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Chapter One

 


Lissa Nelms stood outside Encounters, a
swank Caribbean resort, her legs unsteady, perspiration clinging to
her neck. Today’s punishing temperature and humidity had nothing to
do with her condition. The theme for this week’s events did. The
concept was simple: singles only, anything goes no matter how racy
or raunchy. Two was dull, three wasn’t yet a crowd, multiple
partners ruled, nudity was totally welcomed and required, and that
was only the beginning.

God, God, God.

When she’d fought to get
this assignment, she hadn’t known the particulars. At the time,
they hadn’t mattered. She was tired of covering nothing except
regional events for Exploration, the travel magazine for millennials.
Although at twenty-seven she was still relatively young, her career
was stuck in neutral. Having to write up one more Midwest event
like the Popeye or Turkey Testicle Festival would have made her
hurl. After her colleague broke his leg and she was the only one
available to take his place this week, she couldn’t believe her
good luck.

No more. She was basically a nerd, not a
party animal, and wasn’t ready for anything, especially being fired
if she didn’t do this right. Which meant observing and possibly
participating in a sexual free-for-all.

Her stomach rolled.

What in the hell have I gotten myself
into?

At this point, it didn’t
matter. She had to do this and plodded toward the lobby.

****

Jon Thorne lined through the newest
advertising copy for Encounters and penciled in his thoughts for
his marketing team to run with and surpass, if they could. He
enjoyed competing against them to keep everyone on their toes. The
resort was his baby, conceived when he’d co-helmed TDM, his
family’s Los Angeles marketing firm. Currently, the company was
tied for number one worldwide, and Encounters had just reached the
top for vacation destinations. That didn’t happen by settling for
second or third best. It was a perspective both parents had
instilled in him but especially his hard-charging father, who was
also a good man. A matter he’d proven in spades during the
Mackenzie debacle when Jon learned she’d cozied up to him to get
closer to dear old dad, who was the real power behind the throne
there and controlled the purse strings. Which she wanted. When it
came to greed, politicians and billionaires couldn’t hold a candle
to her.

Something he’d discovered far too late.

At least at this resort, he ruled and wasn’t
looking for love or having any female use him again. Sex without
strings was safer and more fun, whenever his brutal schedule
allowed it.

He rifled through stills, searching for the
perfect couple to grace the new online brochures. Not too gorgeous
to intimidate a typical Joe or Jane, rather an ideal anyone could
reach when surrounded by the magic here: balmy island breezes, air
perfumed by abundant flowers and succulent fare, enough activities
to satisfy or exhaust the most energetic, and carnal games during
certain themed weeks that would surprise even the hedonistic.

His intercom clicked. “Jon.”

Shelby St. James, his right-hand woman, had
spoken. At twenty-six, she was competent as hell and had energy to
spare. “Yeah?”

“The writer from the
travel magazine is here.”

“Send him in.”

“Ah … okay.”

Her hesitation surprised him.

His door opened.

Shelby entered first, model tall and
slender, dressed in a light green sheath that complemented her
long, blonde hair. Her pretty face could have graced a teen
magazine, the faint freckles splashed across her nose and cheeks
adding to her youthful appearance.

She stepped aside.

A young woman stood behind her, her hair
shoulder-length and partially pulled back. Several tresses hung
free from her ponytail. The chestnut color proved rich, a contrast
to her pale complexion.

While her clothing…

Her loose-fitting beige pants and
long-sleeved white top weren’t on par with the “anything goes”
theme week, but the extensive material didn’t completely hide her
curves.

He dragged his gaze back up to her glasses.
They gave her an intelligent and serious vibe that also didn’t
belong on this island.

She regarded the tan marble and gold
trimming in here, graceful eyebrows arching.

The opulence was more than he preferred but
impressed the fuck out of the partners. Confused as to why she’d
followed Shelby inside, he glanced at her and mouthed, “who is
she?”

She mouthed, “The writer.”

No way.
He’d expected a guy. In fact, he needed an
uber-extroverted one for a great review during the anything goes
week, which got down and dirty fast. Not a woman who dressed like a
librarian attending a spiritual retreat.

As a rule, he never
judged. Taking a second look, he was surprised to find her pretty,
her brown or hazel eyes and pouty mouth holding promise as to the
possible fire smoldering inside. Possible being the operative word.
She hadn’t breezed into here confident and ready for sin. Not a
good sign for her enjoying the intimate events at the
resort.

Shelby cleared her throat.
“Lissa, this is Jon Thorne, the owner. Jon, this is Lissa Nelms,
the writer from Exploration
magazine.”

Lissa regarded the plush leather chairs,
sofa, and his massive desk, then met his gaze.

Her cheeks pinked up, as they hadn’t
earlier, lips parting, surprise or wonder flooding her
features.

He wasn’t certain why her reaction to him
was so intense … except it looked genuine. Maybe. Ever since
Mackenzie had put one over on him, after the years they’d spent
together, he couldn’t be sure about anything. Remembering his
manners, he stood.

After taking him in from top to bottom,
Lissa returned to his mouth, then his eyes. “Good afternoon.”

Her voice was surprisingly throaty. Sexy as
hell.

His face and chest heated, a first during a
business meeting or with any woman. Even those who’d been attracted
to him hadn’t shown the same awe she did. Flattering, sure, but
still… “Hi.” He rounded his desk and offered his hand.

She gripped it firmly, her fingers softer
than a rose petal, her fragrance subtly sweet, gold flecks in her
hazel eyes.

Nice. He stroked her thumb.

Her face flamed.

Time to stop touching her. After releasing
her hand, he stepped back and forced his focus to where it should
be—his resort. “Forgive me for saying this, but I’m not certain why
you’re here.”

She regarded his mouth, then lifted her face
to his, a necessity. He guessed her to be five-seven or so, not
only shorter than Shelby, but far smaller than his six-four.

“I’m here to experience
your resort for a week for an article and a review.”

Her long, sooty lashes touched her lenses
each time she blinked, which she did a lot, her stress obvious. “I
was expecting someone else.” He weighed his next words. “A guy’s
been corresponding with us.”

She nodded. “David.”

Jon looked past her. No one lingered by
Shelby’s desk. “Then he’s here, too?”

“No. He broke his leg
yesterday. I’m taking his place.”

Not what he expected to hear or could abide,
especially when it came to a review from an important magazine that
could help or hurt the place. Ordinarily, he would have said “no
David, or other randy guy as promised, no dice”. Her artless manner
put the brakes on him being dismissive. He rubbed his neck,
uncertain how to begin. “Did he tell you about the resort? Are you
aware of the theme we’re hosting this week?”

Her ears and throat turned redder than her
already flushed cheeks. “Completely. On the flight here, I read
everything I could about the coming days.” She grinned so widely,
her cheeks and neck had to hurt. “Bring. It. On. I’m ready to
roll.”

Her grin wobbled.

He fought a smile at her bravado, empathy
welling in him. Turning her loose around guests who owned no
boundaries would be cruel. He had to help her leave with minimal
embarrassment. “I’m afraid you’re not.”

“Huh?” She took in his
shirt then his belt, struggled for a moment and glanced at his fly.
Her nipples tightened.

His dumb cock stirred.

She stared, then tore her gaze away. “I
don’t understand.”

He didn’t either. She was nice, he guessed,
and attractive in a wholesome way, but not his type for a sexual
encounter and definitely not his problem for anything else. “I
can’t let you do the article.”

Panic then disbelief filled her face. “Why
not?”

For obvious reasons. Any fool could see how
nervous she was. Plus, her wan complexion proved she rarely went
outside, and she dressed as if she didn’t intend to tempt any guys
here or have fun with them. “Given the activities that go on here
during this week—ones you should engage in to experience everything
properly—I don’t think you’d be comfortable doing so.” She’d
probably hate the sexual adventures like threesomes, swinging, or
the discipline room—also known as special treats for lifestyle
tourists—and might judge the resort harshly in her review. Even if
he didn’t want to disappoint her, he’d never chance bad press.
“Again, sorry.”

“Oh hey, there’s no need
to apologize.”

Her understanding touched him, making him
feel doubly bad for her. “Thanks.”

“Welcome, but like I said,
I’m ready for anything.” She crossed her arms, her jaw set, battle
lines suddenly drawn.

His face warmed again. He wouldn’t have
guessed she owned such backbone or that he’d admire it. Even so…
“We’ll compensate you for the cost in coming here and your time.
We’ll even throw in a two-week, all-expense paid stay next month or
whichever one you choose that’s not during the anything goes weeks.
Your call.”

“That’s really generous,
but no thanks. I want the theme I came for.”

He rubbed his temple, trying to relieve the
headache he was getting. “How about three weeks? You can use them
throughout the year.”

She shook her head. A tress broke loose and
skidded across her cheek. She shoved it back.

Escorting her from his office, no matter how
gently, could prove problematic. She might slug him to prove what a
badass she was. Strangely, another smile threatened to blossom. He
killed it before it could. “Unfortunately, what you want isn’t
possible for the reasons I’ve stated. There’s no sense in
discussing this as my answer’s final.”

“I see.” She tapped her
foot. “Are you planning to throw me off the property?”

Surprised, he lifted his hands. “Did I say
that? Did I even allude to it?”

“You didn’t have to.
That’s the only way I’m going. And since I’m a paying guest, you
can’t do that.”

His blood thickened at her
sparring with him, her sass heating his groin. It felt damn good.
“No?” He leaned against his desk, ankles
crossed, eager to duel with her, and play a little, too. No one
would ever accuse him of being a saint. “You’re sure about
that?”

“Go ahead.” She lifted her
chin. “I’ll just come right back.”

I bet you would.
Another point in her favor he had to ignore. “Do
you think that would be wise?”

“Why not? It’s not like
you can ban me from this place.”

“Uh-huh.” He arched one
eyebrow and spoke to Shelby. “Who owns the resort?”

She offered an apologetic look and pointed
at him.

Lissa held her ground for a second. Then her
mouth quivered, and she averted her gaze. “Can we discuss this in
private?”

Not if she cried while they did so. Even
Mackenzie’s tears had briefly gotten to him during their nasty
breakup, though not enough for him to believe her newest lies.

Lissa looked at him, dismay on her face.
“Please?”

Fuck. Without even trying, she was making him feel like a louse,
which didn’t set well.

Shelby’s gaze questioned what they should
do.

Footfalls pounded outside his office.

Chad Grissom, the on-site photographer,
rushed inside. “Sorry I’m late. Got hung up with something.”

He looked as if he’d just rolled off a woman
and out of bed. His shorts were wrinkled, shirt unbuttoned, curly
brown hair tousled beneath his baseball cap that he wore backwards.
At twenty-nine, he resembled a surfer, right down to his deep tan
and casual manner.

Precisely the type of guy Jon needed to
review this place, but wasn’t crazy enough to say to Lissa. He
didn’t want her accusing him of sexual discrimination, or worse,
broadcasting her beef on social media.

Chad fingered the camera hanging around his
neck and glanced around. “Where’s the magazine guy I’m supposed to
take shots for?”

“He couldn’t make it.”
Lissa flashed a sweet smile. “I’m taking his place.”

Jon tapped his thumbs on the desk.

She glanced at them then him. “About our
talk? Alone?”

Against his better judgment, he gestured
Shelby and Chad from the room. “Close the door.”

Shelby gave him a “do you honestly want
that?” look, but did as he asked.

The door clicking shut sounded too loud. So
did his racing heart.

Steeled against anything Lissa might say or
do, he faced her, prepared to explain, persuade, console, or
battle.

Whatever it took to get her to go home where
she belonged.

 



Chapter Two

 


In all the nutty scenarios Lissa considered
during her flight here, none came close to her begging to get her
lust on in a decadent Caribbean playground owned by a tall, dark,
and delectable hunk like Jon.

He waited for her to speak.

She couldn’t as yet, too wonderstruck. His
firm jaw and nicely muscular frame put him in his early thirties, a
prime age for guys. They were no longer boys, but men.

Heat rushed through her.

Although he wore his dark brown hair short
on the sides, the top was longer, several locks dangling over his
forehead. She would have killed to ease them back and stroke the
skin behind his opened shirt collar.

His eyes seemed greener against his bronze
complexion, his five o’clock shadow already darkening his cheeks,
upper lip, and chin even though it was only one in the afternoon,
His coming beard proved as virile as his height, broad shoulders,
and muscular thighs straining against his beige linen pants.

Longing buffeted her, leaving her
lightheaded. She tried to fight it, but couldn’t unless she closed
her eyes.

No damn way.

His male beauty demanded her attention,
which she willingly gave, her bones softening.

He, in turn, regarded her sloppy hair, drab
top, loose pants, and then her glasses. Something whisked across
his ruggedly handsome features.

She couldn’t guess if it was indifference or
amusement. He gave little away.

Lucky him. Her chin quivered, fortunately
from nerves, not coming tears.

If she’d known she’d be battling him today,
rather than dodging naked guys, she might have considered a
makeover before she’d left Chicago. Not that a new hairstyle and
cosmetics would have changed anything. She would have still been
the quiet, studious girl hot guys like him never noticed,
preferring scantily clad, let’s get it on babes. Even her few
boyfriends, who’d been ordinary to the extreme, had split when
they’d found women sexier than she was.

Hardly a stunning endorsement for her
allure.

Worse, the moment she’d forced herself
inside the lobby here and identified her mission, the desk called
Shelby, who then whisked her into this office rather than giving
her time to freshen up.

Since her rotten luck was holding out, she
only had herself to present to him and approached.

He stopped tapping his thumbs against his
desk.

His hands were amazing, large and strong,
his blunt fingers deliciously long, promising endless delight to a
woman’s breasts and pussy. Hers ached. “Let’s start over,
okay?”

His mood remained on full alert.

If the gods had been with her and granted
boundless confidence, she would have stroked his bristly cheeks to
gain his trust or to arouse him. Either worked for her. Sadly, she
had to consider his reaction and figured it wouldn’t be good.

Keeping chaste, she
stepped closer, his crisp aquatic fragrance awakening her senses,
while everything else on her weakened. “Hi, I’m Lissa Nelms.”
Sounding breathy had never been in her repertoire, but she managed
it now without trying. “I write for Exploration magazine. Nice to meet
you.”

She offered her hand.

Ambivalence blazed in his beautiful eyes,
but he squeezed her fingers in a warm caress.

Nerve endings fired, and her knees sagged.
She smiled, the first genuine one she’d had since coming here.

He stared at her mouth.

She could spend a lifetime watching his
Adam’s apple bob on each swallow. The prominent ridge fascinated
her. The same as his arms. He’d folded his shirtsleeves back, dark
hairs dusting his skin, contrasting wonderfully against the white
material. “And you are?”

He gave her a look, but his shoulders
relaxed somewhat. “Jon Thorne.”

Her remaining strength drained at his
smooth, deep voice. She curled her fingers around his.

He released her hand and regarded her as he
had earlier, when telling her to get lost. “I own this place and
make all the rules, no exceptions.”

Meaning her staying here. She chose to
ignore his comment. “You should be proud. The resort’s really
amazing, even your office. I doubt Versailles can compete.”

He blinked, then laughed. “You have that
right.” The corners of his eyes crinkled, deep dimples gracing his
cheeks.

God, you’re
luscious. Looking at anything other than
him wasn’t possible.

She leaned in.

He sobered, but didn’t edge back. “By the
way, the decor in here wasn’t my idea.”

“No?” She made a show of
glancing around. “You’re not into gold, marble, mirrors, and enough
ferns to vegetate the Garden of Eden?”

His shoulders shook from suppressed
laughter. “Nope. Give me a desk, laptop, and a cell phone, and I’m
good to go.”

“You’re a workaholic,
huh?” She inclined her head to the papers and photos stacked around
his computer. Innumerable couples laughed or grinned from countless
shots.

“When you arrived, I was
polishing copy on an advertising campaign.”

“How’s it
going?”

He opened his mouth, then closed it and
shrugged.

A polite way to say she was keeping him from
work. She had to hand it to him for being a nice guy thus far.
Another man in his position might have simply ordered her to leave
or had security escort her off the grounds. Rather than pretend
they were getting to know each other, she had to return to reality.
“I’m really good at my job.”

His face changed, sympathy filling his eyes.
“I’m sure you are. That’s not the problem.”

She nodded, understanding. “You’re worried
no one will want to hook up with me, I’ll have a lousy time, and
will trash this place in my review.”

“What? No.” He frowned.
“I’m concerned the activities here and the guests who enjoy these
things will eat you alive, okay?”

It wasn’t. She
wanted him doing
that, something she’d never considered with a stranger. He was
different. Not only decent enough to allow her alone time with him,
but freaking hot, making her physically hurt for his passion, which
he wasn’t about to give. It didn’t subdue her lust. She crossed her
arms to keep steady. “I can take care of myself.”

He rubbed his eyes, a smile touching his
mouth. “I wish that were true, but—”

“But what? How do you know
I can’t? You have no idea what kind of woman I am.”

He dropped his hand. “You’ve enjoyed
threesomes, multiple partners, BDSM, and strutting around in skin
in public?”

Even after she stripped off her clothes to
shower, she didn’t strut. “Have you?”

His color rose. He leaned away. “We’re not
talking about me.”

They didn’t have to. His
reaction spoke volumes. She considered him wielding a whip or a
spanking paddle. Him doing her while two other guys gripped her
wrists and ankles to keep her still and obedient. Her pulse
sprinted and wouldn’t slow. “Are you saying I have to engage in those activities
during this week? There’s no other choice?”

He ran his fingers over his mouth. “Guests
can do whatever they want. It’s up to them. We do have prude
sections.”

She knew she didn’t dress like a Victoria’s
Secret model, but his comment really hurt. The same as when Nathan,
her last boyfriend, had dumped her via a text message, not having
the guts or manners to do it in person. His final blow had been
changing his contact photo to a shot showing him and his new
sweetie, a cute blonde. “You’re calling me a prude?”

“No.” He made a face and shoved his hair back. “But this is the
anything goes week. What did you intend to base your article and
review on if you don’t focus on it?” He pointed. “By the way,
that’s what David promised to do. It’s the only reason I agreed to
give him full access to Chad for whatever he wanted and needed
during his stay.”

There was a surprise—and a troubling thought
if he was saying he’d intended to provide Chad as an escort or
companion or whatever he was. “David’s gay?”

“What? I don’t
know.”

“Then who’s
Chad?”

“My photographer. You met
him when he rushed in here looking for the magazine guy that turned
out to be you.”

She nodded. “Look, I promised my managing
editor I’d do the article for this theme. I can’t fly home on the
same day I arrived with nothing to show for it or say I’m coming
back for a regular week that doesn’t have the unique angle she’s
insisted on. She’d never give me a good assignment again. As it is,
I’m hanging by a thread there, considering staff cutbacks, and
could even lose my job. I wouldn’t be able to pay rent, my student
loans, my—”

“I’ll call her for you and
will smooth things over.”

As if she was a child? She tightened her
arms. “Thanks, but no. I want to stay—I intend to. You can make my
visit pleasant or fight me every step of the way. Your choice.”

His mood darkened, frustration burning in
his eyes.

Surprisingly, it made him hotter, draining
what strength she had left.

Not that she’d push him too far.
Conciliation was her game, and that gave her an idea, albeit a
crazy one. “There is another option.”

He hung his head, his hair tumbling forward.
“Should I even ask what it is?”

She stifled a smile and an urge to run her
fingers through his locks. “It’s not so bad, promise.”

“Meaning?”

“You can show me around.
We can pretend we’re two guests who’ve just hooked up and enjoy
what the resort offers.”

He straightened and stared at her. “Like
BDSM?”

That hadn’t been at the
top of her list. Not that she was a total stranger to sex on the
dark side. Since reading her first erotic romance in high school,
she’d often fantasized about a macho hero shackling then punishing
her. Jon certainly fit the bill. Of course, whether she could
follow through or not wasn’t something she wanted to discuss, nor
was it necessary. He was trying to scare her into leaving.
No way. She put on her
bravest face. “And other things.”

“Uh-huh. Like a threesome?
Multiple partners?”

“Depends.” If they were
pretend negotiating so he could run her off, she wanted to know the
ground rules first. “Are we talking numerous women for you or
several men for me? That is, besides you?”

He pushed away from the desk and crossed the
room.

She followed. “So, which is it?”

He spun around to face her. “Are you even
listening to what you’re saying? I don’t think so.” He backed
away.

She advanced, bolder than she thought she’d
ever be. “Forget the threesome and multiple partners, all right?”
She didn’t think she’d be able to manage that if he called her
bluff. Of course, who knew? With her job on the line, if she didn’t
come through with something spectacular, anything was possible.
“The other stuff is doable, and I’ll explain why.” She took a deep
breath, needing to say what should have been on the table from the
beginning. For his benefit, not necessarily hers. “There doesn’t
have to be sex.”

He looked at her as if she was nuts.

She wasn’t certain what to make of his
reaction. Lacking enough chutzpah to ask, she tried to explain.
“It’s called using my imagination. Fantasizing, if you will. While
you show me around this place and we check out the action, I can
create a scenario in my mind for the raunchiest aspects. Even
interview some of your sex-crazed guests to get their take on
what’s happening.”

He pinched his nose.

“It’s totally
doable.”

“Right. I own the resort.
I run it. I don’t
have time for this.”

“You don’t have any help?
Shelby looks capable. Aren’t there other assistants who can pitch
in? There have to be. Don’t you ever take vacations or time
off?”

“I’m too busy.” He
paced.

She joined him.She hoped the exercise would
work off their tension. “Are you saying you’ve never enjoyed the
stuff here? Seriously?”

“Have you ever run a major
business?”

“No. But I do plan to
write a novel someday when I have enough money to support myself
through the process. As good as I am at what I do, even I know you
have to experience what you’re writing about. Otherwise, it comes
off flat and unrealistic.”

“Exactly.” He
stopped.

She halted several steps past him and
doubled back. “So you agree?”

“That whoever writes the
article about this place needs to experience it? That’s what I’ve
been trying to explain to you.”

“And I get it.” She folded
her hands in front. “So we’re on? You’re going to show me around?
Make my visit special? That is, if you know how?”

“What?” He stepped back.
“If I know how? Are you kidding?”

“Hey, I’m just asking, no
judgement intended. Since you work nonstop, you might not know how
to have fun.” She feigned concern. “When was the last time you did
so with a woman?”

He shoved his hands in his pockets. “Who are
you dating? Is it serious?”

Her insides curdled at how
he’d dodged her question. “Are you engaged?” Not that, please. Wait. “Married?”
She hadn’t seen a ring.

“No and no.”

Her disappointment faded. “Are you serious
about anyone?”

He mumbled something then pulled in a deep
breath. “I’m too busy, all right? How about you?”

She hadn’t had sex in eight months. If she’d
been immoral enough to hire a hitman to take Nathan out, he would
have deserved it. “I don’t even own a pet. I’m totally free.” She
rocked on her heels. “So, we’re on?”

He made a low, dangerous sound.

Hotter than fuck, but also a dead no.
Although desperate, she wouldn’t beg. Men ignoring or discarding
her had happened too often in her life, and she was damn sick of
it. “Forget I asked.” She strode to the door. “I’ll hook up with a
guest or guests here. When the article’s published, I’ll send
you—”

“No.” He gripped her
wrist.

Not enough to hurt but she wouldn’t get away
from him any time soon. Her pulse raced. “No?” She looked at his
hand on her.

He let go. “That’s right. My place, my
rules.”

She faced him. “Which are? For when I don’t
leave, which I’m not.”

He breathed hard but didn’t do anything more
serious.

Thank God for the power her magazine had. If
not for its pull, she guessed she’d be out on her ass by now. “So,
we’re on pretend wise?”

His jaw tensed. “Have you given me another
choice?”

Not if he wanted his article and review.
“What do we do first?”

“You mean, you don’t have
any ideas?”

She was a writer. Ideas were a given. “I’ll
put myself in your hands. You decide. Just like a Dom with his
sub.”

Red patches stained his cheeks. “You’re
nothing like what I thought.”

“That’s because you don’t
know me yet … but you will. So what’s first?”

He regarded her mouth then her breasts.

Her nipples peaked.

He glanced away. “I’ll take you on a tour of
this place. That’s where we begin.”

“Sounds awesome. I’ll need
an hour to freshen up.” She gestured to her messy clothes. “I’ll
meet you here. Thanks.”

Before he changed his mind, she split, raced
to Shelby’s desk and kept her voice low. “Can we talk?”

Shelby glanced at his closed office door. “I
guess. Did he throw you out? I heard him laughing. Was it in a bad
way? Want me to talk to him?”

“No.” Damn. She never realized she gave
off helpless vibes and figured she’d better stop so people would
know she could take care of herself. “Is there a shop in this place
that sells women’s clothes?”

“Several. Why?” Shelby
leaned in. “Are you planning on a disguise?”

“What? No. Let’s talk over
there, okay?” She gestured to a deserted hall that still allowed
them to see his door in case he came out.

Shelby followed her. “Why do you need other
clothes?”

“He’s going to show me
around the resort.” She hesitated, uncertain how much to confess.
Although Shelby couldn’t have been nicer, she was still a stranger
and his employee. “If I tell you something, can you promise you
won’t repeat it to anyone, especially him?”

She bit her lip. “It won’t hurt him or the
resort, will it?”

“Not a chance.” Once this
week ended, she’d be the only one damaged. Either because she had
enjoyed herself so much she wouldn’t want to leave, or if he
changed his mind and bugged out on her, she’d have to hook up with
strangers in packs in order to write a convincing article. She
shuddered.

“Hey.” Shelby touched her
arm. “Are you all right?”

“I hope. He wants his
article the way he originally envisioned, and I have to write it or
I can kiss future assignments like this goodbye. So we agreed we’d
pretend to hook up and enjoy the resort as it should be during this
week.”

Shelby’s blue-gray eyes goggled.

Lissa’s heart sank. “Please don’t tell me
you guys have a thing going.”

“Huh? No, we don’t. We’re
friends.” She edged closer. “Are you guys going to actually have
sex?”

She wouldn’t have been opposed. “We agreed
to fantasize about doing stuff.”

“How long do you think
that will last before you lose control?”

If luck was with her, not long. “I don’t
know. I want this to be great. I need better clothes.” She pulled
at her crappy blouse. “I didn’t pack anything cute or sexy.
Emphasis on sexy but still relatively decent, you know? Hell, I
don’t even own stuff like that.” Right now, she was prepared to try
anything. “Where are the shops?”

“On the north
side.”

Something slammed in his office.

Not a good sound.
Crud. “If he comes out,
keep him busy until I get back, okay? He thinks I’m freshening up.
Thank God, I asked for an hour.”

“Wait.” Shelby grabbed her
wrist. “Go to your room and fix your hair and face. I’ll pull some
clothes for you. Trust me, they’ll be sexy and decent. Fashion is my life. What
size do you wear?”

She revealed everything, right down to her
shoe and underwear size. “Better get those, too. For the shoes, the
higher the heel the better.”

“Got it.”

“I can’t thank you
enough.”

“Oh hey.” Shelby flapped
her hand. “Making a guest’s stay epic is what I do. Go.”

Lissa tore down the hall.


Chapter Three

 


This is nuts.

Handset to his ear, Jon punched the button
for the front desk.

A staffer picked up instantly, as protocol
demanded. “What can I do for you, Mr. Thorne?”

“What room is Lissa Nelms
in?”

“Let me check.” Clacking
noises sounded. “We have her in 1077.”

The top floor and best
view in the north wing, which he’d insisted upon, since the writer
from Exploration was going to provide an article and do a review.

He’d been dead wrong about her. She wasn’t
the type to attend a spiritual retreat, no matter how she dressed.
More easily than he might have imagined, he’d caved to her wacky
plan because she’d been impossible to dismiss.

A great review in her
magazine was worth more than the return on his yearly advertising
budget, some of which he spent at Exploration. Her uncertain then
ballsy attitude had also intrigued him. When she’d flung her ideas
around, her smoky voice had deepened, pulling him in
further.

An idiotic notion. No one could blame him
for going to her room to tell her she had to leave, after which
he’d call the magazine. Once he’d praised her to the powers that
be, he’d explain about wanting to wait for David’s return during
another anything goes week. Someday, Lissa might thank him for
keeping a level head.

He grabbed his doorknob, but didn’t turn it.
If her editor shot down his request
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