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Newly single billionaire Daniel Knight has it all—luxurious estates, a successful company—and a whole lot of stress. After his personal physician orders Daniel to grab a vacation, he takes off for his private island in the Virgin Islands.

Dr. Sander Jonas has lusted after his patient for years but due to a pesky sense of professional ethics—not to mention Daniel’s former boyfriend—he’s never made a move on Daniel. But when Daniel is injured, Sander rushes to his boss’s aid and finally gives in to the overwhelming attraction he’s kept hidden for too many years.

Scorching water sex with custom-made adult toys, hot, loving nights surrounded by lush palm trees and white sandy beaches proves to be exactly what the doctor ordered to heal Daniel’s wounded heart.
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This book is licensed for your personal use only.
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This is a work of fiction. Characters, places, settings, and events presented in this book are purely of the author’s imagination and bear no resemblance to any actual person, living or dead or to any actual events, places, and/or settings.
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Chapter One
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Daniel has had an accident, and he needs you to come.

Despite reassurances from Daniel Knight’s personal assistant that his billionaire boss’s hip injury was relatively minor, those dreaded words continued to roll around in thirty-three-year-old Dr. Sander Jonas’ mind as he impatiently waited for the private jet to land. With Daniel also refusing to see a doctor in the Virgin Islands where Daniel was vacationing at his remote island estate, Sander was concerned about possible tetanus and infection in the cut. Therefore, Madilyn had secretly arranged for him to fly over to check on his patient.

He’d been Daniel’s on-call physician and good friend for several years and he knew the man could be stubborn as sin. Consequently, there was no use in calling and talking sense to him. Besides, whether Daniel was in the city or in another country—and if he called Sander or a member of his staff asked him to come—he would go to him.

The job with Daniel had come with the perfect paycheck. It allowed Sander to forgo opening a medical practice and permitted him to follow his lifelong dream of dedicating all his time to volunteer at free clinics. And in his hometown of Chicago, his skills were needed the most.

Unfortunately, Sander’s dream job was showing huge cracks. It had started several months ago with Daniel’s very bad breakup with his French boyfriend Jacques. Since then, the floodgates of lust and attraction had opened, and Sander had been excessively fantasizing about getting it on with Daniel.

But in allowing his feelings to secretly flourish, he’d put himself into an unethical position. He needed to give Daniel notice and quit. Then he could finally confess his attraction to him. It had been torture keeping his feelings to himself, especially because Daniel had been in a serious personal relationship with another man and Sander was the billionaire’s employee.

The pilot’s voice crackled over the speaker and warned Sander to buckle his seat belt. As he gazed out the window into the tropical twilight, he spied white-capped ocean waves below. In the near distance Daniel’s island loomed. Palm trees swayed near sandy-white beaches and a moment later he spied the rows of runway lights to the private island’s airstrip.

Excitement whipped through him, and he shifted edgily in his chair. He couldn’t wait to look into Daniel’s bright-green eyes and experience that nice jittery feeling he got in the pit of his belly whenever he looked at his boss.

Just thinking about kissing him made carnal heat whip through his body. To be able to touch him without reservation was going to blow Sander’s mind. First though he needed to find out if the attraction was mutual. Until now they’d both behaved professionally and friendly but if he hadn’t misread those heated gazes lately, Sander suspected Daniel wanted to be with him in every sense of the word.

* * * * *
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“Is that my jet arriving?” Daniel asked his young assistant as he grabbed a towel from the top of the load of laundry she’d just finished folding. He’d been dying to go for a swim all day. But due to his throbbing hip injury from this morning’s brush with a coral reef while he’d been scuba diving and Madilyn’s stern warning looks, he’d stayed out of the ocean.

Fortunately, he had managed to wrangle an agreement from her that he could just take a quick dip in the swimming pool tonight with the promise he’d keep an eye on the waterproof patch she’d placed over his wound. He’d also agreed to apply some antibiotic cream to the cut and put another patch on when he was finished his swim.

“I ordered a few supplies in from the States. You said you were having a craving for some of Mrs. McAdam’s apple pie, so I put in an order,” she said hurriedly.

Daniel smiled and his mouth watered at the thought of the dessert one of his cooks loved to make him. But he quickly sobered. Madilyn usually didn’t give in to his cravings. She had no problem reminding him that he needed to stop with his impulsiveness because it would make him look like a rich snob to others. Well, he was self-made rich, but he didn’t want to appear to be a spoiled snob. Yet to order an apple pie from one of his cooks? Now who was being impulsive?

“What else did you get me?” he questioned curiously. He rather liked this side of Madilyn. It made him feel as if they shared a rare camaraderie.

She looked stunned at his question and damn if her cheeks didn’t get a wee bit red. What in the world was going on with her tonight?

“Hoist up those towels into my arms. What makes you think I got you something else?”

“Umm, because you just said you were flying in a few things...”

“Oh? Did I?” She shook her head, and he placed the load of folded towels into her outstretched arms. “Off you go for your swim. I have to put these away.”

Why did he get the feeling he was being dismissed?

“Pie and coffee after I finish my swim?” he asked.

“What?”

Madilyn furrowed her brows, and a stray lock of red hair whispered out from her tightly bound bun. She looked tired. He might as well let her call it a night.

“Never mind.”

She nodded and began a quick walk out of the laundry room.

“Don’t swim too long,” she called over her shoulder. “And don’t forget the antibiotic cream when you finish.”

Before he could answer she was gone.

“Okay, okay,” he mumbled to himself. In the few minutes it took him to stroll through the length of his four-thousand-square-foot estate to the back garden area and his outdoor swimming pool, he pondered.

He hadn’t seen the twenty-five-year-old acting absent-minded in quite some time. He’d met her at a gay bar many years ago. She’d just broken up with a longtime girlfriend and she’d been crying into a frosted beer in a corner booth.

He’d felt sorry for her and struck up a conversation and they’d been friends ever since. When he’d been able to afford her, he’d asked her to become his chief of staff and also his private assistant, which now included personal housekeeping and sometimes extended to her cooking for him. It was a lot of work for one person, and he often wondered if keeping her with him was good for her private life—which was nonexistent as far as he could tell.

Usually, her nervous attitude meant she was up to something, but he was too tired to worry about it now. His hip was sore, and he just wanted to relax in the pool.

As he stepped outside and stood beneath the canopied deck area, seagulls screamed, doves cooed and the crash of waves upon the nearby sandy beaches greeted him. His private estate was perched on a hillside of his island, and it offered a sweeping vista of the Caribbean forest on his land as well as a glimpse at some of the other islands dotting the nearby ocean.

He drew his interest to his swimming environment. Buttery streaks of light from dozens
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