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        One of the hardest I’ve ever had to write…

      

      

      

      
        
        To Zach…

        Your spark burned too quickly.

        May your soul travel the universe spreading

        stardust and sunshine everywhere you go.

      

      

      

      
        
        Missing you
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        Sarah has always been torn between two worlds—the carefree, easygoing world of her hippie mom, where life is all about helping others and building good karma, and the real world, with real responsibilities, like paying bills, and getting to work on time, values obviously gleaned from dad’s side of the family.

      

      

      She has nothing but fond memories of her father. He was always there for her and clearly loved her mother more than she thought possible, despite mom’s overtly eccentric behavior. Losing dad was tough, and Sarah’s been reduced to being the girl with the crazy mom, a reputation that’s not likely to increase her chances of landing her dream promotion at the resort across the bay. Especially with the new competition. Ben is an attractive, sophisticated, and savvy businessman, clearly there to destroy her chances of getting the job. Her luck couldn’t be worse.

      With an obvious attraction and closeness forming between the two, Sarah discovers that Ben’s motives may not be as clear as she first thought. What’s he really doing there? Is she being played?
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      Benjamin Rothschild has come to the popular upscale resort strictly for business. There to evaluate Sarah for a new position, he can’t help being drawn in by her sensual charm and free-spirited nature. But for some reason, this passionate beauty has it out for him. What has he ever done to her?

      With so much confusion and something obviously lost in the translation, he’ll have to do everything in his power to convince her that his intentions for her are true.
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      There was no way he was going to have enough time to get everything done and catch the five o’clock train heading north from Boston. Ben glanced around the empty office building and felt like banging his head against a wall. Instead, he laid his forehead on the cool wood of his desk and groaned a little. For the past two days, he’d been fighting off a cold, which had caused him to fall behind on his work.

      He would have had time to play catch-up that weekend if his boss hadn’t called shortly before he’d left yesterday with a surprise. He’d been informed that he’d be spending the weekend and possibly longer up north evaluating an employee for a potential raise. Sure, it was something he did, but this time, he’d almost begged to have the task handed off to someone else.

      His boss had been determined, though. There was no way of getting out of the trip. So Ben had worked late yesterday and had also worked through his lunch break today just to catch up.

      Raising his head, he glanced at the clock and frowned. He had less than ten minutes to make it out of the building and to the train station. There was no way. Not unless he ran, and with his head already pounding, he doubted he could stomach it.

      Closing down his computer, he flipped off his light and thought about what would happen if he missed the train. He’d have to sit at the station to wait for the next train, which would mean almost three hours of complete misery. Not to mention it would put him behind schedule, once more.

      He shivered as he stepped outside. Wrapping his coat tight around him, he decided to chance it and started walking at a very fast pace.

      How had his life come to this? He’d been on his way in school to becoming one of the finest minds in his class. He’d been valedictorian and voted by his classmates most likely to be a billionaire by thirty. Now, here he was with less than three years to go, still working for someone else.

      He stopped at the corner and wiped his nose on his sleeve. His vision was turning a little gray, so he unbuttoned his jacket to allow the cold spring air to wake him up. Shivering, he started walking again as he glanced down at his watch. Four minutes until the train.

      Picking up the pace, he jogged the last two blocks. When he flashed his transit card and checked out the board, he was happily surprised to see that the train to Freeport, Maine, had been delayed by three minutes. Glancing down, he smiled. For the first time all week, something had gone his way.

      Five minutes later, he settled in a seat facing forward and sighed. He was shivering and even rubbing his hands up and down his arms did little to warm him.

      He spent the next several hours on the train drinking hot tea and trying to stay awake. He desperately wished for some medication that would help combat the flu but didn’t chance taking anything in fear that it would make him drowsy.

      He jolted as the train stopped and noticed that he’d finally arrived at his stop. Gathering his small overnight bag, he stepped off the train to a very cold evening. He was thankful it wasn’t raining or snowing, but he wished the wind would die down. It went right through him.

      After renting a sedan, he prayed that he could make it through the short drive to his destination before his head exploded.

      The first five minutes, as he drove, he thought back to the moment his life had been taken out of his own hands. Then he laughed when he realized that it was the day he had been born into the Rothschild clan.

      “Do you know what is involved in being a Rothschild?” his father had asked him more than a hundred times in his youth. Each time he’d answered the way he’d been taught.

      “Honor, integrity, loyalty,” he spouted off like some drone.

      “Exactly. And don’t forget hard work. Never let it be said that a Rothschild didn’t know how to get his hands dirty.”

      That had been one of this father’s favorite lines, even though his father would never have stooped to the level of getting dirt under his well-manicured fingernails. The Rothschilds had been upper crust for more than five generations, each one getting farther and farther away from hard work as their vast money accumulated in the banks that they owned. So, how had he gone from rich boy to being a rich man’s go-to guy?

      Luck. As it were. One of his father’s best friends had died long ago. His friend’s parents were wealthier than even his father could have dreamed. So, when their only son had died, Thompson Rothschild, the second had stepped in and given up his son to be the old man’s servant.

      Okay, maybe servant wasn’t the right word. After all, he did make almost six figures a year working for Elite Resorts International. And he was getting to use his degree, which was icing on the top.

      He really enjoyed his job, and he’d thrived the first year until he settled in the position he was in today, almost directly under the old man himself.

      Of course, his father was very proud of him, which only caused him more stress and pressure.

      It wasn’t as if he wasn’t close to his parents. He wasn’t their only child, but he was their only son. Maybe that’s why they had pressured him so much?

      Glancing down at his GPS, he frowned when he noticed he’d missed his turn. Flipping a U-turn, he slowed the car to a crawl when he saw the small road. Soon, that road dead-ended at a dock. Switching the car off, he got out and walked over to a small sign.

      “The ferry to East Haven Resort at Silver Cove only runs on demand. If you have reservations or are a guest, please call Jerry to pick you up.”

      Pulling out his cell phone, he sneezed and then dialed the number that was written below. He wondered just what he’d gotten himself into.

      He had to wait less than fifteen minutes before a large flatboat arrived. The gentleman who jumped down the stairs looked to be around Ben’s age. His blond hair was tied back and reached the middle of his back.

      “Evening.” The man nodded his head. “I’m Jerry. You must be B. Rothschild.” Benjamin nodded his head. “We were expecting you some time ago.” The man removed the chain from the end of the dock and motioned for him to drive his car across. Ben gave the dock a second look, making sure it would hold him and the car, then walked back over to get behind the wheel.

      “Make sure to throw the parking brake on. You can ride with me if you want,” the man said, heading back up the narrow stairs.

      Ben put the car’s brake on and thought about resting his head back on the seat. But then curiosity got the better of him and he followed the man upstairs.

      “How often does the ferry run?” he asked, leaning against the wall as he watched Jerry steer the boat towards the dark open waters.

      He glanced over at him. “It all depends on what’s going on at the resort. The season hasn’t quite started yet, so it’s pretty slow. We’ve had some weddings and parties, but nothing big. Most of the guests fly in.” He turned back to his task.

      “Fly?” Benjamin crossed his arms over his chest and then thought better when he lunged forward and almost fell flat on his face as the boat swayed. Instantly, sickness surfaced in his stomach.

      “Sure,” the man said, unaware of the fact that Ben was about to lose the small sandwich he’d had on the train. “There’s a helipad on the island. Most people fly into Freeport and charter the rest of the way over.” Jerry glanced over and frowned when he noticed the face Ben was making. “You’re not going to be sick, are you?”

      Ben shook his head lightly, but then his stomach rolled. Rushing to the railing, he lost everything in his stomach over the edge of the boat into the dark water.

      “Wow haven’t had anyone do that on the way to the resort. A few lose their cookies after a late night of partying.” Jerry chuckled behind his back.

      The gentle sway of the boat caused Ben to stay where he was for the remainder of the trip. He wasn’t one to easily get sick on a boat. He was used to taking ferry trips in Manhattan and Boston.

      He knew that this time the flu had gotten the best of him and wished more than anything that he could just check in to his room and bury his head under the thickest blanket possible.

      “I have a cold,” he said, feeling the need to explain himself to Jerry.

      “I hear it’s been going around. We’re almost there. See?”

      Ben looked up to see a floating sea of lights just ahead of them. The lights started at the dock, where he could see there were several smaller boats docked. There was a narrow lit pathway leading straight to the four-story building. Lights shined on a well-manicured yard as several people enjoyed themselves on a huge front porch. As the ferry approached the island, he could hear laughter and music from the resort.

      Richness was the first word that came to mind. Here, wealthy people came to get away and to spend their money to be in the middle of nowhere, yet still pampered like they were in heart of the city.

      He knew that East Haven Resort was one of the most prestigious getaways along the northeast coast. Even some of the top names in Hollywood came to hide away on the private island, not to mention some of the wealthiest businessmen. Weddings, parties, lifestyles of the rich and famous—it all happened right here on this little slice of heaven.

      Yes, most guests did arrive by helicopter. Private ones of their own, no doubt. He felt a little foolish when he remembered all the details of the resort. This cold was really slowing him down.

      “Well, I hope your stay is a pleasant one. Despite the cold,” Jerry said, nodding to him.

      “Thanks.” Ben didn’t have the energy to say anything more. He popped a few mints into his mouth and walked down the stairs to his car. He slowly pulled his rental off the bed of the boat and parked it in a small parking area. He looked around and noticed that his car was the only one in the parking lot.

      When he got out, he heard someone walking on the pathway and turned to see a woman moving towards him. Her long skirt flowed around her legs and hugged her narrow waist. She was wearing a loose white button-up shirt with long sleeves pushed to her elbows. Her blonde curly hair was held back in a thin black clip, just above her ears. He noticed a pair of small diamonds, which sparkled as she moved towards him.

      She stopped right in front of him. “Well, we thought you’d forgotten about us.” She smiled and something inside him softened. Then he did the most horrific thing he’d ever done in his life. He passed out cold.
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      Sarah looked down at the man at her feet and thought for a moment that it was some sort of joke. Here was her soon-to-be boss, lying in the dirt, face down. Glancing around, she frowned and thought about kicking the man. Then, putting her hands on her hips, she sighed and realized she couldn’t take her anger out on the man who was here to take her dream job.

      Pulling out the small radio from her skirt pocket, she called Lilith for help.

      “What do you mean he’s passed out?” her friend and best employee whispered back to her.

      “I mean”—she turned and glanced back up at the porch, to make sure none of the guests who were currently enjoying their wine outside had seen what had happened— “he’s out cold.”

      “Is he drunk or something?” Lilith asked.

      Sarah bent down closer to the man and sniffed. “No,” she replied, getting a better look at him. His dark hair was thick and shined in the moonlight. He wore it longer than most men she knew, except for Jerry. His hair had been pushed away from his face before his face had landed in the soft dirt. Now, it fell over his forehead and his eyes, which had shut too soon for her to take notice of the color. His nose was straight and narrow; all in all, a good nose. But it was his chin that had her mouth drying. The strong line told her so much about the man.

      He was stubborn, determined, and would be a great kisser. She shook her head as she realized her eyes had moved down to his lips.

      “What are you doing?” This time Lilith’s voice came from directly behind her. Glancing over her shoulder, she shrugged at her friend.

      “Getting a better look at him,” she whispered.

      “Well, we’d better get him off the ground. I just talked to Jerry, who says that the man lost everything over the edge of the ferry on his trip over here. He told Jerry that he’d been fighting a cold.” Lilith moved next to her and squatted down. She blinked a few times. “Good lookin’, isn’t he?” Her friend smiled over at her.

      Lilith was very different than Sarah. Where Sarah was a measly five foot six inches and had long wild blonde hair, Lilith reached a total height of five eleven with straight, very manageable auburn hair, which Sarah had always dreamed of having.

      Sarah shrugged again. “It’s too dark to notice.”

      Lilith chuckled. “Yeah, right. Well, we’d better see if we can carry him up without anyone seeing us.”

      A few minutes later, Sara whispered across to Lilith. “I bet it looks like we’ve just murdered him.”

      Lilith chuckled and almost dropped the man’s shoulder. “Don’t make me laugh,” she hissed. “I have the heavy part, remember.”

      “Only because you weigh ten pounds more than me and can lift more than I can at the gym.”

      “You should focus on strengthening your core more than flirting with all the cute guys,” her friend said, glancing over her shoulder as she moved slowly around a low branch.

      “I do not flirt,” Sarah whispered back as she dropped the man’s left foot. It hit the pathway with a crunch and Sarah winced when she heard the man groan. “Sorry,” she mumbled towards him, then held her breath in hopes that he wouldn’t wake up and fire them both.

      “Do you really believe he’s going to be our new boss?” Lilith asked as they cleared the pathway.

      “We’ll find out soon enough.” Sarah pushed open the back door and groaned when she saw the steep flight of stairs that they would have to haul the heavy man up.

      “There’s no way,” Lilith whispered. “I can’t carry him up those.” Her friend sat on the bottom stair, letting the man drop to the ground lightly.

      “Now we’ll have to pick him up again,” she complained. It had taken them almost two minutes to coordinate lifting his unconscious body.

      “I’m going to get Rodney or Adam.”

      “Don’t you dare.” Sarah’s eyes narrowed at her friend. “Rodney needs his rest and Adam is busy making dinner for the guests. Besides, what can an eighty-year-old man or a skinny French cook do that we can’t.” She stuck her chin out.

      “Fine,” Lilith growled a little as she stood back up, taking the man’s full weight as she went.

      It took a lot of tries but finally, they got in sync and got the man up the stairs without dropping any parts of him. “I’ve got the key,” Sarah said, pulling the old silver chain from her pocket. “Here, turn around.” They maneuvered until her back was to the door. When she opened the door to his suite, she let out a sigh of relief. “Almost done.”

      “Where’s his stuff?” Lilith asked.

      “I guess we left it by his car.” She frowned as Lilith stood at the end of the bed and pushed until the man was almost standing up. “No,” she said a little too loudly, causing the man’s eyes to spring open just as he started falling forward.

      Sarah’s shoulders hit the mattress a second before his chest hit hers, knocking her breath out in a whoosh and pinning her to the soft comforter.

      Sarah saw a white streak fly through the door as Lilith made her escape.

      That’s the last time I trust her, Sarah thought as she looked up into the darkest eyes she’d ever seen.
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      Not a lot shocked Ben. Maybe that’s because up until now he’d led a pretty boring existence. But being flung on top of the blonde beauty had topped his chart of surprises. How he’d gotten there, in what appeared to be his room for the night, was a mystery to him.

      “Would you kindly get up? You’re extremely heavy,” she hissed as she tried to push on his shoulders.

      He blinked a few times at the richness of her voice. “Who are you?” So many other questions flooded his mind, but this one he wanted to know first.

      She stopped fidgeting and looked up at him. “Sarah Holley.” She smiled slightly. “Now, if you’d be so kind…” Her eyebrows shot up as she looked at him.

      He propped himself up on his elbows. “Sarah?” His mind seemed to fog over. He knew that name. “I’m sick,” he said, not sure why he had to tell her this.

      “Yes, so Jerry tells us.” She moved to cross her arms over her chest and then frowned up at him when his chest was pushed tightly against hers. “I also got a hint when you passed out cold after meeting me.” She reached up with shaky hands and touched his forehead then frowned.

      He felt his head spin a little. “I…” He closed his eyes.

      “You’re not going to be sick again, are you?” she squealed, pulling her hand away and putting it back on his shoulder to push him away once more.

      His eyes met hers and he almost laughed. “No, of course not.” Then his eyes moved lower to her lips. When her tongue darted out to lick her bottom lip, he watched the movement as if hypnotized. “Why did you do that?” he asked, not sure what he was saying.

      “What?” she whispered.

      “Touch my forehead?” he asked as she shifted under him. He felt his body react to the closeness of a beautiful woman.

      “To see if you have a fever. Hasn’t anyone ever done that to you before?” she asked.

      He shook his head while keeping his eyes locked with hers. “No, they usually use a thermometer. It gives a more accurate reading.”

      She chuckled and pushed on his shoulder. When he didn’t budge, she frowned up at him.

      “Are you going to let me up?”

      “How did I get here?” he asked without answering her.

      She sighed. “I carried you.”

      He chuckled and raised his eyebrows, looking down at her. “Tell me another one.”

      She rolled her eyes and then shrugged. “Fine, I had help.”

      Staying where he was, he glanced around the empty room.

      “She ran off the moment you woke up,” she added.

      He smiled. “Sounds like she’s the smart one.” He watched her eyes narrow.

      “Now, will you kindly let me up?” She sounded a little irritated.

      “Do I?” he asked, ignoring her question once more. Everything was getting mixed in his head and he found he was having a hard time keeping up with her.

      “Do you what?” He could tell she had lost her patience.

      “Have a fever?” He leaned closer to her and watched her blue eyes go soft.

      “Yes.” It came out as a whisper. “I’ll send up some hot tea and aspirin.”

      “Thank you, Sarah.” Then something clicked in his memory. This was the employee he was sent up here to evaluate. This was the woman who was applying for the management position at East Haven Resort.

      He rolled over quickly, letting her take her escape as he looked up at the ceiling.

      When he heard his door click shut, he closed his eyes as he tried to settle his mind and forget the soft body that had been under his just a moment ago.

      A few minutes later, there was a light knock at his door. Instantly, he got his hopes up about seeing the blonde once more.

      But when he opened the door, he frowned down at an attractive redhead instead. She was carrying a large tray with soup, tea, and a bottle of aspirin.

      “I’m Lilith.” She smiled. “If there’s anything you need while you’re here, just let me know.”

      “Thanks for helping Sarah carry me up here,” he guessed, leaning against the door as she set his tray down on the table across from his bed.

      “Oh!” she said as she almost tipped the tray over. When she looked over at him, he could see a blush spread across her cheeks. “We weren’t sure—”

      “I’m sure the soup and tea will help my cold,” he interrupted.

      She nodded, looking relieved not to have to explain further. “I have your stuff.” She rushed out the door and came back with his overnight bag. “How long will you be staying with us?” she asked, meeting his eyes.

      “Until my job is done.” He smiled and held the door open for her. She nodded and walked out without any more questions.

      He didn’t like tipping off the staff when he evaluated one of their own. Especially since he guessed that the two ladies were close friends.

      He couldn’t afford for Sarah Holley to know that she was being interviewed for one of the highest-paying jobs with Elite Resorts International.
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      Sarah rushed out of the room and leaned back on the closed door. She covered her heart with a hand and felt her heart almost jump out of her chest. What on earth was that? She closed her eyes and took a few deep breaths to try and steady herself.

      She knew what attraction was, but this was a step above anything she’d ever felt. Hard. Fast. Mind-blowing.

      Finally, when her heart settled, she went down the narrow steps. At the bottom, she almost knocked over Lilith, who was carrying a dark overnight bag up the stairs.

      “Here, you deal with this.” Her friend shoved the bag towards her.

      “Oh no. Not after that disappearing act, you just pulled on me. You take it to him. He’s awake.” She pushed the bag back into Lilith’s hands and rushed past her. “While you’re at it, take him some hot tea and aspirin,” she said over her shoulder just before closing the back door behind her.

      When the cool night air hit her face, she felt a little steadier. She could hear the guests out front on the porch, enjoying their last night on the island. She set off from the doorway to walk in the opposite direction.

      She would be leaving herself in a couple nights to head home for a few days off. She enjoyed staying on the island, but she also liked her private time. Especially since it appeared that Elite Resorts had hired another man to do her job.

      Deciding she could use a short walk to cool off, she turned to the left and hit the small pathway that led to the swimming beach. The pebbles crunched under her feet as she walked in the darkness. The air was cool enough that she rolled down the sleeves on her shirt for the extra warmth. Soon the nights would be warm enough that she could enjoy a swim from the beach, but tonight she knew the water was way too cold.

      Stopping a few feet away from the shoreline, she sat in the soft sand and pulled her knees up to her chest. Her thoughts turned towards Benjamin Rothschild’s body next to hers.

      She’d had her share of lovers. Nothing to brag about, but enough that she’d learned to never hold back when she felt attraction. Mutual attraction. And one thing was clear after the incident upstairs: Mr. Rothschild had been mutually attracted.

      She couldn’t afford to have an affair with the man who had the potential to be her new boss. Even if he was sex in a suit, with dark mysterious eyes which called to her and promised long lazy nights of pleasure.

      Sighing, she closed her eyes and thought that if she were her mother, she’d have no problem taking the man to bed. Chuckling a little, she glanced over towards the mainland. It was just far enough that she couldn’t see lights through the vast darkness.

      Her mother was her own special breed, a true child of the hippy movement who’d never really grown out of it. Crystal Holley was… unique. In every sense.

      She loved her mother more than anyone else on earth. And she was proud of her for being who she was and not falling victim to the preppy world that had surrounded Silver Cove since her childhood.

      Resting back on her elbows, she glanced up at the stars, her eyes moving to where Venus should be. The memory of her father popped into her head like it always did when she looked at the stars.

      He’d held her on this very beach, pointing at the stars as he told her the story of Venus and the other planets and constellations.

      The first and only man she’d ever loved had been taken from her life too quickly. Cancer had caused her hero to shrivel and melt right before her six-year-old eyes. Her mother had never been the same after his death. Even for a woman who chose to walk her own path, she’d gone a little off the edge after her true love’s death.

      It was one of the main reasons Sarah had stayed around Silver Cove instead of heading out into the world like her friends had after graduating. That, and East Haven Resort.

      Sarah turned her head and smiled at the lights from the main building. This place was home more than the two-story Victorian house, which sat on the corner of Main and First in downtown Silver Cove. The Victorian had been in her mother’s family for generations. Looking back at the lit building behind her, the resort that had been her father’s, she wondered if that part of her heritage would ever be under her control. As it should be.

      Standing up, she dusted the sand from her skirt and started making her way back towards the lights and sounds. When she entered the back kitchen, Lilith and Adam, her newly hired chef, were arguing once again.

      “What is it this time?” she hissed as she shut the door to the kitchen behind her. The two of them turned and glared at her. She didn’t know where the guests had gone to, but she couldn’t chance them hearing the pair.

      “This man wants to send this”—she waved at a bowl full of dark liquid— “nasty smelling stuff up to what could be our new boss.” Lilith crossed her arms over her chest. The smell instantly hit Sarah, almost causing her to take a few steps back.

      “What is that?” she asked, wanting to plug her nose.

      Adam glanced at her and shrugged. “An old family recipe that is guaranteed to have Mr. Rothschild back on his feet by morning.” The man’s heavy French accent did little to reassure her.

      “What’s in it?” she asked, moving a little closer.

      “You can’t be seriously thinking of giving this to someone.” Lilith glared at her and then turned her burning eyes back to Adam.

      “Maybe. My mother used to give me something like that.” She nodded to the brown mixture. Taking another smell, she realized the strongest odor was from the onions. “It looks like a mix of onion soup and… is that honey?”

      “Oui.” Adam nodded his head and smiled. “Brown sugar, honey, onions, and… secret family spices.”

      She dipped her finger into the mix and tasted. “It’s better than it smells.” She turned to Lilith. “It couldn’t hurt.”

      Lilith shook her head. “I won’t take it to him. I took up the soup and this...” She shivered. “You’ll have to do it yourself.”

      Sarah frowned. She’d hoped to avoid the man for as long as she could. At least until she could come up with a more permanent plan for staying out of his way or getting him fired.

      “Fine.” She thought about it. If Adam’s concoction actually worked, maybe she’d get some credit. If it didn’t… well, she’d think about that later. “I’ll take it up then.” She picked up the tray, pushed open the kitchen door, and started up the narrow steps. When she knocked on the door, she held her breath as she heard him moving around the room.

      When he answered, with nothing more than a white towel hanging low on his hips, her breath hitched, and she felt her face flush. Desire spread through her so fast, she wondered that the soup she was holding didn’t begin to boil.

      He was a lot taller and broader chested than she’d first thought. No wonder they’d had a hard time carrying him; he was packed with muscles. Lean, sexy muscles covered in tight, tan skin with a light dusting of hair over his chest, which made her want to reach out and run her fingers over every inch of him. Her mouth watered at the thought of taking her time exploring him.

      She heard him chuckle and her eyes moved up to his face. His nose was red like it had been blown one too many times, and she could tell he was at a point of exhaustion by the redness in his eyes.

      Shaking the thoughts of pleasure from her mind, she cleared her throat.

      “Our chef wants me to give you his family’s secret recipe to help with your cold.” She started pushing the tray towards him, but he didn’t move.

      Instead, he just smiled and leaned against the door. “Come to finish the job?”

      She blinked a few times. “Pardon?”

      He chuckled and glanced down at her. When he didn’t say anything more, she felt her face flush further.

      “I hope you didn’t think…” She broke off, appalled that she was acting like a schoolgirl. “Mr. Rothschild, I am a professional. We were simply trying to get you into your room before any of our current guests could see you incapacitated.”

      He looked at her for a moment and nodded, and then he stood back for her to enter the room.

      “The soup, tea, and hot shower have done wonders already,” he said as she set the tray down next to his empty dishes. To keep herself busy, she gathered them up and piled them on the tray to take with her. When she turned, she almost bumped solidly into his chest.

      “I hope that tastes better than it smells.” He frowned down at the steaming bowl.

      “It does. My mother used to give me something close to it. Chef Carriveau assures me that you’ll be back on your feet by morning.”

      He glanced down at his feet and then looked up at her. She watched as a slow smile spread on his lips until she had a view of his perfect white teeth. Dressed only in a white towel, with his dark hair wet and pushed away from his still unshaven face, the smile made him look downright dangerous. Even if he was sick as a dog, the man dripped with sexuality.

      “Looks like I’m halfway there already.”

      “Well, drink it or not, it’s up to you.” She moved to walk around him, but he stopped her by putting a hand on her arm.

      “Are you always this concerned about the health of your guests?”

      “We both know you’re not our standard guest.”

      He sighed and nodded, and she watched a weary look cross his eyes. “How did you know?”

      She shrugged. “It became obvious when you paid for the reservations with an ERI business card.” She moved to go around him once more. When he stopped her again, she glared up at him. “How long will you be staying here?” she asked as she tried to keep her voice level.

      He shrugged his shoulders and she felt her frustration grow.

      “If that’s all tonight, Mr. Rothschild, I’d like to check on the other guests before turning in myself.”

      “This isn’t going to be a problem, is it?” he asked, stopping her from moving around him once more.

      “This?” She nodded between them. When he smiled, she frowned. “There is no this.” She raised her chin a little then quickly ducked around him. She felt pleased with herself until she heard him chuckle behind her. She stopped at the door, balancing the tray in one hand and holding onto the door handle with another, as she glanced over her shoulder.

      “What?” She frowned a little and tried to ignore how sexy he looked with the light behind him, glowing over all that beautiful skin.

      “Mark my words. There is a this.” He waved his hand between them.

      Without responding to him, she turned and fled the room as she tried to think of a way to get Benjamin Rothschild out of her domain as quickly as possible.
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