golden life was really as incredible as it looked.

And his brain… Man, his brain. He’d already finished a degree in business and had been adding some marketing, PR and journalism classes to round off his education. When he’d cared about something—when that gnat-like attention had landed on something he’d found fascinating—he’d dazzled. His eyes had sparkled, his rugged features had softened, and his words had quickened and flowed, transforming him into someone fascinating, someone compelling, a man she’d ached to know.

And it drove her mad that she’d wanted to. Thankfully, that feeling had soon passed because he’d catch himself, his expression would shutter, and he’d make a sarcastic or flippant remark, heralding the return of the jerk she’d hated…

Had he changed? Or was he still the self-involved cretin she remembered all too well? Thea shrugged, knowing she wasn’t destined to have her question answered. As CEO and majority shareholder of a global resort empire, he’d almost certainly hand this promo tour—a ten-day stay on Petit Saphir to show off his latest project—to his PR team. Entertaining journalists was way beneath his pay grade.

Thea checked her seat belt and, rolling her shoulders, reminded herself that it didn’t matter who owned the resort; she was concerned only about the visitor experience. That was all she ever reported on. She was regarded as one of the few unbiased travel bloggers around, with a reputation for fairness, and she had a loyal following as a result. And these days, when accommodation establishments wanted to promote their newest offerings, she made the list.

Every day, she received many emails requesting her to review places, but when the email had dropped into her inbox from Wolfe International’s PR team, inviting her to review Petit Saphir—for five or ten days, her choice—she’d jumped at the chance and accepted the longer stay. Partly because it was reputed to be WI’s most impressive development yet, partly because she wanted to see whether the company lived up to their promise of being ecologically sustainable—she’d heard rumours of greenwashing; like many others, WI was rumoured to market their resorts as being environmentally responsible without making meaningful changes to reduce environmental harm. She wanted to find out whether they were living up to all their promises.

And sure, she was curious about Farrell Wolfe—who wouldn’t be?

Farrell aside, she was visiting one of the premier island destinations in the world. She had, bar none, the best job in the world, one she’d never believed was possible all those years ago, living in that horrible house in Bristol with her equally awful parents. What would they think about her job? Would they be impressed? No, probably not. Very little about her had ever impressed them, and there had been so little about her they’d liked. And that was why she’d dropped out of their lives.

Love had always been a conditional thing—sunshine one day, storm clouds the next. She’d learned early that leaning on someone came with a price: disappointment, withdrawal, the sudden absence of the people who were supposed to be steadfast. She couldn’t remember a time when she’d felt emotionally safe with her parents, and she’d walked an emotional high wire all her life. With no safety net.

She’d learned that it was safer to step back, to observe, to watch rather than engage. Intimacy felt like exposure and vulnerability a steel-toothed trap.

She now understood that her parents were narcissists, drawn together in mutual admiration over how much damage they could inflict. She’d been in her teens, fourteen or fifteen, when she’d realised—after a particularly confusing and hurtful fight—that her parents were like two evil, feral cats and she was the mouse they loved to toy with. Realising she needed to leave had saved her in more ways than she could count. After consulting a school psychologist, she’d planned her exit strategy, how she could survive, what steps to take. Then, at sixteen, she’d applied to the courts to become an emancipated teen, and at sixteen and a half, she’d mentally, physically and financially divorced herself from her parents. Oh, it had been a long, hard struggle, but she knew that if she’d stayed, she might now be… God, broken? Yeah, broken wasn’t an exaggeration. Shattered was an even better word.

‘Folks,’ the captain’s smooth voice broke into her thoughts, ‘we have to wait for the other seaplane to land and disembark, so we have a little time on our hands. How about an aerial tour of Grande Saphir?’

Always keen to look at something new, Thea looked out of her small window and watched as they approached another, bigger island. From her research, she knew that Grande Saphir was the big-brother island to Petit Saphir. As they flew low over the charming, tiny harbour, she noticed that this island was less touristy, with fishermen’s nets on the harbour wall, small shops and stalls selling fruit. They flew up the beach, and Thea watched a couple walking on the soft sand, hand in hand, engrossed in each other. Seeing them, she was both envious and terrified. Envious of their ability to take such a chance on loving someone, terrified of putting herself in the firing line to be loved and insulted, loved and denigrated, loved and left. A part of her wanted the connection, wanted the fairy tale, but the risk felt too high. To need someone was to risk being left behind, and she had enough experience to know how much that hurt. So, she stayed on the safe side of things. Observing. Recording. Writing other people’s stories while keeping her feelings and her past locked away.

Thea smiled at a little boy sprinting naked across the sand, his father chasing him with a pair of tiny board shorts. She noticed the glossy braids of a striking local woman, the unapologetic curves of her body displayed in a neon-pink bikini. The water the woman waded through was so clear that Thea felt she could count every grain of sand beneath her feet.

She kept looking out of the window as the plane banked, unable to tear her eyes away from the palm trees and brightly painted houses below. Travel writing had always been her shield—her way of being in the world without fully stepping into it. And for years, too many now, she’d told herself that it was enough.

But lately it didn’t feel like it. She felt suspended, waiting, as if she’d been travelling the world looking for…something. Not love—that was far too dramatic—but a spark, a shift, a reason to feel different. She hadn’t found it at the slick ski resort in Utah, or exploring the streets of Cartagena, or even beneath the neon lights of Tokyo. So why did some part of her hope she’d find that elusive something while visiting this remote island off the coast of Africa?



Farrell Wolfe looked out to sea and tipped his head, taking in the extensive blue skies and the blazing sun. The sea looked lake-calm, and nothing suggested a massive storm was moving in from the north-east and would pummel the island in a matter of hours.

He looked at his second in command, and best friend. He and Kyle had started at Wolfe Industries at the same time, and somehow, despite being the owner’s son and an employee, became friends. Kyle, on realising that he was competing against—in his words—a nepo baby, had made the strategic decision to work with Farrell instead of against him, and over the past decade they’d made a formidable team. Kyle was a details guy, someone who could take his grand ideas and boil them down to their nuts and bolts, financial or otherwise. If Kyle said a project wasn’t viable, Farrell always, always listened. He was the only person he trusted.

‘Do you have an update on the storm?’

Kyle lifted his head, taking his eyes off his phone’s screen. They’d been tracking a tropical storm for days now, and everyone was on edge, unable to believe that they’d have to deal with a massive storm on the day their first guests were due to arrive. They’d had many discussions as to whether they should postpone or not. But it had taken six months to settle on this date, and he and Kyle had eventually decided to go ahead regardless of the weather. As long as the seaplanes could deliver their guests and return to Mahé safely, they’d be able to ride out the storm. He’d built the resort to withstand most of what the weather and ocean could throw at them—the cabins and the majority of the resort were
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