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I love who I am when I am with you.

Being with you makes me alive, and I strive to be a better person.

Every day, I fall in love with you all over again.

You were made for me, and I will always stoke the fire you ignite within me.

~Harrison Towers~
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Chapter One
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The loudspeaker crackles then a deep yet chipper voice says, “Good morning, ladies and gentlemen, this is your captain speaking. On behalf of myself and the rest of this morning’s flight crew, I want to welcome you aboard Delta Airways flight 416: service from Hewanorra International Airport, heading non-stop to Miami, Florida. We are currently level at 33,000 feet, which will probably be our final cruising altitude today. It appears that we will have a smooth flight ahead, and I can turn off the Seat Belt Sign. Please feel free to move about the cabin as you wish. We only request that while you are in your seat, please keep your seat belt fastened snugly about you. That is what we do in the cockpit in case of unexpected turbulence. In the meantime, please sit back, relax, and enjoy the flight. If there is anything that anyone of us can do to make your flight a more pleasant one, please let us know. Once again, welcome aboard.”

“And for you, Mrs. Towers?”

I feel a poke in my rib, “I’m sorry, what?” 

Mrs. Towers? That sounds incredible but oh-so foreign. I take my gaze away from the sparkling ring on my finger and turn to my husband, who is looking at me with an amused smirk. I look up to see the impatient flight attendant staring down at me with both eyebrows raised. 

Harrison says, “She will have a mimosa, please, and some sparkling water.” He tilts his head at me and bites his lower lip. I have half a notion of leaning over and biting that lip myself. 

“What has your attention?” He takes my hand and rubs the ring on my finger, pushing it around in a slow circular motion. He looks at me with sexy hooded eyes.

I smile up at him. “I am just feeling so happy right now. Can’t we stay in paradise? We could live in a little grass hut and shut the world out!” 

He sighs. “I know we will have a storm to deal with when we return. Frankly, that worries me a bit too; but we have our whole life ahead of us, and I want to show you the world. We can’t very well do that hiding away in a grass hut.”

The flight attendant serves our drinks, and we toast to ‘us.’ I lean my seat back to snooze before we land in Miami. We will arrive in Portland tomorrow, and the chaos will commence. Something I have been avoiding for the last ten days. I close my eyes, hoping sweet dreams and memories of the previous week will come to me. 

***
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10 DAYS EARLIER

We step off the plane directly onto the tarmac when we reach St. Lucia island. The warm tropical breezes flow through my hair and warm my face. I am struck by the intense beauty of the island. It feels like a place directly out of a movie, with swaying palm trees, crystal blue waters, and the music of the Caribbean playing in the background. 

I scan the crowd and spot Harrison waiting for me as the other passengers exit the plane. His face appears excited as he silently mouths to me, “I love you.” A sight for sore eyes, the butterflies in my stomach resume their flight of fancy. He fits in here in the tropics with blue plaid Bermuda shorts and a white, short-sleeved, snug-fit V-neck shirt. He’s already sporting a tan and looking gorgeous. 

I lock eyes with him, and in one fleeting moment, I feel like a huge weight is off my shoulders. All the craziness that followed me from Portland has dropped to my feet. 

Every time we escape to be with each other, I feel we live in a completely different world. There are no worries, stalkers, or crazy women in this world, and we have each other without any outside influence crashing into our world. 

I walk with intent past the small three-piece band sitting near the entrance of the main airport building. After I pass through customs, I join Harrison, who is now waiting for me outside. He grabs my bags and leads me to a white convertible Mercedes Benz outside the airport.

Harrison rushes ahead of me to open my door. Once seated, he stows my luggage away in the trunk and then hops in the driver’s seat. 

Taking my hand in his, “Are you ready for St. Lucia?”

“Yes! From what I have seen, this island is beautiful and far from prying eyes.”

“Yes, the island is remote and stunning, just like you, my love.” He gives my hand a gentle squeeze.

We drive a while on what seems to be the main road that outlines the island. Along the way, we pass by resorts tucked into the cliffs, quaint restaurants, and miles upon miles of pristine white-sand beaches and crystal blue water. We are getting away from all the tourist spots. I noticed that the further away from town, the beaches don’t seem to have anyone around. After driving for nearly forty-five minutes through miles of pure paradise, he says, “Ah, here we are, Cap Estate at Gros-Islet.”

Harrison leans over and says, “Welcome to tranquility.” Then he enters a passcode into the keypad at the gated entry. 

I inhale sharply and hold my breath for a few seconds — literally, it's breathtaking. As we enter, I notice a small tiled sign on the white stucco wall that says ‘Tranquility.’ Oh yes, of course, the house is called Tranquility! I need a hefty dose of that! 

We drive through the gates and up the driveway with palm trees intermixed with fragrant foliage and lush shrubs lining each side. The house is a large white stucco structure built into the cliff overlooking the Caribbean Sea. 

He grabs my face with both hands, kisses me sweetly on the lips, and looks deep into my eyes. His gaze is piercing; I am crumbling in this leather seat.

“I promise you; this week will change you forever.” He glances over his shoulder, then smirks; he jumps out of the car and rushes around my side to assist me out of the vehicle, always the gentleman. Grabbing my hand, he leads me up to the massive entryway. 

Walking through the large leaf-etched glass doors, I gasp. The entire backside of the house is nothing but windows facing the sea. The floor-to-ceiling windows display nothing but azure blue water. Everything is pristine. This house is the epitome of luxury, from the white furniture to the midnight blue and gold accents. 

I stop my decorator self from focusing on the aesthetic and tune back into reality. I glance at Harrison, standing against the white marble pillar in the entryway, just watching me. “Harrison, this is...”

“Beautiful, mon amour,” as he walks over and plants a tender kiss on my forehead. Then he sweeps me into his arms. His smell is intoxicating, and I am under his spell as usual. 

“I don’t want to let another minute be stolen by all the insanity back home.  I want to savor every minute with you.” He breathes. 

All I can do is melt entirely in his arms. I have never felt so weak yet so alive in my life. 

He carries me out on the entry-level terrace, which runs the length of the property. The pool flows out from underneath the tiled decking and is an infinity drop. When looking over the railing, all you see is water. The glistening pool almost seems as if it is flowing into the sea. I feel at peace. Tranquil even.

Setting me back on my feet, I grasp onto the clear railing of the deck’s see-through wall. Harrison wraps himself around me as we share a moment of silence, taking in all of the beauty surrounding us. 

“I have missed you.” He says quietly. 

I let out a long sigh. 

“The feeling is mutual. I have missed you too.” 

I turn around to face him. Sealing his lips over mine, we enjoy a passionate kiss. 

As we pull away, he claps his hands together, “Now, what do you think about hitting the beach?”

“Sounds perfect!” I respond with my enthusiasm matching his. 

After unpacking, we change into our swimsuits, then hike down the hillside on a rustic path through lush sweet-smelling foliage to a small secluded beach. Throwing off our shoes, we run through soft white sand, and without hesitation, we dive into the water and take a refreshing swim. The house comes with a full staff though oddly, I have not seen any of them yet. Set up on the beach are two wood lounge chairs with thick white cushions. A table sits between the chairs with a tray of cheese and fruit and bottles of water that magically materialized while we’ve been swimming. 

Feeling tired from my travels and frolicking in the sea, I make my way over to the chairs. Following my lead, Harrison follows me to the chairs, adjusting the umbrella to shield us from the sun. 

“This is living,” I say as I stare at the ocean while nibbling on fresh guava. 

“I’m glad this makes you happy.” He says as he too settles into his lounge pulling aviator sunglasses over his eyes. 

I’m not sure how long it took before we both were dozing, and I don’t know just how long we were asleep. When I wake up, though, I’m disoriented. I look around me and feel awe at the beautiful setting. I look over at Harrison lying next to me on his chair, and my breath catches. He is positively amazing. I stare at the edges of his jawline and the curve of his luscious lips. My eyes wander to his tan carved chest, and as I allow my eyes to travel down the rest of him, I am about to levitate out of my lounge when he breaks my concentration with his laughing, “Like what you see, Ms. Austen?”

My face is aglow with embarrassment, “Sorry. I thought you were asleep.”

The smirk on his face tells me all I need to know, “Well, I was asleep, but when I woke, I could see out of the corner of my eye that you were taking advantage of a vulnerable man.”

I throw a white cloth napkin at him, “Scoundrel.”

“Well, did you?” He asks.

“Did I what?”

“Enjoy what you were looking at?” He bites his lower lip.

“You know full well that I did.” I taunt. Then jump up from my seat and ran back down to the water. I come to the surface and see that his chair is empty. Suddenly, I feel his hands around my middle as his head pops up. 

Taking me into his arms, we instantly lock lips and kiss each other with unbridled passion. When we break away, he playfully cups his hand and splashes me with water. I return the gesture, and we are fully engaged in a water fight. 

“Okay! Enough!” I rasp, gasping for air as he splashes me one last time, “I declare you the winner!”

“Oooh! What’s my prize?” He licks his lips. 

“Why don’t we have an award ceremony later? For now, I’d love to go beachcombing.”

“Deal.”

For the remainder of our afternoon, we spend enjoying our time alone with each other. My favorite part has been the random making-out sessions under the sun: our bodies pressed against one another; we can’t keep our hands off one another. 

Later in the evening, we venture into a small town for dinner and dancing at Starfish Cove, which overlooks the sea. Seeing him out of his element is refreshing for me.  He’s having fun and seems to be carefree and out of his head. I notice that virtually every woman in the establishment is stopping to stare at him all night. I don’t’ mind, though. He is the best-looking man on the island, I am sure. 

After dancing late into the night, he takes me by the hand and pulls me off the dance floor to the sandy beach outside the restaurant's patio. Grabbing both sides of my face with his hands, he plants a sensual and mind-blowing kiss on my lips. My whole core is pulsating with desire. 

He tears his luscious lips away from mine, and his breathing is ragged from passion. Once again, he takes my hand in his and leads me down a stone staircase that puts us right next to the water.  We walk hand-in-hand, and I notice the water feels cool between my toes. After some distance, we happen upon a secluded cove on the beach. It feels like a private beach, surrounded by large rocks, waiting for us to discover it. He pulls me close to his body while sliding his hands up my dress. Shocks of pleasure shoot through my core as his hands adeptly explore every inch of my body.

I hear nothing but the crashing waves against the rocks and my heart beating out of my chest. 

Pulling my dress over my head, he tosses it aside and gives me his devilish smile. My body trembles as I wait for his next move. His breath is hot on my exposed skin when he kisses me down my neck and hovers over my breasts. Chills run down the length of my body despite the heat. 

I gently push him away, then help him remove his clothing. Leaving it in a heap on the sand, he grabs my hand and leads me into the moonlit surf. The tepid water swirling at my legs sends more chills up and down my spine. He picks me up into his strong arms and lays me out in the wet sand, and proceeds to penetrate me, pleasuring every inch of my body. The salty water crashing over our bodies intensifies all my senses. My release comes in full force; I throw my head back as my orgasm deepens, and my body shakes as he leads me to pure ecstasy. 
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Chapter Two
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The next morning, I woke up in the master bedroom of ‘Tranquility.’

Looking next to me, I find that Harrison’s side of the bed is empty. A note on his pillow says, “Good morning, beautiful.” 

That instantly puts a smile on my face. 

I climb out of bed and throw on a white silk robe, and then after brushing my hair and teeth, I wander out to the main room, where I smell the distinct aroma of freshly brewed coffee. I enter the kitchen and find a beautiful platter of carefully arranged island fruit and, next to that, a plate of various pastries. From the kitchen, I can see Harrison outside on the terrace, talking on his cell. I watched him while he conducted his call. I can’t tell if it’s a positive or negative call. He remains in the same spot when he finishes his conversation, staring out into the light blue sea. After a few more minutes, I go outside to join him.

He turns as I open the large glass door.

“Good morning, my love. Did you sleep well?”

“I had an amazing sleep,” I reply while admiring his bare chest as he is wearing only a pair of cotton blue and white striped lounge bottoms, “I like having you all to myself and no distractions from the outside world,” I say sweetly. 

“Me too. Sometimes I wish I could whisk you away and never return. Come, you must be hungry.” He takes my hand in his and leads me back inside to the kitchen.

“Thank you for the note.”

“You’re welcome. I’m glad you got a good sleep; you need to be rested for tonight.”

“What’s going on tonight?”

“It’s a surprise, my love.” He smiles with a devious little grin, which tells me he has a plan, and I can only guess what it might be. 

After breakfast, we head out to the pool and relax for the remainder of the morning. When we finally get dressed for the day, it’s already well into the early afternoon. 

Grabbing my hand, he leads me out the front doors to find a vintage Landcruiser, with the top off, waiting for us.

“Your chariot awaits, my lady.”

He says with a gallant wave of his hand. 

“Oh, how fun! Are we going to explore the island?”

“Now, now. If I told you every move we’re to make, it wouldn’t be so exciting anymore, now would it?”

“I suppose not! Well, let’s go!” I say, knowing that’s exactly the response he was expecting. 

The boyish smile on his face makes him look like a college boy taking his new girlfriend on a date.

We take a long drive through little towns and villages, making our way through winding roads when we finally pull into a marina. Sparkling white yachts and sailboats dot the inlet while others sit in tidy rows moored in the marina. I feel my heart rate speeding up as I feel hopeful that we are going out for a cruise on a boat. The hand-painted sign in the parking lot says Marigot Bay Resort and Marina. 

“Are we going sailing?” I can barely contain my excitement.

“Maybe.”

“Oh, come on!” My voice escalates.

“I hope you don’t get seasick.”

I giggle, “No, I am good with boats, and besides, there doesn’t seem to be much in the way of aggressive or rugged waves.” I say as I glance beyond the marina and see nary a ripple in the calm Caribbean. 

He leads the way to a beautiful boat straight ahead of us, moored at the end of the dock. The blue lettering on the bow of the ship says, ‘La Belle Mer.’

I turn sharply to Harrison, “Is this your boat?”

“Oui.” He replies with a smirk.

“I thought you said that St. Lucia was new to you?”

He clears his throat, “Well, it is rather new to me. I bought the house and then had the boat moved here, hoping I would come here more often. The truth is, I work so much that all of my personal properties are rarely visited.”

“I see. So, are you saying Tranquility is yours? Not a rental.”

“Correct. Though I’ve never actually stayed there until now.”

“You didn’t buy sight unseen, did you?” I gasped inside at the thought. 

He scoffs, “Not exactly. I toured the house, made an offer, hopped on my jet, and flew to my next destination.” 

We arrive at the boat, where an older man with weathered skin and white graying hair greets us with a warm smile. Dressed in an all-white uniform consisting of creased shorts and a matching button-up shirt tucked in with a shiny gold belt buckle and crisply polished white leather deck shoes. He appears every bit the captain of this ship. 

“Welcome, Mr. Towers. I’m glad to finally take you out in this beauty on these calm waters.” He says as he taps the side of the boat. 

Harrison chuckles, then shakes his hand, “Good to see you, Captain Arnold. I haven’t laid eyes on her since....” He drops his sentence and then looks away for a moment, but then he quickly recovers, “Since I had it relocated after Adelaide passed.”

The mood turning somber for a moment, he claps his hands together, “Now then, Captain, we are all yours. Show us paradise!”

“Excellent, let the tour commence.” The captain responds with enthusiasm. 

As we board the boat, I am amazed at the beautiful vessel. Over sixty feet in length and wide beam, the catamaran glides over the water with brilliant white sails billowing in the gentle Caribbean breezes. The magic has truly begun.  

“Come sit here with me.” Harrison gestures to the open seat next to him on the blue and white cabana striped upholstered bench seat. “This is my favorite place to sit. It’s like I’m weightless and carefree.” He says with a wide grin on his upturned face.

He is giddy like a boy who just caught a frog. I snuggle into the crook of his arm and feel the sun warming my face while my hair blows softly in the wind. 

Captain Arnold takes us around the Northside of the island, where resorts boast over-the-water bungalows and where the ruins of a fort dating back to the 1700s still exists. I marvel at the natural wonder of the pitons that, as the captain explained, are twin volcanic spires that shoot out of the water. The sheer beauty and magic of the island led me to imagine what else might be in store.  

Interrupting my thoughts, the Captain says, “We will put down anchor over there, and you can go ashore and explore for a while. We will pull anchor and head back in time for the sunset.” 

“That’s perfect,” Harrison replies with a dreamy look.  

A few minutes later, the captain lowers the dingy into the water off the back of the boat. Helping me into the small raft-like boat first, Harrison follows me in, reaches up, and receives a soft-sided cooler from the Captain. 

“Thank you. We’ll be back in a couple hours.” Harrison instructs. 

The captain nods then watches as Harrison adeptly maneuvers the dinghy away from the large boat.

Along the way, the water is full of colorful fish, and I swear that I can see the sandy bottom. As we get closer to the shore, I spot a small herd of turtles. “Look!” I exclaim as I move to the other side of the dingy to get a better look. As I do so, I cause the little boat to rock. 

“Whoa! Careful not to capsize us!” Harrison scolds while laughing. 

“Oh my gosh, sorry! I can’t help it; those turtles are so beautiful!” I can barely contain my enthusiasm. 

“I know it’s hard to believe such beauty is just a few feet away.” He says with a sexy smolder gleaming in his eyes. 

I feel my face blushing. 

He cuts the motor and tips it up, allowing the lapping waves to pull us onto the shore. He helps me out of the boat, and I look around with awe. We have arrived at a secluded cove with miles and miles of white sand beach and not another soul in sight. It is so romantic; I feel my heart bursting. 

“Can you help me with this?” 

I look over and see Harrison struggling with securing the boat on the shore. 

“I am so obtuse, of course!” I take the handle on the other side of the dingy and help Harrison pull the boat a little further up into the sand so the shoreline waves don’t carry it back out to the sea. 

“That should do it. Thanks for your help. It is deceiving because it looks like a blow-up boat, but the hard bottom makes it heavier than one might think.” He laments while grabbing the bag of towels and hands it to me, then slings the soft-sided cooler strap across his body. “Shall we?” 

“We shall. Just lead the way.” 

Walking along the shoreline away from the boat, we end up at the jetty's tip, where the water is so clear that all you see is the colorful fish swimming above the sandy bottom.  

Harrison turns to me, and I know that he can see the excitement in my eyes. We rid ourselves of our clothes down to our swimwear and dive into the water for a swim. 

After frolicking in the water, we find ourselves on the shore making love in the most 

romantic setting of my life. Our bodies close, skin touching skin, the burning chemistry searing its way through our veins. This moment is pure bliss. 

On the sailboat ride back to the marina, the sunset did not disappoint. It was as if Harrison had ordered someone to paint the sky with watercolor strokes of pink, orange, yellow, and purple. With his arm around my shoulder, sitting in his favorite place on the boat, we watch the sky show sitting close to each other and enjoying the moment. 
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Chapter Three
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Back at Tranquility, we clean up from our excursion and prepare for the evening. 

I walk out of the bathroom to the master bedroom, and glossy white boxes in various shapes and sizes are on the bed. Curious, I head over to the bed to take a closer look. 

Sitting on top of one of the boxes, I find a pink envelope with my name handwritten on the front. 

I open the envelope, and the note inside says, “Beautiful things for my beautiful love.” Then it’s signed with only an H. 

My insides begin to flutter. 

I untie the black ribbon on the first box and find inside a stunning white strapless corset made of silk and lace with matching white lace thong panties. I have memories of other lingerie that Harrison had given me in the past. None of them have ever been pure and white, though.

“That will look amazing on you against your silky tanned skin,” Harrison says quietly from behind me. 

“I love it! Thank you.”

“You are welcome, but you have not finished yet. Open the other boxes.”

Smiling shyly, I grab the most massive box and gasp when I open the lid. “Harrison! You shouldn’t have done this! You spoil me!”

Inside the box are three stunning dresses. “Of course, I should do this for you. Besides, it’s with selfish motives.” 

He moves to stand beside me, pulls a dress out of the stack, and then announces, “Here, this is the one.” A champagne-colored dress with intricate beadwork and diagonal rows of delicate French lace. It is just perfect and expensive. 

“I can’t wait to see you in this. You will find shoes and other accessories in the rest of the boxes. I will meet you on the terrace when you have finished dressing.” I watch as he slips through the bedroom door, noting that he is still wearing a white robe, looking sexy. 

I slip on the slinky silky dress, and as promised, I find a pair of strappy rose gold heels and a strand of freshwater pearls. As I touch up my lips with some pale gloss, I stop to admire my reflection. I love how the dress conforms to my body and silently hope that he likes what he sees after all the effort that he has made. 

Suddenly feeling self-conscious and a bit overdressed, I walk out onto the terrace with the clicking of my heels piercing the peaceful evening. Harrison turns to look at me, and my breath hits the back of my throat. He is wearing a gorgeous smile, and with that, a flowing pale blue linen shirt rolled up at the sleeves with a pair of white linen pants. No shoes. 

He advances toward me and hands me a tall crystal glass of champagne.

“You look stunning.” He breathes in my ear before kissing me on my cheek. 

“Thanks to your splendid taste!” I reply, “And might I add that you look handsome tonight.”

He smirks, then kisses my shoulder as he walks past me with his eyes beckoning me to follow him. 

He turns to me, then says, “Oh, and lose the shoes.” 

Relieved, I take the shoes off and carefully place them on one of the chaise lounges. They are Jimmy Choo heels, after all. Way above my pay grade, I lament. 

I follow him past the pool and down the steps to the beach, where I notice a low table in the sand, with a white tablecloth and small candles in clear holders. A white blanket lays in the sand and a mound of white and aqua blue paisley print throw pillows. For a finishing touch, a large bouquet of fragrant tropical flowers is in a vase on the cement retaining wall behind the table. 

“Harrison! This spread is amazing!”

“I’m glad that you are pleased. I want tonight to be perfect.”

My heart is singing right now. I am amazed at how the mogul is evolving from a man who was all-business and elusive to a man who truly enjoys making me feel loved. 

Just as I am about to share my thoughts, a man arrives with a tray balanced on his left arm. 

“Please take a seat,” Harrison says while pulling out a low-lying chair for me. I wrangle my body down into the chair, thankful that the dress is short.  

We sit down to a perfect island meal of a trio of locally caught fish with mango salsa and caramelized onion, served with roasted potatoes and julienned carrots on the side. A generous-sized bottle of chilled champagne is ready in an ice bucket, which we save for afterward. 

As dinner ends, Harrison grabs my hand over the table.

Looking me in my eyes over the moon and candlelight, he says in a tender voice, “Danielle, I love who I am when I am with you. You have no idea how fast my heart beats when I look at you.” He pauses, takes a breath, then continues, “Being with you makes me feel alive, and I strive to be a better person. Each day, I find myself falling deeper in love with you.” 

Releasing my hand, he drops to his knees before me, and grabbing both of my hands in his, he looks deep into my eyes, “I want to be the reason that you wake up smiling every morning and the reason you go to bed happy. You are everything I want and, more importantly, what I need.”

The tears start to swell in my eyes. Is this going where I think it’s going? I begin to tremble. Not out of fear but out of happiness and joy. 

He reaches into his pants pocket and produces a black velvet box. As he pops the box open, my breath quickens as I bite my bottom lip. “I just want to make you happy.” Then he pulls out the most stunning diamond ring, a princess-cut solitaire with pave diamonds in a double row around the band. My heart skips a few beats as I hold my breath, trying to take it all in. 

I gasp, “Oh, Harrison, what does this mean?” I stutter as I struggle with my thoughts.  

“I want to start living the rest of my life...forever is now. Make me the happiest man in the world. Will you marry me?” 

I look from the ring box to his beautiful questioning face, and while my mind processes what is happening and my heart is bursting, I blurt, “Yes...a million times, yes, I will marry you!”

He cuts me off, and his mouth seals over mine. Our tongues find each other with deep, pure passion. Breaking our embrace, he gazes at me with his sincere, loving eyes, “I am going to make you the happiest woman alive.”

Sliding the ring onto my left ring finger, he kisses my hand and then whispers, “I love you.” 

“I love you too, Harrison. But you should know, you have already made me the happiest woman in the world. I can think of nothing else I would rather do than spend the rest of my life with you.” I pause, and then dread sinks into the pit of my stomach. “But Harrison, how are we able to get married? The whole world thinks you are engaged to Marion.”

“Don’t worry; the situation has been handled. I hate to discuss this now; it ruins the mood, don’t you think?” 

“I don’t want to ruin the mood, but it’s important.”

“You’re right. I might as well get this out of the way. I will give you a short and simplified version of the story. When I went to the Cayman’s before I came here, I met with the bank manager and asked him to discreetly track down the deposits that had been made in my name. Before I arrived on Friday, the Bank’s fraud department found an electronic trail to the originating bank account where Marion was stashing the funds. In short, I recovered the funds and returned them to Towers Enterprises in Montreal. Though it is much more complicated than that, the money is back where it belongs, and since the bank can show where the trail of fraud began, I’m off the hook. So now, either she walks away quietly and leaves us alone, or she will go to prison. I am sure that she will choose the former.”

“Okay, I am slightly confused! You had the funds wired to Towers Enterprises, not Holdings? 

“Right, remember that there is a difference. My company is Holdings; my father’s company is Enterprises.”

“Oh, of course! Sorry, I knew that!” 

“It’s okay. Many are confused. Now, enough about Marion. Let us not waste another minute of our time together talking about all that unpleasantness. I want to focus on the here and now.” He insists.

“I completely agree,” I say, smiling with relief calming my nerves, 

He then gets up and disappears up the stairs. 

I breathe another sigh of relief.  After everything that monster has put us through, may that woman rot in her misery. It’s hard to believe there are women like her in the world. It must be a sad life to live. 

I hear a sexy tune start to play. It seems to be coming from the terrace. Soon after, Harrison returns and extends his hand; he asks, “May I have this dance, my love?” 

Reaching for his hand, he pulls me up from my seat with so much vigor that I spring right into his arms. Staring up into his eyes, I know I could get lost forever in the depths of his soul. He leans down and seals his lips over mine in a soft yet passionate kiss. A kiss says to me that I never want to let him go.  

Dancing under the moon, cheek-to-cheek, it feels good to be in his strong embrace where I feel safer than I have in a very long time.  

We stop dancing, and Harrison turns me toward the water and places his arms around my waist. Gazing into the moonlit sea, we silently sway in unison to the music playing in the background. Not a person, boat, or home is in sight. 

This moment is all ours. 

Taking me by the hand, he leads me back to the cushions in the sand and beckons me with his eyes to follow his lead. He lays on the multitude of pillows and watches me intently as I arrange myself on the pillows next to him. 

Once again, his mouth finds mine, and we connect in a passionate kiss while his hands run the length of my body, kneading and caressing me to the point where I am practically choking on desire. 

Reaching behind me, he unzips the dress and helps me wriggle out of the silk, depositing it to the side of our little love nest. 

Plucking at my thongs, he rips the sides and removes them with capable, eager hands tossing them into the sand. Without saying a word, he removes his clothes and rubs himself on me. I slide my hands down and pull him to me, but he does not penetrate. Instead, he continues to kiss me deeply and tease me so much that I can’t handle it. I grab his hardness, sliding it inside just a little bit. He moans, and his body tenses. I remove him and begin stroking him while kissing intensely. I repeat my previous move; only this time, I stick him in a little deeper. The look of pure torture is on his face.

“Put me inside you. I want to be inside of you now!” He growls. 

Not able to take the waiting anymore myself, I grab him and pull him to me, his body plunging deep. Taking me slowly and passionately, kissing me all over, I part my legs so he can go deeper inside me. I can tell he is preparing for his finale, so I arch my back and grab onto his hips to steady myself. My body envelops his length as every muscle in my core tightens, preparing for the roller coaster of release I am waiting for.

With one final plunge, I scream his name as we arrive at the final destination in unison, convulsing in a passionate frenzy. His hips still thrust against mine as the aftershocks have taken over his body. 
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