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      Some men counted sheep to fall asleep. Investigative journalist Hugh Duncan used those restless hours to people-watch.

      Peering out the dark windows overlooking a deserted stretch of Miami’s South Beach, he strolled through a quiet lounge at the back of the posh resort he’d been tapped to report on for a regional news outlet. At 4:30 in the morning, the raucous partiers who had populated the hotel’s nightclub had just stumbled out into the early morning air, leaving this section of the resort suddenly quiet.

      Secretive.

      Padding through the art deco-style lounge, Hugh searched for a diversion to occupy his mind. He rarely fell asleep before daybreak, preferring to roam the streets of whatever city he happened to inhabit, searching for his next story. Some kind of intrigue to write about, dissect, rant over.

      Nine times out of ten, he unearthed a story by simply watching. Observing details in a manner he’d come to realize was unique. He’d always been able to fixate on the small, the seemingly insignificant. It gave him an edge as an investigative reporter.

      It also annoyed the hell out of most people, but how many guys had turned their most irritating habit into a Pulitzer? Annoying or not, he continued to indulge the practice, even in the case of stories he didn’t want to write.

      Like this one. An insubstantial assignment more suited to a features reporter than an investigative journalist, but his editor was determined to take a piece out of Hugh’s hide for an article he’d written drawing attention to various issues of journalistic integrity within the paper. The piece had gotten more clicks than anything written that year, but it had stirred trouble for the newspaper’s higher-ups.

      As if a month’s worth of crappy assignments would make Hugh stop writing stories that needed to be told. He debated going to the union with the issue, but he really didn’t want to create more bad blood in the department.

      Assuming he could find something remotely interesting to write about here.

      Frustrated that South Beach’s most notoriously hedonistic resort could be so damn quiet, he paused in front of an erotic painting. Georgia O’Keefe-like in its simplicity, the image of a red poppy in bloom bore disconcerting resemblance to feminine genitals. Then again, maybe men who’d been without companionship for as long as he had started seeing sexual imagery everywhere.

      Pivoting away from the picture with a curse, he searched for an exit out to the South Beach strip to entertain himself when a woman’s voice lifted in song caught his ear.

      Whoever warbled out “Summer Wind” might not have the greatest vocal ability, but he had to appreciate the musical selection. And the enthusiasm behind the rendition.

      He ignored the “Employees Only” signs on a door to follow the source of the singing. He could claim a distant, step-cousin-ish relationship to one of the resort owners since his uncle had married founding partner Brianne Wolcott’s mother at some point. Of course, his whole family was one big mass of step-this and ex-step-that so he’d never actually met Brianne. No one in the Duncan or Simmons families had much of a track record in the marriage and family department.

      Still, the relationship ought to be enough to justify his presence in the Employees Only section.

      Scents of garlic and basil hung in the air as he neared the kitchen, making his gut rumble. When was the last time he’d eaten? Snacking wasn’t usually a part of his late-night rambles, but the distinct aroma of Italian cooking made him rethink his nocturnal traditions.

      He paused outside the door that seemed to be the source of the incredible aromas, the feminine voice within hitting a high note and luring him with her siren’s song.

      Curiosity beyond professional interest pulled him closer to the doorway. The dynamic Sinatra rendition, even without musical accompaniment, coupled with the incredible scents had him salivating for a glimpse of the songstress. Maybe the poppy picture had gone to his head.

      Damned suggestive artwork.

      With the stealth that had long supported his nightly habit, Hugh nudged open the door and edged his way into the room. Only to discover his efforts to be sneaky were completely unnecessary. Because the singer in the center of the kitchen remained oblivious to his entry.

      The woman held a wooden spoon in one hand and a bag of decorator frosting in the other as she whirled between a granite-topped island and an eight-burner cooking range loaded with steaming cauldrons. Dancing as she worked, the petite brunette in a sexy-as-hell red dress did a bump and grind as she bent over a shiny aluminum cookie sheet and applied frosting to some confection or another. Her abundant hair was pinned up on the back of her head in a confining net, but a few wavy strands escaped to bounce in time with the rest of her.

      As her voice died on the final strains of her song, he debated breaking into applause. Which in itself was odd when he’d always been a disinterested bystander on previous nighttime wanderings. Why the sudden urge to blow his cover and announce himself to this brown-eyed beauty?

      Maybe it had something to do with the fact that she emanated more physical presence than many men twice her size. Or maybe it was because her dress happened to be the exact shade of the provocative poppy flower he’d spied in the hallway.

      Then again, maybe it was simply because he’d never seen a woman so full of life she practically bubbled over like one of those steaming pots on the stove. Before Hugh could make up his mind to reveal himself or not, the woman launched into “Witchcraft” as she twirled over to the range top to stir a cast-iron Dutch oven wafting the rich aroma of what could only be spaghetti sauce. She dipped her wooden spoon into the first batch and spun it clockwise, counterclockwise, then back again before moving to the next pot where she repeated the process.

      He watched, mesmerized, as the woman worked her own brand of witchcraft on him. Since when did he go for domestic goddesses? His tastes usually ran to women on a mission. Only serious, crusader types need apply. And this woman looked about as far from serious as a man could get. Especially when she licked the remnants of spaghetti sauce off the ladle after stirring the final pot.

      She flung the instrument into a sink and paused in her singing long enough to kiss her fingertips in the effusive gesture that meant “delicious.”

      Damned if he didn’t feel that kiss from all the way across the cavernous room. The wealth of cool, stainless steel surfaces in the industrial kitchen didn’t come close to making the space less intimate.

      Intrigued for all the wrong reasons, Hugh settled a shoulder into a wall of locked rolling carts filled with clean dishes. He tried not to think about the exposé he needed to write on Club Paradise in order to barter his journalistic freedom back from his editor and told himself it would be okay to mix business with pleasure just this once.

      For all he knew, maybe the wild-eyed brunette would be the key to his first lead.
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        * * *

      

      Some women belted out Halleluiahs when times were good. Giselle Cesare preferred Sinatra.

      She tossed in a few extra choruses of “Witchcraft” just because she couldn’t bear for the song to end. Times were definitely good.

      After too many years of being watched over, protected and insulated from as many life experiences as possible by her family, the head chef and part owner of Club Paradise finally had a window of delicious freedom. Mouth-watering opportunity.

      She didn’t intend to waste a second of it.

      Tangoing her way across the kitchen in her socks—-a transgression she never allowed herself during business hours—-Giselle relished the cool feel of ceramic tile beneath her feet as she arrived at the pantry. Humming and rummaging around for the fresh fruit she’d bought the morning before, she transitioned straight into “The Way You Look Tonight” as her fingers seized the prize she sought.

      A pomegranate.

      Giddy pleasure ran through her veins at the mixture of sensual thoughts that swirled around her head. A taste of the delicious fruit she held would be the first of many indulgences in the week ahead.

      Now that her brother Renzo was off on his honeymoon and her brother Nico was on the road with the hockey team he coached, Giselle had no burly protectors to scare away potential suitors. No hulking bodyguards to intimidate her dates into keeping their hands to themselves.

      This week, she would date whoever she pleased and lure the right man as far as she dared.

      Which was very far indeed. Single men of South Beach be warned. Giselle Cesare was very much on the prowl.

      And hungry.

      As long as no food critics showed up this week and the club continued to increase revenues—- a likely event now that they’d shaken off some of the scandals attached to the business-- life promised to be very, very good.

      In celebration, she pirouetted on her toes until the silky red skirt of her dress twirled out from her body, exposing her thighs to a rush of breezy air ala Marilyn Monroe.

      Laughing,she spun faster to keep her short skirt airborne. Her toes ate up the tile as she crossed the kitchen, faster and faster until⁠—-

      “Oh!” she yelped aloud as a man caught her eye from the edges of her peripheral vision.

      A grinning, gorgeous man.

      She nearly tripped in her rush to halt herself, feet tangling in confusion. Gorgeous men never magically appeared in her kitchen.

      Then again, she usually had her very own gargoyles posted around the entrance to any room she happened to occupy. Is this how easy it would be to find a hot guy if she had been born into the world without a troop of overbearing brothers?

      Heart slamming an erratic pace between the dancing and the sudden sight of the newcomer, Giselle took a deep breath and tried to gather her composure in front of a man she assumed must be a resort guest.

      “I hate to disappoint you if you were looking for a late night snack, but the kitchen is officially closed.” She sounded breathless, but hoped he thought that was because of the dancing.

      And while her words weren’t exactly the kind of come-on line she issued effortlessly to men in her dreams, she was rusty at this.

      The raised an eyebrow, never shifting his lazy stance against her stainless steel rolling cart full of sterilized dishes.

      “Officially closed? Does that mean all the activity going on in here is of an unofficial nature?” He sounded amused at the prospect.

      Was he laughing at her song and dance routine with his sly smile and all-the-time-in-the-world body language?

      She examined his striking green eyes set in an angular face more closely. His hair was every bit as dark as her own, sort of brown bordering on black, but his skin lacked the bronze hue of her Italian heritage. She wondered if he had Irish ancestry. Or maybe those deep green eyes were making her see something that wasn’t there.

      He possessed a lean, rangy body with none of her brothers’ muscle bulk. Yet he had a definite don’t-mess-with-me stance that suggested he could hold his own.

      She took in the dark khakis and black T-shirt covered by an unbuttoned jacket. With the eye of a woman who’d bought dozens of shoes for her four brothers over the years, Giselle recognized expensive leather moccasins that had seen some high mileage. In fact, from the lightly scratched face of the understated gold timepiece he wore to the premature laugh lines around his eyes, everything about the man said he’d seen a lot of living although he couldn’t be too many years past thirty.

      And the heat emanating from those green eyes assured her he wasn’t laughing at her.

      A hungry shiver rippled over her skin.

      “Unofficially, I’m doing some prep work for tomorrow,” she admitted, juggling the pomegranate to a nearby counter as she blew a stray lock of hair from one eye. Why, oh why did she have to reek of garlic when she met the most intriguing man she’d laid eyes on in more years than she could count? “Giselle Cesare, executive chef.”

      He straightened as he reached for her hand. “Hugh Duncan. Nice to meet you.”

      If she thought it odd that he didn’t follow her lead and mention a little something about himself, she forgot all about it when his fingers enveloped hers. The warmth of his touch surrounded her palm, communicating some spark of life force that made her tingle with awareness.

      Hello.

      Her whole body sat up and took notice.

      “Do you always have this much fun working, Giselle?” He relinquished her hand too soon, leaving her feeling just a tad bereft without the electric buzz of his touch.

      “No. Tonight is special because I’m celebrating.”

      “I take it if you refer to 4:30 a.m. as tonight, that means you’re a night owl who hasn’t gone to bed yet instead of a morning person who likes to rise before dawn?”

      “Mornings are for sleeping,” she confirmed, although a man like Hugh Duncan could inspire a woman to use the morning for other things.

      “I have to admit you’ve got me curious.” Hugh pinned her with a level look, his green eyes divining too much.

      Had she spoken her wayward thoughts aloud?

      “What exactly are you celebrating?” he prodded when she remained silent.

      Relieved he hadn’t somehow read her mind, Giselle backed up a step and gestured to him to follow her deeper into the kitchen. “Why don’t you have a seat and I’ll tell you? The kitchen may be closed, but that doesn’t mean I can’t locate something snack-able for a fellow night owl.”

      That was safe enough to offer, right? He wore no wedding band. Not that a girl could count on a missing ring as evidence of no commitment. She had learned that the painful way the last time her brothers had been out of town over a year ago.

      “I wouldn’t want to impose.” His gaze moved around the kitchen with unhurried thoroughness. “But it’s not often I run into such a tempting offer.” Assessing green eyes locked on her.

      “Come on then.” She led him toward a small table and hesitated. “It’s definitely not an imposition and I’d be glad for the company.”

      Still she hesitated. Because now the whole awkward issue of whether or not he was married danced irritatingly around her brain. After the major screw-up she’d committed by sleeping with a married man who’d claimed he was single, she needed to clear the air straight out of the gate.

      “But?” Hugh Duncan stared at her with patient eyes, his slow pace putting her so much more at ease than her  in-your-face family where everyone competed to talk at once.

      “But I just want to make sure you’re not married or anything. Are you?” She’d rushed the words out so fast she’d be lucky if he’d been able to decode them. “Married, I mean.”

      To his credit, he didn’t laugh. If Nico was here, he would have busted a gut over her garbled query. Instead, Hugh simply met her gaze with unblinking sincerity. “No. One would hope that if I had a wife, I wouldn’t be crawling the halls of a singles hotel at this hour.”

      Relief mingled with a quick pang of envy for the picture he created. Too bad most men didn’t view marriage that way. The philanderer she’d gotten caught up with most certainly hadn’t given a rip about being part of South Beach’s singles’ scene despite his wedding vows.

      Giselle withdrew the chair from the table and nudged it in his direction.

      “Then by all means, Hugh, have a seat while I find something to tempt you with.” She flashed him her best flirtatious smile and hummed a few more bars of “The Way You Look Tonight.”

      What to feed a man one wanted to seduce?

      She’d been given an ideal window of opportunity with the sexy stud in her kitchen and now she’d even been granted the chance to cook for him when the culinary arts were her lone claim to fame. If she couldn’t reel this guy in, she had no one to blame but herself.

      Sure the spaghetti sauce she had simmering on the stove would be delicious, but it didn’t really send the right message. The pomegranate on the counter was one of the most sensual fruits in the world, but it could be messy if he had no experience eating one.

      Then there was her specialty, the erotic pastries all of South Beach had gone wild for since the restaurant opened a few months ago. What man could resist light, flaky pastries shaped like a woman’s breasts and filled with sweet vanilla cream? He’d be putty in her hands in no time.

      And maybe Giselle would have a shot at remembering what a man-induced orgasm felt like.

      She already had her head buried in the refrigerator when she heard his chair scrape along the ceramic tile. She peered out at him while she dragged essentials from the icebox. He seemed to be getting more comfortable, pivoting in his seat to face her, stretching out his long legs. She recognized the distinctively male posture from life with her four brothers—take up as much space as possible.

      “Are you going to give me a hint what you’re celebrating, or am I going to have to guess?” He propped an elbow on the table.

      “You’d never guess.” She set the pastry in a low temperature oven to take the chill off while she stirred a small batch of frosting in a peachy, skin-tone shade.

      Glancing at the difference between her own skin and the fair hue of the frosting, Giselle added a dash of brown to the mixture. If the man was going to be thinking about breasts, he might as well at least be thinking about the proper pair.

      “I don’t know about that. I’m a pretty good guesser.” He scrubbed a thoughtful hand along a squared jaw. “Any woman singing Sinatra probably has romance on her mind.”

      She stopped stirring.

      “Romance?” Odd how the word made her nervous.

      “Yeah. You know—- one man, one woman and a lot of sparks?” He crossed his feet at the ankles as if content to play guessing games.

      And he was surprisingly good at them.

      Slowly, she began to stir again. “I might have been thinking about sparks, I’ll grant you that much.”

      She wanted to glance his way again as she pulled the pastry out of the oven, but to create an erotic confectionary masterpiece she needed to concentrate on the task at hand.

      “She says yes to sparks while romance remains questionable.” Hugh seemed to mull over the notion, the words spoken more softly than the rest. “I’d have to say that means you were celebrating a wild, out-of-control affair. Am I getting closer?”

      The deep timbre of his voice in her kitchen did wicked things to her insides as she frosted the treat and put the finishing touches on the nipples with tiny pieces of cherry.

      “You’re definitely getting closer.” Her words ended on a husky note as she eased the pastry onto a small silver serving dish and dusted powdered sugar around the rim. “I was simply celebrating the freedom to have a wild, out of control affair since my watchdog big brothers are all far away from South Beach this weekend.”

      She hoped she didn’t overplay her hand as she swayed her hips with blatant suggestiveness when she walked toward him with the plate.

      “All that singing and dancing over a basic freedom like the ability to conduct a sensual interlude?” His eyes lingered on her hips before lifting to meet her gaze. “It stirs the imagination to think how you might react when faced with a man who would give his right arm for a chance at that kind of encounter with you.”

      She paused beside him, her legs mere inches from where his sprawled across the floor. Heat crawled over her skin and made her tingle with anticipation. But it was nothing compared to the flash fire that sizzled through her when she leaned forward to set his plate on the table. Her breasts moved through his line of sight, almost close enough to his mouth to feel his breath.

      Or so she wanted to think. Her heart pounded so hard it was a wonder he didn’t see it.

      “No need to use your imagination.” Straightening, she took shallow breaths in the too-warm air. “All you have to do is take a peek at the dish I’ve made you to see what I would do to tempt that sort of man.”
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      Normally, Hugh didn’t enjoy surprises. He’d learned at an early age that being unprepared could have dangerous consequences, and he’d forged a personal quest to make sure his stories kept people so informed they’d never be caught off guard.

      But Giselle’s late night offering was a far better sort of surprise.

      “What do you think?” She stood over him, the scent of her vanilla cream confection mingling with the more earthy, herbal aroma that clung to her skin.

      Even though he was curious to see her facial expression, to search for hints of the game she played in her mischievous dark brown eyes, Hugh couldn’t seem to tear his gaze from the bare pastry breasts served to him on a… no kidding.. silver platter.

      He sensed her shift beside him while he searched for the correct response. She tugged out the chair across from him and eased into it.

      Finally, he managed to look up at her, her own cleavage enticingly displayed in the killer scrap of red silk she wore for a dress. A plunging neckline edged in a tiny red ruffle framed the objects of his attention.

      “Quite honestly, they look delicious.” With an effort his gaze continued up to her face, her flirtatious smile and her sugar-streaked cheek. “I can hardly wait for a taste.”

      He reached across the table and swiped the powdered sugar smudge from one high cheekbone.

      She stilled beneath his touch, her skin as warm and soft as he imagined, before he pulled away to lick his finger.

      “Very sweet.” Desperate to distract himself before he leaned across the table for a more thorough sample, he scooped up the silver fork she’d provided and speared a bite.

      “Thank you.” She leaned back in her seat and tugged the netting off her hair, then pulled free a thin stick from the knot piled on top of her head. A silky brown mane fell about her shoulders while she tucked the stick into a black leather satchel alongside the table. “My pastries have developed quite a following.”

      Hugh watched the dance of her wavy hair against the smooth column of her neck as he swallowed another bite of sweet pastry and wondered when he’d ever been so sensually bombarded on all levels. For a man accustomed to an austere existence on the road in one unstable foreign country after another, Giselle Cesare provided an electric jolt to his system.

      “I can see why. Tasty as well as provocative. You don’t find that too often in a food.”

      She quirked a dark eyebrow while a smile played about her lips. “Then you don’t know your foods well enough. Spend a little time with a chef and you’ll change your mind on that score.”

      He would have jumped at the chance if his mouth hadn’t been full. And perhaps that was a good thing, he realized as he gulped another bite, because he needed to think carefully about his next steps with a woman connected to the topic of his next assignment.

      He’d been ticked off about writing about the scandal-ridden resort in the first place. Now, he had all the more reason to resent the task since the fallout could have consequences for the sexy chef smiling up at him. He’d have to reassess his options. Figure out an angle that wouldn’t intersect with Giselle’s domain.

      “So what do you do besides roam hallways at the crack of dawn?” She swiped a delicate finger through the powdered sugar on the edge of his plate, taking a small taste. “Are you a hotel guest? A nightclub partier who didn’t heed the last call?”

      Ah damn.

      “I’m a local, but I’ve been out of the country for the last few months and I’m settling back into the rhythm of South Beach. I followed the crowd into the Moulin Rouge Lounge around midnight.” He hadn’t gleaned much about the place between the loud music and the packed spaces, but then again, his motivation level was pretty low “I checked out the club, strolled the beach, and next thing you know it was closing time.”

      “Next thing you know?” She rolled her eyes. “That’s four hours. I’m too impatient to do anything for four hours. Even when I cook, I need three things going at once.” She gestured toward the stove where the pots simmered away. “And I’m pretty sure I’ve never ‘strolled’ at any time in my life.”

      Somehow that didn’t surprise him. He pointed his fork in her direction. “You’re a high energy person.”

      “Exactly. I’ve never been very good at waiting for anything and even back in my clubbing days I never spent four hours at any single place. It was more of a trick to see how many places I could hit in that much time, you know?”

      “You miss all the best parts when you rush.”

      She crossed her legs, extending one gorgeous calf toward him and inviting memories of what her legs had looked like as she twirled around the kitchen before. He’d never forget the sight of her bright red panties against her dusky skin.

      She tucked a strand of wavy brown hand behind one ear. “What do you do when you’re out of the country? Do you travel for your job?”

      He could hardly sidestep a direct question. He hoped she didn’t show him the door.

      “I’m a journalist for the Miami paper.” He didn’t want to get into the whys and wherefores of his role there given the fact that he was only at Club Paradise because his editor was annoyed with him. “I thought I’d check out the resort on an informal basis before I make an official visit for a story.”

      She didn’t need to know about the angle his editor wanted. Especially when Hugh still hoped he could find something more interesting to write about.

      Giselle paled a few shades. Backed up visibly. “A reporter? From the Herald?”

      “I am. Is that a problem? Do you have an axe to grind with the media?” She wouldn’t be the first person to view a reporter in a less than favorable light. He just hoped she wouldn’t rule out a date with him on the basis of his job.

      Because one way or another, he wanted to learn everything there was to know about Giselle Cesare.
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        * * *

      

      Please say she did not just serve an erotic pastry to a potential food critic from the biggest newspaper in the southeast.

      Giselle had worked too hard to distinguish herself as an up and coming chef. She’d poured every last dime of her share of the family inheritance on a quarter share of the resort ownership. No way could she afford to lose that money by screwing up this badly.

      Since when did food critics appear in commercial kitchens in the pre-dawn hours? He did say something about looking around informally before he did a real story, right? Maybe there was still time to salvage his opinion of the place.

      Leaping out of her chair, she set aside all thoughts of seducing Hugh Duncan. Right now, her sole concern was  what she could feed him that didn’t involve naughty depictions of female body parts.

      “An axe to grind? Who me?” Her laughter sounded overbright even to her own ears. “Absolutely not. Would you like to try some calamari? It’s a house specialty in our Mediterranean dining room.”

      Did he know the resort boasted three different eating facilities? She had no idea how familiar he would be with the way her kitchen operated.

      Tugging open the refrigerator she stared into it, waiting for culinary inspiration to strike while a nervous sweat broke out across her brow. How had her day plummeted from awesome to awful in the course of half an hour?

      She jumped when Hugh appeared at her side. The warmth of his body so close to hers stirred the attraction she felt for him, but she ignored it. Slammed a mental door on it. Commanded her neurons to reroute a new path when it came to thinking about this man.

      “I’m not hungry for anything but conversation,” his voice hummed through her on a low vibration like a stroke to her skin. “Care to join me?”

      He held his empty plate in his hand and she seized it, focusing on food. Service. Professionalism.

      “I’ll take that for you.” She let the refrigerator close behind her. “And I can do conversation. Did you want to take a tour of the dining areas while we talk?”

      Of course, taking a walk meant she damn well better put her shoes on. What if he included in his review the fact he’d caught her in the kitchen in socks? She’d be doomed to health code violation hell.

      Health department aside, if the review of her restaurants sucked, her partners would kick her out as an owner. She’d never escape the smothering hold of the Cesare clan who’d always seemed to believe she couldn’t make it in the world without their help.

      When she started to slide a foot into the ankle boots  she’d kicked off earlier, Hugh’s hands rested lightly on her shoulders.

      “Wait a second.” Briefly, his fingers grazed the soft terrain at the base of her neck before disappearing again.

      She blinked up at him. Waiting. Her body lit up inside from that moment when his hands had been on the silk of her dress, the warmth permeating the fabric as if it wasn’t even there.

      “What did I miss here?” Hugh shook his head, his brow wrinkled in obvious confusion. “We went from racy flirtation to I-can’t-stand-the-heat-so-let’s-get-the-hell-out-of-the-kitchen, and I’m not quite sure how it happened.”

      She bit her lip. Unsure how to answer.

      “You seemed upset that I work for the paper,” he reminded her.

      He hadn’t made it a question, yet he seemed content to wait for her to speak. To explain herself.

      “I’ve been trying to get someone from the Herald out here for weeks to review my food.” She cleared her throat in an effort to remove the hesitant sound from her voice. She wouldn’t compound tonight’s problem by appearing ungrateful to the unsuspecting food critic who only wanted a taste test and wound up walking in on the chef flashing her panties in a moment of unbridled enthusiasm. “And while I realize it is often customary to make a surprise visit to a restaurant in order to sample the average food preparation capabilities on any given night, I can guarantee that my welcome would have been much different if you’d made your visit during business hours.”

      Hugh raised both hands in a gesture of surrender. “I’m no food critic, if that’s what you’re thinking.”

      “Yet you’re here from the newspaper and you’re working on a story about the club.” She lifted a skeptical brow. Just because she’d never seen the man’s name on a restaurant review didn’t mean he couldn’t write one.

      “Yes.” He frowned, perhaps realizing how unconvincing he sounded. “But I haven’t even thought of what angle I’m going to take on the story yet, so I’m not sure that food will come into play.”

      Wariness remained. A reporter who hadn’t committed to an angle yet? She needed to be on guard. There had been plenty of press coverage about Club Paradise’s former ownership skipping town with the profits and leaving their families responsible for the organization’s debts. But lately—after early skepticism about the hotel’s rebrand from a couple’s haven to a singles playground—the media had been mostly positive.

      “Well just in case, I’m going to make certain I don’t feed you any more R-rated cream puffs, okay?” She finished putting her shoes on and edged a little closer to eye-level with Hugh Duncan as she did.

      The bright green of his steady gaze made her belly turn a little flip. What a waste that this man had just happened to walk into her life at one of the few times she could have actually had some fun with him and now she’d need to keep her hands off.

      Fate had a cruel sense of humor.

      Hugh peered over the progress of her spaghetti sauce on the stove. “Then how about we forget all about food and restaurants and go for a walk on the beach? Assuming you can leave the sauce, that is. I have no idea how much babysitting this sort of thing requires.”

      Did he mean that? A food critic would most certainly know more about cooking. But she couldn’t be too careful.

      “It needs to simmer for hours. But isn’t there some sort of ethical problem with me…fraternizing with a journalist doing a story on my resort?”

      He shrugged. “Every good reporter needs primary source material.” He glanced down at her heeled boots. “Those shoes will never cut it on the beach though.”

      “You’re really serious? You want to walk on the beach at this hour?” Whatever capacity Hugh was here in, Giselle had to admit she found his unique brand of charm disarming.

      Her brothers would have warned her that no woman belonged in a deserted area like the beach alone at this hour. But she wouldn’t be alone, would she?

      Hugh offered his arm. “If we hurry we can still see the sunrise.”

      He’d appealed to the one hot button Giselle had never been able to resist—her sense of adventure.

      Even knowing she’d probably regret it, Giselle didn’t stand a chance of saying no. With the strains of Sinatra growing louder in the back of her mind, she reached for his arm. She hoped she could still convince him to write a positive piece about the resort. And, if he wrote it soon, maybe she could still find a way to take this sexy stranger to her bed before her week of freedom ended.
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        * * *

      

      Hugh watched Giselle chase a flock of seagulls, her laughter ringing out as her feet kicked up sand behind her. Her high heels dispensed on the sprawling back patio of Club Paradise long ago, she waved her arms at the retreating cloud of white feathers while the two of them trekked back toward the resort.

      The sensuous woman who baked erotic pastries and sang while she cooked obviously harbored another side. The joyful free spirit who had waded into the Atlantic all the way to her hips seemed a bit at odds with the seductress he’d met in the kitchen. He hadn’t forgotten the way she’d spun on her toes in the provocative red dress, her dark eyes full of naughty promise as she served him breast-shaped pastries topped with cherry nipples.

      She turned to him now, the coppery stands interwoven in her hair glinting in the warm pink light cast by the rising sun.

      She’d brought peaches to the beach with them and she ate hers with relish, the juice spilling down her chin as she waited for him to catch up.

      The longer he spent with her, the more determined he became to find an angle for his story that wouldn’t impact her. He could focus on the past ownership, perhaps. Find out where all the former swindler owners were in hiding with their ill-gotten gains from Club Paradise. So far, only one of them had been charged for crimes related to the money they’d stolen from the business accounts. Reporting like that could only help Giselle.

      As he came shoulder to shoulder with her, she fell into step beside him. “The sunrise is gorgeous. I can’t believe how many times I’ve seen the sun come up through the windows of the hotel and yet I’ve never hauled my butt out here to be a part of it.”

      Shading her eyes, she scanned the horizon, balancing the last of her peach between two fingers.

      He could have stared at her all day, taking in the little details about her full, juice-slick lips or her curves in the fire engine red dress. But he wanted to know more about her than just the superficial. He was curious about her, the woman beneath the sexy exterior.

      “I’ve missed Miami. I always like coming back to the great sunrises.” For years he’d tried to tell himself he didn’t have a home, that he was simply a wanderer by nature.

      But he’d been born here, still had a step-aunt in town that he liked to visit once in a while. He’d lived in Miami for nearly a decade before his mother took him abroad to be with her new husband in the Middle East. Only to be diplomatically trapped in a country that viewed he and his mother as “property” of the man she’d married for more months than he cared to remember.

      “You mentioned you were overseas until recently?” She tossed the peach pit in a trashcan as they moved closer to the hotel. “Was that for business or pleasure?”

      “I was in Spain on a work assignment.” Among other places, he’d needed to meet face to face with a handful of international sources that necessitated weeks of travel. “But it’s up to you whether or not we want to open that door. I don’t want you to think I’m mixing business with pleasure.”

      Pausing, she dug her toes into the soft white sand. “And which did we say this was again?”

      She made a back and forth gesture between them with her finger, referencing the spark of connection that linked them.

      He drew close to her, near enough to catch a hint of her fragrance beneath the earthy aromas of the kitchen that still clung to her. “I don’t know about you, but for me, this is definitely pleasure.”

      She nodded, a curly strand of her dark brown hair brushing her cheek. “Then maybe we could forget the business aspect of this relationship all together so we didn’t have to worry about it. I’ll be the first to admit I don’t know a damn thing about the newspaper business, but is there any chance you could hand off the story on Club Paradise to another reporter?” She drew an idle pattern in the sand with her toe. “I’m not just the chef in charge of overseeing the restaurants. I’m also a part owner in the corporation that runs the whole property, so if we were to, you know... take many walks on the beach together, it could get a little awkward.”

      Did she really say what he thought she just said? “Part owner?”

      “The controlling partnership is divided between me and three other women.” She met his gaze with a straightforward honesty too rare in people according to his experience.

      He’d read all about the split ownership in his research, and knew a little bit about if from letters he’d exchanged with his aunt. He didn’t have a chance to mention it before Giselle hastened on.

      “Two of us were working at the club last year when the former owners fled and cleaned out the business accounts—including payroll. The other two women who joined us were connected to the old partnership. We pulled together to keep the business afloat and create something bigger and better.”

      Ah damn. All of which he’d gleaned from the old articles he’d printed off on Club Paradise. Even though he’d never actually met his sort-of distant cousin Brianne to quiz her about the resort, plenty had been written about the embezzlement scandal attached to the hotel’s former incarnation as a popular couples resort.

      But he’d been too furious about an assignment he’d considered beneath him to really pay much attention to the names of the key players.

      Apparently he’d started off his job by drooling over one of them.

      “That might be a problem.” For the first time in his journalism career, he knew a moment’s regret at having so thoroughly aggravated his editor. “I definitely don’t have the option of handing off this assignment.”

      A fact he regretted all the more the longer he stared at the amazing woman in front of him. A guy didn’t stumble into a walking sensual feast like Giselle Cesare every day.

      “But you don’t have an ethics problem with hanging out with me even though you might have to write about the restaurant, right?” She edged forward a bit, her lips suddenly much too near his own for any rational thought to actually take place.

      “No.” Of course there wouldn’t be an ethics problem if he wrote a simple freaking piece on the food.

      Unfortunately, he’d never written just a simple story on anything in his entire career.

      “Then there shouldn’t be any problem if I decided to do this...” She stretched up on her toes and wrapped her arms around his neck, planting her mouth on his in a kiss that would have set off fire alarms if they’d been indoors.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Three

          

        

      

    

    
      For a woman who had built a career around understanding all the subtle nuances of taste, Giselle marveled that she couldn’t quite define the exquisite flavor of Hugh’s kiss.

      She’d been dying for a drink from his lips since the moment she’d laid eyes on him and had finally flung herself in his arms for lack of a better strategy. Now that she was right where she wanted to be, she struggled to identify the darkly complex taste of desire as intoxicating as any Burgundy wine. Her knees swayed at the onslaught of sensation and she held on to him for dear life on the quiet stretch of South Beach that didn’t normally see much action until noon.

      Lucky for her, she and Hugh were changing that in a hurry.

      “Giselle.” He murmured her name against her mouth, levering himself away from her by a fraction of an inch.

      She couldn’t seem to clear her head enough to answer. In fact, the only response she could think of involved more mind-drugging kisses. So she simply waited and tried to remember how to breathe.

      “You’re sure you’re okay with this? With me? The article?” He lifted a hand to her cheek and skimmed her jaw with his palm. His fingers toyed with a stray dark curl.

      “I’m very fine with this.” She had faith in her abilities as a chef and the more she talked to Hugh the stronger her impression that he wouldn’t use his position to hurt her or her business. “I think we can work around the article and not let it interfere with—-” She sidled closer, allowing her thigh to graze his. Heat streaked through her like a flash fire. “—-what we both want.”

      He caught her hips in his hands, steadied her when she would have fallen against him. He closed his eyes for a long moment, providing her with a secret thrill. Feminine intuition told her she was testing the man’s restraint and she really liked that idea.

      “Maybe you should make that decision after you see the article.” His green eyes bored into hers. Intent. Serious. And maybe a little worried? “I wouldn’t want you to ever regret having been with me.”

      Normally, when a man tried to protect her from anything, Giselle’s first instinct was to bristle. She’d been practically smothered to death by masculine attempts at protection in her family, so she didn’t usually appreciate it from anyone else. But the warm concern in Hugh’s eyes softened any resentment she might have felt.

      “How soon can you have your story written?” Patience wasn’t her strong suit on a good day. And this week she was operating on an even tighter schedule than normal given that one of her brothers would be back in a week.

      Nico had sent plenty of her dates running. No matter that women thought he was gorgeous, men gave him a wide berth. Something about his multiply broken nose spoke volumes, apparently. One glare from her brother made men stay far away from Giselle, too.

      She didn’t want to wait around only to have Hugh flee.

      His fingers slid along the silky fabric of her dress, whispered over her hips and up to her waist. “It will take me a few weeks to gather my research.”

      “Weeks?” She’d been wondering how she could wait a few hours.

      Hugh’s touch skated up her ribs, paused just beneath her breasts.

      “I like to be very thorough in my work.” His thumbs drew idle circles on her ribs just below the hem of her bra.

      “Oh really?” Awareness flared through her, made her breath catch in her throat while her breasts tingled and tightened in anticipation.

      Just looking at the man made her want to jump him. That sinfully dark hair falling over his brow combined with the thoughtful way he looked at her—and really saw her—made her want to tangle tongues, limbs and sheets with Hugh.

      “Definitely.” His hands flexed against her, pressing lightly into the folds of her dress. He leaned closer to whisper against her ear. “I never do anything in half measures.”

      Ooh. She liked the sound of that. And she most certainly liked the feel of what he was doing to her.

      She might have moved in for more kissing if she hadn’t caught a glimpse of movement on the beach a few feet away. An older couple Giselle recognized as guests at Club Paradise strolled past them, smiling and winking as they set out for a morning walk.

      Given the hour of the day, she really shouldn’t be openly trysting here, on the property of the business she ran. “You’re right. Patience could be a very good thing in this case.”

      She tugged him closer to one of the resort’s beachfront tiki huts that housed a mini-bar and a few stools for patrons seeking shelter from the sun.

      He followed her underneath the cool cover of dried palm leaves threaded through the framed roof. “Then you don’t mind waiting?”

      “Well I can’t wait for weeks.” Her protective force would be back in seven days. Surely he could write a story before then. Especially if given a little incentive.

      She slid her hand beneath his jacket to rest on the solid muscle of his chest. “How about if I help you with your research so you can finish up all the faster?”

      The wall of muscles rippled under her fingers.

      “Works for me.” His voice grew more strangled as she skimmed her fingers lower. He caught them in a steady grip, halted her progress just as she hit his abs. “My editor will coordinate the auxiliary stories off mine. In other words, if he wants to send a food critic, that’s her call, not mine. I tend to write more hard-hitting news.”

      “Hard hitting?” She frowned, not sure she liked the sound of that. Whatever happened to good old-fashioned fluff? She decided not to mention her favorite part of the paper was the society page.

      “Yeah. Something with some news value.” He propped an elbow on the bar as he warmed to his topic. “I’ve been meaning to take a closer look at the reports on the scandals going on here before I went overseas last year. Did they ever find all the embezzlers who cleaned out the hotel’s profits? There were a few guys involved. Melvin Baxter was the front man, and then there was his silent partner. I’m trying to remember his name.”

      The intoxicating current of desire that had flowed through her veins moments ago now morphed into a painful morning-after hangover at the mention of the embezzlement scandal. The reminder of how she’d unwittingly helped one of the criminals.

      “Giselle?” Hugh peered at her more closely.

      “No.” She wouldn’t allow herself to go there. She’d had enough of the recriminations. The guilt. And if she ever felt the need for more, all she had to do was initiate a conversation with her partner Lainie Reynolds. The woman’s skill with a dark glare had the power to remind Giselle of every way she’d done the woman wrong by inadvertently sleeping with her husband. “They never did capture them all.”

      Hugh stared out to sea, his eye roaming the distant horizon as the sun filtered across the Atlantic. “But they got the first guy. Melvin Baxter, king of the local Rat Pack. That’s what they called them, I remember. A group of slick players who took the whole city on a wild ride.”

      The owners had run other clubs around Miami, using the businesses as fronts for other, shadier dealings.

      “Enough.” Her skin turned icy at the memory. Her judgment in men had sucked back then because she’d never been allowed to exercise it. What made her think her b.s.-alert system worked any better now? “I don’t care to remember the club’s darkest hour.”

      “But the power of journalism can shed new light on those dark places, Giselle. That’s what I do best.”

      Giselle didn’t have a problem with people who were certain of themselves. She just had a problem when those people wanted to resurrect a past she’d tried hard to bury.

      “I think some things are better left alone.” She picked at a chip in her manicure, wishing they’d met under different circumstances.

      “You’d never make it as an investigative reporter with that kind of thinking.” He plucked a wind-tossed strand of hair out of her eyes.

      While Giselle struggled to think of a way to redirect this conversation before it unsettled her anymore, Hugh snapped his fingers.

      “I’ve got it.”

      “What?”

      Hugh’s eyes seemed to turn an even brighter shade of green. “The name of the silent partner in the old management group that ran this place. It was Robert Flynn.”

      Robert.

      Giselle gripped the planked surface of the bar in the tiny tiki hut for support as the name from her past knifed right through her.

      Not that she still cared about the man who’d lied to her in the very worst way. No, the pain in her chest had nothing to do with a broken heart and everything to do with her guilt at having been sucked in by him. At having deeply injured his wife.

      The woman who was now her partner.

      Who would have guessed a man named Robert Flynn would be married to a woman named Lainie Reynolds? In her very traditional family, women took their husbands’ names when they got married. Geesh. She was so freaking naïve.

      Combine the different last names with Robert’s lack of a wedding ring and before she knew it, she’d slept with another woman’s husband. Maybe some women didn’t care about stuff like that, but she would have never, ever knowingly done such a thing.

      “That was it, wasn’t it? Robert Flynn?” Hugh tilted his head as if to meet her gaze even though she stared at the sandy floor of the open hut.

      “Yes.” She closed her eyes for a long, bracing moment, unwilling to let Robert cheat her out of something good with Hugh. She’d already lost more than enough to Robert Flynn, thank you very much. “That’s him. He’s one of the men they never captured.”

      Giselle met his gaze, read the interest in his eyes.

      “Sometimes renewed coverage from the media can spur public interest in a case. New information comes to light or criminals are lured out of hiding.” He reached behind the mini-bar and pulled out two glasses, then poured them both a glass of water from a jug on the counter.

      Giselle accepted the offering even though this pseudo-date was rapidly crashing and burning. She didn’t want Hugh to write any story that would “lure” Robert Flynn back to town. Having that man within a fifty-mile radius of Club Paradise would have explosive consequences for them all. But what was the alternative? Ask him to write a story about something else?

      She didn’t want to think about any of that right now with the chemistry sizzling between them. And yet… she had to proceed with caution.
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        * * *

      

      Now she was talking his language.

      Hugh had made a name for himself in journalism by delving into stories full of problematic foreign extraditions and crooks in hiding.

      He’d parlayed that talent into something even bigger and more important, as far as he was concerned. He wouldn’t trade his specialty of shedding light on harmful foreign policy for anything. No woman would ever decide lightly to enter a foreign country hostile to females with her young son in tow again if Hugh could help it. Information about frightening foreign customs hadn’t been readily available when his mother had decided to pack him off to a little known middle eastern hellhole at a young age, but Hugh had made it his mission in life to make sure things were different now.

      For as long as he was a journalist, he would always choose to write those kinds of stories over some fluff piece on the local tourist scene. But if he had to write something about Club Paradise, at least he finally had an intriguing angle.

      He’d have his story written and his path cleared to Giselle’s bed within the week. And if the article broke the way he anticipated, there would surely be a few follow up pieces that needed to be written. A fact which would keep him in South Beach long enough to revisit that bed.

      Often.

      “Looks like I’ve found the angle I need.” He downed the rest of his water and set the glass back on the wooden bar inside the small tiki hut. Now he was ready to start his research. Sleep could wait once adrenaline started fueling him this way.

      Giselle, on the other hand, seemed to have grown quiet over the last hour since the sun had fully risen. She was probably feeling the effects of having been up so long since she didn’t have the benefit of a new journalistic undertaking to keep her going.

      She looked ready to speak, but Hugh swooped closer to spare her the effort. He kissed her with all the longing that had been plaguing him since he’d laid eyes on her. She molded to him, her soft curves and pliant limbs conforming to the hard angles of his body.

      A vision of the pastry she’d fed him flitted through his brain as her breasts flattened against his chest. He couldn’t wait to see the real thing, to taste her nipples instead of the bright red cherries she’d served him.

      And just like that he wanted her naked. Needed her naked.

      With a groan of regret he pulled away, knowing he wouldn’t be able to fulfill his end of their bargain if he continued to kiss her. Especially since a lush hotel full of exotically decorated bedrooms loomed fifty yards away from their tiki hut retreat.

      “I’m going to write this story faster than I’ve ever penned anything in my life.” He stroked a hand through her mane of thick, glossy curls and calculated the days until he could feel that hair spilling over his bare chest. “If I come by later, do you think you could answer some questions for me?”

      She blinked. Hesitated.

      “I can ask someone else if today isn’t a good time. It’s just that I usually end up with a handful of simple questions after my first round of research. You might be able to answer them faster than I could scout around for the information.”

      Biting her lip as if weighing indecision, she finally nodded. “Okay. I’ll probably be awake around two this afternoon. I’m living at the hotel for a few months while we build our business, so you can just ask for directions to my room at the desk.”

      Picturing him and Giselle together in a hotel room—-especially a room at the hedonistic singles playground Club Paradise— painted wicked visions in his mind.

      “Are you sure that’s a good idea considering our deal to wait until after the story runs?” He was having a hard time keeping his hands to himself in broad daylight on a public beach. How would he ever maintain distance in a decadent bedroom?

      “We can head to the kitchens if we get too tempted. Where are you going now?” She smoothed her palms over the lapels of his lightweight jacket.

      Even that simple touch set him on fire. Something about this woman lit a torch to his insides in a way no one else ever had.

      He backed away before he gave in to the urge to scoop her off her feet and beg her to tell him the exact location of her hotel room. Now. “I’m going to head into the Herald offices to check out the archives.”

      She looked distraught but Hugh didn’t dare to hope that was because he had to leave. He might know a hell of a lot about luring criminals out of hiding by hitting the right story buttons, but he was man enough to admit he didn’t have a clue when it came to understanding female emotions.

      Scrambling for a gesture that would make it all okay, he reached for her hand and kissed the back of her soft, bronze skin. Inhaled the perfumed scent at her wrist that lingered even in the growing heat of another South Beach scorcher. “Until later.”

      As he straightened, he spied a hint of a smile on her lips. A trace of the woman he’d seen dancing around the kitchen while singing Sinatra at the top of her lungs.

      Something inside him shifted. Lightened. For a chef who baked erotic pastries for fun and liked dancing barefoot, Giselle Cesare had a surprisingly deep, potent effect on him. An effect he couldn’t wait to explore in detail as soon as he finished this story.

      Robert Flynn would be headline news before the guy knew what hit him and Hugh could get back to what he’d wanted to do ever since he’d glimpsed Giselle’s bright red panties.

      Indulge in pure and simple, uncomplicated sex that would leave them both hungry for more.
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      Groggy with sleep and hungry for more of the delicious dreams she’d been having about Hugh, Giselle blinked her way awake in the Pleasure Parthenon later that day. Disoriented, it took her a moment to realize the phone was ringing beside her bed.

      Squinting at the clock in Club Paradise’s Grecian inspired theme room, she could see it was already almost 2 p.m. Hadn’t she told Hugh she’d be awake by then? She really should get up. Shower.

      Luckily, the ringing of her cell phone gave her an excuse to stay in bed a little longer.

      “Hello?” She tucked the device against her ear, determined to remain horizontal for as long as possible. Sun filtered past the heavy white drapes and a set of sheer white curtains dotted with scattered gold beads, but not enough to keep her eyes open.

      “Were you still sleeping?” The sexy male baritone was no longer just in her dreams. Hugh’s voice floated over her senses, stoking steamy fantasies that still danced around the edges of her brain.

      “Yes.” She shifted beneath the covers, her bare skin sliding against the silky soft cotton sheets. “In fact, you interrupted a very nice dream.”

      “You have my apologies.” His voice soothed her, the unhurried rhythm of his speech encouraging her to sink deeper into the pillows and simply listen. “From the tone of your voice, I’m guessing this dream was of a sensual nature.”

      “You have very acute hearing if you could figure that out just from the way I sound.”

      “Observation is my superpower. The question is, am I right?”

      She twined a strand of hair around one finger and twirled the length, heat swirling through her veins. “You are one hundred percent correct. Care to keep guessing what I’ve been envisioning in my dreams?”

      He whistled low on the other end of the phone. “Definitely. I’m usually damn good at guessing since it goes with the job. But you’re the kind of woman who serves erotic pastries to total strangers. Who knows what sort of sensual terrain your unconscious mind might cover while you’re sleeping? I have the feeling there wouldn’t be many fantasies off-limits for you.”

      “You’d be right again.” Her voice hit a husky note that had nothing to do with sleep and everything to do with Hugh turning her on.

      It had been far too long since she’d played provocative games with an enticing male. And frankly, she couldn’t remember ever playing with a man quite so intriguing.

      “Can I ask one question before I start guessing?” His voice sounded so close, she could almost imagine him lying right there beside her, his hands on her bare skin.

      “Ask me anything.” The phone made her feel even more bold, daring.

      “What are you wearing right now?”

      Her whole body shivered in answer, her breasts tightened, ached beneath the sheets. Licking her lips, she told him the naked truth. “Nothing.”

      The strangled sound on the other end wasn’t quite discernable.

      “Hugh?”

      “Sorry.” He sighed out a long breath. “That particular mental image blew me away. But it also helped clue me into what you’re dreaming about.”

      “Really?” She shifted to her back, the light touch of silky sheets antagonizing a body that craved the sure possession of a man’s hands.

      “If you’re lying there, warm and naked and all alone between the sheets in a hedonistic haven like Club Paradise, what could you possibly be thinking about besides having someone lying there next to you?”

      Her hips twitched at his words, heat flowing deep within her belly to warm her thighs, awaken her sex. She pressed her legs more tightly together, but instead of helping ease the ache, the movement only intensified it.

      “You’re right so far,” she admitted, needing so much more from Hugh than words. “But that’s not the half of it. Are you going to be here soon? I’m all alone in the Pleasure Parthenon, and I’d be happy to show you.”

      Another strangled sound. “I’m going to be a little delayed because of work, although the Pleasure Parthenon sounds like a great place to be right now. You think you could be my hands until I can get there?”

      Her heart thrummed in her chest at the thought of him being with her later. She didn’t want to think about the fact that they’d

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        
      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        
      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/social-facebook-screen.png





OEBPS/images/break-dinkus-palatino-screen.png






OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Connect with Joanne
      


      		
        Single in South Beach
      


      		
        Girl Gone Wild
        
          		
            Girl Gone Wild cover
          


          		
            Chapter 1
          


          		
            Chapter 2
          


          		
            Chapter 3
          


          		
            Chapter 4
          


          		
            Chapter 5
          


          		
            Chapter 6
          


          		
            Chapter 7
          


          		
            Chapter 8
          


          		
            Chapter 9
          


          		
            Chapter 10
          


          		
            Chapter 11
          


          		
            Chapter 12
          


          		
            Chapter 13
          


          		
            Chapter 14
          


          		
            Chapter 15
          


          		
            Chapter 16
          


        


      


      		
        Date with a Diva
        
          		
            Date with a Diva cover
          


          		
            Prologue
          


          		
            Chapter 1
          


          		
            Chapter 2
          


          		
            Chapter 3
          


          		
            Chapter 4
          


          		
            Chapter 5
          


          		
            Chapter 6
          


          		
            Chapter 7
          


          		
            Chapter 8
          


          		
            Chapter 9
          


          		
            Chapter 10
          


          		
            Chapter 11
          


          		
            Chapter 12
          


          		
            Chapter 13
          


          		
            Chapter 14
          


          		
            Chapter 15
          


          		
            Epilogue
          


        


      


      		
        Her Final Fling
        
          		
            Her Final Fling cover
          


          		
            Chapter 1
          


          		
            Chapter 2
          


          		
            Chapter 3
          


          		
            Chapter 4
          


          		
            Chapter 5
          


          		
            Chapter 6
          


          		
            Chapter 7
          


          		
            Chapter 8
          


          		
            Chapter 9
          


          		
            Chapter 10
          


          		
            Chapter 11
          


          		
            Chapter 12
          


          		
            Chapter 13
          


          		
            Chapter 14
          


          		
            Also by Joanne Rock
          


          		
            About the Author
          


        


      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Copyright


      		Title Page


      		Contents


      		Connect with Joanne


      		Beginning


    


  


This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/quarter-moon.jpg





OEBPS/images/ggwcartoon2cover.jpg
Joanne Rock

USA Today Bestselling Author

=
BONE






OEBPS/images/joannerockauthor.jpg





OEBPS/images/social-bluesky-screen.png





OEBPS/images/social-goodreads-screen.png





OEBPS/images/social-instagram-screen.png





OEBPS/images/sisb-box-4-6-high-res.jpg
|
Joanne Rock

Elﬁﬁ« 7

HHM
HINIE

Ilﬂl[

|1

SINGLE IN SOUTH BEACH
Books 4-6 Boxed Set






OEBPS/images/social-bookbub-screen.png





