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My sister warned me to stay away from the trusting girl next door However, what she didn’t factor in to this situation was that I’d fall head over heels in love with this girl. Her hot skin tantalized my sleep. Her moist, luscious lips begged for mine to wed hers when I tried to concentrate at work. I could hear her tinkling laugh in my dreams. How can I get out from under her spell? What am I going to do? There’s no happy ending in sight, no matter which path I take.
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Chapter One
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Deanna Matthews fluffed her artfully streaked blonde hair and straightened the jacket of her Chanel suit. She smiled at her reflection in the mirror of her penthouse apartment. Taking an atypical moment to self-reflect, Deanna looked around the tastefully appointed apartment and allowed herself to feel proud of her success. When her marriage had ended in a nasty divorce nearly sixteen years ago, Deanna had swallowed the shame of being the jilted wife and looked for a way to provide a good life for herself and her young daughter, Virginia, then a shy six-year-old.

Walking over to the balcony, Deanna stepped outside and surveyed the stunning view from her home. Even from here, she could see the Matthews and Martin Realty billboards that graced benches, buses, and buildings throughout Panama City Beach. Her photograph on them was ten years old and in need of an update, but nevertheless ...

I still look good. Her full lips, still filler-free, curved in another wide, trademark smile, the kind that many looked at and mistakenly judged to be naïvely trusting. Its owner, however, was anything but. Deanna was a survivor. On the heels of her acrimonious divorce, deserted by people she’d once considered friends, she had struck out entirely on her own. Through sweat and tears that her former acquaintances could never have fathomed, she’d formed a real estate partnership and earned the admiration of the business community. Twice voted local realtor of the year, she now owned the Sea Urchin Luxury Condominiums where she lived, amongst many other beachfront high rises. 

Walking back inside, her eyes drifted to the mantle with the carefully shined awards she’d accumulated. At the back of the apartment, she heard the TV going, probably left on by a maid. A familiar voice caught Deanna’s ear and she grimaced, realizing it was that hour. Exactly at this time, every day for over twenty years, her ex, Bernie Matthews, dished out a daily dose of advice to needy housewives. He was Seattle’s answer to Dr. Phil and Dr. Fraser Crane, and they all rolled into one. Bernie, a licensed psychologist with only mediocre success in his practice, had carved out a career as a TV psychologist with his self-important, outspoken style. He had a niche market with the over-forties female viewing audience, which Deanna always found ironic as Bernie preferred his women half that age.

Even his voice was greasy. Deanna cringed at the thought that she had ever found him appealing. Bernie hadn’t been a good husband. He hadn’t even been a good father. He’d always been more concerned about his career than his family. 

She walked away from the noise, heading toward the kitchen for the last dregs of her espresso. Instead of the tepid remains she’d expected, she found a fresh demi tasse laid out by one of her staff and made a mental note to remember the thoughtfulness at Christmas. Idly, she sipped the steaming brew and mused over the lack of contact between her only child and her ex.

It was just as well, Deanna thought, tapping perfect nails against the gleaming granite counter. Her philandering husband had always had a preference for younger women. If the Seattle social pages were any indication, that hadn’t changed. Shy and awkward Virginia didn’t need to be dragged into that rat’s nest of social flurry. As extroverted as Deanna and Bernie were, it was no wonder Virginia had grown up to become the polar opposite of her gregarious, frequently bitterly at odds, parents. 

As a result, probably, of seeing one too many louche soirees, Virginia now had few friends. Those she did have all shared an online interest in marine life—like that nerdy Arty Stone who, Deanna thought, was the epitome of the word geek. He and Virginia had never met in person—Deanna wasn’t even sure where Arty lived. But, ever since Virginia had discovered a marine life chatroom, she and Arty had been in daily contact. 

Shaking off her momentary mood, Deanna shrugged. Yes, she admittedly had little room to criticize Bernie. Since the divorce, Deanna, tanned, toned, and looking at least a decade younger than her mid-fifties, had developed a taste for nubile, young men. She was discrete about it, but, after all, a girl had needs. Why not scratch that itch with someone attractive, energetic, and eager? Deanna’s real estate business brought her in contact with a continuous supply of men with surfer bodies who wanted nothing more than she did: a quick, enthusiastic coupling with no strings attached.

Virginia was routinely horrified by her mother’s ‘cougar’ antics—God, Deanna hated that word—but really, what was the harm? She had just sold the other penthouse to a tall, dark, and handsome billionaire, Clay Booth. He was a touch more acerbic than most men she had briefly dated, but his looks made up for any lack of social graces. He didn’t appear attracted to her yet—yet being the key. She had seldom met a man of any age who could resist her charms, and Deanna Matthews was not one to fold when a challenge arose. 

She put her cup in the dishwasher, took the bottle of chilled champagne from its customary bucket, plucked two crystal flutes from the cabinet, and added a crystal dish of caviar and a bowl of chocolate-dipped strawberries from the fridge.  

“Buckle up, big boy,” she said as she walked out of her apartment and straight across the hall to where Clay had bought the last unit in her building—at a seven-figure price—without even blinking.  Deanna’s commission on the sale would be mind-boggling, and she had every intention of celebrating.

She rang Clay’s doorbell and struck a seductive pose, murmuring, “Welcome to my world. Let the celebration begin.”
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Clay walked through his brand-new apartment, needing to traverse quite a distance to get to the front door. After seeing it on Skype, his ocean-obsessed son, who was the whole reason he’d bought the place, had joked that they needed to install “one of those walking sidewalk things.” Clay hadn’t disagreed.

He picked up the pace when the bell rang again, even though he didn’t usually hurry for much of anybody—not since he’d earned his first billion. Ever since the money had continued to roll in, and with it, people’s automatic respect, a concept that still sometimes confused him. Walking past a glossy brochure on an equally glossy end table that the decorator had purchased, Clay’s eyes moved over the Bay County tourism logo, the group for which he was now working with, marketing ‘medical holidays’ to northerners who needed age-related surgeries. The idea was they could get treatment in one of the country’s fine medical facilities and convalesce in a condo facing the ocean. Clay’s job was to work with the stakeholders and sell the idea in cities like Boston, New York, St. Louis, and Chicago.

It had all worked out well, he mused, nearing the door and taking a guess at who was behind the impatient buzzing. The penthouse at Sea Urchin was perfect. There was lots of room. It was private. It had state-of-the-art security. All in all, it was a win for medicine and a win for seniors...

And a win for him, he congratulated himself as he answered the door and swept his eyes over Deanna Matthews’ bombshell body. From the time Clay had strolled into the realty offices of Matthews and Martin, Clay had sensed Deanna was eager to offer more than real estate. Yes, he thought, eyeing the champagne and strawberries in her carefully manicured hands. She is a full-service provider. 

She was just the type of woman Clay favored. Beautiful. No strings. No promises. Just hot, sweaty, loud, monkey sex.

“This is a nice surprise.” His eyes swept the voluptuous Deanna from head to toe as he accepted the welcome basket. Yummy, he thought. He wasn’t looking at the welcome basket.

“I had some last-minute paperwork for you to sign,” purred Deanna as she slid by Clay. “So, I thought we’d kill two birds with one stone and toast your new home ...unless you’re busy settling in.”

“What’s to settle in?” asked Clay. “The decorator did his bit. Her bit? I’m going to let Parker help decorate his room so it will feel more like home.”

“His bit. When does Parker arrive?” asked Deanna, closing the door firmly behind her without invitation. “I’d love to meet him. Perhaps we can get together for dinner, and he can meet my little girl, Virginia.”

“Parker is finishing his school year in Houston,” Clay explained. “I have him enrolled at Bay Academy for August.”

“What’s he interested in?” asked
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