




Giving in to desire
with her brother’s best friend…

Next stop, paradise—
With the man of her forbidden fantasies?
A secluded island resort is the perfect romantic setting for the
night of passionate abandon Allison Randall plans to share
with Zane Patterson. Her elder brother’s best friend has always
been off-limits…and Zane is determined to keep it that way.
But when a storm strands them together, neither can hold back.
Everything Allison dreamed of is finally in reach…until
unwelcome revelations threaten a rude awakening!



Seven Sins
One man’s betrayal can destroy generations.

Ten years ago, a hedge-fund hotshot vanished 
with billions, leaving the high-powered families 

of Falling Brook changed forever.
Now seven heirs, shaped by his betrayal, 

must reckon with the sins of the past.
Passion may be their only path to redemption.

Experience all Seven Sins!
* * *

Ruthless Pride by Naima Simone
This CEO’s pride led him to give up his dreams 
for his family. Now he’s drawn to the woman 

who threatens everything…

Forbidden Lust by Karen Booth
He’s always resisted his lust for his best friend’s sister

—until they’re stranded together in paradise…

Insatiable Hunger by Yahrah St. John
His unbridled appetite for his closest friend is unleashed when

he believes she’s fallen for the wrong man…

Hidden Ambition by Jules Bennett
Ambition has taken him far, but revenge could 

cost him his one chance at love…

Reckless Envy by Joss Wood
When this shark in the boardroom meets the one 

woman he can’t have, envy takes over…

Untamed Passion by Cat Schield
Will this black sheep’s self-destructive wrath flame 

out when he’s expecting an heir of his own?



Slow Burn by Janice Maynard
If he’s really the idle playboy his family claims, 

will his inaction threaten a reunion with the woman who got
away?



“I want you, Zane. All of you.”
“I can’t give you that. Not now.”

“Then when? Later tonight? Tomorrow morning? Please don’t
tell me we’re going to leave this island without having sex.”
Allison wanted to applaud herself for truly putting it all out
there.

“I’ve thought about it and it’s not a good idea. We’ve already
gone too far.”

She knew what that really meant.

“Nobody needs to know about this, Zane. Nobody. I don’t kiss
and tell. And I certainly wouldn’t kiss and tell about you.”

Zane turned away. “I would know it had happened. That’s all
that matters.”

* * *

Forbidden Lust by Karen Booth is part of 
the Dynasties: Seven Sins series.
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Dear Reader,

Thanks for picking up Forbidden Lust! I loved writing this
book because it was yet another chance for me to explore two
of my favorite romance tropes—unrequited love and the best
friend’s younger sister. Both themes are so much fun!

Zane and Allison have known each other since Zane’s life fell
apart in the aftermath of the Black Crescent scandal. Allison
was a few years younger and developed a massive crush on
Zane that never quite went away. Even all these years later, her
lust for him is still bubbling under the surface. He’s just too
sexy and brooding for her to stay away. Zane never dared to
think about Allison that way when they were in high school,
but now that they’re both grown up, it’s impossible to ignore
the beautiful, vibrant woman she has become.

Enter Allison’s brother, Scott. Zane is indebted to Scott for
standing by him during the most difficult time of his life. Scott
is incredibly protective of Allison, who went through a scary
illness when she was a young girl. Scott doesn’t want Zane
and Allison within fifty feet of each other, let alone stuck on a
remote Bahamian island together…but sometimes a hurricane
rolls in and there’s nothing to do but ride out the storm! I think
it made for a sexy, emotional story with lots of ups and downs.

I sincerely hope you enjoy Dynasties: Seven Sins and continue
to read through the series. There are so many fabulous authors
to discover. In the meantime, drop me a line anytime at
karen@karenbooth.net. I love hearing from readers!

Karen
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One

Zane Patterson’s heart was hammering. His T-shirt was
soaked with sweat, clinging to his shoulders. “I need to get out
of this town. That’s all there is to it.” He dribbled the
basketball with his right hand. Thump. Thump. Thump.
Switching to his left, Zane waited for his opening—his chance
to drive past his best friend, Scott Randall. Their weekly game
of one-on-one was tied. One more point and victory was
Zane’s. So very close. He did not like to lose. He hated it.

“Dude. You’ve been saying that since high school. It’s been
fifteen years.” Laser-focused on Zane’s every move, Scott
shuffled from side to side, hands high, low and anywhere Zane
dared to even think about looking. Scott didn’t allow himself
to get distracted by the perspiration raining down from the top
of his shiny bald head. He only cared about not giving up the
final point. “You either need to leave or get over it.”

The reason for leaving—Joshua Lowell—popped into
Zane’s head. Zane despised him. He had the smuggest smile,
like he was perfectly comfortable with the silver spoon firmly
lodged in his mouth at birth. The entirety of Falling Brook,
New Jersey, put that jerk on a pedestal, even when his father
had destroyed lives and families, including Zane’s. Deep
down, Zane loved his hometown, but being here was pushing
him closer and closer to the edge. Get over it? No way.

Thump. He palmed the ball. Thump. Left. Thump. Right.
Thump. Back left. He dropped his shoulder, slipped around
Scott and beelined for the basket. With Scott in hot pursuit but
several strides behind him, Zane finger-rolled the ball for a
layup. It circled the rim. And popped back out. Scott grabbed
the rebound, spun away from Zane and hoisted up a perfect
jumper. Nothing but net.

Dammit.
“Yes!” Scott darted under the basket and snatched the ball.

“Rematch? Best two out of three?”



Zane bent over, clutching the hem of his basketball shorts
and planting the heels of his hands on his knees. “No.” The
competitive part of him wanted the win. Needed it. Playing
basketball was one of the only activities that had ever made
him happy. He’d been at it since he could walk, precisely the
reason he had an indoor court installed when his company,
Patterson Marketing, took off and they built their own state-of-
the-art office building. But he was too exhausted to compete.
Or fight. Mentally, more than anything. “I’m done.”

“This Joshua Lowell thing is really getting to you, isn’t it?”
Scott rested the ball on his hip, letting the weight of his
forearm hold it in place.

“I can’t get away from it. The anniversary article was
supposed to remind everyone what crooks the Lowells are,
how they destroyed lives, how they can never be trusted.
Instead, Josh’s engagement to Sophie Armstrong is all anyone
is talking about. It’s everywhere. Facebook. Twitter. The Java
Hut. My own freaking staff meeting.”

“It’s a big deal. He’s stepping away from BC. Nobody saw
that coming.”

BC. The initials for Black Crescent were enough to make
Zane cringe. The hedge fund, founded by Joshua Lowell’s
father, Vernon, had been an ultraexclusive avenue of
investment for the superrich. Zane’s family had once breathed
the rarefied air of those on the limited client list, and for a
time, the world was sunshine and roses. There was no shortage
of money, and Zane’s life was golden—king of the school at
Falling Brook Prep, captain of the basketball team, parents
happily married. Then Vernon disappeared with millions,
Zane’s family was left penniless and his parents’ marriage was
destroyed.

Losing their family fortune meant that Zane had been
moved from Prep to the public high school at the age of
sixteen. It was another brutal adjustment, especially since the
kids at Falling Brook High treated Zane like the rich kid who
needed to be taken down a notch or two. They had no idea
Zane was already at rock bottom. The only consolation was



that he’d met Scott there, and they’d been best friends ever
since.

Scott saved Zane, mostly from himself. Scott didn’t give a
damn about the money; he only wanted to help, and he only
wanted to be friends. They were solid from day one. When
Zane’s mom and dad fought, which was often, Scott’s parents
allowed Zane to seek refuge at their house. It was an oasis of
calm—the one place happiness seemed possible. One of the
best parts of those stays was spending time with Scott’s
younger sister, Allison. She was the coolest, smartest and most
creative person Zane had ever met. She was supercute, too, but
Zane had always looked past that. She was Scott’s sister, and
Zane would never, ever go there. Never.

“Did you see Josh’s press conference? Did you hear what he
said? ‘She brought me out of the dark with her love’?
‘Because she loves me, I am worthy’? What a load of crap.”
Zane didn’t enjoy being so bitter, but the fifteen years since
Vernon Lowell disappeared had done nothing to assuage his
pain over his entire life crumbling to dust. As far as Zane was
concerned, all Lowells—Vernon; his wife, Eve; and his kids,
Joshua, Jake and Oliver—were pure poison. He didn’t want to
see any of them happy.

“You know what they say. Love makes everything better.”

Zane shot Scott a look. Romantic love was a farce. It rarely,
if ever, lasted. Zane’s parents were a classic example. Yes,
they’d been tested when Vernon Lowell stole every penny they
had, but wasn’t love supposed to conquer all? Not from where
Zane was sitting. “Said like a very married man.”

“Don’t get salty because I’m happy. Last time I checked,
there wasn’t a law against it.”

Zane grumbled under his breath. He didn’t want to continue
this part of their conversation.

The two men wandered over to the corner of the gym to
grab the six-pack of microbrew Scott had stashed in the fully
stocked beverage fridge. Zane was more of a tequila or mescal
guy, but after a game, there was nothing better than knocking
back a cold beer. They took it outside to the patio, where



employees often enjoyed their lunch or an afternoon meeting if
the weather was nice. A warm June night, the air was sweet
and a bit heavy with humidity, but there was a pleasant breeze.
Zane and Scott sat at a table, and Scott popped open the first
two bottles. They clinked them to toast.

Zane took in a deep breath, washing down his resentment
with that first sip of beer, trying to remind himself that he
really did love it here. “I never should have gone to Joshua
Lowell at the bar and told him I knew about the DNA report
because I was the one who gave it to Sophie for the article
about Black Crescent. I should have let him wonder who her
sources were. I should have let him stew in his own juices.
That’s what he deserves.” He took another long draw of his
drink. That had been a difficult confrontation. Just seeing
Joshua Lowell face-to-face was enough to make him
physically ill. “I wanted him to know that he wasn’t as high
and mighty as everyone thought. That I knew who he really
was.”

Zane remembered the odd jolt that went through his body
when he received the DNA report in the mail, saying that Josh
had a daughter and was refusing to take responsibility. It
hadn’t occurred to Zane just how peculiar it was for someone
to have sent that to him. He hadn’t even thought too hard
about why the anonymous sender would pick him as the
recipient. He’d only known that it was ammunition to take
down a Lowell, and that had been more than enough. “The
whole point of talking to Sophie was to finally tell the world
that Josh Lowell is not the savior everyone thinks he is. I even
gave her personal photos to use, to show her I was a legit
source. Somehow that all backfired. The DNA bombshell
never made it into the anniversary article, because I picked a
reporter with scruples. Now everyone seems to adore him even
more than before. Just in time for him to fall in love with a
beautiful woman, decide to get married and conveniently step
away from Black Crescent, which is the main reason to hate
him. He’s getting off without a scratch, just like his dad.”

Scott shook his head, the corner of his mouth turned up in a
pitying smirk. “Maybe you do need a break. Get away.”



“Or move.”

Scott set his elbow on the table, pointing at Zane with his
beer bottle. “You cannot move. I need you.”

“You’re drunk.”

“Half a beer in? I don’t think so. It’s the truth. You’re like a
brother to me. And honestly, I think you need me. Who else is
going to listen to you bitch about this?”

Scott wasn’t wrong. He grounded Zane and helped him stay
away from his inevitable downward spiral. “Okay. So where
do I go? I need a beach, preferably with lots of women.”

“It does not surprise me that you would say that.”

Zane let a quiet laugh leave his lips. Yes, he had been with a
lot of women over the years. That was his escape. No strings
attached, no messy feelings getting in the way. In high school,
it had been to numb the effects of his fall from grace. The poor
former rich kid proved an easy target for other guys, but the
girls didn’t see it that way. His money and status might have
been gone, but the body he’d spent hours working on in the
gym and his face were still enough to turn a few heads. So
he’d taken what he could get.

“If it’s the beach you want,” Scott said, “you should go
down to the Bahamas. My aunt and uncle’s resort off the coast
of Eleuthera. I can hook you up.”

Scott and Zane had talked many times about making that
trip. Scott’s mom was Bahamian, but had moved to the US
permanently after attending college stateside and meeting
Scott’s dad. “Yes. Dudes’ trip. We’ve talked about it a hundred
times. It’s perfect.”

“Sorry, man. You’re on your own. Brittney just got a
promotion at work, and her schedule is crazy. It’s June, so the
kids are out of school. I can’t just take off. Plus, if you’re
picking up women, I think we can both agree that my days of
being your wingman are over.”

Zane didn’t let the disappointment get to him too much.
Everything was a downer of one sort or another. He was used



to it. “Okay. I guess I’m flying solo. Can you text me the info?
I’ll call first thing tomorrow morning.”

Scott shook his head. “Just give me the dates and I’ll take
care of it. It’s on me.”

“I do not need your charity. This isn’t high school.”

“Will you just shut up and let me do something nice for
you? Plus, I gotta keep you happy. I would be ridiculously
bummed out if you moved out of Falling Brook.”

Zane glanced over at Scott. He didn’t know what he would
do without him. He was the thing tethering him to earth.
Keeping him from going off the deep end. “I’m not leaving. I
might desperately need a few days on that beach to clear my
head, but I’m not going anywhere.” He knocked back the last
of his beer. “I have to at least stick around long enough to
avenge this loss.”

“Black Crescent?” Scott asked.

“No. Tonight’s game.”

When Allison Randall saw her ex-boyfriend’s name on the
caller ID, she flipped off her phone. Juvenile, but incredibly
satisfying.

“Let me guess. Neil?” Allison’s best friend and business
partner, Kianna Lewis, was perched in a chair opposite
Allison’s desk, flicking a pen back and forth between her
thumb and forefinger. They’d been discussing the state of their
corporate recruiting business, which frankly, wasn’t that great.

“I really don’t want to talk to him. Ever.”

“Aren’t the movers at his house right now? What if there’s a
problem?”

Kianna was so levelheaded. Allison needed that. She could
get tunnel vision. And a little spiteful. “You’re right. I’m just
ready for one of these conversations to be our last.” Allison
plucked her phone from her desk and spun her chair around to
peer out the window of her office, which overlooked nothing



more scenic than a sea of expensive cars in a parking lot. Such
was LA—asphalt and BMWs. “What’s wrong now?” she
asked Neil.

“You could have hired a normal moving company, Allison.
Hunks with Trucks? Seriously?” Her ex-boyfriend was not
taking her departure from his life well. That was perfectly
okay with her.

Allison snickered under her breath. Neil was in ridiculously
good shape, and he loved to flaunt it. He took any excuse to
whip off his shirt in public. Allison had figured he might as
well spend the afternoon with a bunch of guys who were even
more buff and cut than him. Served him right for cheating on
her. “They hire college students, Neil. These guys need the
work. For tuition and books. Just forget the name, okay?”

“That’s a little difficult when their ten-foot-high logo is
emblazoned on the truck outside my house. The neighbors can
all see it.”

What a drama queen. She should have known better than to
date a movie producer. “Sounds like good marketing on their
part.”

“There’s a crowd gathering. A bunch of women from my
street are outside taking selfies with these guys.”

This had gone far better than Allison could have anticipated.
She nearly wished she’d been there to witness it, except that
would have meant seeing Neil, and she couldn’t guarantee she
wouldn’t strangle him. “If you hadn’t cheated on me, you
wouldn’t have to suffer this supposed embarrassment.”

“I made a mistake, okay? It happens. You need to get off
that high horse of yours. Not everyone can be perfect like
you.”

She choked back a grumble. “Not cheating does not make
me perfect. It makes me a decent human being, which is more
than I can say for you.”

“I’ve told you one hundred times that she meant nothing to
me. It was just a few months of hookups. I was stupid for
doing it, and I’m sorry.”



Allison clamped her eyes shut. She was not going to let him
manipulate her anymore. “I’m done with this conversation,
Neil. Unless there’s a real problem you need me to address,
I’m going to hang up now.”

“I want my key back, Alli.”

“Change the locks. And don’t call me Alli.” She hit the red
button on the screen and tossed her phone onto a pile of papers
on her desk. The desire to scream was so intense she dug her
fingernails into her palms.

“You okay?” Kianna asked, arching her perfectly groomed
eyebrows.

“I’m fine.” Allison was a firm believer in fake it ’til you
make it. She would keep saying she was fine until she was
actually fine. Still, the Neil situation had her shaken. How had
she not seen that Neil was an arrogant jerk? How had she
managed to miss the signs? As an executive recruiter, it was
Allison’s job to read people, but she’d clearly been all wrong
about Neil.

“It’s okay to have a human moment. Your boyfriend cheated
on you. No one would blame you for crying or throwing
things.”

No, no one would fault her, but Allison refused to let this
drag her down. Neil would move on with his life in his perfect
house, with his suspiciously white teeth and 3 percent body
fat. Allison was not going to let him be the only one to find
happiness. “I’m fine. Let’s get back to work. We need to finish
this up so I can head over to my new place and meet the
movers.”

“Okay. If that’s what you want.” Kianna launched into a
summary of their bottom line. It didn’t take long. The upshot
was too many expenses, not enough income. “All of this
makes the Black Crescent account that much more important.
If we nail this first assignment for them, we should be able to
go on retainer. That will put us safely in the black.”

Having a new client in her hometown of Falling Brook,
New Jersey, was a real boon. Allison had pulled in a favor to



make it happen, but she was sure it could translate into big
things. “We can do it. I can do it. I will knock their socks off. I
promise.” The best part was that it would not only bring in
money, she could see her brother, Scott. Allison had been there
for his birthday last month, but she always looked forward to
their time together.

“How soon are you planning to go out there and meet with
them?”

Allison flipped through her calendar. “I haven’t booked my
travel yet, but I’m thinking next week. My plan is to walk into
that meeting with the three amazing candidates we’ve been
talking to for the position.”

“Can I make a suggestion?”

“You think I should go sooner?”

“I think you should leave sooner, as in go somewhere for a
few days. Relax. Unwind. Meet a hot guy and let him rock
your world. Get Neil out of your system.”

“But we have so much work to do.”

“And we need you on top of your game when you meet with
Black Crescent. You’re wound way too tight right now.”

Allison had to laugh. “Have you been talking to my mom?”

“Please tell me your mom didn’t tell you to hook up with
some guy.”

“She didn’t. But she did tell my aunt Angelique about Neil,
and Angelique called last night begging me to come and stay
with her and my uncle for a few days at their resort in the
Bahamas. Bad news travels fast among the women in my
family.” Allison was incredibly close to her mom, so much so
that she felt suffocated sometimes. So of course, they’d had
many phone conversations about the Neil situation, and it was
only a matter of time before her aunt found out.

“That sounds perfect. I say you do it. As long as there are
men available, of course.” Kianna got up from her chair,
gathered her notes in her arms and headed for the door.

“A man is the last thing I need.”



Kianna turned and cast Allison a stern look. “I’m not talking
marriage. I’m talking sex. A few mind-blowing orgasms and
Neil will be a distant memory.”

“I’m not much for random hookups. I’m not even sure I can
do that.”

“Have you looked at yourself? Any sane guy would be
psyched to take you to bed.” Kianna turned on her heel and
headed down the hall.

Allison wasn’t sure about that, but maybe it was time to do
something nice for herself—book a bungalow on the beach
and fall asleep in the sun with a good book. She fumbled for
her phone and dialed the number for her aunt.

“Tell me you’re on the plane,” Angelique said when she
answered.

Allison smiled. She couldn’t help it. She loved her entire
family deeply. “Not yet.”

“But you’re coming?”

“As long as you have room for me.”

“I have one bungalow open, so we have room. It’s all yours.
I hope it’s okay if I put you next to one of your brother’s
friends, though. Zane Patterson?”

That name started a long-forgotten hum in Allison’s body.
Zane was the guy Allison had crushed on for every waking
minute of her adolescence. “He’s not coming with Scott, is
he?”

“Oh, no. By himself. Just for a few days. He gets here
tomorrow.”

Allison’s heart was jackhammering in her chest. Visions of
unbelievably sexy Zane rushed into her consciousness—thick
dark hair with a hint of curl, piercing blue eyes that made her
melt and a long, lean body she’d wanted to touch forever. She
had a good dozen or so Zane fantasies she’d concocted over
the years. Why had she never thought up the one where they
both ended up on a secluded Bahamian island at the same
time? “Oh. Funny. I was thinking I’d fly in tomorrow, too.”



“Do you know him?”

“I do. He’s a great guy. It’s always nice to see him.” Allison
couldn’t ignore the way her voice had suddenly pitched to a
higher octave. “Nice to see him” didn’t begin to cover it.

But there’d always been a massive obstacle with Zane—
Scott. The only time she’d had any real physical contact with
Zane was three weeks ago, when they were at her brother’s
house for his birthday dinner. This was right after Allison had
first found out Neil was cheating. Feeling hurt, reckless and
pleasantly tipsy, she’d spent most of the evening testing the
waters of flirtation with Zane. She knocked her knee into his
under the table, brushed his hand with her fingertips when
reaching for the butter and made a point of making eye contact
when she laughed at his jokes. There was a palpable
connection between them, a very real spark, and she could
only play with fire for so long before jumping in headfirst. So
as soon as Scott and his wife left the table to put their kids to
bed, Allison had grabbed her chance. She gripped Zane’s
muscled forearm, leaned in and kissed him. For a blissful
instant, Zane was into it.

So into it.

He’d cupped her jaw with his hand like he was drinking her
in. The years of wanting him day after day had been building
for that moment, and she was overwhelmed by a deluge of
heat and a rush of something she hadn’t experienced in too
long—pure hope. She arched into him, and he followed her
cue, wrapping his arm around her and pressing his chest
against hers. It was really happening, and her mind had leaped
ahead to what came next…a quick escape, a race back to his
place, clothes coming off before they were even inside, lips
and hands exploring the landscape of each other’s bodies until
they were both exhausted. It was going to happen. Finally.

Then he froze. And everything else became a blur. He
pushed her away, ashamed to look her in the eye. He blurted
something about betraying Scott. He said he was sorry. He
shook his head and muttered that it had been a mistake. He
pushed back from the table and rushed out the door, leaving
Allison shell-shocked. How could she have been so close and



have it all taken away? It felt like a cruel joke life was playing
on her. It hurt like hell.

For weeks, that painful scene played in her head. But once
she got beyond the hurt, she realized that the real problem had
been Scott. If they’d been truly alone that night, her fantasies
would’ve come true. She and Zane would’ve been naked and
sweaty in no time.

But hopefully, Zane wouldn’t be so worried about her
hyperprotective brother if he was a thousand miles away. With
close proximity to Zane and some privacy, she could finally go
for what she’d always wanted—a night of pure abandon with
Zane. She knew better than to hope for more than that. He was
the ultimate ladies’ man, and she was okay with that. He was
who he was, and she still wanted him more than any man
she’d ever laid eyes on. If she played her cards right, she’d at
least get to fulfill this fantasy, even if it was only a onetime
thing.

“Do you want me to tell him you’re coming?”

If Allison had been talking to Kianna, she might have made
a joke about orgasms, but that was not appropriate with her
aunt. “No. Don’t. I’ll surprise him.”

“I’m so happy you’re coming to stay, Alli. It’s been too
long.”

“I’m excited to spend some time unwinding.”

“Text me your flight details. I’ll have someone pick you up
at the marina.”

“Sounds perfect. See you tomorrow.”

Allison gathered her things, closed up her office, said
goodbye to Kianna and hurried out to the parking lot, feeling a
new purpose in every step. She hopped into her Mercedes,
cranked the stereo and headed toward her new apartment,
where the guys from Hunks with Trucks would soon be
waiting to move her into her new place. She wasn’t even going
to bother to unpack. She was going to let them in to do their
work while she turned around to go shopping for a hat, a
sarong and the skimpiest bikini she could find. Then she was



going to get a good night’s beauty sleep and get her butt on a
plane tomorrow morning.

Next stop, paradise. Next stop, Zane.



Two

The flight from Miami to Eleuthera Island was not for the
faint of heart. Scott’s aunt and uncle Angelique and Hubert
had booked a charter for Zane on the tiniest of Learjets. Still,
Zane loved the freedom of hanging by an invisible thread over
the jaw-dropping blue of the Atlantic.

Zane’s pulse skipped a beat as the aircraft floated down to
the tiny landing strip and bounced its way to an abrupt stop.
Another five hundred yards and they would’ve been in the
ocean. Engines whirring, the plane taxied around to a modest
outbuilding—yellow with a rust-red roof. The crew quickly
opened the cabin door, and Zane whipped off his seat belt,
sucking in his first sweet breath of Bahamian air. Sunglasses
on, he surveyed the landscape from his vantage point at the top
of the plane stairs. Palm trees rustled in the wind, and gauzy
white clouds rolled across the seemingly endless stretch of
azure sky. This was exactly what he’d needed. He knew it
already.

A driver from Rose Cove, the boutique resort owned by
Scott’s aunt and uncle, met him outside the airport building,
and after a quick zip through customs, Zane was on his way to
the marina in a golf cart. From there, a speedboat captain
named Marcus took Zane for the two-mile trip to Rose Cove
Island, off the southernmost tip of Eleuthera. The water was
tranquil and clear, the wind buzzing through Zane’s ears as the
boat sliced through the water and the sun blanketed him in
warmth. He pulled his phone out of his pocket and powered it
down. He had zero plans to look at it while he was in paradise.
He not only needed to unwind, he wanted to disappear. Falling
Brook, the Lowell family and Black Crescent weren’t even a
distant thought—they’d evaporated from his mind.

Pulling up to the dock at Rose Cove, Zane was struck by the
beauty of the pink sand beaches from which the tiny private
island got its name. Marcus directed him down a crushed-



seashell path through a tropical forest so shaded by palm trees
that it was a good ten degrees cooler. Colorful birds chirped
and flitted from tree to tree, while the occasional lizard
skittered across the sandy ground to hide behind a rock. He
eventually reached a clearing with a white single-story
building of colonial architecture, with a porch that wrapped
around the entire structure. Inside, Zane finally got to meet
Scott’s aunt Angelique.

“Welcome to Rose Cove!” she exclaimed, rushing out from
behind the check-in desk, wearing a beautiful turquoise
sundress, flat sandals and her braided hair pulled up in a twist.
Despite her enthusiasm, Angelique’s peaceful voice suggested
that she lived her life at a pace far different from the rest of the
world’s. “My nephew has told me so much about you.” She
gave him a hug, showing the same warmth Zane had found in
Scott’s entire family. He already felt at home here. He wasn’t
sure he ever wanted to leave.

“You can’t believe everything Scott says,” Zane joked.

Angelique smiled wide. “He had nothing but great things to
say.” She bustled back behind the counter and unfolded what
appeared to be a map. “Here’s all you need to know about the
island. This is the main building, where my husband, Hubert,
and I live.” She circled a picture of the building where they
were. “The ten cottages spoke out from here and are a good
distance from each other for privacy. You’re in cottage number
eight. You have a quiet stretch of beach, a hammock and a
private plunge pool. There’s a beautiful king-size bed, a luxury
bath and a fully stocked kitchen. Or our staff will bring you
breakfast, lunch and dinner every day. Simply fill out the card
waiting for you in your room. Until then, I invite you to relax
and enjoy the island. Perhaps say hello to your neighbor in
cottage nine. She’s been waiting for you to arrive.”

“A neighbor?” A she, no less? Perhaps this was Zane’s
lucky day, although there was a part of him that knew his
tendency to get lost in women was not his best trait. Really, he
should be focusing on fishing and swimming while detoxing
from social media and the internet.

“My niece, Allison. She arrived a few hours ago.”



Zane’s jaw dropped so far he had to make a conscious
decision to close his mouth. He was flabbergasted. What were
the chances that he and Allison would end up on the island at
the same time? “Allison is here. On this island. Right now.”

“Is there a problem?”

He shook his head so fast he nearly lost his sunglasses,
which were resting on top of his head. “Absolutely not. I love
Allison. I’m just surprised. I’ll have to stop over and say hi.”
He hadn’t seen Allison much in the years since he graduated
from high school. He’d gone to college in North Carolina on a
basketball scholarship, and when he returned to Falling Brook
after four years, she was off to school in Los Angeles, where
she stayed to start a business. She returned every Christmas,
but Zane always seemed to be visiting his mom in Boston at
the same time. But three weeks ago Scott’s wife, Brittney,
invited both Allison and Zane to a surprise birthday dinner she
was having for Scott. Allison flew in for the weekend. The
instant Zane saw her, he knew exactly how good the years had
been to Allison—almost too good. She’d taken a straight line
from cute to drop-dead gorgeous. Her long and wavy black
hair was pulled back in a ponytail, showing off the incredible
depth and warmth of her brown eyes. The chemistry of the
entire room shifted when she smiled or laughed. He’d always
found her interesting and a bit otherworldly, with a style and
vibe all her own, but that night he was transfixed.

She’d surprised him many times when they were younger,
like the day she got her nose pierced, but she’d flat-out
shocked him that night at Scott’s house. She kissed him—soft
and sensuous and so packed with sexy intent that he’d felt the
earth shift beneath him. He was so conditioned to think of
Allison only as his best friend’s little sister that he’d been
wholly unprepared for Allison, the fully formed woman. And
with Scott in the other room, a man to whom there would be
no explaining, Zane had done the unthinkable that night. He’d
pushed beautiful, beguiling Allison away.

“Well, she has the cottage next to yours, so I’m sure you’ll
see her,” Angelique said.



Now Zane was wondering how in the hell he was going to
navigate these difficult waters. He didn’t want to relive the
awkward aftermath of that kiss. Their conversation from that
night was permanently emblazoned on his psyche.

This is wrong, Allison. Your brother.
Don’t talk about Scott.
But he’s right in the other room. He will never forgive me.
Women had been Zane’s escape many times, but not like

that. Never before had he risked one of the most important
things in his life for a kiss.

It had been such a blur, Zane had left without saying so
much as goodbye to Scott, asking Allison to tell him that he
had a headache. She told him he was getting freaked out for
nothing, but Zane knew his weakness when it came to women,
and Allison was the one woman he absolutely could never
have.

“Mr. Patterson? Are you sure everything is okay? Scott
mentioned that you’ve been under a lot of stress.” Angelique
looked at him quizzically, knocking her head to one side.

“Oh, yes. Sorry.” He shook his head in an effort to get it
straight. He needed to get a grip. He and Allison had shared a
kiss. It was no big deal. Scott would never know about it, and
it would never happen again—end of story.

“Is there anything else you need?”

“My room key, I guess.”

“There are no keys on Rose Cove. You will enjoy more
seclusion and privacy than you ever imagined. But I’m happy
to have someone show you to your cottage.”

Zane picked up the map from the registration counter. “Not
necessary. I think I’ve got it from here.”

“You can’t get too lost. Just stop when you reach the
ocean.” Angelique winked and grinned, then waved goodbye.

Zane followed the path and the small wood signs to cottages
eight and nine. As he walked under the canopy of trees, he had



to remind himself that Allison was not fair game. He would be
friendly and cordial. He might even spend a small bit of time
with her while they were both there, but there would be no
replay of that kiss. Scott was too important to him. He would
not betray the bro code. Never.

Ahead, Zane could see the water and two cottages set
several hundred yards away from each other, one a shade of
sky blue and the other pure turquoise, each with painted white
trim and a bright red roof. All around them, the powdery pink
sand was a bright and summery accent, while the sun glinted
off the calm crystalline sea. It could not have been a more
stunning setting, and despite his worries over how he would
handle the situation with Allison, Zane could feel himself
unwinding, his spine loosening and his shoulders relaxing.

He opened the door to his cottage and stepped inside, his
eyes immediately drawn to the stunning vista of ocean at the
far end of the house. He set down the map and strolled through
the open living room, which had a vaulted wood-beamed
ceiling and entire wall of windows, all open and letting in the
sea breezes. At center was a set of oversize French doors,
which led out to Zane’s patio, covered in terra-cotta tile with
an arbor above it for shade. Beyond that was his private
plunge pool, surrounded by lush tropical plantings.

Not wanting to wait another minute for his vacation to start,
Zane found the bedroom, which, as advertised, had an
intricately carved wood bed with another beautiful view of the
sea. His suitcase had been delivered by staff, and he wasted no
time getting into his swim trunks, grabbing a towel from the
beautifully appointed bathroom and making one more stop in
the kitchen to grab a beer. He poured it into a shatterproof
tumbler, and, sunglasses on, he strolled out onto the terrace
and jumped into the pool.

The water was cool and exhilarating, the perfect
counterpoint to the strong Bahamian sun. He slicked his hair
back from his face and swam over to the edge of the pool,
folding his arms up on the edge and drinking in the beautiful
ocean view. As difficult as the last few weeks had been—hell,
the last several years—Zane could feel that all fading away.



Scott had been so right. Maybe he just needed some time to
clear his head and stop thinking about Josh Lowell and Black
Crescent.

Zane dropped his chin down onto the back of his hand and
something caught his eye. More specifically, someone—a
woman sauntering down to the water in front of the other
cabin. Allison. It had to be her. She was turned away from him,
but he’d have to be dead to not admire the view—her hair
down the middle of her back, tawny skin set against a colorful
sarong, lithe legs and bare feet. She stopped where the pink
sand met the water and turned, ambling in his direction while
gently swishing her feet in beautiful blue.

He wasn’t sure what to do. Call out to her? Submerge
himself in icy water and try to hide for the next five days? This
never, ever would have been a question if she hadn’t kissed
him on Scott’s birthday. She was permanently off-limits, fruit
so forbidden that he would be blowing up his entire life if he
dared to go there.

Before he had a chance to formulate any sort of plan,
Allison looked up and spotted him. His heart instantly began
pulsing, jumping to double time when she raised her
sunglasses up onto her forehead for a moment, smiled and
waved. Good God, she was unfairly beautiful. And she was
coming his way. He had no means of stopping this. He had to
go with it and try to have a casual conversation with the sister
of his best friend.

So he did what he would have done if they’d never kissed—
he waved back and called her name. “Allison!”

As Allison walked up the beach toward Zane’s cottage, she
could hardly believe this was really happening. How many
times had she concocted some dream scenario in her head
where she and Zane were alone? Too many to count. And what
was unfolding before her was exactly the kind of fantasy she
loved to weave—a perfect sunny day, not another human in
sight, the breeze brushing her skin and the air so sweet.



Her pulse raced. Every nerve ending in her body was firing.
Her breaths were deep, and yet she still felt as though she
couldn’t get enough oxygen. If she wasn’t careful, she was
going to hyperventilate or pass out. This was Zane’s effect on
her. It was as if the real Allison was no longer in control and
some other version of her was pulling the strings. It had been
like this since she was thirteen and he was sixteen.

But Zane wasn’t a teenager anymore. And she wasn’t,
either. She was twenty-eight years old, and she knew what she
wanted. She also knew that the world didn’t go around
handing out opportunities. Life didn’t work like that. You had
to take what was yours when you had the chance. And as she
got closer to Zane’s cottage and watched him climb out of his
plunge pool, water dripping from his magnificent, lean and
athletic form, she didn’t even have to ask herself what her goal
was—she knew it in her heart and in her gut. She wanted
Zane’s naked body pressed against hers. She needed his mouth
on every inch of her. She had to have him, if only for a few
days in paradise. Zane was not “for keeps,” but he could
absolutely be “for right now.”

“Hey there,” she said, stepping up onto his patio. She
studied him as he toweled off his chest. She’d only seen him
with this shirt off a few times, but his shoulders were just as
amazing as she’d remembered. Firm and contoured from
thousands of hours playing basketball. His chest was even
more glorious, with a tiny patch of dark hair right at the center.
She wanted to tangle her fingers in that hair. She wanted to
kiss him there. She hungered to skim her lips over every inch
of his pecs, rake her fingernails across the warm skin of his
abs and tease open the drawstring of his swim trunks.

“How weird is this?” Zane rattled her back to the present
with the question. In her fantasies, he would have opened with
something far more seductive. Maybe something like, Hello,
beautiful. Can I help you with your sarong? “We live on
opposite ends of the country but we both end up at your aunt
and uncle’s resort at the same time?”

“What are the chances, huh? Small world, I suppose.” She
couldn’t help but notice his body language—shoulders tight



and hands clutching the towel to his chest, as if he was hiding
from her. This was all wrong, and she was desperate to change
the dynamic. “Can I have a hug?”

“Uh, sure. Of course.” He grabbed his T-shirt from one of
the chaise longues by the pool and put it on. He was definitely
trying to keep his distance. She might need to take things slow.
She didn’t want to scare him off or freak him out. The last
thing her already-bruised ego needed was another interaction
like the one at Scott’s birthday party. She couldn’t endure it if
he pushed her away again. She spread out her arms and gave
him the sort of embrace only friends exchange. It was quick
and to the point, and not at all what she wanted. Just that one
little taste of his body heat left her longing. Her chest ached
for more.

“So what are you doing here?” he asked.

“I needed a break, and my aunt is always begging me to
visit.”

“Things stressful at work?”

She looked around for a place to sit. “Do you mind?” She
gestured to one of two chaises under an umbrella.

“Yeah. Of course. Do you want a beer?”

“I’m good for now, but thanks.” She did want one, but she
wasn’t sure it was a good idea. She needed to keep her wits
about her while she was trying to suss out where his head was
at. They hadn’t talked once since the kiss a few weeks ago. For
all she knew, he thought she was a lunatic. “I just broke up
with my boyfriend. We were living together, so it was a pretty
big ordeal, moving out and all of that.”

Zane sat in the chair next to her and reclined, crossing his
legs at the ankle. He had incredibly sexy legs, a mile long but
still pure muscle, with just the right amount of dark hair. “I’m
sorry to hear that. If you need a shoulder to cry on, I’m a
pretty good listener. Plus, I figure I’m forever in debt to the
Randall family.”

“For what?”



“Where do I start? Turning around my entire life when I
was at my lowest point?”

Allison waved it off. He still clung to a debt of gratitude for
her family, but the truth was that Zane had given them a lot,
too. He’d never been anything less than a positive presence.
For Scott and Allison, who’d had a mostly stable childhood,
watching Zane battle through his family’s reversal of fortune
had taught them a lot about humility. “Are you kidding me?
My parents love you. And obviously Scott is obsessed with
you.” Her phone, which she had tucked into her bathing suit
top, rang. Things at work were so tenuous right now that she
couldn’t afford to turn off her ringer, as much as she wanted
uninterrupted time with Zane. “I’m sorry. I should look to see
who it is.” She glanced at the caller ID. It was Scott. Did he
have some sort of psychic ability to interrupt her at the most
inopportune time? For an instant, she considered sending the
call to voice mail, but she knew that he would just keep calling
her back.

“Speak of the devil,” she said to Zane. “It’s my brother.”

“Oh. Wow.”

“I know.” She answered the call to speak to Scott. “Were
your ears ringing? We were just talking about you.”

“What the hell, Allison? You’re down at Rose Cove by
yourself and Zane is there, too?”

Of course he’s not only calling, he’s taken issue with the fact
that I’m with Zane. “Yes. I’m doing this thing where you
travel to a place where you don’t live and you relax. It’s called
vacation. You should try it.” She glanced over at Zane, who
she hoped would at least be smiling after her wisecrack at her
brother. But no. Zane’s handsome face was painted with
entirely too much concern. She’d seen that look before, and
she didn’t like it.

“Is there something funny going on between you two?”
Scott asked. “Don’t think I didn’t notice how weird you were
being at my party.”



Being under Scott’s thumb had grown so tiresome. In many
ways, Allison felt as though she’d been born under it. “We’re
hanging out. He’s my friend, too.”

Zane cleared his throat. “Hand me the phone.”

Allison shook her head and held the receiver to her chest.
“No. I’ve got this. He’s being ridiculous, and you and I are
sitting by the pool, talking. He needs to get over himself.” She
raised the phone back to her ear. “Unless you have something
nice to say to me, I’m going to say goodbye now and get back
to my vacation.”

“He went on this trip to hook up with women,” Scott
blurted. “He told me as much. And I do not want you to fall
for his charms. Nothing good comes of it, and you just came
off a bad breakup.”

Allison grumbled under her breath. As if she needed another
reminder that Zane had a zillion other women waiting in the
wings. Her brother was ruining her fantasy, and she wasn’t
going to sit around for any more of it. “Okay. Sounds great.”

“You aren’t listening to me. You’re just saying that so Zane
won’t know what I’m saying about him.”

“Yep. You’re right. Anything else? I need to get going.”

“Are you watching the forecast? There’s a system forming
in the Atlantic. The weather channel says it could dip down
into the Caribbean. It could be upgraded to a tropical storm by
late today. It could easily become a hurricane.”

Allison looked overhead. There wasn’t a cloud in the sky.
“You are such a weather nerd. I’m not worried about
something an ocean away, okay? Plus, it’s June. The hurricane
season just started. I’m sure Angelique and Hubert will let us
know if it’s anything of concern. Now, go back to your life so I
can try to unwind. Kiss the kids for me.”

“I’m calling you tomorrow. And just punch Zane if he tries
anything. Or remind him I will kill him if he touches you.”

Allison didn’t want to tell Scott that if there was any
smacking going on, it would be only of the playful variety, and
only if she was very lucky. “Got it. Love you.” She pushed the



red button on her phone and tucked it back inside her swimsuit
top. “Sorry about that. I think he’s paranoid that there’s
something going on between us.”

Zane got up from his seat and ran his hand through his hair.
His forehead creases were deep with worry. “Then you need to
call him back and tell him that absolutely nothing is going on.
Or I’ll do it. Give me your phone.”

Allison sat back on the chaise and didn’t bother to cover up
when her sarong slipped open, revealing the full stretch of her
bare leg and a good bit of her stomach, as well. She loved
seeing the way Zane tried not to look…and failed. Did he want
her the way she wanted him? Did he crave her touch? Her
kiss? The thought of unleashing all of her pent-up desire on
him, especially in paradise, where they could be blissfully
alone, was so tempting it made her entire body tingle. It would
be so easy to undo the knot of her cover-up and let it fall away.
Give Zane an eyeful. Run her fingers along the edge of her
bikini top, right where the swell of her breasts could draw the
most attention. She wanted to do it so badly that her hand
twitched. But she had to play this slowly. “Don’t be threatened
by my brother. He’s just watching out for me. It’s a bad habit
of his. He needs to cut it out.”

“You know why he’s so protective of you. There’s a good
reason for it.”

Allison did know there was a good reason, but she’d been a
little girl when she got sick. She hardly remembered any of it
—it was practically a lifetime ago. Most important, she was
perfectly healthy now and had been cancer-free for more than
twenty years. Her entire family needed to stop hovering over
her like she was made of porcelain. “And because my family
is always around, I think we should take this chance to hang
out on our own terms. Talk. Like friends. We are friends,
aren’t we?”

“I don’t know.”

“What? You don’t know if we’re friends?”

He shook his head, seeming frustrated, which was not what
she was going for. She wanted him relaxed. At ease. “I don’t



know if it’s a good idea for us to spend time together.”

“What are you afraid of, Zane? That I’m going to kiss you
again?” She had a sliver of regret at putting things on the line
like this at the outset, but perhaps it was for the best. If he was
going to reject her, best to get it out of the way.

“For starters, yes.”

Allison pressed her lips together tightly. She decided then
and there that if any moves were going to be made, the first
would have to be his. If he wanted her the way she wanted
him, he was going to have to show her. She wasn’t putting her
heart and pride on the line a second time, especially not when
he was so willing to say out loud that he was worried about
what she might do. “I promise I won’t kiss you, okay? Just
stop acting like you’re afraid of me, because I know you
aren’t.”

“Of course I’m not afraid.”

“Then prove it. Let me make you dinner.”

Zane ran his tongue across his lower lip tentatively. It was
one of his most adorable quirks and he always did it when he
couldn’t make up his mind about something. Allison didn’t
like that her offer required any deliberation at all, but she
certainly appreciated the vision of his mouth. “Dinner?
Nothing else?”

Allison closed up her sarong and rose from her seat. “Fair
warning. You might go home incredibly satisfied.” She patted
him on the shoulder. “From my cooking. It’s really good.”



Three

Zane’s entire body was humming when Allison left, which
left his brain running at a clip to catch up. If Scott knew what
was going through Zane’s head right now and how that all
centered on his little sister, he would end him. It wouldn’t be a
quick death. It would be a long, painful one, during which
Scott would drive home a single point—Allison was off-limits.
Always had been. Always would be.

But here on a dot of an island, more than a thousand miles
away from his best friend, Zane couldn’t deny his churning
thoughts or the insistent pulse of electricity in his body. The
second Allison’s sarong fell open to reveal the tops of her
luscious thighs, the soft plane of her stomach and that little
spot on her hip where the tie of her bikini bottoms sat, all bets
were off. Or most of them, at least. He’d withstood an unholy
rush of blood to the center of his body, so fierce that it nearly
knocked him off his feet. Thinking about it was only providing
an opportunity to put a finer point on the things he’d wanted to
do to her—drop to his knees, start at her ankle and kiss every
inch of her lovely leg, moving north until he reached the bow
at her hip. The only thing that would make sense if he ever got
that far would be to tug at the string, quite possibly with his
teeth, slowly untie it and use his mouth to leave her curling her
fingers into his scalp and calling out his name.

Thoughts like that were going to ruin Zane and everything
he held dear.

He stalked into his cottage and opened the fridge, if nothing
but for the blast of cold air against his overheated skin. It
didn’t help. It somehow made everything worse—another
bodily conflict to endure as the shot of coolness mixed with
the balmy salt air—everything on this island felt good. Too
good. He popped open another beer and took a swig, but
dammit, it was only a pleasing jolt of sweet and bitter, a shock
of frothy cold followed by a wave of warmth that made him



pleasantly dizzy. The erection he’d tried so desperately to fight
off was now at a full salute, begging for attention and hungry
for release.

There was only one way to get past this, and it didn’t
involve an icy shower. He couldn’t wash away Allison’s effect
on him. He had to get past it. He stormed off to his bedroom,
shucked his clothes and stretched out on the magnificent bed.
The linens were smooth and impossibly soft against his skin,
another pleasure he didn’t relish, but this was the only way to
keep himself from doing something foolish later tonight when
he saw Allison. It was time to take matters—namely, his
erection—into his own hands.

He didn’t bother with seduction, reaching down and
wrapping his fingers around his length. He closed his eyes and
allowed himself the luxury of visions of Allison—glossy hair
framing those deep, soulful eyes, plump lips and a smile that
could turn ice to a puddle. Her shapely legs and curvy hips.
Her luscious breasts. He took long strokes with his hand,
imagining kissing her again, except there was no stopping this
time. He started things, and she turned up the volume, their
tongues winding, mouths hot and wet and hungry for more.

The tension in his body built, but coiled tighter, a push and
pull he wouldn’t be able to take for long. To edge himself
closer, he conjured an illusion of Allison naked and the feeling
of her body on top of him, holding him down with her warmth
and softness. He imagined being inside her—the closeness, the
heat—and her heady sweetness perfuming the air as he
brought her to her peak. With that thought, the pressure was
released and he arched his back, riding out the waves of
pleasure. His breath hitched in a sharp inhale, then came out in
a long rush of relief. He settled back on the pillow and slowly
pried his eyes open, not to the sight of Allison but to the white
painted ceiling and whirring fan overhead. He turned and
glanced at the clock on the nightstand. He had four hours until
dinner. Hopefully this solo rendezvous had prepared him. Now
to shower, read a few chapters of a book, take a nap and hope
that he could keep his libido in check.



Five minutes before six, Zane headed to Allison’s cottage,
dressed in jeans and a dress shirt with the sleeves rolled up to
the elbows. He carried his flip-flops and walked barefoot
through the sand, which was still warm from the day’s rays.
Over the water, the sun was dipping lower, painting the sky in
vibrant shades of pink and orange. It was so obvious and easy
to say, but Rose Cove really was paradise. He didn’t want to
leave anytime soon. Having distance from his past and from
Joshua Lowell? Amazing. If it weren’t for Scott, and Zane’s
company, he might never go back to Falling Brook.

He found himself taking his time as he strolled across the
beach, now approaching Allison’s. She had every window and
door flung open, allowing him to watch her in the kitchen,
milling about. He really hoped she wasn’t going to put the
full-court press on him tonight, and that her only intention was
for the two of them to spend a few hours together. It was time
to leave The Kiss where it belonged—in the past. Their
circumstances did not allow for him to ever go there again.
One thing he’d learned when his parents lost every penny of
the family’s money to Black Crescent and Joshua Lowell’s
father was that the sooner you learned to accept your personal
situation and deal with what you had in front of you, the better.

“Knock, knock,” Zane said, standing at the French doors to
Allison’s cottage. “I brought a bottle of wine, but I can’t really
take credit for it. Your aunt stocked my fridge.”

Allison turned and smiled, looking fresh-faced and sun
kissed, wearing a swishy black skirt and a royal blue tank top.
Her feet were again bare and her hair was up in a high
ponytail. There wasn’t a single made-up thing about her, and
that made her perfect, however much he wished he hadn’t
noticed. She’s your best friend’s little sister. Don’t be an idiot.
It was his new mantra. He committed himself to repeating it
over and over until it became part of his psyche.

“I’m glad you came.” She took the wine from him and
carried it straight to the kitchen counter. No kiss on the cheek
hello. No hug.

Zane was relieved, even if there was something in his body
that was registering as disappointment. “Well, you know, I had



so many invitations, I wasn’t sure what to do.” He took a seat
at the kitchen island, with a view of the cooktop, where
something delicious-smelling was simmering away.

Allison laughed, then handed him the corkscrew. “Here.
Make yourself useful.”

“Yes, ma’am.” He got up and opened the bottle, then took
the liberty of finding the wineglasses, which was easily done
since this kitchen had the exact layout of his own. “To
friends.” He offered her a glass and held up his own for the
toast.

“Yes. To friends.” She took a sip, hardly looking at him at
all.

He wondered if he’d been too standoffish earlier. He only
wanted to keep things in a place where nobody got hurt. He
didn’t want to lose all of the warmth between them. Just some
of it. Keep things friendly, but not too friendly. “Have you
seen any of the other guests on the island at all?” he asked.

She shook her head and lifted the lid off a pot. “I haven’t.
Angelique stopped by and told me that a few people canceled
their reservations because there’s talk of a hurricane.”

“That’s what you were talking about with Scott, isn’t it?”
This didn’t sit well with Zane. It would be just his luck that the
weather would go bad and ruin his idyllic vacation. Worse
than that, they were sitting ducks if a bad storm came through.

“Don’t worry. Both Angelique and Hubert said this happens
all the time. The forecasts are often wildly inaccurate, and the
models have the storm going any number of directions.”
Allison gestured outside with a nod. “Look at that sunset.
There’s no way a storm is coming.”

He stole a glance, even though he’d been admiring it
minutes earlier. “You’re probably right.”

“You need to relax, Zane. The whole point of being here is
to unwind. Dinner is just about ready.”

Zane had thought he was relaxed. Apparently not. “What
are we having?”



“A conch ceviche with lime and fresh chilies to start, then
baked crab with rice and pigeon peas. All my mom’s family
recipes.”

“That’s why it smells so amazing. It makes me think of your
mom and being at your house.”

“Of course. She must have made this for you one of the
times you stayed with us.” Allison spooned the ceviche into
two small dishes and sprinkled fresh herbs on top.

“That seems like forever ago.” Being with Allison while
memories of time with her family surfaced had Zane wedged
between nostalgia and the pain of that period of his life. It was
about so much more than the financial struggle. The real
misery had come from watching his parents’ marriage fall
apart before his very eyes. Allison was a reminder of both
things he cherished and things he wished had never happened,
which he knew was part of the reason every sense was
heightened around her. “You were just a girl then. How old
were you when we met? Thirteen?”

She cast him a disapproving look. “I’m all for memory lane,
but can we not talk about me as an awkward teenager?”

“Why? You were the coolest kid I ever met. You had the
best taste in music. You were always reading all of these books
I’d never heard of. You totally had your own fashion sense.
You’d wear those flowery dresses and black Doc Martens
boots. Or T-shirts with bands I’d never heard of.”

Allison blushed and tried to hide a smile. “Will you please
shut up? It’s embarrassing.”

Zane couldn’t help but love that they had this history and
that he could have playfully tease her because of it. She’d
always had a tough outer shell, carrying herself with an air of
disaffection. She wanted the world to think that she didn’t care
what anyone thought of her, but Zane had long suspected that
wasn’t quite the case. “It’s the truth. That was the first thing
that struck me about you. You always had an amazing sense of
self. I’m not sure I ever did.”



“I think you’ve always known exactly who you are. The
problem is that you weren’t always happy about it.”

For a moment, the air in the room seemed to stand still. Was
that his problem? Or was it that the wounds inflicted by the
Lowell family had been so slow to heal? “Well, if that’s the
case, it’s only because I’m pretty easy to figure out. Feed me
and I’m happy.” He smiled, hoping to lighten the mood. He’d
never intended to steer them down such a serious path.

“Then I’m your girl.” She held up the two dishes of ceviche.

Zane swallowed hard, and not because the food was so
mouthwatering. He was reading too much into everything
Allison did and said. And it was going to be his undoing if he
wasn’t careful. Again, he reminded himself to relax. He was
more than capable of enjoying a beautiful home-cooked meal
with an old friend. “Should we eat out on the patio?”

“Whatever and wherever you want.”

Allison had to hand it to herself—dinner was incredible. Her
mom and Aunt Angelique would be proud.

Zane sat back in one of the lounge chairs out on the patio,
rubbing his belly and gazing up at the stars. “That was
unbelievable. I don’t think I’m going to need to eat again
anytime soon.”

“You went back for seconds. I’m impressed.”

He turned and smiled at her, and, even in the darkness, with
only the faint light from inside the house, she was struck by
just how damn handsome he was—kissable lips, stormy eyes
and the smile of a heartbreaker. The sight of him made her
breath catch in her throat in a painfully familiar way. It was
exactly like every other time she’d tormented herself with the
conscious thought of how perfect he was. “Like I said, feed me
and I’m happy. You fed me so well, I’d have to say I’m
euphoric.”

It was reassuring to know she could do this much right, but
this entire evening had too many echoes of the past—the



friendship was there between them, but she wanted more. She
would always want more. The itch to be with him would never
go away unless she had the chance to scratch it. “Any interest
in working off that meal tomorrow?” She knew that there was
a little too much innuendo in the wording of her question, but
it was meant to be a test.

“What’d you have in mind?” He returned his sights to the
night sky, not taking the chance to flirt with her.

Any other woman might be deterred or discouraged, but
Allison hadn’t come this close to give up now. She would
forge ahead with her suggestion and keep the ball in his court.
“Snorkeling. If we hike around to the north side of the island,
the water and fish are unbelievable. If we’re lucky, we’ll see
sea turtles, too. We can swim out right from the beach.”

He was doing that thing with his tongue and his lower lip
again, driving her crazy in the process. “Yeah. Cool. That
sounds fun. What time?”

Allison wanted to spend the entire day with him, and the
sun would be too strong by midday to spend too much time in
the water. “Morning is best if you can haul your butt out of
bed. Nine o’clock?” Just then, her phone rang. Out of habit,
she’d brought it with her out onto the patio. She glanced at the
caller ID and knew she had to take it. She didn’t want to
interrupt her evening with Zane, but this was one of her Black
Crescent candidates, someone she’d been trading phone calls
with for a few days. “I’m so sorry. I need to get this. You can
go if you want to. I’ll see you tomorrow morning.” She
scrambled up out of her seat and pressed the button to answer
the call. “Hello? Ryan?”

“Hi, Ms. Randall. I’m so glad I reached you,” Ryan
Hathaway answered.

“Me, too. I’ve been waiting to talk to you.” Allison shuffled
off into the house, but something stopped her from going too
far—Zane’s hand on her bare shoulder. She froze, but only
because that one touch was making her head swim. The power
he had over her was immense. If anything ever did happen
between them, she might burst into flames.



“Hey. I thought we were having a nice night.” Zane glanced
at the phone. “Now I feel like you’re blowing me off for
someone else.”

Allison raised the receiver back to her ear. “Ryan, can you
hold on for one minute? I need to take care of something.”

“Sure thing,” Ryan replied.

“Thank you. I promise it’ll only be a minute.” She pressed
the mute button on the screen. “We were having a nice night,
but all good things must come to an end, right?” She didn’t
want to brush off Zane, but this call was incredibly important.
Not just for her, either. Kianna was counting on her.

“Well, yeah, but you’re also the one who was talking a big
game to your brother about relaxing and unwinding while
you’re here. I turned off my phone completely. It’s back at my
place.”

“This is work, okay?” The realization hit her hard. It wasn’t
merely work. This was Black Crescent, and Zane might never
forgive her if he found out she was working for them. The
decision to pursue business with BC had been easy enough to
rationalize when Zane was living on the opposite side of the
country. After all, it had been fifteen years since Vernon
Lowell took off with all that money, and the current powers
that be at BC were not like him. But now that she and Zane
were inches away from each other, and her mind had been
flooded with memories since seeing him, she understood just
how betrayed he might feel if he discovered the truth.

“It’s nine thirty at night.”

“I know. My work calls happen at odd times sometimes. I’m
sorry, but I really need to take this. So you can either stay or
go, but I need a few minutes.”

Zane nodded, but seemed entirely suspicious. “Cool. I’ll
clean the kitchen while you talk.”

Dammit. Allison knew there was no way she could talk to
Ryan with Zane in the same room, and she ran the risk of him
joining her if she went back out to the patio. “Great. I’ll take
the call in my bedroom.” Without further explanation, she



ducked into her bedroom and closed the door. “Ryan. I’m so
sorry.”

“No problem, Ms. Randall.”

“Please. Call me Allison.”

“Okay, Allison. I’ve rearranged my schedule so I can be
back in Falling Brook for the interview next week. I’ll get in
the night before.”

Allison loved how prepared and thorough Ryan was.
“Perfect. And you’re sure you’re okay with the idea of
working for this company in particular?” She highly doubted
that Zane might be listening at her door, but she still hoped
hard that he wasn’t. It hadn’t been her intention to hurt Zane
when she’d taken the BC gig. She was trying to save her
company.

“I am. I know the history. It’s pretty crazy all of the stuff
that happened with the Lowell family, and of course I hate that
Vernon Lowell ruined so many families. But maybe that’s why
they need somebody like me at the helm.”

“That’s a great attitude to have. They’ve really put that past
behind them and are focused on the future. This job is the
chance of a lifetime. No one ever imagined the CEO position
could go to someone outside the family.” Allison sucked in a
deep breath, amazed she’d managed to keep herself from
uttering the name Joshua Lowell.

“I agree. It’s an excellent opportunity. I’m excited to
interview and I’m excited to finally meet you in person, too.”

“Sounds great. I’m in the Bahamas right now visiting
family, but I’ll see you in Falling Brook next week. Good
night, Ryan.”

“Have a wonderful vacation. Good night.”

Allison ended the call and for a moment, stared at the back
of her bedroom door. She felt as though she were teetering on
the edge of a cliff. The Black Crescent account was crucial to
the success of her company, and she’d promised Kianna she
would nail this first assignment BC had given them. But she
also knew firsthand the damage inflicted by BC, and exactly



how Zane would feel if and when he found out that she was
working for them. This absolutely put a wrench in her
romantic hopes, but she reminded herself that Zane would
never be a long-term thing. He wanted the physical parts and
none of the emotional entanglements. Yes, she was risking
their friendship, but, in her experience, those things could be
mended. If needed, she could get Scott to talk Zane off the
ledge, tell him that the Black Crescent thing was just business.
Surely a friend could understand that.

She opened her door and walked back into the main room.
Zane was drying one of the hand-painted platters she’d used.
“Hey. I’m so sorry.”

“Don’t apologize. I shouldn’t have given you a hard time.
You have things you have to do. I get it.”

“Thank you. I appreciate that.”

Zane set down the clean dish and leaned against the kitchen
counter. “Nice guy?”

“What?”

“The guy you were talking to. You seemed pretty chummy. I
thought it was just you and your partner in that office.”

For a moment, Allison struggled to figure out what he was
asking, but then she realized there was the slightest chance that
Zane was jealous. That was so incongruous with his
personality that it didn’t really compute. He could have any
woman he wanted. And he’d pushed her away the one time
they’d kissed. “Great guy, actually. Supersmart. Handsome,
too.”

“Yeah? Could there be something brewing between you
two?”

He might not be jealous, but he was curious, which made
her both nervous and a bit exhilarated. “I hate to disappoint
you, but no. He’s a recruit. Nothing else.”

Zane nodded. “Oh. Okay.”

She scanned his face, and he returned the look. Good God,
she had the most urgent desire to show him the reason why a



guy like Ryan Hathaway was not what she wanted. If only she
could press Zane against that kitchen counter and kiss him into
oblivion, thread her hands into his hair and show him just how
badly she longed for him. She wanted to tell him everything—
that she’d fantasized about him hundreds of times, how she
needed to finally get him out of her system. Being this close to
him and knowing she couldn’t do any of that was testing what
little resolve she had left. But she had to hold strong. She
would not make the first move.

“I should probably get going,” Zane said, finally breaking
their eye contact. “Get out of your hair.”

“You aren’t in my hair, Zane. This is fun. I could talk to you
all night.” She did her best to hide the soft rumble in her voice,
the way she secretly wanted to beckon him to her bedroom
with her tone.

“I need to get a good night’s sleep if we’re going to go
snorkeling tomorrow.”

Tomorrow. Allison could wait until then. Tomorrow was
another chance to show Zane that she was a woman. He’d
been with so many over the years, why not her? Why couldn’t
she have at least one taste of him? “Right. Snorkeling.”

He pushed off from the kitchen counter and walked to the
door leading out to her patio. Allison followed, tormented and
enticed by everything about him. “Thanks for dinner. It was
amazing.” He ran his hands through his thick hair, seeming at
least a little conflicted. She took solace in that. She was at war
with herself, too.

“You’re more than welcome.”

He leaned in and pecked her on the cheek. It happened so
fast, she had no time to grip his arms or pull him closer or
even simply wish for a real kiss. It only left her once again
hungry for everything she couldn’t have.

“See you tomorrow morning.”

“Yep. Got it.” She watched as he disappeared down the
beach, into the darkness. It hurt to see him go without leaving
her more, but she’d felt this way about Zane forever. The



yearning might never go away. It might always be an
unanswered question. Still, she really wished he would finally
get up enough nerve to be the one to break their never-ending
standoff. Her heart couldn’t take much more.



Four

Zane woke with the sun and too many thoughts rolling
around in his head. He was excited by the prospect of
spending the day with Allison. Snorkeling with a friend
sounded fun, and “fun” was something he so rarely had. But
last night had been a close call from his side of things. He’d
wanted to kiss Allison so badly that he’d volunteered to clean
her kitchen—not his favorite activity.

What was keeping him from going for what he wanted?
He’d never felt shy about it in the past. His greatest fear was
Scott finding out, even though in all likelihood, Zane and
Allison could do whatever they wanted without fear of
repercussions. But guilt would crush him alive. Betrayal was
at the top of Zane’s to-not-do list. He needed trust in his life.
He’d learned that the hard way when he was a teenager and his
life fell apart. Everything he’d ever counted on—the stability
of his family and, more important, his parents’ marriage—was
upended. He realized then just how badly he needed to be able
to trust in something or someone. But that was a two-way
street—if he couldn’t be trustworthy in return, what was he
doing with his life? Giving in to his desire for Allison would
give Scott every reason in the world to feel betrayed. He’d
never breached their friendship like that and he didn’t want to
start now.

He was assuming a lot, though. Just because Allison had
once kissed him didn’t mean she still wanted that from him.
She’d taken that phone call last night and seemed eager to
distance herself. She’d said it was about work, but Zane
wasn’t convinced. Why duck into the other room and close the
door behind her? She was an executive recruiter, not an
undercover FBI agent. She obviously had some new guy after
her, which should come as absolutely no surprise. Or perhaps
she was doing the pursuing. He could imagine that, too.



Get a grip, Zane. Get a damn grip. Allison was his friend.
Last night, they’d had a friendly dinner. Today, they were
going on an adventure. This was meant to be fun. It was meant
to be platonic. Nothing more.

He slathered on sunscreen, got dressed in his swim trunks
and headed over to Allison’s cottage. She was hanging out on
her patio, again on the phone. He waved at her and, although
she returned the gesture, she quickly shot up out of her chaise,
plugging a finger in her free ear and hustling back into the
house. Perhaps it was work again. He hadn’t realized Allison
was quite so driven, but it would certainly be in line with her
personality. Then again, there was the chance that it was a guy.
Definitely a plausible explanation. He hung out next to her
pool while she finished her call, taking deep breaths and
admiring the gentle lap of the water on the sand.

“Hey. Sorry,” Allison said, reappearing from inside the
house. She was wearing her sarong again and through the thin
fabric, it was apparent she was wearing that same maddening
bikini.

He prayed for strength. So much strength. “Everything
okay? It wasn’t Scott giving you a hard time again, was it?”

She unleashed her electric smile, which calmed him, but
sent a noticeable thrill through him, as well. “No. Although, he
did call again last night. He keeps telling me to watch the
forecast. And to watch out for you.”

Zane directed his sights skyward. “It’s another beautiful day
in paradise. And I think we demonstrated last night that there’s
no need to worry about anything else.”

She nodded. “Right? He needs to get a hobby.”

“I could call him and tell him to get to work, but I promised
myself I wouldn’t turn on my phone once while I’m here.”
Zane deliberately delivered a pointed glance. “Maybe you
should try the same thing.”

She looked at her phone and hesitated. “You know, I think
that’s a great idea. I will do that. I’ve already talked to my
partner today, and honestly, I think it’ll be good for Scott to



not be able to reach either of us for a few days. Let him
wonder what’s going on.” She bounced her eyebrows
playfully.

Zane felt a distinct tug from his stomach. He didn’t want
Scott worrying, but there was likely no avoiding that, with or
without phone contact with his sister. “We ready to head out?”

“Yes. My uncle had someone drop off the snorkel gear for
us about an hour ago.” She grabbed two mesh drawstring bags
that were sitting on the patio tile next to the French doors. “I
just need help getting sunscreen on my back before we get in
the water. And I’m guessing you do, too.”

Indeed, that had been the one place Zane hadn’t been able to
reach on his own. He considered accepting the reality of a
sunburn, but skin cancer was no joke. “Yep.”

He followed Allison into her cottage, where she had a bottle
of SPF 50 on the kitchen counter. “I’ll do you first. Turn
around.”

Zane swallowed hard at the notion of either of them doing
the other, but followed Allison’s directive. He heard the
squishy sounds as she rubbed the lotion between her hands,
and even though he knew it was coming, he winced when she
touched him.

“Still cold?” she asked as she began to spread the silky
liquid over his back and shoulders.

“No. No. It feels great.” He closed his eyes to attempt to
ward off how damn good it felt to have her touch him. This
was what he’d wanted, if only for an instant, that night that
she’d kissed him. They’d been fully clothed then. Not now.
Instead, they not only had too much bare skin between them,
they also had privacy, solitude and an entire sunny day
stretching out in front of them. He tried to quiet his mind, but
that only put the physical sensations at center stage. Her hands
were pure magic as she worked the lotion into his shoulders,
then down his spine until she reached his waist. He heard her
pour more into her hands, then she swiped the velvety cream
in circles at the small of his back.



“You’re good to go,” she said, handing him the bottle.
“Now me.”

He turned, only to see that she’d taken off her sarong and
tossed it aside. And now he was confronted with her in that
tiny black bikini. She did a one-eighty, putting her back to
him, gathering her hair with both hands and holding it atop her
head. He tried to think of a chaste and asexual way to go about
this, but it was impossible. Every fiber of his being wanted to
untie her top, kiss her neck, take her hand and lead her into the
bedroom. Hopefully this would be as trying as today got, so he
went ahead and got to work.

The first touch on her shoulders felt innocent enough. Sure,
her skin was impossibly soft and even more shimmery with
the lotion on it, but he could take it. The second touch across
the center of her back prompted a definite ratcheting of tension
in his body. The tie of her bathing suit was right there,
millimeters from his fingertips, and everything about her was
so damn inviting. The third touch, however, against her lower
back, all the way down to the top of her bathing suit
bottoms… Well, that felt as sexual as anything Zane had done
since yesterday when he’d had to pleasure himself in search of
some relief.

“Don’t miss a spot,” she said, looking back over her
shoulder.

If only she knew that was not the danger. He wasn’t about to
miss even a fraction of an inch. Wanting to get on with their
hike and swim, and get himself out of this situation, he
finished up as quickly but as thoroughly as possible. “All set.”

“Thanks. Let me just grab my sun hat.” She flitted off and
was back a few seconds later.

They headed outside, up the beachline away from both of
their cottages. At first, their walk was nothing more than a
leisurely stroll along the sand, but then the coast got rocky in
patches, and they would wade through knee-to waist-high
water to get past the tougher terrain. A few times, they hiked
inland and made their way on footpaths that wound through
the forest.



“You sure you know where you’re going?” Zane trailed
behind Allison as they walked down a narrow trail under
dense tree cover. It was a welcome break from the sun and the
heat of the day. “We haven’t seen a single person or even
another cottage this whole time.”

“Yep. I know this trip like the back of my hand. I promise.
Scott and I did this a hundred times when we were kids.”

“The resort has been in your family that long?”

“Yes. It originally belonged to my grandparents, but it was a
little more rustic when we were growing up. The bungalows
weren’t quite so fancy. They didn’t have all of the amenities
they do now. My aunt and uncle made it into what it is today.”

Ahead, Zane saw the bright sun breaking through the trees.
“Is that where we’re going?”

She turned back and flashed her smile at him, the one that
made it hard to think straight. “Yep.”

“Awesome.” Zane took stock of their surroundings as soon
they were out of the wooded area and back on the beach. To
his right, the coast was again rocky, with a steep and densely
overgrown hillside racing up from it. He then looked out over
the water, spotting a tiny island. It appeared to be about the
length of four or five football fields away. It had three palm
trees on it but no other signs of life. “What’s that?”

“That’s where we’re going if you’re up for the swim. Scott
and I named it Mako Island.”

“As in the shark? Because I was more in the mood for
colorful tropical fish today. Not so much into man-eating
aquatic specimens.”

Allison laughed. “Scott was really into sharks when we
named it, but don’t worry. I’ve never seen anything too scary
in these waters.”

“Oh. Okay.”

“It’ll take about twenty minutes to get over there, but it’s an
easy swim and you’ll get a beautiful view the whole way. Just
follow me.”



Zane nodded in agreement, declining to say that if he was
following her, it wasn’t the ocean that would be providing the
beauty. That was all on Allison.

Zane and Allison put on their fins and snorkel masks, then she
grabbed the inflatable swim buoy her uncle had left for her.
With a belt that went around her waist, it would float behind
her, hold a few bottles of water and could double as a flotation
device if either she or Zane got into trouble during their swim.

“Your aunt and uncle think of everything, don’t they?” Zane
asked.

“They love to be protective.” Always. But she wasn’t going
to let things like her family come between her and a good day
with Zane. “Come on.”

Allison waded into the sea, feeling so blissfully at home the
instant she was floating in the water. They swam at a leisurely
pace, buoyed by the saline. Below, the ocean floor was dotted
with clusters of starfish, while schools of fish in bright shades
of yellow and blue darted between the sea plants. One thing
Allison loved more than anything about snorkeling was that
the only thing she could hear was her own breath. She
purposely made it deep and even, forcing every stress in her
life from her body. Today was for her and Zane. She’d waited
fifteen years for it to happen.

As they approached Mako Island, the water became quite
shallow—only two or three feet deep. That allowed them to
walk the final fifty yards to dry land, or in this case, what was
really a very large sandbar with a few rocks, trees and plants.

They both collapsed when they reached a shady spot on the
beach, sitting down and taking off their fins. “That was
incredible,” Zane said, a bit breathless. She tried not to watch
the rise and fall of his enticing chest. She tried not to think
about how badly she wanted to touch him there. “Thank you
so much for sharing it with me.”

“Of course. I’ll give you the quick tour of the island. It
won’t take long.” Indeed, it was only about the size of the



combined footprint of five or six Rose Cove cottages. Mostly
sand and rocks, some low brush and a half dozen palms. Unfit
for human life, it wasn’t completely uninhabited. Plenty of
birds were busy up in the trees, and there were even a few
iguanas, who could make the swim from Rose Cove or other
nearby islands.

They found their way back to that shady, cool spot on the
beach and took a breather. “You know, half of the fun of this is
getting to show it off to someone I care about.”

Zane sat forward, resting his forearms on his knees and
looking down at the sand, and nodded. “That’s a nice thing to
say.” His voice was so burdened it made her heart heavy. Why
did he have to be so deeply conflicted about every nice thing
she chose to say? “I care about you, too.”

She had too many words on the tip of her tongue—things
about her brother or other women or why in the hell he
couldn’t just give in to the attraction that she had to believe he
felt. There was no way that the electricity between them only
went one way. But she didn’t want their conversation to get
too serious, so she kept these nagging, negative thoughts to
herself. Instead, she fished the bottles of water out of the small
pouch attached to the swim buoy and handed one to Zane.
“Here. Drink. I need to keep you safe out here. Scott will
never forgive me if you die of dehydration.”

Zane laughed. It was deep and throaty and sexy as ever.
“Same for you. I think we’re equally responsible for each
other at this point.” He took a long drink of his water, then
replaced the cap and reclined back in the sand, resting on his
elbows. “It’s so amazing to think about, isn’t it?”

“What? How my brother has an ironclad hold on both of
us?”

“Well, that, sure, but that’s a long conversation. I was
talking more about the here and now. When we met, did you
ever think that you and I would end up together on this tiny
uninhabited island in the Caribbean?”

Allison hugged her knees to her chest and ran her hands
through the sand, too embarrassed to tell Zane that she’d spent



more than a decade crafting fantasies about him. Of the many
times she’d felt like a naive schoolgirl around him, this
moment might have been the most striking. It felt as though
there was an invisible force between them, keeping them apart,
and she didn’t know how to get rid of it. “Hard to believe,
huh?”

“We’re so far away from it all. From everyone. From
responsibility and expectations. From family and our jobs. I
had no idea it would be so freeing.”

Freeing. This scenario they’d found themselves in
should’ve felt freeing, but they didn’t have true freedom, and
they wouldn’t unless she finally shook loose the words
buzzing in her head and forced the conversation. “We could do
whatever we want, you know. Nobody can say a thing.”

Zane was quiet for a few heartbeats, and Allison braced for
a reprimand about being suggestive. “So true. We are the
extent of the society on this island.” Just then, an iguana
jumped up onto a rock a few dozen feet away. “Well, us and
that guy.”

“He won’t care what we do. We could scream at the top of
our lungs if we wanted to and nobody could say a thing.”

“Or you could sing too loud. It might drive out the wildlife,
but you could do it.”

She smacked him on the arm. “Hey. I’m not that bad a
singer.”

“Let’s just say that fifty percent of the people on this island
disagree with that statement.”

Allison swiped at him again, but this time, Zane ducked
away before her hand could connect with his arm. He popped
up onto his feet. Allison did the same. He ran into the water up
to his knees and she followed in close pursuit. Before she
knew what was happening, he turned and, with both hands,
delivered a tidal wave of a splash, dousing her.

“Hey!” Allison protested, but she loved the playful turn
Zane was taking. “That’s not fair.” She ran into the surf up to
her waist, furiously broadcasting water back at him. He joined



in and they splashed each other like crazy for a good minute,
laughing and trying to outdo each other. “Okay. Okay. Truce.”
Allison sucked in frantic, deep breaths.

Zane relented and straightened to his full height. He was
like a god standing there in the crystal clear sea, tanned and
glistening with water. “I’m officially soaked.” He walked
several steps into the shade of a palm tree over the water, still
standing in it up to his knees.

“Me, too.” Allison was determined to not make the first
move, even when ideas of what do with wet bathing suits were
whizzing around in her head. Still, she wasn’t going to avoid
him. She inched closer, stepping out of the sunlight. Their
gazes connected, and she reckoned with how apparent his
inner conflict was. It was all over his face. It hurt to see it—he
had good and valid reasons for not wanting anything physical
with her. She admired those reasons. She also wished they
didn’t exist, or at the very least, that they could set them aside
for a while.

“You’re pretty when you’re wet.”

Something in her chest fluttered—the physical
manifestation of years of wanting to hear words like the ones
he’d just uttered. “Thank you. You don’t look bad yourself.”

He cleared his throat, and a blush crossed his face. He
looked down at the water. “Your brother would kill me for
what I’m thinking right now.”

Her heart galloped to a full sprint. “And he’s not here.”

Zane returned his sights to her and tapped his finger against
his temple. “Unfortunately, he’s here.” He then pointed to the
vicinity of his heart. “And in here.”

“That’s so sweet. And I get it. I do.” She shuffled her feet
ahead on the sandy bottom.

“Do you? Really?”

“I do. You love my brother. He loves you. I admire the hell
out of your friendship.” She sucked in a deep breath, hoping
that she could summon the courage to say what she would
always regret if she didn’t let it out. “But I also know that I’m



incredibly attracted to you, Zane. And judging by what you
just said about the thoughts going through your head, I’m
reasonably sure you’re attracted to me. If I’m wrong, you
could save us both a lot of time by saying it. Then we can go
on with the rest of our vacation as nothing more than friends.”

“I’m attracted to you. A lot.”

She was thankful for the forward progress, but she wanted
more. She needed to seize this moment. “I’m glad. Relieved,
actually.”

“You had to know that.”

She shrugged. “A girl likes to hear that she’s pretty. That a
guy is attracted to her. It’s not rocket science, Zane. I’m glad
you confessed what you’re thinking.”

“Do you want to know what I’m really thinking?”

Words seemed impossible. All she could do was nod
enthusiastically.

Zane then did the thing she’d been waiting a decade for. He
gave her a sign that he wanted this, too, by taking a single step
closer. “You’re so beautiful. I just want to see you. All of
you.”

Goose bumps blanketed her arms and chest, even in the
warm breeze. She swallowed hard. Without a word, she
reached back and pulled the string on her bikini top. As the
knot fell loose, she lifted the garment over her head and tossed
it up onto the sand. “Like this?”

It was his turn to move closer again, his eyes first scanning
her face, then shifting to travel all over her body, looking
hungry, but he would likely never know that whatever lust he
was feeling for her wasn’t even a fraction of what she felt for
him. “Yes. Like that.”

She took another step. Mere inches separated their feet.
Their legs and stomachs. Her breasts were only a whisper
away from his unbelievable chest. “Do you want to know
what’s going through my head?” She loved the way his lips
twitched at the question.



“It would make my life so much easier if you told me.”

A tiny laugh escaped her lips, but there was no mistaking
the gravity of this moment. “I want you to touch me.” The
words came out with little effort. She’d been practicing them
in her head for eons.

He raised his hand slowly, his palm facing her breast. Her
nipples gathered tight in anticipation. He breached the sliver of
space between them, his warm and slightly rough hand
covering her breast. This was not sex, not even close, but it
caused such a rush of heat in her body that she gasped.

“Like this?” he asked, gently squeezing.

“Yes.” Allison’s need for Zane made her breasts full and
heavy. Electricity was buzzing between her legs. Now that the
floodgates had been opened, she didn’t merely want him
anymore.

She needed him.



Five

What in the world was he doing? Zane’s hands were on both
of Allison’s magnificent breasts, and he knew the logical next
steps—kissing, trunks off, bikini bottoms gone and what he
could only imagine would be the hottest sex of his life. Up
against a palm tree. Rolling around in the warm sand. As
amazing as that sounded, there was part of him that was
terrified to go there. The temptation of forbidden fruit was no
joke—he already had an erection that was not going to go
away without some effort on somebody’s part. He never
should’ve started this by touching her, but the look on
Allison’s face right now, eyes half-closed in absolute pleasure,
was such a turn-on, he wanted to get lost in it.

“Allison, I want to kiss you.”

“I want you to kiss me.” Her reply was swift and resolute.

He sucked in a deep breath as the ocean breezes blew his
hair from his forehead. He dipped his head lower and closed
his eyes, not thinking about anything other than doing what
felt good. His lips met hers, and it was like tossing a match on
a pile of tinder—her mouth was so soft and sexy. So giving
and perfect. It was everything he could ever want from a kiss
as her tongue swept along his lower lip. She popped up onto
her tiptoes and leaned into him, telling him with a simple
shifting of weight how badly she wanted him. But to punctuate
the gesture, she reached around and grabbed his backside with
both hands, pulling his hips sharply into hers. His body
responded with a tightening between his legs that left him
dizzy.

Allison flattened both hands on his pecs and spread her
fingers wide, curling the tips into his muscles while peering up
at him. “I want you, Zane. I want every inch of you.”

“Here? Now?”



She slid her hands across his chest away from each other
and turned her attention to points south. His swim trunks were
fully tented. “I hate to make either of us wait, but I don’t want
to do this in the sand. The beach is beautiful, but one of our
beds would be even better.”

Zane didn’t want to put anything on pause now that he’d
made his decision. Everything between his legs was screaming
at him to argue her point. But it might be wise to hold off until
they could get back. It would give Allison a chance to change
her mind. Zane could endure his inner tug-of-war some more.
Then, if he and Allison still ended up in bed, he’d know in his
heart that it hadn’t been a rash decision.

She grabbed his hand. “Come on. We can get back to my
cottage in a half hour if we hurry.”

Disappointingly, while Zane collected their gear, Allison put
her bikini top back on. They sat together in the shallow water,
donning their fins. As he stood, something in the view of Rose
Cove caught his eye—a sprawling white house atop the big
hill rising from the beach where they’d embarked on their
snorkeling trip. “Who stays up there?” he asked as they
walked through the shallower depths. “I thought Hubert and
Angelique lived in the main house, where the office is.”

“That’s the honeymoon cottage. It’s undergoing
renovations. They’re giving it a serious face-lift. It’ll probably
run five grand a night when they’re done.”

“Wow.”

“I know. I’m hoping to see the progress before we leave.”

“I’d like to see it, too.”

“For now, you and I need to swim.” Allison pulled down her
mask, adjusted the straps, plugged the snorkel end into her
mouth and, like a frogman, dived into the deeper waters.

Zane followed, and this time they swam at a far less
leisurely pace. Now the fish were dots of color as they zoomed
past. Zane was focused on their destination until Allison came
to a stop, treading water and pointing ahead. Zane scanned the
depths, only to see a sea turtle come into his frame of vision.



They floated in place, masks in the water as the massive
creature glided toward them, then turned when it got too close,
graceful, beautiful and all alone. Zane had never spent any
time at all thinking about what it might be like to be a sea
turtle, but he was struck by how apt the phrase “just keep
swimming” was. To survive, all one could do was keep
moving forward. His breaths came slow and even as he
realized that he might be better served to get out of his own
head every now and then and actually enjoy his life.

He and Allison watched as the turtle skated away, waiting
until he was well out of sight before resuming their trek. It
took very little time before they reached the beach and
scooped up the rest of their belongings, including Allison’s
hat. She urged him ahead with a wave. “Come on. I know a
shortcut through the forest.”

He hustled behind her. It wasn’t long before he saw her
cottage through the trees. “Why didn’t we go this way before?
This is so much shorter.”

“I wasn’t in a hurry then.”

When they arrived at Allison’s cottage and they stepped
through the door, Allison wasted no time, rising up on her
tiptoes and kissing him deeply, digging her fingers into the
hair at his nape. That kiss swept aside the doubts and questions
he had about whether or not this was a good idea. That
erection from before? It sprang to life in seconds flat as he
returned the kiss and wrapped his arms around her naked
waist. It felt impetuous. And dangerous. And for once in his
life, he was ready to take caution and run it into the ground.
Nobody had to know. This moment was all about Allison and
him.

She wrenched her mouth from his, gazing up at him, her
eyes wild and scanning. She probably thought he was about to
bail on her like he had at Scott’s birthday, but he would not do
that. Not this time. He scooped her up in his arms and carried
her off to the bedroom.

“How chivalrous of you,” she said.

“I try,” he quipped back.



He set her on her feet, and she turned her back to him,
lifting her hair and letting him do what he’d wanted to do so
badly before—tug on the strings of her top. With the garment
gone, he reached around and cupped her breasts, which fit so
perfectly in his hands. A breathless sigh left her lips, and he
knew he was on the right track. He wanted to please her so
much that she had no choice but to make that sound over and
over again. Allison pressed her bottom against his groin,
wagging her hips back and forth, cranking up the pressure
already raging in his hips and belly. She craned her neck to
kiss him. Their tongues teased each other, wet lips skimming
and playing.

“You’re so damn sexy,” he whispered, moving to her
glorious neck. It wasn’t merely a nice thing to say. It was the
truth. Every soft curve of her body had him turned on.

She hummed her approval, dropping her head to one side.
He ran his lips over every available inch, exploring the
delicate skin beneath her ear and the graceful slope down to
her shoulder. Her unbelievable smell, sweet jasmine and citrus,
mixed with the salt of sea air, filling his nose and leaving him
a little drunk, although everything about Allison was
intoxicating. Her voice, her words, her touch…

He shifted his hands to her hips and with a single tug at both
strings, undid her bikini bottoms. She wriggled a bit and they
dropped to the floor. He pressed his hand against her silky
smooth belly, inching lower until he reached her center. She
was slick with heat, and Allison gasped when he touched her,
reaching up and back to wrap her fingers around his neck.
With his other hand he caressed her breast lightly, loving the
velvety texture of her skin against his palm, teasing her pert
nipple, as he returned his lips to her neck. Her breaths were
labored and short and, judging by the sound, she was close to
her peak, but he wanted to savor this time with her. He didn’t
want to rush. There had been so much buildup to this moment,
and he was certain it could never happen again. He wanted to
appreciate this time with sweet and sinfully sexy Allison.

As if she knew what he was thinking, she turned in his arms
and grabbed both sides of his head, pulling him closer in a kiss



that put every other one to shame. Mouths open and hungry,
wet and hurried, it was as if she was acknowledging that they
could only travel this path once, and they had to make it count.
She let go of her grip on him and moved to the drawstring of
his trunks, making quick work and pushing them to the floor.
As soon as she wrapped her hand around his length, he knew
there was a good chance he wouldn’t last long. He clamped his
eyes shut and walked that delicate line between relishing every
firm stroke she took and trying to think about anything other
than how damn hot she was. Unfortunately, his best friend
popped into his mind, but he quickly banished the thought. He
would not disappoint her. Not today.

Again he scooped her up in his arms, but this time, he laid
her out on the bed. The vision of her soft and sumptuous naked
body, his for the taking, reminded him that he was a fool for
wanting anything less than hours of getting lost in her. One
time didn’t have to mean a short time. They could make
memories in this room.

She grinned as he allowed himself the luxury of her beauty.
“Coming to bed?” She swished her hands across the crisp
white sheets.

All he could think about was that this was the exact fantasy
he’d had the other day. And now he got to live it. He was a
ridiculously lucky man right now. “Just try to stop me.”

Allison could hardly believe this was happening, except that it
was. Her body was buzzing with appreciation for Zane and the
glee of finally having a taste of what she’d wanted for so long.
Judging by his opening act, she was in for an unbelievable
afternoon…and, hopefully, evening. She wondered if she
could convince him to never get out of bed, or if they did, to
switch to the sofa in the living room. Or the kitchen counter.
Or the plunge pool. Ooh, yes. She wanted Zane everywhere.

But she couldn’t let her silly brain get so far ahead. Go with
it. Enjoy him.



“Scoot back, darling.” Zane gestured for her to move, then
set his knee on the bed. Even now, when they still hadn’t done
the actual deed, she knew that this had been so worth the wait.
All those years of pining were about to pay off. It made her
heart swell, her lips tingle and her entire body reverberate.

She did as he asked and slid herself back until her head was
on the pillow. Zane was now on both knees at her feet,
dragging his fingers along the insides of her calves and down
to the arches of her feet. Being totally naked and exposed to
him like this was so exhilarating that the goose bumps came
back. She liked being vulnerable with him. It made her realize
exactly how much she trusted him. Not knowing what he
would do next added another level of thrill. It would be so
easy to chalk all of these feelings up to this being the first
time, except that this was the first time with Zane, the one guy
she’d always wanted.

He gripped her ankles with both hands and spread her legs
wider. His eyelids were heavy, like he was drunk on
appreciation for her body, and that was such a boost to her ego
she could hardly wrap her head around it. She lapped up every
nanosecond of the image. He leaned down and kissed the
inside of her knee, then began to move his way up her thigh, in
absolutely no rush, holding his lips against her skin for a
heartbeat or two each time. She arched her back in anticipation
of where he was going. She had not banked on him wanting to
take on the oral exam, but she should’ve known all along that
he would not only want to please her, but that he would know
exactly how to do it.

She squirmed when his fingers grazed her center again and
he urged her thighs apart with his forearms. She watched for a
moment in awe as he used his mouth, but the pleasure became
too much. She had to shut her eyes. Her head drifted back onto
the pillow, and all she could do was express her appreciation
with moans and single-syllable words like yes and more. She’d
never imagined he had such an artistic side, but the man was
playing her perfectly, with firm pressure from his lips and
steady circles from his tongue. The tension had already been
building when he drove a finger inside her and curled it
against her most sensitive spot. Three or four passes and she



felt the dam break, and warm contentment washed over her.
She combed her fingers into his hair, massaging his scalp to
show her appreciation.

“That was unbelievable,” she said, knowing that the words
didn’t come close to telling him how she truly felt. She would
need time to process what had just happened. For now, her
brain was in frothy, happy disarray.

He raised his head and smiled with smug satisfaction, then
kissed her upper thigh. “I enjoyed it, too.”

“Hopefully you’ll enjoy the next part even more. I need
you, Zane. I need you inside me.”

He planted both hands on the bed and raised himself above
her, dipping his head down and kissing her softly. She
wrapped her legs around his hips, waiting for the moment
when he would finally drive inside. He was hesitating, and she
could sense it. She truly admired the thoughtful side of him
that felt that hesitation, but she needed him to know that it was
okay. They could do this together, and it would be nothing
short of amazing.

“All these years I’ve known you and I had no idea what
talents you were hiding,” she said. “You’ve been holding out
on me, haven’t you?”

He laughed quietly, but it felt forced. He nuzzled her cheek
with his nose. She lowered her legs a bit and stroked the back
of his thighs with her ankles. Come on, Zane. Don’t let me
down.

“I, uh…” His voice faltered.

“What is it?” She was careful to keep her voice warm and
soothing. She did not want to witness another of his panics.

“I don’t know.”

“Don’t know what?”

“I’m so sorry. So incredibly sorry.” He turned away,
avoiding eye contact. “I can’t do this.” Seeming defeated, he
climbed off the bed and plucked his swim trunks from the
floor.



Meanwhile, Allison was knee-deep in confusion. “Zane.
What’s wrong? I thought we were good.”

“I thought we were, too. But I can’t do it. I can’t betray my
best friend.”

Naked on the bed and reeling from the pleasure Zane had
just given her, the rejection still landed on Allison like the
proverbial ton of bricks. Zane, the man she’d dreamed of for
years, had just told her no. Logic said she should be incredibly
hurt. Devastated. But right now, with this beautiful man still
standing in her bedroom with an obvious erection, she was
nothing but flat-out mad. It didn’t have to be this way. And he
knew it.

“Please don’t do this,” she said. “Don’t leave.”

“I have to. I’m sorry, but I do. I shouldn’t be here in the first
place.”

His apology didn’t do much to quiet her anger. “You’re
doing this. You’re seriously putting on the brakes.” She rolled
onto her stomach, head and arms dangling off the side of the
bed, and grabbed her sarong from the floor, where she’d tossed
it earlier. Let him have a perfect view of her backside. Let him
see what he was missing.

“I don’t know why you’re mad. From where I’m sitting, I
just gave you a pretty mind-blowing orgasm.”

“It was amazing. And not the point. I want you, Zane. All of
you.”

“I can’t give you that. Not now.”

A deep grumble was forming at the base of her throat.
“Then when? Later tonight? Tomorrow morning? Please don’t
tell me we’re going to leave this island without having sex.”
She wanted to applaud herself for truly putting it all out there.

“I’ve thought about it, and it’s not a good idea. We’ve
already gone too far.”

She knew what that really meant. “You’re going to let my
brother come between us here? Nobody needs to know about



this, Zane. Nobody. I don’t kiss and tell. And I certainly
wouldn’t kiss and tell about you to him.”

Zane turned away from her and stalked over to the French
doors. His heavy steps were born of frustration, which seemed
like an awfully good argument for him getting back in bed
with her. But apparently not. “I would know it had happened.
That’s all that matters. I can’t violate that trust.”

“I would like to know where in your friendship agreement it
says that you can’t sleep with your friend’s sister, when she’s a
consenting adult and so are you.”

He whipped around, his eyes full of an emotion she couldn’t
put a label on—it wasn’t anger and it wasn’t hurt. It was
something in between. “It’s a guy thing. Plus, you and I both
know that this would be nothing more than a hookup. Is that
really what you want?”

“Are you saying that because it’s all you’re capable of?
Hookups? Why is that, Zane? Why do you seek out one-night
stands with women, but never actually commit?”

“Now is not the time for us to discuss the rest of my
personal life.”

“Oh. Right. Because you’re always beyond reproach.” She
was so angry, it felt as though her blood was boiling. She
hated that this was her reaction, but it was the only thing that
made sense right now.

“That’s not what I was saying. You just came off a breakup,
Allison. You told me yourself that it was bad. I’m not the cure
for that. The cure for that is time.”

Allison jumped off the bed and wrapped her sarong around
herself, tying it at the shoulder. Her breakup had been a distant
thought until then, and she didn’t appreciate him bringing it up
or, worse, using it against her. “I don’t need to be cured. I need
the chance to move on.” She stormed past him into the living
room. Out of habit, she picked up her phone from where she’d
left it on a side table. She had a text from Kianna. Nothing of
paramount importance, but she replied. She watched as the bar
moved across the screen, then she got an error message. Not



delivered. That was when she saw she had no bars. “Service is
out.”

“You said you were going to turn off your phone.”

“Well, I didn’t.”

Zane’s eyes went wide with disapproval, and Allison was
struck with a horrible realization. This really was all a mistake.
Zane still saw her as a kid. He’d always see her as Scott’s little
sister. He’d never think of her as an actual woman.

“I love how you just come out with it,” he quipped.

“I’m being honest. I told you I’d turn it off because I knew
that it would be the sensible thing to do on a vacation where
you’re supposed to truly relax, but the reality is that Kianna
and I are just barely keeping our heads above water with our
business and we have an important new client that could turn
into a long-term retainer. I need to be able to work.”

“Oh, give me a break. That guy you were talking to
yesterday? That was not work. If it was, you wouldn’t have
sneaked off into your bedroom and closed the door. It’s not
like I know a single thing about your company or what you’re
doing.”

Allison’s heart was hammering in her chest. She’d thought
it would seem reasonable that she’d want some privacy during
a work call, but she had to admit to herself that it was solely
because she was working for the one person on the planet
Zane would hate forever. “It actually was business. I owe it to
my recruits to exercise discretion. I’m sometimes going after
very high-level people who already have important positions
with big companies. I’m sorry if it’s my regular practice to
conduct those phone calls out of earshot of anyone. It’s
nothing personal.” Except that it was, because the
conversation was about Black Crescent. She regretted tacking
on that last comment. Everything before it had been nothing
less than the truth.

Zane reared his head back and held up his hands in
surrender. “You don’t have to get so angry, Allison. I’m sorry.
If it really was work, I’m sorry I said anything, okay?”



She knew then that she’d overreacted, but it was only
because she was so deeply frustrated. “Do you want to know
why I’m so mad?” She felt her entire body vibrate from head
to toe. Could she really come out with it? Tell him about the
feelings that were tucked deep down inside her? These were
things she’d never told anyone. Not her mom or Kianna. The
pages of the diary she’d kept in high school were the only
place where she’d ever come clean about Zane. And maybe
that was part of her problem. She felt as though Zane needed
to let go of his feelings about his past. Maybe she needed to
set loose the things that kept haunting her, too. “I’m angry
because over on Mako Island, and back there in my bedroom, I
was so close to what I’ve wanted for fifteen years, and you
decided to yank it all away.”

Zane stood there, frozen, blinking like he had far more than
a speck of dust in his eye. “Hold on a minute. What did you
say?”

She couldn’t suffer any more humiliation today. She’d had
more than her fill. “You heard me. And you can feel free to go
now. I just want to be left alone for the rest of my trip.” She
stormed off into the kitchen. That was when she saw a note on
the counter. Even from across the room, she could tell it was
Angelique’s handwriting. She beelined for it.

Dear Allison,
I’m not sure where on the island you are, and I couldn’t
get a text to go through, so I’m leaving a note. Hubert
was having chest pains, so I’ve taken him to the doctor
in Nassau. Don’t worry. This has happened before. I
think it’s stress. I considered staying on Rose Cove, but
I wanted to be with him, and our remaining guests
have opted to leave because of the weather. I don’t
think the storm will hit the island, but we will feel some
of its effects. I would not leave if I didn’t think it was
safe for you and Zane to be here. You have lived
through many storms at Rose Cove and know what to
do. Stay safe and hunker down if necessary. I’m sure
Hubert and I will be back on the island tomorrow.
Love, Angelique



Zane hadn’t left her cottage as Allison had asked. In fact, he
was standing right behind her. “Have you looked outside? The
sky is getting menacing. I guess we didn’t notice it since we
walked back inland in the shade.”

“The weather can turn on a dime here.” Allison handed him
the note from her aunt. “And we were busy for a little while
after that, too.” She watched as Zane scanned the note.

“Whoa. I hope your uncle is okay.”

“Yeah. Me, too.” Everything about this day had gone so
wrong. Right now, she just wanted to go to bed and try to sleep
it off. “Not much we can do right now but wait.”

“But the storm. Don’t you think we should figure out what’s
going on?”

She’d been through dozens of false alarms with storms on
this island. The weather was the least of her worries. “You do
whatever you want, Zane. For me, I’m going to get some sleep
and try to forget that you don’t want to have sex with me.”



Six

By late the next morning, the rain was coming down in
torrential sheets, and Zane was deeply concerned about what
might be in store for Allison and him on Rose Cove. He
couldn’t get a signal on his phone. The other resort guests
were all gone. Zane had been to the dock several times, hoping
there would be a boat there, but he’d had no luck. Either
they’d missed them all or no one was coming to get them.
Angelique had told Allison to hunker down, but Zane wanted
to make one more attempt to look for a way off this island.
And he wasn’t going without Allison. He had to keep her safe.
Even if she hated him, he was going to drag her along.

He trudged down the beach to her cottage, rain pelting his
entire body while the wind pushed against him, forcing Zane
to dig his feet deeper into the sand with each step. His thighs
burned from the effort; his skin stung from the sheets of rain.
He squinted through the drops but could see up on Allison’s
patio. Her doors and windows were closed. Once he arrived at
her back door, Allison was nowhere in sight, so he had to
knock. As he waited for an answer, he turned back to the
ocean. The waves that had been so lovely and calm a day or
two ago were now starting to rage. The water was at a full-on
churn like a washing machine. Best-case scenario as far as
Zane could guess would be that the storm would only skirt the
Bahamas and they wouldn’t sustain a direct hit. But with no
access to a forecast, it was impossible to know what they were
waiting for, whether this was as bad as things would get or if
this was only the beginning.

He turned back to the door and pounded again. “Come on,
Allison. Answer the damn door.” Impatient, he turned the
knob and stepped inside just as she stumbled out of her
bedroom.

“Zane. What the hell? You just walk in here? I was taking a
nap. There’s nothing else to do with this weather.”



Zane hated how beautiful she looked. He especially hated
the way his entire body had gone warm and his face had
flushed. He might have been struck by a sudden case of best-
friend guilt yesterday, but that didn’t change the fact that he
wanted her badly. “It’s getting worse out there, and I have no
cell service, so I don’t know what’s going on. Are you able to
get any bars?”

“Oh, this from the guy who criticized me for using my
phone.” She turned on her heel and retreated to her bedroom.

He had no choice but to follow her. “Don’t be mad about
yesterday. This is important.”

She was standing in front of her dresser, staring at her
phone. The bed was disheveled, and good God he wanted to
scoop her up and lay her down on it. But this was no time for
that. “I’m planning on being mad about yesterday for as long
as I feel like it.” She held her phone up over her head at a
different angle, then off to the side. “And no. I’m not getting
any bars, either.”

Zane still wasn’t sure he’d heard her correctly yesterday
afternoon when she’d said that thing about him taking away
the thing she’d wanted for fifteen years. Was it really possible
that she’d had some sort of crush on him all that time? And if
so, what in the world was he supposed to do about that?

“I think we should grab our stuff and camp out by the
marina in the hopes that somebody shows up.”

She cast a look at him that said she thought he was an idiot.
“There’s no shelter out by the dock. We’d literally be standing
there in the rain. Quite possibly forever.”

“Do you have a better idea? I have to think that your aunt
and uncle are worried about you. That they would try to send
someone to get you.”

“Angelique and Hubert have a lot on their plates right now,
and they know the weather here better than anyone.” She
closed her eyes tightly and shook her head. “Now, the rest of
my family is another case. I don’t even want to think about
Scott right now. He’s probably losing it.”



There was that name again—the reason for this state of
torture he was in with Allison. “They’re probably all worried
sick. I’m also thinking there’s no way they’ll let you stay here
if there’s a way to safely get you back. Which is why I think
we need to stay as close to the dock as possible.”

“Okay. Fine. Let’s go. It’ll just take me a minute to pack
up.”

“Perfect. I’ll be back in five.” Zane ran over to his place as
fast as the rain and wind would allow, and chucked everything
into his backpack. By the time he returned, Allison was
waiting for him.

“This is a terrible end to what should have been a perfect
vacation,” she said.

Somehow, Zane sensed that she wasn’t merely talking about
the weather. “I know. But I’m not going to die out here, and
I’m not going to let anything happen to you, either.” Not
thinking, he took her hand and led them around to the path that
would eventually take them to the main office. When they
arrived up at the clearing, the ground was littered with palm
fronds. The trees were bowing with every new gale. “The
wind is only going to get worse,” he called out, still pulling
her along.

“I’m not worried about wind so much as I’m worried about
the water. If there’s a big storm surge, the sea level will rise
considerably. Ten feet. Maybe more. I don’t know how smart
it is to wait by the dock.”

She had a point. When Falling Brook was hit by Hurricane
Sandy, the storm surge had been overwhelming, flooding
countless homes and businesses. People had died. It had been
a disaster in every sense of the word. “We have to find a way
to leave a message at the dock to let someone know we’re still
here, but then we need to find the high point of the island.”

“That’s going to be the honeymoon cottage up on the hill.
The one they’re renovating.”

“Won’t we be sitting ducks up there? If there are tornadoes,
it could pluck the building off the top of the cliff and toss it out



into the sea.” It seemed that no matter what they did, they
were in deep trouble.

“It’s somewhat protected, because the back side of the
building is built into the rocks. And it’s on the western side of
the island, where the winds won’t be quite as strong.”

“You really know a lot about hurricanes.”

“My brother is a weather nerd.”

“Okay, well, let’s focus on the message first. Any ideas?”
Zane asked, setting his backpack on the ground for a moment.

Allison let go of her small overnight bag and started untying
her sarong. She was wearing the same bikini top, but this time
with shorts.

“I’m not sure what kind of message you’re trying to send,”
he blurted. This was not the time for him to have another
moral crisis prompted by Allison disrobing.

“Everyone who works on this island has seen me wearing
this. I’ll tear it into strips and we’ll tie those onto trees to lead
someone up to the honeymoon cottage. We’ll start with one of
the metal pilings on the dock. Hopefully that will be enough of
a signal that we’re still here.”

“Do you really want to rip that up? You love it.”

Allison pulled at the fabric until it gave way and she was
able to get a strip of it free. “I don’t love this thing more than I
love being alive.” She waved him ahead as she made off in the
direction of the small marina. “Come on.”

Zane’s mind raced as he struggled to keep up and surveyed
the island landscape—the wild rustle of the palms above them
and the constant sideways pelting of the rain making it seem
like they were on another planet right now. It certainly felt like
a different place than it had been twenty-four hours ago. This
was paradise upended. Gone was the calm serenity he had
sought.

They jogged ahead, breaking out from under the canopy of
shade only to learn how much the trees had been blocking the
wind. Allison’s hair whipped like crazy. Ahead, the ocean’s



churn was an endless sloshing of unfathomable amounts of
water. Gone was the crystalline blue. This sea was coal gray
and angry. The whitecaps and foam were of no consolation;
they only served as a reminder that things were not as they
should be. And against that tumultuous backdrop was Allison,
looking tiny and defenseless running toward the dock, even
when Zane knew very well that she was as tough as nails. If
anyone was well suited to survive, it was her. Zane felt as
though he was still honing the skill, but he would be damned if
this storm was going to hurt her. Not on his watch. Not while
he had anything to say about it.

He hustled to catch up. They arrived at the dock, which was
now nothing more than a series of gray wood planks nearly
submerged in the water. There was no boat, nor were there any
other people. Zane now doubted that anyone would be coming
for them despite Allison’s family’s concern for her safety. The
seas were too rough. It was all too dangerous.

Allison carefully started down the dock and Zane followed
right behind her, just in case she slipped. They both pitched to
the side with every wave that threatened to swallow up the
slick wood planks beneath their feet. Zane again told himself
that he would not let anything happen to her. He had to keep
Allison safe. Still, he knew that fighting Mother Nature was a
losing proposition. If she decided she was going to win, there
was not much to be done.

About halfway down the dock, the water was getting even
deeper and Allison smartly came to a stop. She took the strip
of sarong and wrapped it around the metal pole that moored
the structure to the seafloor. On a calm day, this would have
been a simple task, but it was pure chaos outside right now.
With her hands occupied and the wind threatening to topple
her, even while she used her strong legs to brace herself, Zane
had no choice but to wrap one arm around her waist, steadying
her while pressing his body into hers. She felt too good against
him. Too right. And maybe it was the adrenaline coursing
through his veins that made him think that if ever there was a
time to throw caution to the wind, it was now, when life was
hanging in the balance and they had no idea if they were going
to survive.



Allison couldn’t take any more of Zane’s hands around her
waist. It was too great a reminder of everything she couldn’t
have. She pried herself away from him now that the fabric was
tied to the dock piling. She ran along the planks, but lost her
footing at the very end. With a definitive thud, she landed on
her butt. Pain crackled through her hip and down her thigh.

“Dammit!” She scrambled to her knees, embarrassed,
frustrated and several other unpleasant emotions. She
attempted to stand, but the dock was like a skating rink, and
the ocean wasn’t playing nice, either, sloshing water in her
face.

“Let me help you.” Zane threaded his hands under her
armpits and lifted her to her feet with what seemed like zero
effort.

“I can take care of myself.” She twisted her torso and leaped
up onto the sand.

“I’m well aware of that. It doesn’t mean I can’t still help
you. If anything ever happened to you, Scott would never
forgive me.”

Allison was so tired of this. She turned to Zane, planting a
single finger in the center of his chest to put him on notice. “I
don’t want to hear one more word about what my brother will
or will not forgive you for. If I die in this storm—which, for
the record, I know I will not—I will take all of the blame. You
are officially recused of your bro duties.”

He grabbed her hand with both of his. “But you’ll be dead,
so I will definitely get blamed.”

“Then my ghost will haunt you and Scott and make sure you
both know it was all me. Now, come on, let’s finish leaving
our trail of fabric.” Allison didn’t wait for him to respond and
trekked up to the spot where they’d dropped their bags next to
the trail that led to the clearing. She tore off another piece of
the sarong and handed it to Zane, pointing to a tree branch she
couldn’t reach.



He tied it off. “We should go get whatever food we can and
bring it up the hill with us.”

She didn’t want to give him any credit at all right now, but
that was an excellent call. She hadn’t thought twice about food
since yesterday, too miserable over his rejection. “Good idea.”

“Thanks.” He smiled, which seemed like more of an
apology than anything.

Allison wasn’t quite ready to accept that from Zane, spoken
or otherwise. So she started walking.

They split up back at their cottages, each scavenging for
supplies. Allison took a moment to use a pair of scissors she
found in her kitchen to cut up the rest of her sarong, but she
still managed to return to their meetup spot first with bananas,
bread, a flashlight and a blanket.

Zane emerged from his place second. “I brought a bottle of
champagne.”

Allison just shook her head. “I’d say you were a numbskull
if I didn’t need a drink so badly right now.”

“For what it’s worth, I also brought cheese and crackers,
apples and a deck of cards.”

“Great. It’ll be just like summer camp.” Chances were that
it might be just as rustic up the hill. She had no idea what they
were walking into, whether the solar was connected up there
and whether they’d have furniture to sit or sleep on.

They retraced the inland path they had taken yesterday,
stopping periodically to tie another piece of her sarong to a
tree. Having some protection from the rain and wind made the
trip much easier than it would have been near the raging
ocean, but it was still slow going. The ground seemed to shake
with every gust of wind, rain was still coming down in sheets
and they were both completely soaked. Allison didn’t
necessarily fear for her life, but she was scared of the
unknown right now. She was reasonably certain that she and
Zane could work together as a team to survive, but what toll
would it take on her heart when this was all over? A huge one,



she feared. She was going to need a vacation from her
vacation.

When they reached the base of the hill, it looked like an
almost insurmountable climb. She was already exhausted and
dreading what it was going to be like, holed up inside a shell
of a house while riding out the storm. Even worse, the spot on
her hip where she’d fallen was throbbing. “I’m really not
excited about doing this,” she said.

“Seriously? You? The woman who marched me all over this
island and had me snorkeling long distances?”

“Seriously. Me.” Deep down, the real reason she wasn’t
looking forward to getting herself up the hill had nothing to do
with exhaustion. Yesterday, she could stay away from Zane in
her own space. How was she supposed to do that when they
were about to be living in tight quarters and having to rely on
each other to survive?

“It’s okay. We can do it. We just need to get to shelter.” He
peered down at her, and all she could think was that this was
such a damn shame. He was perfect. The two of them together
for a night or two could have been magical. But no.

“Yeah. Okay. Let’s do this.” She led him down a narrow
path at the foot of the hill, which eventually brought them to a
wider trail that zigzagged its way up the incline. The terrain
was mostly low scrub, giving them zero protection from the
wind and rain. They both walked with heads down, watching
the trail, slogging through what was quickly becoming a
muddy mess.

“Is it just me or is the weather getting worse?” Zane asked
as they made the final turn on the trail. They were close.

“It is. I wish we had access to an actual forecast. It would be
nice to know if this was going to be the worst of it or if it’s
only the beginning. I hope this hike won’t end up being for
nothing.”

“Better safe than sorry, right?”

She shrugged. “You can’t spend your whole life staying out
of trouble.”



“Why do I have the feeling we aren’t talking about the
storm anymore?”

She came to a stop at the end of the trail, turned and
confronted him. Water was running down her nose and cheeks.
She felt like a drowned rat. “We aren’t.”

Zane’s shoulders dropped in defeat. “Allison, come on. I
don’t want to argue.”

“I don’t, either, Zane. I shouldn’t have to.” Allison trudged
her way around to the front of the house via a crushed-shell
path with manicured hedges on either side. Bright pink
bougainvillea was trailing from planters situated between the
windows of the house. It had been years since she’d been up
here, and she had no idea what state the house would be in, but
the exterior already looked much nicer than she’d ever
remembered, even in the pouring rain.

When they rounded to the front of the house, they both
froze, even though they were standing in a complete
downpour.

“Holy crap, Allison.”

She didn’t have a great response. It was beyond words. “I
know.” There was so much to take in, it was difficult to figure
out where to start. First, either she hadn’t appreciated the view
when she was younger or it had somehow gotten better over
the years. From this vantage point, you could see for miles,
even with the disastrous weather. The glassy azure ocean was
gone, replaced by a tumultuous cobalt sea, but it was still a
sight to behold, and somehow seemed less menacing all the
way up here.

And then there was the house. From the outside, everything
was definitely upgraded from the last time she’d been up here.
The old tiny plunge pool had been replaced with a sprawling
one, complete with an infinity edge and surrounded by a
gorgeous patio. If she wasn’t already as wet as she could
possibly be, Allison would’ve jumped right in.

They ducked under the sizable porch roof. “I’m confused,”
Zane said. “I thought you said they were renovating. I don’t



know what the exterior used to look like, but it seems pretty
damn perfect to me. The pool’s full of water.”

“They were renovating. Or at least that’s what I thought,
although I didn’t actually speak to Angelique about it before I
came down. It wasn’t like I was going to be staying in the
honeymoon villa.” Nor would she be staying here again
anytime soon. Her romantic future looked as bleak as could
be, hot on the heels of rejection by not one, but two men. First
Neil and his cheating ways, and then she attempted to distract
herself with Zane, which didn’t work at all. Maybe she needed
to just give up on men entirely. Focus on her career. The
financial and professional upside with Black Crescent was
potentially huge, and now that she wasn’t quite as concerned
with hurting Zane’s feelings, she could really put her foot on
the gas when they finally got out of this mess of a storm.

Zane turned and cupped his hands at his temples, peering
into one of the windows. “Uh. Allison. It looks pretty
spectacular inside, too.”

She strode over to one of the French doors and turned the
knob, then stepped inside. “Wow. Gorgeous.”

The space was light and airy, twice the size of either of their
cottages, but with one noticeable difference—the bed was
right in the main living space. Situated on a platform that
spanned the long back wall of the building, it had a soaring
canopy overhead and sumptuous white linens. Allison walked
across the room and took the two steps up onto the raised area,
still several feet from the bed.

Zane was right by her side. “I guess if you’re on your
honeymoon, there’s no reason to think about being anywhere
other than in the sack.”

“Yeah. I guess.” She had to wonder what that would be like,
to be so enamored of someone that you wouldn’t even bother
to get out of bed. The only person she’d ever imagined that
with was Zane, and she already knew that wasn’t going to
happen.

“That bed looks so damn good,” she muttered. “I just want
to take a nap.”



“You can do whatever you want, you know.”

“My clothes are still wet.”

“We should both change. You can have the bathroom, of
course.”

Of course. Allison snatched up her bag and poked her head
into a doorway she assumed was the bathroom. Out of habit,
she flipped the light switch. To her great surprise, the fixture
over the vanity came on. “The light works,” she shouted out to
Zane.

“Thank God for solar,” Zane called back.

This room would be gorgeous eventually, but was definitely
still under construction, with the tile of the two-person walk-in
shower not yet complete. It had the other creature comforts,
though—running water at the sink and toilet. Allison was
happy for the little things.

As soon as she pushed down her shorts, the pain in her hip
flared. She took a look in the mirror. Her upper thigh was
turning a deep shade of purple. “No wonder it was hurting.”
The thought of putting on more clothes that might bind against
her injury was too unpleasant, so she put on a black sundress
and skipped panties.

“Better?” Zane asked, wearing a dry pair of gray shorts and
no shirt. He was currently toweling his hair and making it look
like a seduction move. He was clearly oblivious to his effect
on her.

She decided to save them both the lecture about how he
should really be wearing more clothes. “My hip is all messed
up.” She lifted the hem of her dress to show the edge of her
deepening bruise.

“We need to get some ice on that, stat.” He made off for the
kitchen.

“I doubt the fridge is working,” she said, gingerly sitting at
the foot of the mattress.

“Got it,” Zane said, rattling a white plastic bin presumably
filled with ice.



“Wow. A second round of applause for the solar.”

Zane dug around in a drawer, eventually finding a towel and
placing a handful of ice in it. He brought it to her. “Scoot back
on the bed.”

She raised both eyebrows at him. This was way too much
like yesterday’s invitation, and she already knew this wasn’t
going to end well, either. “Maybe I should sit on the floor.”

“Don’t be ridiculous. You’re hurt. You should be resting.
Scoot back and lie on your side.”

She didn’t have the strength to argue. Zane sat next to her
on the mattress, placing the ice pack on her hip. She winced at
the pain.

“Just relax,” he said, grabbing a pillow for her.

She took a deep breath, extended her arm and rested her
head. “Thanks.”

“Looks like the rain and wind aren’t letting up anytime
soon.”

Indeed, there were sheets of sideways drops again. They
pelleted the surface of the pool, creating ripples and waves. It
was oddly soothing, which was nice because not much else
could make her happy right now. It felt as though life was
playing a cruel trick on her, sticking her in the honeymoon
cottage with Zane.

“So, I wanted to ask you something,” he said.

“Go for it. It’s not like I have anything better to do.”

“Were you serious when you said you’d been waiting fifteen
years to have sex with me?”



Seven

Zane didn’t enjoy putting anyone on the spot, but he’d been
wondering about this since the minute Allison said it. Between
that and the storm, his mind had been occupied with nothing
else. Had she really had a thing for him all these years and
he’d somehow managed to be oblivious? When she’d kissed
him at Scott’s birthday he’d assumed it was nothing more than
the impetuous move of a woman who’d had a few glasses of
wine with dinner. Now he was eager to find out if he’d been
wrong.

Allison stared at him, shaking her head. Her talent for
making him feel like an idiot was unparalleled, but she
somehow managed to make it charming. “You know, I’ve been
thinking about it, and there’s no way you’re this clueless. You
had to know I had a crush on you back in school. So if this is
just some exercise to stroke your ego, I’m going to skip it.”
She snatched the ice pack from his hand, climbed off the bed
and tossed the cold bundle into the freezer.

“I swear I had no idea.” Of course, all those years ago, his
brain had been occupied elsewhere. Women seemed to be the
only thing that distracted him from the misery of his family’s
abrupt and complete falling apart. Plus, Allison had been
totally off-limits. Scott’s friendship and support had saved
Zane. There was no breaking that trust, but it had been
especially true at that time. “But I was pretty stuck in my own
head when we were younger.”

“I think you’re still stuck in it.” She walked back to the
bedside and planted her hands on her hips.

Zane was sitting on the edge of the mattress, looking up at
her, mystified. “Excuse me?”

“Your loyalty to Scott all stems from this time in your life
that you aren’t willing to let go of, Zane. It’s not healthy.
Being a good friend is one thing, but it’s not like you’re
forever indebted to my family because we were kind to you.



Because we welcomed you when things were rough. That’s
just what people do.”

“You didn’t go through what I did, Allison. You have no
idea what it felt like.”

She closed her eyes and pinched the bridge of her nose, as if
she couldn’t possibly be more frustrated with him. She chose
to sit next to him on the bed, which was of some consolation.
“You know what? I don’t know, exactly. But I do know what
it’s like to struggle or to get knocked down or to have a hard
time. You don’t have a lock on that. You need to find a way to
let go of what happened. Or at least move past it.”

“That’s why I came to this island. To clear my head. To try
to let go of my animosity toward Black Crescent and the
Lowell family. Or at least some of it. I don’t know that I can
ever let all of it go.”

“Why not? Why can’t you just forgive everyone at Black
Crescent for what Vernon Lowell did? It’s not their fault.”
Allison’s eyes were wild and pleading. Meanwhile, the storm
outside was starting to rage like never before. The windows
rattled, and rain made a thunderous chorus on the roof.

“The Lowells destroy everything. Families most of all. They
ruined my family. My parents got divorced because of the
things they did. And for what? So somebody who was already
making way too much money as far as I’m concerned could
make more money? I just can’t forgive them for that. It’s the
worst kind of greed.” As if Mother Nature was on his side, a
massive gust of wind whipped up, smacking a massive palm
frond against the French doors. He and Allison both jumped.

“Whoa,” Allison said, holding a hand to her chest, breathing
hard.

“It’s getting scary out there.” The sky blackened. It was as if
the sun had been extinguished.

“I’m tired of this, Zane. So tired.”

“The weather?”

She inched closer to him on the bed. “No. This. Us. We
could die up here. This is serious. And I have waited for you



for years.”

He was still having a hard time understanding this. Years?
He really had been oblivious to her feelings, and that made
him feel worse. “But I didn’t know. I swear.”

She pressed her finger against his lips. “No. I know that
now. And it makes me feel like a loser, but I don’t care. I don’t
want to die not knowing what it’s like to make love to the one
guy I have always wanted.”

Zane felt as though his heart was going to beat its way out
of his chest. In some ways, it still felt impossible that she was
talking about him. There hadn’t been enough time to riffle
through the memories they shared to look for hints of this
crush she’d supposedly had on him. “Don’t say that. Don’t
hold me up on a pedestal and put yourself down at the same
time. You’re beautiful. You’re smart and amazing. You could
have any guy you want.”

“Any guy?”

He didn’t understand the question. Had she not looked in
the mirror? Did she not realize that she was not only beautiful
on the outside, but on the inside, as well? “Yes. No question.”

She shook her head, not taking her sights from his face. “If
you think that’s really true, I want you to prove it, Zane. Show
me that I can have you.”

Damn, she was clever. “I see what you did there.”

“Look, I know what you’re like. You don’t like to feel tied
down or obligated. I know you’re not a forever kind of guy,
but will you be mine for right now? Nobody ever has to know.
Not my brother. Not anyone. I just don’t want to live with this
regret. I know I’m not going to get another chance.”

His breaths felt as though they were being dragged from his
body as Allison’s warm eyes pleaded for an answer. How
could he ever be good enough for her? She was everything any
guy with half a brain would want. Gorgeous. Exceptionally
smart. Sweet, while still standing for what she wanted. She
was quite possibly the most complex and unpredictable
woman he’d ever met. He cared about her. And she cared



about him. These were not the circumstances under which he
normally pursued sex. It was so much easier when there was
nothing but physical pleasure on the line. There was more at
stake here. So much more. But how could he say no to her
again?

He pressed the palm of his hand against her cheek. The
house shook with another gale. He watched as her eyes drifted
shut and she leaned into his touch. The world was threatening
to rip the rug out from under them, and she didn’t care. He
could see it on her stunning face as she drew in a deep breath
through her nose. Warmth radiated to his hand from her silky
soft cheek, and he knew then that he could not let her down.
He would give in to every carnal inclination he had when it
came to Allison. And he would do it because she wanted him
just as badly as he wanted her.

He cupped her face with his other hand and pressed his lips
against hers. They stumbled into the kiss like it was the only
way forward for either of them. Her tongue swept along his
lower lip, sending need right through him, like a shot to the
heart. His pulse picked up, and she dug her fingers into his
hair, craving, needing, curling her nails into his scalp and
raking his skin. He pulled her against him and lay back on the
bed, tugging her along with him. She straddled his hips and
ground against his crotch with her center.

Everything in his groin went tight. His mind went blank.
Need slipped into the driver’s seat when she countered his
weight by lifting her hips and bucking against him. He felt her
smile against his lips before she got serious again, kissing him
deeply and squeezing his rib cage with her knees. Zane’s
hands went to the hem of her dress, slipping underneath it and
skimming the sides of her thighs. He sucked in a sharp breath
when he realized she wasn’t wearing any panties. All that time
he’d spent holding the ice to her hip…he’d been so close to
touching her and hadn’t realized it. No wonder she’d finally
put him on notice. She’d had enough.

He gripped one of her hips, but touched the other one
lightly. “Does it hurt?”



She shook her head, then began to kiss his neck. “No. I
don’t really care about pain right now anyway. Hurt me if you
need to, Zane. It’s okay.”

“I really don’t want to.”

She pressed another kiss to his lips. “I know. And I love you
for it. But it’s okay. I won’t break.”

“Promise?”

“I do.” She trailed her mouth to his ear, then down his jaw
and his neck, leaving a blazing white trail of heat behind as
each kiss evaporated on his skin. Down the center of his chest
she continued to drive him wild, her hands spreading across
his pecs. Squeezing. Caressing. Exploring. He’d never had a
woman show so much appreciation for every inch of him.

One leg at a time, she shifted herself between his knees. She
sat back and ran one hand over the front of his shorts. That one
brush of her fingers nearly drove him insane. His legs felt like
they were made of rubber while his entire crotch strained with
urgency. His balls drew tight. With a single finger, still through
the fabric of his clothes, she drew a line from the base of his
length all the way to a tip. He managed to pry open his eyes
halfway for an instant—he loved the look on her face. The one
that said she had him at her mercy and she was going to enjoy
the hell out of this.

And he expected nothing less.

Allison didn’t bother with thoughts of what might happen
tomorrow or the next day. It wasn’t hyperbole to say they
might not ever come. The storm would take what it wanted,
and so would she. So she kept her senses, her thoughts and her
heart in the present—this precious moment with Zane, the one
she’d waited on for so long.

She unbuttoned his shorts and shimmied them, along with
his boxers, down his hips. She wrapped her fingers around his
length, in awe of the tension his skin could hold. He moaned
his approval as she stroked him firmly, but she knew she could



do better. So much better. She could make him immensely
happy.

She lowered her head and took him into her mouth, leaving
her lips a little slack and letting the gentle glide of her tongue
deliver the pleasure she was so eager for him to have. A deep
groan left his throat, just as another mighty gust of wind made
the rafters quake above them. If this was how she died, she
could be happy with that. She would have had everything
she’d ever wanted.

Sealing her lips around him, she built some suction,
appreciating the tightness it created in his body. It radiated off
him in waves. He dug his fingers into her mess of hair, but he
was more encouraging with his touch than anything. He
wanted her to keep going, and she did, not thinking about
time, the passes of her lips slow and methodical. As his skin
grew more taut, she knew that he was close to his peak. There
was a temptation to drive him over the cliff, but this degree of
intimacy wasn’t what she’d waited for. And she wasn’t about
to let him get there without her.

She gently released him from her lips and sat back on her
haunches. She crossed her arms in front of her and lifted the
sundress over her head. The soft fabric brushed against the
skin of her belly and breasts. Her nipples went tight and hard
from the rush of air. She flung the garment aside, not wanting
to put it back on ever.

The slyest grin crossed Zane’s face as his eyes scanned her
naked body. She loved feeling like his reward. It was all she’d
wanted to be for so long. “Get over here.”

She climbed back on top of him, straddling his hips and
resting her hands on his abs. His hard erection was right
between her legs, and she rocked her body forward and back,
letting his tip ride over her apex. Meanwhile, she dropped her
head and kissed him. She loved this all-new level of getting to
know him, of being able to correctly guess when he might nip
at her lower lip or tangle his tongue with hers. Even more, she
loved it when he surprised her with a squeeze or lick.



Or at the moment, by rolling her to her back. He pushed her
hair away from her face and kissed her deeply, full of passion
she’d never seen from him. It was as if he was putting all of
the intensity of his personality into a kiss. She soaked up every
minute of it while trying to match it, wrapping her legs around
his waist and muscling him closer. Every inch of her body felt
like it was on fire right now, burning with urgency. “I need
you, Zane. I want you inside me.”

“Let me get a condom.” He hopped off the bed and traipsed
across the room to pick up his backpack.

Allison propped herself up on her elbows, in part to watch
his beautiful naked form in motion, and in part to take a peek
outside. The sky was so dark it looked like midnight, but it
was still afternoon. Wind rasped against the windows. The
wood structure of the house creaked. But fear was nowhere in
sight. She had Zane, and that was all that mattered.

He returned to the bed, tearing open the packet and rolling
the condom onto his erection. He positioned himself between
her legs, and she raised her hips, waiting for him. He was
taking things slow. Too slow. How she disliked being treated
as though she were fragile. She closed her eyes, reminding
herself to stay in the moment. It was then that he came inside.
Inch by inch, she felt herself mold around him. She had to
look at him to keep herself locked on what was really
happening, and she was gladly greeted by his incredibly
handsome face.

She ran her hand over his cheek and strong jaw, loving the
feel of stubble against her palm as they moved together. “You
feel so good. So much better than I ever imagined.”

“You actually imagined this before?”

She might die of embarrassment, but she also didn’t want to
lie about it. “Yes. Many times.”

He grinned and kissed her softly. “Were we doing it like
this?”

“Sometimes.”



He lowered his head and nestled his face in the crook of her
neck, resting his body weight against her center, applying the
right pressure. “Tell me, Alli. Tell me more.”

The tension in her body was building so fast, she was a little
appalled that he expected her to answer, let alone weave
together the many stories she kept in her head. “In my
imagination, you’re perfect. You know exactly how I like it.
How deep.” She bit down on her lip as he punctuated her own
statement with a forceful thrust. “You know that I love feeling
your mouth all over my body. My neck. My breasts.”

He raised his head, kissing his way from her collarbone to
her nipple, swirling his tongue around the tight and sensitive
bud. “Like this?”

He switched to the other side, giving it a gentle tug with his
teeth and sending a verifiable wave of electricity right between
her legs.

“Yes.” Yes yes yes yes yes. Her breaths became sharp and
short. The peak was chasing her down the way a lion seeks its
prey. It wasn’t just physical right now. Knowing she could say
something, and that Zane would follow her cues, was almost
too much. She was drunk on power and craving the release.

He took her nipple between his lips and sucked harder while
taking more deep strokes. That was enough to push her over
the edge, and her head thrashed back on the pillow, the
delicious reward spreading through her body, wave after wave.
Zane drove deeper and more deliberately, and she was still
knee-deep in the pleasure when he came, burying his face in
her neck and arching his back. His entire body froze for a
moment before he collapsed on top of her and rolled to her
side.

“That was amazing,” she said, her chest still heaving. She
was pretty proud of herself for putting together so many
words. Her brain could hardly function right now.

“It was unbelievable. Just knowing that you thought those
things about me. I had no idea it would be such a turn-on.”



She immediately rolled to her side, planting her hand in the
dead center of his chest. “Don’t you dare make fun of me for
it.”

“Are you kidding? I would never do that. What guy doesn’t
want a sexy woman to tell him the things she’s fantasized
about, especially when she’s imagined doing those things with
him?”

She was filled with a surprising amount of pride. “Okay.
Good. I was a little worried.”

His adorable smile crossed his face. He reached out and
tucked a tendril of her hair behind her ear. “Don’t worry. I’m
just in awe of you, I swear.”

She knew she was grinning like a fool. She could see the
tops of her own cheeks. Her face hurt. In fact, she was so
giddy, she couldn’t think of a thing to say.

“What are you thinking?” He smoothed his hand over her
bare belly. Even in the warm afterglow, she wanted more of
him.

“That I hope we don’t get rescued anytime soon. Or ever.” It
was the truth. She could stay here forever and be happy. She
didn’t need another thing in the world right now. It was a scary
admission to make to herself. She knew what it meant—she’d
been fooling herself when she’d decided that one time with
Zane would be enough.

He smiled and laid another devastating kiss on her. “I don’t
want to get rescued, either.”



Eight

Zane woke to the sound of her name.

“Allison!”
It had to be part of a dream, he guessed, but then she curled

into him, snuggling her face against his chest, and he didn’t
question it. He stroked her hair and pulled her closer, inhaling
her sweetness. He wanted to bottle up her smell and carry it
with him everywhere.

“How do you do that?” she asked.

“Do what?” He was still drifting in and out of sleep.

“Make it sound like you’re shouting at me from far away
when you’re actually right here.”

“Huh?”

“Allison Randall! If you can hear me, say something!”
That was when Zane realized it was a man’s voice calling

Allison’s name, and it was coming from outside the house.

Allison shook his arm. “I think someone has come to rescue
us.”

Still half-asleep and bleary-eyed, Zane could see that the
sun was peeking between the clouds. The storm had passed.
They were alive. “What? Where?” Zane sat up and shook his
head to rid himself of the mental cobwebs. “Hurry. They’re
probably wondering where in the hell we are.”

Both naked, they scrambled for their clothes. As much as
Zane had hoped for a sexy morning with Allison, it appeared
that was not going to happen. They raced to get dressed, Zane
finishing first. He stumbled for the patio door and flung it
open, rushing outside. Allison was right behind him. They
rounded the house on the crushed-shell path. Several hundred
yards away, Marcus, the man who had piloted the boat he took
onto the island, was on his way up the hill.



Allison waved. “Marcus! Up here! We’re here!”

Marcus’s vision fell on her. His shoulders dropped in relief.
“Your family has been worried sick!” he shouted back through
cupped hands before resuming his climb.

Zane could only imagine. He’d witnessed the way Allison’s
family fretted over her. Scott was probably beside himself.
“I’m sorry you had to come all the way up here,” Zane said
when Marcus reached them. “We decided the highest point
was the safest. We were worried about the storm surge and the
water more than I was worried about the wind.”

“Smart. You probably saved yourselves. The cottages you
two were staying in both had significant flooding.”

Allison’s sights darted to Zane, and it was as if he could see
her heart plummeting to her stomach. Her aunt and uncle
would be devastated to learn of the fate of their resort,
especially on the heels of her uncle’s health issues. “Do you
know how my uncle Hubert is doing?” she asked.

“He had a heart bypass, but he’s doing well. They ended up
transporting him to a hospital in Atlanta. It was too dangerous
with the storm to try the surgery in Nassau or even in Miami.
They didn’t want to risk the power going out. But he’s
recovering well. Your aunt, on the other hand, has been so
worried. She said she would never forgive herself if you got
hurt while staying on the island. She wanted to send me back
for you earlier, but the waters were too rough.”

“I was very lucky to have Zane with me. He knew exactly
what to do.”

Zane emphatically shook his head. He wasn’t about to take
credit for their safety. In truth, he’d been hoping that they
wouldn’t be found. He and Allison had such an amazing night.
Unforgettable. Most likely a once-in-a-lifetime event, which
struck him with a sense of melancholy he hadn’t thought to
prepare himself for. “It was a joint effort. Allison came up
with the idea to leave the scraps of her sarong to send a
message about where we were.”



“It was smart. That’s exactly how I found you.” Marcus
tugged the final strip of sarong fabric off a nearby shrub.
“Come on. Let’s get your things and get you to Eleuthera and
on the plane to Miami. Your brother is waiting there.”

Oh, crap. This was not a good development. Zane wasn’t
even close to being ready to see his best friend. If Scott was
worried enough to fly to Miami, he would be that much more
likely to pick up on any romantic vibes between Allison and
Zane. For that reason, Zane was going to have to shut it all
down way before they went near Scott. The thought pained
him, but it was for the best.

“Scott flew down to Miami? Was that really necessary?”
Allison asked.

“Like I said. Your whole family has been extremely worried
about you,” Marcus said.

Zane patted Allison’s arm as platonically as possible. They
needed to get back to being friends without benefits. “It’ll be
okay. We’re safe. That’s all that matters.”

Allison, Zane and Marcus forged their way back to the
honeymoon villa and collected what few belongings they still
had. Zane was the first inside and found himself rushing inside
to make up the bed, which was pretty much a disaster. The
things he and Allison had done to each other there felt like a
dream. They’d been amazing in the moment, but Zane needed
to get his head out of the clouds and hop back on the straight
and narrow. He desperately hoped that Marcus did not have a
relationship with Scott. Loose lips could sink ships, or in this
case, a deeply important friendship.

It took about an hour to make it back down the hillside and
across the island to the dock. There, flapping in the bright
early-morning sun, was the first piece of Allison’s sarong, still
tied to the metal piling. She’d been collecting the strips of
fabric along the way. Zane got to it first and rescued it for her.

“Maybe you can have it sewn back together,” Zane said,
thinking that if he could have anything right now, it would be
one more chance to see her wearing it. But he needed to stop
thinking of Allison that way. Their fling was over.



“It’d be nice to keep it as a remembrance of our time
together, but we’re headed back to reality and my brother right
now. I’d like to know where things stand.” Her face was
colored with a seriousness he hated to see, but he understood
why it was there. This was no joke. Zane had crossed a line,
and he needed to return to the other side of it.

“I can’t betray him, Allison. You know that. Nothing about
that has changed.” Zane could see the frustration bubbling up
inside her. He knew that she was tired of this argument, but it
was the truth.

“But the betrayal is done. It happened, and you can’t unring
that bell. So now the question is what are you going to do
about it?”

“You’re the one who said we would keep it all between the
two of us. I think we stick to the plan. It was amazing, Allison.
But it’s over.” If only the words didn’t sound so wrong coming
out of his mouth. They certainly weren’t enough to convince
him. If only they’d had a little more time…to talk all of this
through, to share one last mind-melting kiss.

“We’re ready to leave,” Marcus called for them both from
the boat.

Allison stepped past Zane. “Let’s just get out of here.”

Her tone told him all he needed to know. So that’s what last
night had been—he’d been an itch that Allison had needed to
scratch. Nothing more. He couldn’t allow his feelings to be
hurt by this revelation. He’d felt that way about many women
in the past, and he was certain that women had felt that way
about him, as well. Still, it didn’t sit entirely right with Zane.
Allison had never seemed like the type to love ’em and leave
’em, but her words and her posture were saying exactly that
right now.

Between the persistent roar of the wind and the engine
noise, Allison and Zane were unable to talk at all on the ride to
Eleuthera. As soon as they arrived, a woman who said she was
a friend of her aunt Angelique’s descended upon them. She
was a physician’s assistant and insisted on joining them on the
Learjet for the flight to Miami. She checked their vital signs



and made sure they both ate and drank plenty of water. It was
nice to feel taken care of, but at this point, Zane was just ready
to get home. Between having weathered the storm, enduring
the current cold shoulder from Allison and preparing himself
for seeing Scott, Zane was completely and utterly exhausted.

As soon as they landed in Miami and walked into the
private terminal, Scott rushed forward and scooped Allison up
in her arms. “Thank God you’re okay,” he said over and over,
squeezing her tight.

Zane watched the exchange, remembering the many times
Scott had recounted the stories about Allison’s cancer as a
young girl and the havoc it had wreaked on their entire family.
Scott had said many times that he’d never been through
anything more difficult than that—life and death, wondering if
his sweet and innocent sister would live or die. To hear Scott
tell it, every day since then with Allison was regarded as a gift
by their entire family.

“I’m fine,” she said when he’d finally put her back down on
the ground. “Really. Zane took care of me. He made sure
nothing happened.”

Scott clapped Zane on the shoulder, nodding in
appreciation. “I owe you one for keeping her safe.”

The guilt Zane had feared was slowly starting to crush him.
He’d only done what a good friend would do. But then he’d
also done what a good friend wouldn’t do—he’d slept with his
sister. “Honestly, I think she saved me more than the other way
around. She would’ve been just fine on her own. She’s too
resourceful and smart to get herself into too much trouble.”
Zane shot her a sideways glance to let her know he had her
back. He’d paid attention when they’d talked about this on the
island. He understood that she was fighting for Scott to see her
in a different light.

“You need to stop worrying so much,” Allison said to her
brother.

“Plenty of smart people die in natural disasters,” Scott said.
“Especially when there’s flooding.”



“She’s an unbelievable swimmer. You should have seen her
the day we snorkeled over to Mako Island. I could hardly keep
up with her. And she wasn’t tired at all.”

“You two went to Makeout Island?” Scott asked.

Zane wasn’t sure he’d heard that right. “Wait? What?”

Scott narrowed his sights on his sister and twisted his lips.
“Didn’t Allison tell you? That’s where teenagers go if they
want to hook up with someone and want privacy.”

Zane would’ve laughed if it didn’t make the two of them
look incredibly guilty. “You told me it was called Mako
Island,” Zane said to Allison.

“It is called that. Scott’s being childish.” Just then, Allison’s
phone rang, and she answered it right away. “Hello?” Her face
lit up as she listened to what the caller was saying. “Ryan, you
are so sweet,” she said, distancing herself from her brother and
Zane. “I’m totally fine. Just got back to the States. We’re in
Miami, safe and sound.”

Allison’s words reverberated in Zane’s ears like a bass
drum. Ryan, you are so sweet. No wonder she’d agreed that
anything between them was to stay on the island. There were
other men in her orbit, and she didn’t want to mess with that.
She’d given him an awfully hard time about his unwillingness
to get serious with any woman, but she seemed to be playing
the field just as hard.

“Hey. Can we talk?” Scott asked Zane.

Zane was not ready to fall under the purview of Scott’s
eagle eye, especially not when he was so distracted by Allison
and her phone call with Ryan. She kept smiling and laughing,
which was driving Zane nuts. He was back to not buying the
story about working together. “Yeah. Of course.”

The pair walked off to a corner of the gate area. Scott
stuffed his hands in his pockets and looked down at the floor,
seeming tormented. “Is there anything I need to know about?
Anything with my sister?”

Zane’s brain shifted into overdrive. He did not want to
couch things with his best friend, so he was immensely



thankful for the phrasing of the question. “There’s nothing you
need to know about.” That much was true. What had happened
between Allison and him was entirely private. Nobody’s
business. She was a grown woman, he was a grown man and
they were two adults who had given their enthusiastic consent.
End of story.

“You sure?”

“Well, it’s been kind of a whirlwind, if that’s what you’re
asking. Not quite the relaxing vacation I’d been hoping for.”

“You know that’s not what I’m wondering about. I know
you. I love you, but there’s a damn revolving door in your
pants.”

Funny, but last night, Zane had been thinking about that
very thing, wondering if maybe it wasn’t time to set aside his
ridiculous bachelor ways. It wasn’t making him happy, that
was for sure. Those few days he’d spent with Allison were the
closest he’d ever felt to having an actual relationship. They’d
formed a partnership, they’d worked together and they’d done
it well. Plus, being able to act on their incredible chemistry
had been a transformative experience. But as Allison hung up
her phone and fought a smile, Zane knew that they were back
to being nothing more than friends.

“Sorry about that,” Allison said, approaching Zane and her
brother. The call had been from Ryan Hathaway, who was
clearly a great guy. He’d heard about the storm on the news
and wanted to make sure she was okay. How sweet was that?
She was very excited about the prospect of him interviewing
for Black Crescent. “I had to take a work call.”

“Yeah. Right,” Zane said, his voice clipped. “How’s Ryan?”

Oh, hell no. Allison was not going to play this game with
Zane, especially when he’d been the one to declare that things
were “over” back on the island. “He’s wonderful. Thanks for
asking. He was really concerned about me and the storm. He
wanted to make sure I was safe and sound.”



“How nice. He sounds like a great guy.” Everything in
Zane’s tone suggested he did not truly hold this opinion.

Scott looked back and forth between Zane and Allison,
seeming perplexed by the conversation. “Uh, okay. I was able
to snag the last three first-class seats on the next flight to New
Jersey. We’d better get ourselves to the gate. It’s boarding in
less than an hour.”

“What about Allison?” Zane asked, turning his attention to
her. “Are you coming with us? I figured you were flying back
to LA.”

She’d been so nervous about accidentally revealing the
Black Crescent information that she hadn’t mentioned this
detail to Zane. “Didn’t I tell you? I’m actually coming back to
Falling Brook for a week or so. I have some work I need to
do.”

“No, you didn’t tell me. Do you have a client in town?”
Again, his voice was nothing short of perturbed, but Allison
was pretty determined to let him stew in his own juices.

“Yes.”

“Who is it?”

“I can’t say. It’s confidential.”

“How long is that supposed to last? Falling Brook is not a
big place, and I have lived there my entire life. I’m going to
find out sooner or later.”

Allison’s pulse raced. She felt queasy at the thought of Zane
figuring this out. She knew exactly how he would react—
badly. “If you were my client, I wouldn’t talk about you to
anyone else. It’s just the right thing to do.”

He rolled his damn eyes, not bothering to say that of course
it made sense for her to keep things to herself for the sake of
her business interests. She could hardly believe how things
between her and Zane had changed in the last few hours. So
much for fantasies brought to life—she wondered now if it
wouldn’t have been better to keep Zane in her dreams, rather
than begging him to become a reality. Careful what you wish
for. It hurt too much to have him be such a jerk to her. And to



think that she’d been mulling over some ridiculous
confessions last night when she couldn’t fall asleep. She’d
wanted to tell him that she wanted more of him. So much
more. And if he’d given her any indication that he might feel
the same way, she would have been all in. She would have
even called Kianna and told her that they had to drop Black
Crescent.

The Allison of last night was clearly an idiot. It didn’t
matter that she and Zane had had an amazing time on the
island together, and not just in bed. It didn’t matter that he’d
made her happy. Made her laugh. Made her feel sexy and
desired. Zane would always choose his friendship with Scott
over her, and she couldn’t entirely blame him. That
relationship had longevity. It had never faltered. He could
count on it, and Allison understood how anyone would want to
stick to the things in life that were reliable, especially if you
were Zane, a man who’d been through the wringer.

That still didn’t keep her from wanting him.

The three of them took a shuttle over to the commercial
terminal and waited to board, standing on the concourse
outside the busy gate area. Scott and Zane had been knee-deep
in conversation, leaving Allison to feel like the third wheel
until Zane wandered off to find a bathroom and Scott pulled
Allison aside.

“You didn’t tell him why you were coming back to Falling
Brook?” Scott asked her pointedly.

“Wow. You really don’t waste any time, don’t you?”

“It’s a valid question, and he’s going to be back any minute
now. You two just rode out the storm together and the topic of
you coming back to Falling Brook never came up? Not once?
It makes me wonder what in the heck you two did talk about.”

“I don’t want him to know about Black Crescent, okay?
And I don’t want you to tell him, either. You know how he
feels about it. You know it hurts him to talk or hear about it,
and you also know he has a blind spot when it comes to the
Lowells. I don’t want it to mess with our friendship.”



“Since when have you two been close?”

If Allison could’ve shot laser beams from her eyes at her
brother, she would have. Why did he have to think that only he
could be close to Zane? “We’ve always been friends, Scott.
You know that. I can’t compete with your friendship, okay? So
don’t try to compare the two.” She saw down the concourse
that Zane was on his way back already. Even in rumpled
clothes, with two days of scruff on his face and with an
attitude that was decidedly cooler than the one she’d
experienced during their last day on the island, he was
irresistible. She was going to have to learn to resist. “He and I
just went through a life-and-death situation, and I don’t want
to hurt his feelings unnecessarily. He’s tired. I’m tired. Plus,
there’s a good chance that I won’t get hired by BC long term.
So if it’s only a one-off, I really don’t see the point in telling
him and hurting his feelings for no good reason.”

Scott nodded. “Okay. That’s probably the right call then.
Your intentions are good.”

Zane smiled as he approached them. It still made Allison’s
heart melt. She was going to have to figure out a way to get
over him. She had no idea how that would work. “You guys
talking about me?” he asked.

“Always,” Scott said.

“Never,” Allison countered.

“Ladies and gentlemen,” the gate agent announced over the
intercom. “We’re ready to begin the boarding process for
Flight 1506 with nonstop service to Newark International
Airport. We’ll begin by inviting our first-class passengers to
board.”

“That’s us,” Scott said.

“Good. I can’t wait to get home to a hot shower and a good
night’s sleep,” Zane said.

Allison felt the same way. She also wished she could do
those things with Zane. She was going to need to work up to
this whole business of forgetting her attraction to him.



The three boarded the plane, but as soon as Allison figured
out the seating arrangement, she realized just how much she
would always be the odd man out when it came to her brother
and Zane. The two guys were seated together, across the aisle
from her. That had been Scott’s decision, since he’d booked
the flights, and Zane was obviously perfectly happy with it.
Allison flagged the flight attendant and asked for a gin and
tonic before takeoff. She needed something to soothe her
ragged edges. Maybe she could catch some sleep after they
were in the air.

But for now, since Zane and Scott were immersed in
conversation, and the plane was still boarding, Allison took
this chance to give Kianna a quick call.

“Tell me you’re okay,” she blurted without even saying
hello.

“I’m fine. In one piece. On the plane to New Jersey.”

“I can’t believe that storm hit the island. It all happened so
fast. I kept watching the forecast, hoping it would change for
you. I can’t help but feel responsible. It was my idea for you to
go down there in the first place.”

“No. No. It’s not your fault. I wanted to go. And believe it
or not, it was still a good trip. Despite the storm. Despite
everything.” She was trying to put the best possible spin on
this, not merely for Kianna’s sake, but also for her own. She
didn’t want to regret her time with Zane. She didn’t want to
believe that it might have been a big mistake. But what do you
do when you get what you’ve always wanted and then it’s
snatched away by timing and circumstance? What do you do
when the guy you’ve wanted for years tells you that it’s over
before it’s had a chance to really start? Right now, it felt like
nothing would ever sting as much as this rejection.

“Did you at least find a hot guy? Please say yes.”

Allison couldn’t suppress the smile that crossed her face. “I
did. But I’ll have to tell you about it later. We take off soon,
and I have to turn off my phone.”



“Okay, hon. Did you postpone your meeting with Black
Crescent?”

“Nope. Still going in tomorrow. As planned.”

“Did you talk to Joshua Lowell?”

“I texted his assistant. We’re all good.”

“You’re a badass, you know that, right?”

Allison laughed. Her friendship and partnership with
Kianna meant the world to her. She really hoped she wouldn’t
end up letting her down. This Black Crescent meeting had to
go well. “I’m trying.”

“Call me after the meeting tomorrow?”

“You know it. Talk to you then.”

Allison hung up the phone, switched it to airplane mode and
tucked it into the seat-back pocket. She swirled her gin and
tonic, took a long sip and glanced over at Zane and Scott.
Zane, who was sitting at the window, made eye contact with
her. That instant seemed to speak volumes—there was a
connection between them that hadn’t been there before they
got to the island. Zane knew it. She did, too. But he seemed
resigned to setting it aside. Keeping it in the past. No matter
how hot and passionate that connection was, it didn’t seem to
be enough for Zane.

He dropped his gaze and returned his attention to her
brother. Allison’s heart plummeted to her stomach, but she was
used to the disappointment now. It was the story of her life
with Zane. And exactly the reason why this visit to Falling
Brook would be all about her role as businessperson supreme,
not the woman who couldn’t stop pining for a man she
couldn’t have.

Scott leaned across the aisle to talk to her. “Do you have
plans tomorrow night?”

“Hanging out at your house. Not sure what else I would
possibly be doing.”

“I wasn’t sure if you had work obligations.”



Allison wanted to strangle her brother for bringing up Black
Crescent while Zane was sitting right next to him. “Nope. I
should be done by midafternoon. Why?”

Zane peered around Scott. “He invited me over for dinner.”

“I wanted to thank him for taking such good care of my
little sister,” Scott added.

What in the world was her brother up to? “Okay. Sounds
great.”



Nine

Right on time, Allison pulled her rental car into the Black
Crescent parking lot the following afternoon, shortly before
two o’clock. She’d arrived back in Falling Brook in the nick of
time—less than twenty-four hours before her scheduled
meeting with Haley Shaw and Joshua Lowell. Anyone else
might have used the fact that she’d been stranded on an island
in the middle of a hurricane as an excuse to postpone the
meeting, but that detail was a dramatic selling point. She could
tell Josh Lowell that not even a natural disaster would keep her
from doing her job, and doing it well. In the end, she and
Kianna needed the Black Crescent contract. It was their best
shot at keeping their company alive.

Of course, the only trouble with that was Zane. If she got
the contract, she would have to tell him that she was working
for the company that he considered the enemy. Even though
there were no more remnants of romance between them, she
couldn’t keep the secret from him forever. As she walked up to
the sleek and modern building that had always stuck out in the
otherwise traditional Falling Brook landscape, she was well
aware that if Zane knew what she was doing right now, he
would tell her she was not only a terrible friend, she was
foolish. The things he’d said while they were riding out the
storm in the Bahamas echoed in her head. The Lowells destroy
everything. Families most of all. He’d been deeply hurt by the
things the Lowell family had done to him and his parents, and
it was clear that for Zane, it was about far more than the
money. His entire world was turned upside down the day that
Vernon Lowell made off with his family’s fortune. As far as
Zane was concerned, his old charmed life ended that day and
his new, far less shiny life began.

Allison had a somewhat different perspective. Oddly
enough, she felt a debt of gratitude to the Lowells. If Vernon
hadn’t disappeared with all that money, she might have never
met Zane. That thinking might be employing some pretty



messed-up logic, but that was truly the way she felt. Not
having Zane in her life was an incredibly depressing thought,
almost as sad as the other thought that had been winding
through her head since the Bahamas—that Zane would
ultimately be a thirst unquenched. She’d thought that making
love with him would get him out of her system. But that had
been a horrible miscalculation on her part.

The flight had given her entirely too much time to mull over
Zane’s latest rejection. She wanted to shrug it off and move
ahead, but her heart just wouldn’t let her go there. Her heart
wanted to drag her down to the bottom of this murky sea in
which she was adrift and remind her of the reasons why it was
such a shattering disappointment to have him choose his
friendship with her brother over a chance with her. She was in
deep, and she had no idea how to swim her way out. Scott
would never buy into the idea of her with Zane. He would
always think of Allison as that little girl with cancer, even
when she was strong and healthy and a grown woman. And if
anyone knew Zane forward, backward and every other way
imaginable, it was her brother. He was convinced that Zane
wasn’t capable of commitment. The allure of other women
was too great, although Allison also suspected that there was
more to it than that. Zane might have been unbelievably brave
in the face of that storm, but he was afraid of commitment and
was possibly even more terrified of love. That put Allison in
the category of a good time, right where every other woman
he’d ever met also resided. Allison didn’t want to be just
another girl, but it sure felt that way.

With the Black Crescent building looming before her,
Allison couldn’t afford to think about that. She had a job to do
and a business to keep afloat. Her first allegiance had to be to
herself and Kianna now. She straightened her designer jacket
and shrugged her laptop bag up onto her shoulder, then
marched into Black Crescent.

She approached the main-floor reception desk. “Allison
Randall for Joshua Lowell. We have a two o’clock.”

The receptionist picked up the phone. “One moment,
please.”



Before she could dial an extension number, another woman
emerged from a side door in the reception area. “Ms.
Randall?” The woman was willowy with wavy blond hair. She
offered her hand. “I’m Haley Shaw, Mr. Lowell’s assistant.
We’re so glad you’re here. Especially considering everything
you’ve been through. I still can’t believe you were able to keep
this appointment.”

Allison shook hands with Haley. “It would’ve taken more
than some bad weather to keep me away from this
opportunity.”

“Come on. I’ll give you the lay of the land and show you
where we’ll be conducting the interviews.”

Haley led Allison upstairs to the second floor and a
conference room right outside Joshua Lowell’s office. The one
thing that struck Allison about Black Crescent was that no
expense had been spared. Every detail was of the finest
quality. It did make Allison wonder if the rumors about Vernon
Lowell were true, that he’d never actually left Falling Brook
and had merely been in hiding this whole time. If that was ever
proved to be the case, she could imagine Zane blowing his top.
Another lie from Vernon Lowell would only reopen Zane’s
deep wounds. Plus, Zane was the sort of the man who wanted
to get even. Knowing he could have hunted down Vernon all
these years would at the very least eat at him.

“Please, make yourself at home,” Haley said, gesturing to
the gleaming mahogany meeting table. “Mr. Lowell should be
here in a few minutes. He’s just finishing up a phone call.”

Allison set down her Louis Vuitton bag and pulled out her
laptop. “Great. We’re seeing three candidates today. Ryan
Hathaway, Chase Hargrove and Matteo Velez.”

Haley pursed her lips in a particularly odd way. “Chase
Hargrove, huh?” Her voice was dripping with doubt,
something Allison wanted to get to the bottom of before
Joshua arrived.

“Yes. He’s highly qualified for the position. And I was
impressed with him when we spoke on the phone.”



Haley nodded, but seemed unconvinced. “I’m sure he has
the right credentials. I just don’t know if he’s a good fit for the
office.”

This was an interesting development. Allison had never had
an assistant offer her opinion of a candidate, and especially not
before the interview had even taken place. But in her
experience assistants seemed to always know more about
everyone and everything than the majority of their bosses.
“Can you tell me why?”

Just then, a young man poked his head into the meeting
room. “Ms. Shaw. Chase Hargrove is here for his interview.”

“Can you let Mr. Lowell know? And can you ask Chase to
hold on a minute?” Haley asked.

“Sure thing, Ms. Shaw.” The man darted back into the hall.

“If there’s something I need to know, now would be a great
time to mention it,” Allison said. She couldn’t afford to mess
up when it came to Black Crescent. She had to nail this job.
On paper, Chase was a highly qualified candidate, and Allison
had found him charming and affable during their one phone
conversation.

Haley seemed deep in thought for a moment, as if she was
calculating her response. “I’m afraid I don’t have a specific
reason for feeling that way about Chase. It’s more of a hunch.”

The meeting door opened again and in walked Joshua
Lowell. Allison had never met him in person, but she’d seen
his pictures all over the papers and in business magazines,
especially the last few years. “Mr. Lowell, I’m Allison
Randall.” She offered her hand.

“Please. Call me Joshua. It won’t be long before I’m not the
boss around here anymore.”

“That’s why I’m here, right?” Allison wondered if that
aspect of her job might help her smooth things over with Zane
whenever he discovered she was working for Black Crescent.
So much of his hatred seemed aimed at Joshua, and she was in
charge of finding his replacement. She tucked the idea away in
her head. The idea of needing to explain herself to Zane, all in



the name of making a case for them as a couple, was a stretch.
She was sure he didn’t see her as anything more than a fling.

“Absolutely,” Joshua answered. “So, please, let’s bring in
these candidates.”

Allison asked Haley to go ahead and bring Chase in for his
interview. The instant he walked through the door, the energy
in the room changed dramatically. Tall, handsome and
completely self-assured, Chase was a formidable presence.
With Joshua also in the room, it was no easy task to take
center stage, but Chase seemed to do it at will. Was this the
reason for Haley’s hesitancy when it came to Chase? Was he
simply too much to deal with?

Chase sat opposite the three of them at the conference table
and Allison wasted no time conducting the interview. This was
not about putting the candidate on the spot—she’d already
gone over these exact questions with them over the phone.
They’d also already been fully vetted by Allison and Kianna.
This process was all for the client. This was Chase’s chance to
put his well-honed answers on full display for Joshua.

When Allison was finished, she was fairly certain Chase
could not only land the job, but could perform the duties with
aplomb. But she wasn’t done with showing off the product of
her hard work—Ryan Hathaway and Matteo Velez were up
next.

“Thank you so much, Chase, for coming in today. We’ll be
in touch,” Allison said.

All four of them stood and Chase began to round the table.

“I’ll fetch Mr. Hathaway,” Haley blurted, darting out the
door before Chase had a chance to shake her hand and say
goodbye.

Chase took notice, watching as she disappeared. “Ms. Shaw
sure is on the case, isn’t she?”

Joshua extended his hand to Chase. “She’s the best. No
matter who comes in as CEO, Haley needs to stay. She makes
this office run.”



“Believe me, if I get this job, Ms. Shaw is the last person I’d
dream of replacing,” Chase said. Allison couldn’t ignore the
glimmer in his eyes.

Just then, Haley walked in with Ryan Hathaway, who
Allison recognized from his headshot. Typically, Allison did
not want the candidates for a position to encounter each other
in the interview room, but what was done was done. She made
the introductions, and Ryan seemed immediately suspicious of
Chase.

“I suppose this is my cue to make way for your interview,”
Chase said to Ryan before turning to Haley. “And, Ms. Shaw, I
hope to see you again very soon.”

Haley’s face flushed with a brilliant shade of pink. She was
noticeably conflicted as they shook hands. “I wish you the best
of luck.”

Ryan seemed to take notice of the sparks between Haley and
Chase, arching both eyebrows and pressing his lips together
firmly as he witnessed their goodbye. He pulled Allison aside
as Haley and Joshua talked privately.

“Is there something I need to know about that guy? Did he
already get the job? I don’t want to interview for a taken
position,” he said.

Allison shook her head, but she could tell that Ryan was
seriously concerned. Given their earlier conversations, she was
eager to put him at ease. “Everything’s fine. I think he’s just a
little heavy-handed with the charm. If I had to place a bet on it,
I’d say he has a bit of a crush on Ms. Shaw.”

Ryan glanced over his shoulder. Joshua and Haley were still
conferring. “Okay. Good.”

Allison gently placed her hand on Ryan’s shoulder. “You
sure you’re okay?”

He nodded enthusiastically. “Yes. Definitely. I’m just used
to guys like that being rewarded for their bad behavior. You
know what they say. Nice guys finish last.”

Allison took a moment to consider Ryan’s words. Had he
been burned? Was that where that was coming from? If so, she



felt his pain. She’d gone for what she wanted, and it had been
a miserable fail. “Nice guys finish first with me. As long as
they’re qualified and nail the interview, of course.”

Ryan grinned. “I’m glad you recruited me. I really enjoyed
our conversation while you were on your trip. I’m so relieved
you weren’t hurt in the storm. Everything I saw on the news
looked terrifying.”

“It wasn’t fun, that’s for sure.” Except that it had been. It
had been amazing. She’d never felt more alive when the sea
seemed determined to carry them away, but Zane was resolute
about keeping her safe. She’d let herself be vulnerable with
him, something she rarely ever did, and in the moment, it had
been so richly rewarding. Even with Zane behaving like an ass
since then, and trying to discount everything that had
happened between them, she knew in her heart that it had all
been worth it. Kissing him, touching him, having his hands all
over her body. She’d wanted him for so long. How could she
have ever said no? Even if she’d known all along what would
happen? She couldn’t have.

Allison shook her head and brought herself back to the
present. She couldn’t daydream about Zane right now. Not
with work on the line. “I have to ask if you’re looking at other
positions right now,” she said to Ryan.

“I have a few more interviews over the next several weeks.
But I’ll be honest. This is the job I really want.”

There was no greater satisfaction than finding the right
candidate for the job, and Allison had a good feeling about
Ryan. “Music to my ears. Now, let’s see if Mr. Lowell and Ms.
Shaw are ready to get this show on the road.”

Ryan hit it out of the park during his interview, as did
Matteo after him. When it was time to say goodbye to Josh
and Haley, Allison knew she’d done an amazing job.

“Very impressive, Ms. Randall,” Joshua said, sitting back in
his chair. “Thank you for going the extra mile in making today
happen.”



“Literally,” Haley added. “She just flew back from the
Bahamas last night.”

“I’ll do whatever it takes to make my clients happy.”
Allison collected her papers into a neat stack. “Do you have a
sense of the timeline for the hire?”

“I’m eager to get the new CEO in as soon as possible. What
are your thoughts as far as the timing for second interviews?”

“It’ll depend on the candidates’ schedules and yours, of
course, but Haley and I can coordinate. I do recommend you
think about it for at least a week. Spend some time with the
files and background info I provided. In my experience, it’s
best to not rush with a decision like this.”

Joshua nodded, seeming to consider all she said. “I suppose
you’re right. I’m just ready to move forward.”

Allison couldn’t help but think of the subtext—he was eager
to move on with his life. He had love and happiness ahead,
and he didn’t want to wait. “Of course. I understand.”

“Will you be able to stay in Falling Brook for a few weeks?
It would be great if I knew I could call on you to walk us
through this process. The phone is one thing, but there’s no
substitute for having someone on hand.”

Allison knew this was her opening for driving home the
deal she wanted to make. “It depends on whether or not I’m on
retainer. I have a partner out in Los Angeles and other clients
who also expect my time.”

“I’ll pay triple your normal retainer for the next month.”
Joshua hadn’t hesitated to up the ante. “That should give us
enough time to make a hire for this position.”

Allison swallowed hard. Three times her normal rate was
certainly a great starting point. “And beyond that?”

“The new CEO will ultimately make the call as to whether
we put you on permanent retainer. But I will certainly have a
say in it, and, as far as I’m concerned, you have the job.”

Goose bumps raced over the surface of Allison’s skin. Any
sliver of victory in business felt good, and Kianna was going



to flip out when she got the good news. Even so, there was a
downside. A month in Falling Brook would make it
impossible to stay away from Zane. And that meant she had to
come clean with him about working with Black Crescent.
“Fantastic. I’m staying with my brother here in Falling Brook,
working out of his house. I can be on-site anytime you need
me. Just call.”

“You can expect to hear from me.”

Allison strode out of the meeting, feeling as though she was
walking on a cloud. She’d nailed it, in every sense of the term.
She called Kianna and told her everything as soon as she got
in the car.

“You are not only a badass, you’re a rock star,” Kianna said.

“It’s only a month. It’s not the long-term retainer we
wanted.”

“It’ll come. I know you’ll get it done.”

“I’ll do my best.”

“So, can you tell me about the guy in the Bahamas?”

Allison hesitated, not sure she wanted to dive into the topic.
This wasn’t a quick conversation, and there was so much
about this situation that she was still trying to mentally
unpack. “His name is Zane. I’ve known him for fifteen years.
He’s a friend of my brother’s, and we just happened to end up
at Rose Cove at the same time.” She decided to skip the
heavier part of the story, the details about how she’d been
longing for him all those years and that the idea of letting go
was a miserable one.

“Did he at least rock your world?”

“Oh, yes. Several times.”

“And now?”

“I don’t know. I think we’re back to just being friends.”

“Are you happy with that arrangement?”

Allison sighed. She wasn’t happy with it, but she also didn’t
see a way past it. Maybe it really was easier if she and Zane



stayed friends. “I’m not sure, but I’ll figure out at least some
of it tonight. He’s coming over to my brother’s for dinner.”



Ten

Zane’s first day back at the office after the Bahamas trip was
less than productive. Between a million phone calls from
concerned friends and clients, and his pervasive thoughts of
Allison, he got very little work done. For some ridiculous
reason, he kept seeing flashes of Allison flitting around the
island in her sarong. It was so bad that he’d referred to one of
his marketing managers as Allison when her name was in fact
Maria. He hadn’t even been close. A mistake easily swept
aside when he blamed it on the exhaustion from the storm, but
it was a sign that he was going to have deal with this. It had
been shortsighted to think that he and Allison could sleep
together, shrug it off and return to their old dynamic. So where
would they land? He had no idea.

By the time he’d hopped in his BMW to head to Scott’s
house for dinner, he was still catching up. He’d left a voice
mail for his mom, but she was just now calling him back. He
pressed the button to put her on speaker.

“Hi, Mom. I take it you got my message?”

“I didn’t even know you’d left the country. Shows you how
out of the loop I am.”

“Would it have been better if I’d told you I was down there?
Wouldn’t you have worried? I know you don’t like to worry.”

“Well, of course, I would’ve been concerned, but you’re a
survivor, Zane. I never doubt your ability to figure out how to
find your way through a tough situation.”

The undertone of her comment was that he’d managed just
fine in his teenage years when everything had gone south. It
was nice to get that stamp of approval, although he knew that
it was just his mother being a mom. “Thanks.”

“What took you down there? New marketing client in the
Bahamas?”



“I went on vacation.”

“No!” His mother gasped, which turned into her musical
laugh. “My son? Went away for fun?”

Zane had to chuckle, too. “Believe it or not, yes. I’ve been
stressed, and I needed to get out of Falling Brook to clear my
head.”

“Are things at work not going well?”

Zane took the turn onto Scott’s street. Scott and his wife
lived in one of the original Falling Brook neighborhoods,
which was seeing a revival. Older, stately homes were being
remodeled and updated, with young families moving in. Zane
saw it as a move in the right direction. This town needed some
freshening up. “Actually, things at work are amazing. We’re
too busy, but in a good way. We’ve reached the point where
we’re turning away potential clients. That’s something I never
even imagined six or seven years ago.”

“Then what’s bothering you?”

Zane pulled up in front of Scott’s house, a recently restored
five-bedroom Tudor with a pristine putting green of a front
yard that was Scott’s pride and joy. Zane put the car in Park
and killed the engine, sitting back in the driver’s seat and
running his hand through his hair.

“You’re being quiet,” his mom said. “Just come out with it.
You know you can tell me anything.”

He knew that. It didn’t make his embarrassment over what
he was about to say any less real. “It’s Joshua Lowell. I got
sucked into some drama with him. Someone anonymously sent
me a paternity test saying that he had a child he wasn’t willing
to claim responsibility for. I talked to a local reporter who was
working on a piece about him.”

“Have you lost your mind? Why would you get involved in
that?”

“I don’t know. Revenge? Or as close as I’ll ever get to it? It
doesn’t really matter now. It all backfired. The story ran,
without that bombshell, and Josh Lowell ended up smelling



like a rose, he and the reporter fell in love and now he’s
getting married. He’s even leaving Black Crescent.”

She sighed heavily.

“I know,” Zane said. “The guy is golden. Everything he
does turns out perfectly, and it makes me nuts. I know it
shouldn’t, but it does. Just thinking about it is making my
shoulders lock up.” He cranked his head from side to side,
hoping to loosen the tension.

“You realize that people think the same thing about you.
That you’re golden. That you can do no wrong.”

“You might say that about me, but other people do not. Plus,
that isn’t the point.”

“But it is the point. It’s not just me who says it, either. Your
father thinks the same thing. Your grandparents. Aunts and
uncles. Your colleagues and employees. Remember when you
invited me to your company Christmas party two years ago?
All night long, all I heard about was how great you are and it’s
not just because you’re the boss. I heard it from your clients,
as well. I’m your mom, and even I got a little sick of it.”

Zane laughed, but he was astonished to be hearing this from
her. He’d never seen himself as anything more than the guy
who was still striving to get back on top.

“Look at your life,” she continued. “You have an immensely
successful business. You own a beautiful home in one of the
most exclusive towns in the country. You’re handsome, and
people love you. Whatever it is that you think the Lowells
stole from us or from you, it doesn’t matter. It hasn’t kept you
from having it all, and it never will keep you from it. You need
to find a way to move forward.”

“This isn’t just about what they did to me. It’s about what
they did to our family. The Lowells are the reason you and dad
split up.”

“You know, your dad and I had a drink a few weeks ago. We
talked about it.”

“You did?” His parents’ divorce had been as acrimonious as
they came. To Zane’s knowledge, his parents had only been in



the same place twice since their split fourteen years ago, at
Zane’s high school and college graduations, and they’d barely
spoken to each other. “You didn’t tell me this.”

“He came to Boston for work, and he called me. It was nice.
We had a chance to say a lot of things that should’ve been said
a long time ago. The truth is that your dad and I were never
going to make it. Of course, losing everything put a massive
strain on the marriage, but the underlying problems were
already there. We weren’t in love. I’m not sure we ever were.
We would have split up eventually.”

Zane was struggling to keep up, but he couldn’t help but
notice that it felt as if a weight was being lifted. A burden
from his past was evaporating before his eyes. “Wow, Mom.
You are kind of blowing my mind right now.”

“Does that help you see that you need to let Joshua Lowell
do his own thing and maybe get out there and keep looking for
your own happiness? You know, I’d like to have a daughter-in-
law, maybe become a grandmother at some point.”

“Mom…”

“No pressure.”

“Oh, right. No pressure.” Zane glanced at the clock on his
dashboard. It was seven o’clock and he didn’t want to be late.
“Mom, I need to run. Scott invited me over for dinner and I’m
sitting outside his house. His sister, Allison, is in town.”

“Oh, how nice. Say hi to them both for me. I’ve always
adored those two, especially Allison. She’s always been such a
sweetheart to me.”

And just like that, Zane felt like the universe might be
telling him to salvage the romance that had started at Rose
Cove. It was at least worth trying. “Love you, Mom.”

“Love you, too.”

Zane grabbed the bottle of Chateau Musar he’d brought,
which was Scott’s favorite wine, and hopped out of the car. He
strode up the long driveway and couldn’t ignore the way his
pulse picked up at the thought of seeing Allison again. Maybe
this could actually work. Of course, there was a lot standing in



his way. He’d have to find a way to sort things out with Scott.
And he’d have to hope that there weren’t other guys in the
mix. He’d also have to smooth Allison’s ruffled feathers. He’d
been a jerk when they left the island. Allison deserved so
much better than that. As to how difficult it would be to
convince her to accept his apology, he wasn’t sure. He was
prepared to grovel. It was difficult for him to set aside his
pride, but he’d overcome worse.

He rang the doorbell, and Scott quickly answered, waving
him in. When Zane handed over the wine, Scott unleashed a
mile-wide grin. “You’re the best friend a guy can have. Let’s
get this decanted.”

Zane followed him inside. He was looking forward to
spending an evening with these people he cared about so
deeply, but coming to dinner at Scott’s house felt a bit like
returning to the scene of the crime, given the kiss with Allison
at his birthday party. He wished he could find a way to rewind
the clock to that moment when her luscious lips first met his.
If only he’d known then that she hadn’t done it on a lark.
She’d spent years building up to it.

They wound their way down the wide central entry and into
the newly remodeled gourmet kitchen. Scott’s wife, Brittney,
was cutting up vegetables at the center island. “Look who’s
here,” she said, taking a kiss on the cheek from Zane. “I’m
glad you could come over on such short notice. Scott was
eager to express his thanks.”

“He keeps saying that, but Allison would’ve been fine
without me. Seriously. She’s tough as nails.”

She swept the contents of the cutting board into a large
bowl. “I agree. But you know how he is. Super protective. Is
there such a thing as a helicopter brother?”

“Hey. I’m standing right here.” Scott sniffed the wine cork,
then emptied the bottle into a decanter.

“Well, the kids and I are thankful if nothing else,” Brittney
said. “I swear the only thing that kept Scott from freaking out
about Allison was knowing that you were down there with
her.”



“Did I hear my name?” Allison poked her head into the
kitchen.

Zane’s heart did a veritable flip when he saw her. There had
been countless moments on the island when he’d been taken
aback by her beauty, but right now, with her sun-kissed skin
glowing and the stress of their life-and-death situation during
the storm no longer showing its effects, she absolutely stole
his breath away. “There she is.”

Allison grabbed at the kitchen counter and dragged one leg
into the kitchen, followed by the other. Zane peeked around
the island and saw what was slowing her down—Scott’s five-
year-old daughter, Lily, had wrapped herself around Allison’s
ankle. “Sorry. I’m having some trouble walking today,”
Allison said. She gave her eyebrows a conspiratorial bounce.

“I noticed there’s a large growth on your leg. I’d better take
a look at it and make sure it’s not anything contagious.” He
crouched down and looked Lily in the eye. The little girl was
already giggling. “I might need to administer the tickle test.”

“Noooo!” Lily unspooled herself from Allison’s leg, rolled
across the floor and scrambled off behind her mother.

“Miss Thing,” Brittney said. “You and Franklin need to go
get washed up for dinner.”

“Can we eat in front of the TV?” Lily asked, warily peering
at Zane.

“Yes. I think the grown-ups would enjoy some adult
conversation anyway.”

Scott scooped up Lily into his arms. “Come on. Let’s go
hunt down your brother.”

Brittney nodded to two empty wineglasses on the kitchen
counter. “Why don’t you two grab a drink for yourselves?
We’ll be ready to eat in a little bit.”

“You sure we can’t help?” Allison asked.

“I’m sure. Cooking is one of the only things that relax me,”
Brittney said.



“Wine?” Zane glanced at Allison, wondering how she was
feeling about being around him. She had every reason in the
world to give him some steely attitude. And he was going to
have to find a way to work through it. “We can go out on the
balcony and catch up.”

“About what? Not much has happened since yesterday.”

He knew then that he was going to have to try a little harder.
“You can tell me how your meeting with your client went.”

Allison found it impossible to swallow and not much easier to
breathe. Zane had picked the one topic of conversation she did
not want to explore, especially not when he was looking good
enough to eat. Damn him. It was one thing when he was
wearing a pair of board shorts, but there was something about
Zane in a pair of perfectly tailored flat-front trousers and a
dress shirt, with the sleeves rolled up to the elbows, that
absolutely slayed her. He would always have her number.
Even when he’d been a jerk to her. Even when he was going
around picking uncomfortable things to discuss. “Wine sounds
great, but I’d rather skip work talk. It’s been a long day.”

“Whatever you want.”

He poured them each a glass of wine, and she tried to ignore
the pull he had on her. It came from the vicinity of her belly
button, although just being around him made the more
feminine parts of her body quake and yearn, as well. They
stepped out onto the patio overlooking the back of Scott and
Brittney’s beautiful wooded lot. The early-evening air was
warm and breezy, hearkening back to their time on the island.
Part of her wanted to go back so badly and relive every
unbelievable minute, but she knew that wasn’t reality, and one
thing she prided herself on, aside from her predilection for
fantasies about Zane, was her ability to stay grounded.

“Did you sleep well last night?” He took a sip of his wine
after he posed the question, regarding her with a look that took
no effort from him and still felt like pure seduction.



“Like the proverbial rock.”

“We didn’t get much sleep during that last day or so on the
island, did we?” He leaned against the balcony railing,
inexplicably turning her on by leaving his firm forearms on
display.

She smiled. Heat rushed to her face. “No, we did not. That
damn storm kept us up.”

A subtle blush colored his cheeks, and he hung his head,
nodding. “Right. It was the storm that kept us awake. The
weather was nothing if not distracting.”

She sucked in a deep breath. She loved this glimmer of
normalcy between them, their ability to fall into a fun back-
and-forth, but it only made her crave more. Was there a way to
get beyond the things standing between them? Even if Scott
was ever able to get over himself, the Black Crescent problem
was inescapable. Her meeting had gone exceptionally well
today. She wasn’t about to turn her back on hard-earned
success, no matter how much she knew it would anger Zane.
Yes, she would come clean, but everything else was on Zane.
It was his choice. Not hers.

She glanced over her shoulder to make sure Scott or
Brittney wasn’t looking. “No matter what, I will never regret
what happened, Zane. I need you to know that. It was
amazing.”

He straightened to his full height, leaving her in the shadow
of his towering frame, and touched her arm gently. How could
he bring her entire body to life with only an instant of caring
contact? “Yes. Of course. I feel the same way.”

Her heart began to gallop in her chest, beating an uneven
rhythm.

“Dinner’s ready.” Scott was standing at the door to the
balcony. His vision noticeably landed on Zane’s hand touching
Allison’s arm.

Allison reflexively pulled back from Zane, and he did the
same. The instant it happened, a wave of guilt blanketed her.
Resentment followed. These games were so stupid. And



idiotic. She had to put an end to them. Part of that was finding
the right time to tell Zane about Black Crescent. “On our
way.”

Allison and Zane joined Scott and Brittney in the dining
room. On the front of the house, it had a splendid view of the
front yard, and was appointed with all of the elegant trappings
of a comfortable life. Allison didn’t like to get too wrapped up
in material things. There was plenty of that going on in LA.
Still, she could admit that she wanted this for herself. She
wanted a husband and a house and children. More to the point,
she wanted love and a life partner. She wanted it all.

The spread Brittney put out was truly spectacular—filet
mignon cooked to an ideal medium-rare, with rosemary
roasted baby potatoes and green beans. The wine Zane had
brought was a sublime complement to the meal, and Scott
seemed nothing if not relaxed and content because of it. The
conversation was fun and light, full of laughs and interesting
stories. Zane and Scott told tales—a few from high school, but
most from recent years, stories about pickup basketball, epic
golf tournaments and even a few nights out drinking. All
Allison could think as she watched Zane and Scott together
was that she didn’t merely appreciate that they had such a
solid friendship, but that she also loved being witness to it. It
was a real shame that Zane was a no-go because he was her
brother’s best friend. In a lot of ways, it was also what made
him perfect.

There were a few moments when Zane delivered a knowing
glance with his piercing gaze, leaving Allison to grapple with
the resulting hum in her body. Did he know that he could
affect her like that without so much as a brush of a finger
against the back of her hand? Did he know how much it made
her want him, and how frustrating it made the knowledge that
she’d never likely experience his touch again?

At the end of the meal, the conversation continued in the
kitchen as the four of them cleaned up. They were just about
finished when Lily walked in, complaining of a stomachache.

“Come on, sweetheart,” Brittney said. “It’s probably time
for you to go to bed anyway. Why don’t you say good-night to



Aunt Allison and Uncle Zane?”

Lily merely waved at them, curling into her mom’s hip.
“Good night.”

Allison crouched down to give Lily a kiss on the forehead.
“Sweet dreams, Lils.”

“Good night.”

“I’m going to help Brittney with bedtime. I’ll be back in a
few minutes,” Scott said.

The quiet in the kitchen when her brother left was
deafening. She and Zane had just been presented with the
same scenario they’d been in last month. Except this time, the
playing field had definitely changed. Gone were many of
Allison’s old reservations, replaced by newer and more intense
ones. She didn’t have to wonder how badly it hurt to be
rejected by Zane. She’d experienced it firsthand.

“I forgot you were staying here.” Zane took a step closer to
her.

“Yes. I always do. The guest room is beautiful. Very
comfortable.” She leaned back against the kitchen island,
gripping the cool marble counter with both hands.

“Good bed?” he asked.

She laughed and shook her head. “Smooth, Zane. Real
smooth.”

He shrugged and inched even closer. “I had an opening, I
had to take it.” His hand was inches from hers. He reached out
with his thumb and lightly caressed her fingers.

A zip of electricity wound its way down her spine.
“Zane…”

“Yes? That is my name.” He slipped his fingers under her
hand and lifted it to his lips. It made her dizzy.

“My brother.”

“His name is Scott. And he’s in the other room. And we’re
here. And I’ve missed you.” He kissed her hand again, except
this time, he closed his eyes and seemed to savor it.



She nearly passed out, but she had to keep her head straight.
“You’re being so goofy. You missed me? I just saw you
yesterday.”

He opened his eyes. “I know. And I was an ass by the
dock.”

Hard to believe that had only been thirty-six hours ago. It
felt like a lifetime. “Yes, you were. I get it, but it doesn’t
change the fact that I wasn’t a fan.”

Scott’s voice came from the hall.

“Come on. Let’s get out of here.” Zane tugged on her hand.

“What? Now? Where?” Her vision darted to the kitchen
entry, then back to Zane.

He rolled his eyes. “So many questions.” He pulled her back
into the dining room, where they could buy a few more
seconds of privacy. “Come to my place, Allison. I want to be
alone with you. I need to be alone with you.”

Her pulse went to thundering in her body the way it had
during the storm. “What about what you said to me at the
dock?”

“I was an idiot. I’m sorry.”

“There’s more to it, and you know that. What about Scott?”

“Now you sound like me.” He again raised her hand to his
lips and delivered a soul-bending kiss. “No more excuses.
Let’s get out of here, spend some time together and we’ll deal
with him later. I need to be alone with you, Allison.”

How in the hell could she say no to that? She couldn’t, even
when there was a small part of her that wanted to press him for
more. For an explanation. For clarification about everything.
But the reality was that she’d been waiting forever to hear him
saying something so desperate, especially unprompted. So
she’d take Zane’s offer. Even if it ended up being only sex.
One more time. “What do we tell Scott?”

Zane pulled his phone out of his pocket and tapped away at
the screen. He showed it to her. Taking your sister for a

drive. Thanks for dinner.



“That’s it?” she asked.

“That’s it.” He tapped at his screen one more time, took her
hand and out the door they went.

Just like Allison had always wanted.



Eleven

This was crazy. Absolutely certifiable. But something about
the impetuousness of stealing away from her brother’s house
with Zane, like a couple of brazen teenagers, made it so
thrilling. Perhaps it was because at this time yesterday, when
they’d been on the plane back to New Jersey, she’d been
convinced this was never going to happen again. It might be
foolish and stupid, but she had a glimmer of optimism. She
hoped like hell Zane wouldn’t end up quashing it again. If he
did, the disappointment would be of her making. She’d said
yes to this. She’d gone with him because her heart had
convinced her to take another chance.

Zane was showing off with the car, taking turns a little too
fast, changing lanes when he had a whisper-thin margin of
error and generally acting as though he didn’t care about
repercussions. Allison sat back in the seat and allowed him his
macho moment while she studied his grip on the steering
wheel and counted the seconds until they would be at his place
and those glorious hands of his could be all over her naked
body.

The trip probably clocked in at under twenty minutes, but
all of that anticipation made it feel as though it had been a
cross-country trek. She’d never been to Zane’s place before,
which was in one of the newest and most exclusive
neighborhoods in town. The street was lined with stately
houses, but Allison found Zane’s to be the most beautiful.
Tucked away on top of a hill, a long stone driveway leading to
it, the sprawling home was an oasis in this bustling town. She
couldn’t help but think about how it was so much like Zane—
on its own, standing apart, quietly magnificent.

He opened one of three garage bays and pulled the car
inside. Two other gleaming sports cars and a motorcycle were
already parked there. Zane had done well for himself with his
business. That much was clear. He turned off the ignition, and



they were both noticeably rushing to get inside. He opened the
door for her, shut off his security system via a keypad and took
her hand, marching through the mostly dark house. They
traveled through an unbelievable kitchen, nearly three times
the size of Allison’s back in LA, then down a central hall
toward the back of the house. Allison was busy trying to look
at everything—she wanted to soak up every bit of Zane’s
tastes. She wanted to scrutinize the artwork and try to
speculate about what had drawn him to the pieces he’d chosen.
She wanted to do the same with furniture and paint colors. She
wanted to know him inside and out.

“A tour would be nice,” she said when they’d reached a set
of tall double doors at the end of the hall.

Zane pushed them open and flipped a light switch. “I know.
Let’s start here.”

Allison stepped into the most stunning, jaw-dropping
bedroom she’d ever seen, which was saying a lot since Zane
was adjusting the dimmer to a level fit for seduction. The
space was like something out of a magazine, with a soaring
cathedral ceiling, a spacious seating area to one side with a
modern charcoal-gray sectional sofa and a TV, and at the very
center of the room, a gorgeously appointed bed. She took her
chance to run her hand over the crisp white duvet, the threads
silky beneath her touch. This room was nothing short of sheer
perfection.

Zane came up behind her, gripping her shoulders and
pressing his long frame against her back. He kissed her neck
softly, bringing her body to a gentle boil. “Do you approve?”

Allison’s eyes drifted shut, luxuriating in the action of his
lips as he skimmed them over the delicate spot beneath her ear.
“Which part? The room or your amazing mouth?”

He spun her around and wrapped her up in his arms,
drawing her flat against his chest and kissing her deeply. His
tongue wasn’t playing—he was determined, consumed by a
drive she could not see, but could certainly feel. “You were all
I could think about last night. And this morning. And all day at
work.”



“Really?” she asked, grinning to herself in the dark.

“Yes, really.”

“What were you thinking?” She’d shared her fantasy with
him…if he’d taken the time to think up one about her, she
wanted to hear it. Every last word.

“About you and the sarong.” He dug his fingers into her
hair, gently tugging at her nape to encourage her to drop her
head to one side.

“I’m listening. What else?”

His mouth, hot and wet, skated down the length of her neck,
settling in the slope where it met her shoulder. One hand went
to the zipper on her dress, slowly drawing it down while the
other grabbed her backside. “I’m not as good at this as you
are.”

“Something tells me you could be great at this if you just
applied yourself.” She untucked his shirt and threaded her
hands underneath it, exploring the landscape of his muscled
back. “Don’t think too much about it. Just tell me what
happens with me and you and the sarong.” To encourage him,
she placed one hand flat on his crotch and rubbed his erection
through his dress pants.

A raspy groan escaped his throat. “I untie it. I take it off.”

She unhooked his belt, unbuttoned his trousers and
unzipped them. Slipping her hand down the front of his boxer
briefs, she caressed his solid length with her fingers. “Good.
What else?”

“In my fantasy, you’re already naked. No bathing suit.”
With a pop, he undid the clasp of her bra, then pulled the dress
and the rest of the ensemble forward, leaving her chest bare to
him. “I love your breasts. They’re so perfect. Silky and
velvety. I love the way they fit in my hands. So I do this.” He
lowered his head, cupped both breasts with his hands and
swirled his tongue around her nipple. Teasing. Flicking. Then
sucking.

Allison’s eyes fluttered shut as white flames of lust seemed
to envelop her thighs. She was so hot for him already. Having



him tell her what he liked about her body was only
heightening the experience. “That feels so good, Zane. You
have no idea.”

He dropped to his knees, pulling her dress down to the floor.
She kicked her heels off, and he sat back on his haunches,
gazing up at her like she was a goddess. “You didn’t have
these panties on in my fantasy, but I like them. They’re sexy.”
He hooked his finger under the waistband of her lacy black
undies, traveling from one hip to the other, just gently grazing
her most delicate area at the center. “But they need to go.” He
tugged them past her hips, leaving her to step out of them.
Then he stood back up. “In my fantasy, you’re so wet for me.”

Allison thought she might melt into a puddle. She also knew
she couldn’t take so little nakedness from him. Her fingers
flew through the buttons of his shirt as he reached down
between her legs, separating her delicate folds with his fingers.

“Yes. Exactly like this.” He rubbed her apex firmly in a
circle, kissing her neck again, using his tongue to drive her
wild. With every rotation of his hand, he was sending her
toward her peak. Pushing her closer to the edge.

“I want you. There’s no hiding it.” It took every ounce of
strength she had to push his pants to the floor, but she had to
have him in her hand. She needed to even the score between
them. She stroked firmly, from base to tip, and kissed his
chest. “What comes next?”

“Then I make love to you in several gravity-defying
positions.” He laughed against his lips. “I turned myself into
quite the performer in this fantasy.”

She smiled, but she wanted to explore this idea. She wanted
to know his steamiest thoughts and act on them. “Show me.”

“Really?” He ran his tongue along his lower lip, showing
her his trepidation.

“Yes.” She nodded and looked him right in the eye, wanting
him to know how serious she was.

“Okay, then.” He took her hand and led her over to the
bedside table, where he opened a drawer and pulled out a box



of condoms. He handed her the foil packet. “In my fantasy,
you put it on for me.”

“Accuracy is very important in a fantasy.” She took her
time, tearing it open, then carefully rolling it on, eliciting a
groan of pleasure from Zane as she did it.

“Up against the wall.” She stepped to the side of the table,
where there was an expanse of open space. She placed her
back to the wall, and he reached down for one of her legs and
hitched it over his hip.

Allison wrapped her calf around him and watched as he
took his erection in his hand and positioned himself at her
entrance. He drove about halfway inside, taking her breath
away, then pulled her other leg up around him. Her body
weight rested against the wall, but his hands cradled her
backside. This angle was incredibly gratifying from the start—
it let her sink deep down onto him, centering the pressure in
the ideal spot. She rocked her hips forward and back, her
entire body buzzing with pleasure. She was close. So close.

“Was it like this?” She dug her fingers into his hair and
kissed him, relishing the tension in his body right now—the
flex of his biceps and forearms as he held her up and the
tautness of his abs with every stroke.

“This is better,” he said. “You’re better in real life. The stuff
that’s in my head doesn’t come close to the real you.” The kiss
he laid on her then was one for the ages, intense and raw.
Honest and sincere. It sent her body over the edge, the peak
rattling her to her very core, shaking her physically and
mentally. Zane followed right after, pressing her harder against
the wall as he rode out the waves of pleasure.

For a moment, neither said a thing, breaths coming fast and
heavy as they coiled themselves around each other tighter. A
thought flashed in her head, and she dared to utter it. “The
fantasy just isn’t enough anymore, Zane. I need this. So much
more of this.”



Zane’s mind and body were reeling in the best possible way. It
took every ounce of energy he had left to carry her over to the
bed and set her down without dropping her. He was
wonderfully spent.

He tossed aside the throw pillows littering the bed, then
pulled back the duvet. Both a bit delirious, they found their
way under the covers, immediately drawn to each other.
Allison curled into his body and kissed his chest. He loved
having her in his bed. As amazing as things had been on the
island, this was different. The fantasy world had fallen away,
but even framed by his everyday reality, being with Allison
felt like a dream. Was he falling for her? The perpetual
bachelor? His mom had certainly made a compelling case for
his finally jettisoning those ways.

“You’re so amazing,” she muttered.

“You’re the amazing one.” The words came so fast. He
didn’t even have to think about them. That was it—he really
had fallen. He’d gone through life telling himself that he
wouldn’t let it happen. He’d seen what it did to his parents
when love fell apart. There was no way that risking that much
pain could ever be worth it. But being here with Allison and
knowing that his heart wanted nothing else made him realize
that there was no way to build up an immunity to love. It had
taken the right woman to show him that. The perfect woman.
Allison. He caressed her naked back with his hand. “No
argument?” He’d half expected her to dispute his claim that
she was the amazing one. Instead, she was being incredibly
still and quiet. He must have really sent her to the moon and
back. She’d certainly done that for him.

“I’m thinking.”

“About what?”

“Everything.”

He smiled in the dark. “Me, too.” So many thoughts were
swirling around in his head, all of them surprisingly good.
When had things ever been like that? No time in recent
history, that was for sure.



“I need to tell you something.”

He’d been about to say the exact same thing, but she’d
gotten to it first. “What is it?”

She drew in a breath so deep her entire body rose and fell in
the cradle of his arm. “What I’m about to say… I just… I
don’t want you to get upset. But I would understand if you
did.” She rolled away from him and switched on the lamp on
her side of the bed.

He squinted at the bright light. It got Zane’s attention, and
not just because he was enjoying the view of her naked
backside while she was turned away. He sat up in bed. “Okay.”
Whatever she was about to say, he wanted to just get past it.
He was tired of bad news and dire circumstances keeping him
from happiness. Whatever it was, they would find a way
around it. “Please. Just tell me. I can take it.”

She grabbed a corner of the comforter and covered herself
up. “First off, the job I’m working on here in Falling Brook is
going really well. They’ve put me on retainer for the next
month, and if things go the way I think they will, it will
become permanent. They would be a big enough client for me
to move back to Falling Brook. To stay here in town.”

The relief Zane felt was immense. It was like someone had
been standing on his chest and they’d finally stepped off.
“That’s amazing. I’m so happy for you.” In truth, he was
happy for them. Long distance would have been terrible and
certainly no way for them to truly move forward together.
Now he had one less thing to worry about.

“Thanks. I’m really happy about it, too. I’ve worked really
hard for this.”

Now that he’d had a minute for this news to sink in, his
brain was starting to catch up. Falling Brook was a small town.
Most businesspeople who lived here were CEOs or senior
management for big corporations in the city, not local
operations like Zane’s. But who could it be? “And this
company is based right here in town?”



“Yes, but hold on a minute. Before I get to that, I need to
tell you that I realized tonight that I can’t make the decision to
stay here in Falling Brook until we have a discussion about us.
And I don’t want to hit you with some big heavy talk right
now, especially after we just had totally mind-blowing sex, but
I can’t move back here and see you on the street or at the Java
Hut and not be able to walk up to you and hug you. Kiss you
and hold your hand. I’ve done that before and it nearly killed
me.”

Now he was starting to see where she was coming from, and
he was totally on board. In fact, he couldn’t ignore the happy
feeling in his heart. She wanted him and he wanted her, for
more than just sex. “So we need to come clean with Scott. I
completely agree. We can either do it together or if you want, I
can tell him on my own and then you guys can have your own
talk. But no matter what, I think we need to make it clear that
this isn’t us asking him for permission. In the end, we’re our
own people. We make our own decisions. We have to do
what’s right for us.”

She dropped her shoulders, seeming frustrated. “Yes. I
completely agree. That is all true and that does need to happen.
Right away. But first, there’s one more thing I have to tell
you.”

An unsettling quiet filled the room. “Is this the thing that
might upset me?”

“Yes.”

His heart hammered. “Please tell me. Say it and get it over
with.”

“The client is Black Crescent.”

The blood drained from Zane’s face so fast that it made him
sick. This couldn’t possibly be happening. No. Absolutely not.
How could what was starting to work out perfectly take such a
nightmarish turn? “You’re working for Black Crescent.” He
sat up a little straighter in bed. “You, quite possibly the most
decent and upstanding person I know, are working for the most
evil and vile company imaginable. You’re working for the
devil. Why would you do that?” With every word out of his



mouth, his disgust grew. “Why would you even entertain the
idea?”

“Zane, come on. Isn’t that all a little overdramatic?”

Zane had been trying to keep himself in check, but that
word pissed him off. He’d had it lobbed at him before, and he
disliked it greatly. He threw back the covers and scrambled out
of bed, plucking his underwear from the floor and putting
them back on. He was so full of anger right now it felt like it
might bubble up out the top of his head. He had to move to
keep his mind straight. And he couldn’t be naked in bed with
Allison anymore. “Is that why you said all of that stuff to me
on the island about letting it go? Is that why you were being so
secretive about your work calls?” He ran his hand through his
hair, pacing back and forth across his bedroom floor. “Does
that Ryan guy work for BC? No wonder I had a bad feeling
about him.”

“Ryan is a candidate to take Joshua Lowell’s place.”

Zane’s stomach turned. “So the guy you were talking to
while we were on the island is going to be the new Josh
Lowell? That’s just awesome.” He sincerely hoped the
sarcasm was hitting home for her. He didn’t want to be a jerk
again, but he needed her to understand how hurt he was right
now.

“Maybe. He’s just interviewing right now. Actually, you
should meet him. He’s a really nice guy. I think you would like
him. I think you would like all of the people who are
interviewing for the job.”

Zane made a point of looking at her as though she’d lost her
mind. He didn’t want to ask the question out loud, but he
wasn’t afraid to suggest it by other means. This entire line of
thinking was so off base.

“Honestly,” she continued. “I think you would really like
Josh if you got to know him. In a lot of ways, he’s just as
much a victim of his dad as you are. None of what happened
was your fault, but it wasn’t his fault, either.”



And to think, Zane had been so sure that Allison understood
him. Now he knew that he was wrong. So very wrong. “That’s
okay. I think I’ll skip the part of this scenario where you whip
up some dream of Josh Lowell and me becoming best friends.
I realize that it’s your special talent to come up with fantasies.”

“That’s really mean. And completely uncalled for.”

“It’s the truth.”

Allison grumbled under her breath. “You know what, Zane?
Screw you. That’s not what I was suggesting. All I’m saying is
that I think you need to take a deep breath, try to take a step
back and look at this from my perspective. You can’t undo
what happened, okay? You need to let it go. I’m sorry, but you
do. At some point, you’re going to have to get over this or
you’re just going to be stuck forever.”

Zane disliked a lot of things, but he despised it when anyone
told him to get over Black Crescent. His entire life had been
ground into the dirt by the greed of the Lowell family. He and
his parents had been treated like they were nothing, taken for
their family fortune and cast aside, with absolutely zero
repercussions for those who committed the crime. That
injustice sat in the depths of his belly every day. He couldn’t
“just get over it.” It was impossible. “I’m not talking about this
anymore. You were there for the fallout. You know how badly
I was hurt. You saw it firsthand. I not only shouldn’t have to
explain it to you, I won’t.”

“I’m sure you’re going to say this is just a cliché, but every
black cloud has a silver lining. If Vernon Lowell hadn’t taken
off with that money, you and I never would have met. You and
Scott wouldn’t have the friendship you have today. Black
Crescent isn’t all bad. I wish that you could see that.”

“And I wish you could see why that is beside the point.” He
scanned her face, desperate for some sign of the Allison he so
adored. Right now, it was hard to imagine he’d dared to think
about the future with her. How could he have been so stupid?
“I think you should go home.”

“Seriously?”



“Seriously.”

Allison whipped back the comforter and grabbed her dress
from the floor where it had landed earlier. She threaded her
arms through it, wrapped it around her body and zipped it.
“You drove me here. I’m not using a ride app this time of
night. I’ve heard too many scary stories about women ending
up with creepy drivers.”

Zane plucked his pants from the floor and fished his car
keys out of the pocket. “Take my car. I’ll get it back from you
later.” He tossed them to her.

She caught them, staring down at her hand for a moment.
“Oh, right. Zane Patterson, the golden boy, the super
successful entrepreneur, has an entire garage full of cars. He
has them to spare.”

“That’s right. That’s me. Mr. Perfect.” Right now, he felt as
far from that as he’d quite possibly ever felt. If that was what
Allison truly thought, she’d lost it. So had his mom, for that
matter.

“Goodbye, Zane. I’ll let myself out.” She pivoted on her
heel and headed for the bedroom door.

“You knew this was going to happen, Allison. You knew this
would be my reaction. Nothing about the conversation we just
had should come as any surprise. And you knew it the whole
time we were on the island, didn’t you?”

She stopped in the doorway and turned back to him. “I’d
foolishly hoped for a better outcome.”

“You don’t understand what this is like for me.”

She shook her head with a pitying look in her eyes. “I do
understand it, Zane. And I don’t know what I have to do to
convince you of that.”



Twelve

Scott bellowed at the guest room door. “Zane Patterson, I
know you’re in there. Get out here. You have some explaining
to do.”

Allison pried open one eye and looked at the alarm clock on
the bedside table. The numbers were a bit blurry, probably
because she’d taken a sleeping pill last night after her big
knock-down, drag-out fight with Zane. She was only half-
awake.

Boom boom boom. Scott pounded on the door. “Up and at
’em, you two.”

Allison scrambled out of bed. She wanted to shut her
brother up before he woke up the entire house. She did not
want her niece and nephew thinking the worst of her. She
opened the door, leaving a space just wide enough to talk to
him. “He’s not here. Will you please be quiet? It’s freaking six
thirty in the morning.”

“You know I get up early to work out.”

“Good for you. I’m going back to bed.” She left the door
ajar and shuffled across the room, flopping down on the
mattress. Her motivation was gone. In a lot of ways, it felt like
her whole life was gone. She didn’t want to work today. She
didn’t want to talk to anyone or go anywhere. She wanted to
call in sick to life.

Unfortunately, Scott had followed her into the room and
was standing at the foot of the bed. “Why is his car outside?”

“He gave it to me to drive home last night. He has several
cars, you know. He gave me an extra.” Last night was still a
blur. It had started so amazingly and gone so incredibly wrong.
She’d worried that Zane would take the Black Crescent news
badly, but she’d underestimated the scope. She’d certainly
never imagined he’d toss her out of his house.



“What in the world is going on, Alli?”

Allison sat up in bed and scooted back until she was leaning
against the headboard. She blew out a breath of frustration and
crossed her arms over her chest. Was she really ready to spill
the beans to Scott? This was not going to be a fun
conversation. But she had to take what had been handed to her,
fun or not. She patted the mattress. “Come. Sit.”

Scott joined her, but she sensed that he was deeply
uncomfortable. He was sitting like he had a board strapped to
his back. His shoulders were tight, as was his whole face. He
had to know what was coming next.

“Zane and I slept together when we were in the Bahamas.”

“I knew it.” He practically pounced on her with his words.
“I knew that was going to happen. I warned you, and you just
couldn’t listen to me, could you? I’m just the lame older
brother who’s too heavy-handed with advice.”

“I didn’t listen because I didn’t want to, okay? Scott, you
need to know that I have had a thing for Zane since I was a
teenager. We’re talking fifteen years. I always hoped that it
would go away, but it just didn’t.”

“What? No way. I would’ve seen it.”

She pressed her lips together tightly. The years of longing
for Zane would always bring a sting to her eyes, but they
especially did now. “I’m serious. I’m just really good at hiding
it. I can always put on a good face.”

“So when you guys were acting so odd at my party, was that
part of it?”

“We kissed that night.”

“Ugh.” His voice was rife with disgust. “Did you guys make
a plan to meet up at Rose Cove? Has this been in the works the
whole time?”

She shook her head. “No. It was just dumb luck, believe it
or not.” Now it felt like tragic luck. If it hadn’t happened, her
heart wouldn’t be in tatters.



Scott got up from the bed and began pacing. “I love him,
but I’m going to kill him. I told him you were off-limits, and
he completely disrespected my wishes.”

She pinched the bridge of her nose and made an inward plea
for strength. “Will you stop jumping to conclusions and let me
talk, please?”

He turned back to her with a distinct scowl on his face. “So
talk.”

“When I kissed him, he freaked out. He said he could never
betray you. That’s why he left that night. And it was a big
topic of conversation on the island. He refused to let it go.
Believe me, Zane put your wishes first.”

“Until he didn’t.”

“Until we didn’t. It was both of us. We both wanted to do it,
and we both knew exactly what we were doing.”

Scott grimaced. “Please. Spare me the details.”

Allison rolled her eyes. “I’m only saying that it was two
adults doing what adults do. We were in a very intense
situation with the storm and I guess that just made everything
that much more heightened. As soon as we were rescued, he
wanted things to go back to the way they were before.”

“Really?”

“Really.”

“So then what happened last night?”

She shrugged. “He had second thoughts, I guess. So we
went back to his place.”

Scott held up a hand to keep her from saying more. “Okay. I
got it. But I don’t understand. He made you drive yourself
home?”

She shook her head. “Unfortunately, I had to tell him about
Black Crescent. Things went really well there yesterday and I
don’t think it’s going to be a onetime job. Joshua Lowell is
putting in a good word for me, and he’s put me on retainer for



the next month. I was going to tell you yesterday, but I never
had the chance.”

Scott drew in a deep breath through his nose, the gears in
his head clearly turning. “What did Zane say? Did he hit the
roof?”

“He did. But then it snowballed from there and he just sort
of shut down. That’s when he asked me to leave. That’s why I
have his car.”

“So what now? Is it over?”

Allison froze as a single tear rolled down her cheek. As
upset as she’d been last night, she hadn’t cried. But something
about those three words—is it over?—made the dam break. “I
don’t know. I don’t want to think that last night was the end,
but I just don’t know. He has such a grudge when it comes to
Black Crescent and the Lowells. It’s so frustrating.”

“Well, of course it is, but it’s not like there isn’t a good
reason for it. The scars you get as a young person are always
the ones that feel the deepest. It’s just the way life is.”

Allison had never thought of it that way. She’d never seen a
parallel between her life and Zane’s. Until now. Her brother
was right. The pain she had from years of Zane being her
unrequited love was very real. And there was something about
it that had always felt especially raw. She hadn’t been able to
start exploring it until the kiss at Scott’s party, but it hit her
hardest at Rose Cove. A single “no” from Zane was far more
devastating than any rejection she’d ever experienced. “Yeah. I
suppose you’re right.”

“And as the person with a front-row seat when his family
fell apart, I can tell you that it was incredibly difficult for him.
The number of nights we sat up with him talking and me
listening? I couldn’t begin to count. I don’t really know that I
was equipped to help him through it. All I could do was listen
and be his friend. I’m guessing the guy needs some therapy.”

“You’re probably right, but that doesn’t help at the moment.
I don’t know what to do to make any of this better, and I hate



feeling so helpless. I feel like screaming. Isn’t love more
important than any of this? Isn’t it supposed to conquer all?”

Now it was Scott’s turn to remain perfectly still. “Do you
love him?”

She nodded, her sadness morphing into conviction to put it
all out there with her brother. She had to make this declaration
to somebody, even if nothing ever came of it. “I do. The big
dumb jerk. I love him. And I don’t know what to say or do to
help him get past this.”

Scott sat back down on the bed and took her hands. “This is
why I didn’t want you to get involved with him. I never want
to see you get hurt.”

Allison saw her chance to finally sort this out with brother,
hopefully once and for all. “Scott, life hurts. Love hurts. I
don’t want to sit on the sidelines and be an observer. I can take
care of myself, and if I get hurt, I’ll be okay. Even now, with
my heart in twenty pieces, I know that I’ll be okay. I have a
good career and great friends and an amazing family I love
more than anything. I know you still look at me and see that
sick little girl in the hospital bed, but that isn’t me anymore,
and it hasn’t been me for a long time.”

Scott’s eyes misted. He was a tough-as-nails guy, but this
got to him. “I realize that I was just a kid when it happened,
but I’ve never been as scared as I was when you were sick.
Never.”

Allison felt like her heart was going to break every time she
listened to Scott or one of her parents talk about this. She
hated that it was still so raw for them, but they’d all
understood that it was a matter of life and death. She’d been
too young to understand, but she wanted to believe that she did
now. “I know, honey. But I’m fine. I’m here. And you need to
let it go.”

He cleared his throat and collected himself. “Just like Zane
needs to let Black Crescent go?”

Apparently they all had things they needed to let go of.
“Yes. If you can figure out how to make him do that, I’d love



to hear your suggestions.” From the bedside table, her phone
beeped with a text. Her brain flew to the thought that it might
be Zane, but when she consulted the screen, her heart sank
with disappointment. It wasn’t him. “Speak of the devil. It’s
Joshua Lowell. He wants me to come in to the BC offices this
morning.”

“A little early for a work text, isn’t it?”

“Apparently he’s like you. He doesn’t like to sleep in,
either.”

Zane hadn’t slept at all. Not a damn minute. And he couldn’t
begin to process what he was feeling. Every time he followed
one line of thought, he got distracted by another. He’d start to
think about Black Crescent, familiar anger and pain welling up
inside him. The fact that his feelings about BC were now tied
to Allison made it even more difficult to sort any of it out. Her
betrayal ran deep, registering in the center of his chest and
causing him physical pain. Allison knew how he felt about
Black Crescent. She’d not only witnessed the initial fallout all
those years ago, he’d told her everything he was still feeling
when they were in the Bahamas. And she hadn’t said a thing.
Not a peep. That hurt most of all. They’d made love, and she’d
known that what she was doing would hurt him. She’d known
it all along.

There was no telling how any of this would work out. When
he tried to see his future—the days and weeks beyond now—
he still saw Allison there. He’d seen her there last night before
everything fell apart, and now in the light of day, she was still
there. He didn’t want to imagine tomorrow, the next day or the
day after that without her. She’d opened something up in him
on the island. She’d done it again last night. It didn’t feel as
though he could shut the door on that, even if he wanted to. So
how was he going to get past this?

One thing Allison had said last night kept bubbling to the
surface—how every black cloud had a silver lining. How BC
had ruined one thing, but it had brought them together. It



wasn’t all bad, as much as he’d always seen it as such. And
Allison in particular was easily the best thing that had
happened to him ever. He couldn’t fathom walking away from
that. From her. It made no sense.

The realization made his end of the conversation from last
night sting. He’d said some horrible things. He’d stupidly let
his anger take control, as was so often the case with BC. If he
was ever going to move forward in his life, he had to force
himself to stop allowing what had happened with BC to define
him. He was stronger than that. He knew that. He’d simply let
his anger get the best of him.

He had to talk this out with Allison. He had to explain
himself to Scott. He had to open himself up to the fact that
he’d been wrong about more than a few things. His own
mother had proved him wrong yesterday. Allison had done the
same with everything she’d said about silver linings. And now
he had to talk to her. To find a way through the mess he’d
created from years of clinging to anger and resentment. This
was about more than making amends. This was about making
a future. He had to find Allison. Luckily, he knew exactly
where to look.

He jumped in the shower, hoping a little hot water and soap
might help to reset his head. He couldn’t begin to figure out
where to start with Allison. There was a part of him that
wanted to confess his feelings and hope that would be enough
to make her step away from Black Crescent. There was
another part of him that wanted an apology. There was yet
another piece of his soul that knew he should be the one to say
he was sorry. He hated that his feelings were so jumbled out of
control. He hated that he couldn’t let everything go after all
these years.

Freshly shaven and dressed for work, he drove his Porsche
over to Scott’s house. When he arrived, his BMW was parked
out front, but Allison’s zippy silver rental was noticeably
absent from the driveway. Hopefully Scott had let her put it in
the garage. He wasn’t worried that she’d left town. Black
Crescent was keeping her here for the foreseeable future. But
he was concerned that she might not be home. He wasn’t eager



to chase her all over Falling Brook, but he would if that was
his only option. He had to sort this out, and the only logical
path started and ended with Allison.

He rang the doorbell, then stuffed his hands in his pockets.
He’d never before been nervous to arrive at his best friend’s
house, and the feeling was unsettling.

Scott flung the door open, sweating profusely and wiping it
from his forehead with a towel. “Looking for your car keys, I
take it?” Scott’s voice had a cutting edge. His best friend had
never before taken that tone with him. He disliked it greatly.

“I’m actually looking for Allison. Is she here?” Zane peered
around his best friend. “Can I come in?”

“I don’t know, Zane. Right now, I’m trying to keep from
punching you in the face.”

At least Zane now knew that the cat was out of the bag.
Clearly, Scott had been briefed on the state of his relationship
with Allison. “You know I’ll hit you right back, and then
where will we be? Fighting in the middle of your front lawn
for all of your fine and upstanding neighbors to see.”

Scott stepped back and opened the front door wider. “Fine.
Come in.” He closed it as soon as Zane walked past him. “I
could literally kill you for sleeping with Allison. How could
you treat her like one of your hookups? She’s my damn sister.
You’re my best friend, for God’s sake.”

Zane turned back to Scott. The guilt he bore from his own
actions was eclipsed by his best friend’s misguided
characterization of what had happened. “I did not treat her like
a hookup. I care about her. Deeply.” He felt the wobble in his
own voice before he heard it. As if he needed any more
confirmation that he was in deep with Allison. “That’s why
I’m here. I need to talk to her.”

“She left about ten minutes ago.”

“It’s not even eight o’clock. Where did she go?”

“I’m not sure I should tell you.”



Zane swallowed the bile that rose in his throat. His best
friend still felt the need to protect his sister from Zane. He had
to put an end to that. “Look, man, you and I have got to get
past this. I know I crossed a line, but you need to know that I
did not do it without thinking about it hard, and for a very long
time. I fought our attraction as long as I could, but in the end,
Allison made a compelling case. I’m drawn to her, and she’s
drawn to me. We work well together, and we care a lot about
each other.” Zane directed his gaze down at his feet, knowing
he wasn’t 100 percent certain about her side of that assertion.
“Well, I care deeply about her. I think she cares about me.”

“Yeah?” Scott asked, seeming unimpressed.

“Yes, Scott. I care about her. I want to see where that can
go.”

“You. The guy with the revolving door in his pants.”

“Hey. Am I not entitled to want more? Do I not get to
change the direction of my life because I’ve found the right
girl and I want to be with her? You found that with Brittney,
and you’re happy. In fact, you love to remind me of it. All the
time.” Zane again looked Scott square in the eye. “Please don’t
torpedo our friendship because I’m looking for the same thing
that you have. It’s not fair.”

Scott drew a deep breath through his nose and leaned
against the doorway into the dining room. “You have to swear
to me that you will not intentionally hurt her.”

“Of course.”

“You promise?”

“Yes.”

Scott clapped his hand on Zane’s shoulder. “Okay then. You
have my blessing.”

“Now tell me where she is.”

“She’s at Black Crescent.”

Just when Zane thought he couldn’t take another shock to
the system, he got another. Black Crescent was the exact last
place on the planet he wanted to visit. Was this the universe’s



way of forcing him to deal with every sticking point in his life
all on one day? If that was the case, bring it on. He was done
letting BC define him. He certainly wasn’t going to let it stand
in the way of what he really wanted—Allison. “Got it.
Thanks.” Zane reached for the doorknob.

“Don’t make a fool of yourself, okay?”

Zane opened the door. “I won’t embarrass Allison, if that’s
what you’re trying to say. I would never put her job in
jeopardy.”

“Good.”

“As for me, I’ve already made myself look like an idiot.
Things can’t get any worse.” With that, Zane rushed down the
driveway to his car. He knew that his conversation with Scott
was as close as they would ever come to working things out in
regard to Allison. If this next part went well, he and Scott
would hopefully return to their affable, hypercompetitive
dynamic. Another outcome to wish for.

“I can’t believe I’m doing this,” he muttered to himself
when he pulled into the Black Crescent parking lot. He’d come
here a few short weeks ago to come clean to Joshua Lowell
about the anonymous DNA report he’d received and shared.
Unfortunately, Josh had left the office. It took several hours,
but Zane had been able to track him down in a bar in the
neighboring town. Zane wished he could erase that entire
chapter of his personal story with BC. He never should have
gotten involved. He never should have let Josh get under his
skin.

He pulled into a space with a decent view of the entrance,
rolled down the windows and sent a text to his assistant letting
her know that at best, he’d be late getting in the office. In
truth, he hoped against hope that he and Allison could work
everything out and he wouldn’t feel driven to go to work at all.

An hour passed. Then another. He knew better than to waltz
into that office and ask for her, but damn he was tempted. He
didn’t want to wait. Impatience was gnawing at him. But he
stayed put, running through the words he wanted to say,
praying that somehow it all worked out. Even with all that



preparation, he wasn’t truly ready when Allison walked out of
the BC building, looking like a million bucks in a sleek black
skirt, white blouse and heels. She was smiling. A big, wide
grin. And it stole more than a breath. It knocked the wind out
of him.

The Zane of old would’ve allowed her facial expression to
send him into a downward spiral. How could anyone walk out
of that building and be happy? But he knew that his old
thinking had gotten him nowhere. It had left him running in
circles. Allison’s business was important to her. It must have
been a good meeting. He had to believe that whatever had
happened in that building had made her happy. And that made
him happy, which was yet another reason to see BC in a
different light. Yes, his old life had been ended by forces
within that company. But his new life, the one that left him
with a sliver of a chance with Allison Randall, had started at
the same time.

He jumped out of his car and called her name. “Allison!”

She startled, then swiped off her sunglasses. “Zane? You
came to Black Crescent? Are you insane?”

“Maybe a little,” he muttered to himself.

“What in the world are you doing here?” she asked,
incredulous, marching toward him.

He rushed over to her and didn’t wait another minute to just
come out with it. “I’m sorry. So sorry about last night. I was
wrong.”

She shook her head. “No, Zane. I was wrong. I should’ve
told you back on the island. Before anything happened. That
was wrong of me, and I’m sorry that I did it.”

Relief washed over him in a deluge. All was not lost. He
took her hand, loving the feel of her silky skin against his. “It’s
okay. I forgive you.”

“If anything, it should tell you how much I was worried
about messing things up with you. I had to have my chance,
and I couldn’t bring myself to jeopardize it by coming clean.”



He brought her hand to his lips and kissed it. He wanted to
be able to do that every day. Forever and ever. “That’s the
sweetest thing anyone has ever said to me.”

She turned for an instant and glanced back at the building.
“I hope you know it’s just a job. I mean, I will kick some
serious butt for them, but it’s what I do. It’s not out of some
grand allegiance to the company or the Lowell family. It’s out
of a commitment to being a professional, working hard and
supporting myself and Kianna. That’s all it is.”

He nodded. “I know. And I get it. You weren’t afraid to do
the thing no one would’ve expected you to do. You’re great at
taking chances. It’s something I need to get better at.”

“I took a chance when I kissed you that first time.”

“That’s the perfect example. I need to stop playing it safe.”
He swallowed back the emotion of the moment, of how much
she meant to him and how grateful he was that she’d stuck
around and kept pushing when he’d been doing nothing but
putting up walls. He was so lucky to have her in his life.
“When you’ve lost everything, it’s just easier to play it safe.
Don’t risk a thing. Don’t put anything of importance on the
line. Friendship. Your heart. But then you came along and took
my heart from me. You have it, Alli.”

She cocked her head to one side. “I do?”

“Yes. And I don’t want it back.” He took her hand and
pressed it flat against the center of his chest. It had hurt so
badly that morning, and now it was nothing but impossibly
warm. A single touch from her and he was healed. “I want you
to keep it forever. Promise me that you’ll hold on to it. I love
you, Allison Randall, and I don’t want you to ever forget that.”

Her eyes lit up, bright and brilliant. “Oh, God, Zane. I love
you, too.” She gripped his elbows and leaned into him. “I
think I’ve loved you since the moment I met you.”

His heart felt as though it had swelled to twice its normal
size. He hadn’t realized how little hope he had that she’d
return the sentiment until the words crossed her lovely lips.
They fell into the most memorable kiss yet—it was an



unspoken promise, wrapped up in years of friendship, tied
with a wish for forever.

They came up for air, and he rested his forehead against
hers, holding her close, not wanting to let her go ever. “I want
it all with you, Allison. I realize it hasn’t even been a week
since we first slept together, but I know that the foundation is
there between us. I don’t want to wait to build our life
together. The two of us. Forever and ever. Husband and wife.
Best friends. Platinum bands and wedding bells.”

She bit down on her lower lip. “A Rose Cove honeymoon in
a cottage up on the hill?”

“Will it make you say yes?”

“I don’t need a trip to an island to know that I’ll love you
forever, Zane. Of course I’m saying yes. A million times yes.”



Epilogue

One month later

Angelique and Allison’s mom walked into Angelique’s
bedroom at the exact right moment—Kianna was putting the
finishing touches on Allison’s bridal hair.

“So beautiful,” her mom said, smiling, then kissing Allison
on the cheek.

“The most beautiful,” Angelique added.

Allison’s heart was already so full of love, she wasn’t sure
how she’d survive the wedding. She knew she’d better
prepare. There was only a half hour until they’d walk from
Angelique and Hubert’s house for the dock at Rose Cove.
From there, Marcus would be taking everyone via boat to
Mako Island. Zane had decided it was only fitting that they get
married there. He liked the idea that no one else would ever be
able to say that their wedding had taken place on that
particular patch of sand in the Caribbean.

As for Allison, she was simply glad that they’d decided to
have the ceremony be a small and informal affair. Only so
many people could fit on Mako Island, so they’d kept the
guest list small—Scott, Brittney and the kids, Zane’s mom and
dad, Allison’s parents, Angelique and Hubert, and Kianna. The
dress code was decidedly casual—bare feet and flip-flops,
shorts and sundresses, hats and sunglasses. Allison had gone
with a new white bathing suit—a simple one-piece for
modesty since her parents were in attendance, but with a
plunging back for Zane’s required sexy factor. A white sarong
embroidered with silver threads wrapped at her waist
completed the look. Zane had once said that he loved her flair
for fashion, and she was happy her bridal ensemble perfectly
reflected her individual style. She could not have gotten away
with this getup in Falling Brook. All the more reason to be
glad to be far away from that.



“It’s so amazing that you were able to get the guest cottages
fixed up in time for the wedding,” Kianna said to Angelique.
“From everything Allison said, things were pretty messy.”

“My husband was highly motivated. He had a crew out here
as soon as Alli called to tell us the news. He didn’t want her
second visit this year to Rose Cove to be anything less than
perfect,” Angelique said. “It was mostly water damage.
Luckily, all of the building structures rode out the storm just
fine.”

“I’m so glad,” Allison said. “It could’ve been so much
worse.” Although that scary weather event had caused so
much heartache, she was still oddly thankful for it. It forced
her and Zane to get past their other issues. It brought them
together. If it hadn’t happened, she might have spent the rest of
her vacation holed up in her cottage, mad at Zane. And the rest
of her life feeling as though something big was missing.

“How is your husband doing?” Kianna asked Angelique.

“Hubert is a new man. The doctor gave him a clean bill of
health, so it looks like we’re in the clear, which is a huge
relief.”

A knock came at the door and Brittney poked her head
inside. “I think they’re ready for you. It’s only forty-five
minutes until sunset.”

“Angelique, we’d better get the flowers,” Allison’s mom
said. “We’ll meet you on the boat, sweetheart.” She cupped
Allison’s face. “I love you. Always.”

Moments like that reminded Allison how precious her
family’s love was. It wasn’t a burden as she’d sometimes felt.
“I love you, too, Mom.”

Angelique and her mom left, while Kianna made one final
adjustment to the tropical flowers in Allison’s hair.

“Thank you for being here for this,” Allison said. “I know
it’s a pain to fly across the country to spend time in Falling
Brook, then all the way down here.”

She shook her head. “Do not thank me. I’m over the moon
to be here. I couldn’t feel more honored. Plus, I’d better get



used to flying great distances to see you.”

“You’re sure you’re okay with us running a bicoastal
operation?”

“I don’t want to do it forever, if that’s what you’re asking,
but I’m cool with it for the next several years. You got a one-
month extension on the Black Crescent retainer, and we’ll see
how that plays out. Sounds like your future hubby wants us to
do some recruiting for his company, and I figure it’s just
another selling point for potential clients that we can say we
have offices in New Jersey and LA.”

“Yes. I think so, too. We can cover the entire country. No
problem.”

“I will say, however, that if you decide to find a wealthy
CEO in Falling Brook to set me up with, I could be very happy
becoming an East Coast company, too.”

“Really? You liked Falling Brook?”

Kianna shrugged. “I did. I can also admit to being a bit
jealous. You have it all, girl. A beautiful place to live and the
best man ever. Zane is a dream come true. If I can find a guy
half that good, I’ll be happy.”

“You’ll find him.” She thought about it for a minute.
“Although if it might get you to move to New Jersey, I might
have to start looking for him myself. In earnest.”

“Executive recruiter and matchmaker. I like it.” Kianna
unleashed her megawatt smile, her cheeks plumping up. “That
could end up being your ultimate calling.”

“I’m on it. As soon as I get married.”

They walked down the crushed-shell path toward the dock,
where the rest of the guests would be waiting on the boat.
Zane and Scott had gone out to Mako Island an hour earlier so
they could spend some time talking and Allison could still
make her traditional bride’s entrance. Scott and Zane’s
friendship had not only withstood the test of the romance
between Allison and Zane, it had come out on the other side
much stronger. Both Zane and Scott had admitted as much to
Allison—not voluntarily; she’d had to drag it out of each of



them separately. She was glad they had each other. She was
relieved that hadn’t gone away.

When Allison and Kianna approached the boat, the gathered
family all stood and clapped. Allison felt a rush of pleasant
warmth to her face. She didn’t relish being the center of
attention, but on this day, she lapped it up. They were soon on
their way, the warm sea breezes brushing against her skin
while the sky turned the most brilliant shades of pink and
orange as the sun began to make its descent. Her heart picked
up in anticipation when she caught sight of tiny Mako Island
and could see those two tall figures standing on the beach—
Scott and Zane. Her two favorite guys.

Marcus carefully motored the boat into the shallowest
navigable water, then set anchor, instructed Allison’s dad to
roll up his pant legs and helped to guide everyone through the
knee-high depths to shore. They all gathered under the shade
of the largest palm with Scott standing at the center. He’d been
ordained via the internet for the occasion, and was quite proud
of his job as officiant, although Zane and Allison had designed
the ceremony to be ultrashort and sweet. Zane was to his left,
and even from this far away, with Allison still standing on the
boat in the bobbing water, she could see how happy and
relaxed he was. She hoped he could spend as many days of his
life as possible looking and feeling that way. He deserved it.
They both did.

Finally, it was Allison’s turn to be helped off the boat. Her
dad was standing only a few feet away, ready to walk her
down the aisle, or, more specifically, across the sandy bottom.
She kissed his cheek, then hooked her arm in his and snugged
him closer.

“I love you, Alli,” he said as they began their father-
daughter ocean stroll.

“I love you, too, Dad. So much.”

Ahead, all Allison could see was Zane, the man of her
dreams. His heartbreaking smile seemed like a permanent
fixture on his handsome face, which was exactly the way she
liked him. Off in the distance, the sun was slowly sinking



toward the horizon, coloring the sky with more deep and
mesmerizing shades of summery pink, warm beachy orange
and beautiful blue. At Allison’s feet, tiny tropical fish darted
through the water, and all felt right with the world. Everyone
she loved was here. And she was ready to start her new life.

When she reached Zane, she gave her dad one more kiss
before letting him join her mom. Then it was time to take the
hand of the man who was her whole future.

“Hey there, beautiful,” he whispered into her ear.

“You’re not half-bad yourself.” Dressed in a white shirt and
pants, with the legs rolled up to midcalf, he was an absolute
vision. She’d purposely asked him not to shave—she loved his
late-day scruff. It was so sexy.

“Family and friends,” Scott began. “We’re gathered here
today to witness the joining of Scott and Allison in matrimony.
They will now share their vows.”

Zane went first as they joined both hands and faced each
other. She peered up at him, allowing herself to get lost in his
eyes as he spoke. “Allison, you are my everything. You are my
reason for getting up in the morning and the thing I am most
thankful for when I lay my head down at night. I promise to
always hold you in my heart, to support you in all your
endeavors, and most of all, I promise to always love you.”

“Allison, do you take this man to be your husband?” Scott
asked.

“I do.” She sucked in a deep breath and embarked on her
own pledge. She’d practiced it one hundred times or more, but
she’d wanted to get it just right. “Zane, you were once only a
dream to me. And now you are my reality. When we’re
together, I feel nothing less than loved and cherished. When
we’re apart, I’m sad, but you’re still there with me, in my head
and in my heart. I promise to always keep you there, to
support you in all your endeavors, and most of all, I promise to
always love you.”

“Zane, do you take this woman to be your wife?” Scott
asked.



“Do I ever.” Zane didn’t wait for Scott to make the final
proclamation. He gathered Allison in his arms, picked her up
to her tiptoes and laid an incredibly hot kiss on her. It might
not have been totally appropriate for a family gathering, but
she was glad it was a taste of things to come. Their guests all
clapped, hooted and hollered.

“Well, then,” Scott said. “That makes you husband and
wife.”

After a few minutes of hugs and congratulations, everyone
gathered to board the boat, with Zane and Allison last in line.
They were actually hanging back a bit, taking their chance to
wade through these warm waters, hand in hand, husband and
wife. Zane pointed to the honeymoon cottage up on the hill. “I
can’t wait to spend the next few days with you up there.”

“No storm this time.”

“Not unless I manage to brew one up on my own.”

Allison laughed and swatted Zane on the arm. “It’s going to
be perfect.”

“It’s where we fell in love,” he said, pressing another soft
kiss to her lips.

Allison knew then that all those years she’d lusted after
Zane, it hadn’t been love. Now it was nothing less. In fact, it
was everything she’d ever wanted. “It absolutely is.”
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Upstairs Downstairs Temptation
by Janice Maynard

One

Farrell Stone didn’t like asking for help. Rarely would he do
so when it came to business, and even less in his personal life.
He went his own way. Handled his own affairs. Kept his own
counsel.

Unfortunately, his administrative assistant, Katie, was a pro
at butting in…which was why he now found himself in the
midst of this odd interview with Katie’s protégée.

The woman who sat quietly across the desk from him was
thin and not too tall. Barely five-three, perhaps. Her thick,
shiny hair, the color of rich chocolate, was cut short in choppy
layers that emphasized her pointed chin.

Huge, long-lashed eyes seemed too big for her face. The
expression in her wary feminine gaze was equal parts fearful
and hopeful. Hazel irises sparkled with flecks of gold and
green.

Though she was not traditionally beautiful, there was
something compelling about her. Farrell was drawn to her soft
femininity and her almost palpable aura of vulnerability. She
was exactly the kind of woman he found sexually appealing.
The fact that he felt a flutter of physical response alarmed him.

He had trained himself to ignore sexual need. Now was not
the time to break that habit.

Though she was originally from here in Maine, Ivy Danby
had spent most of the last two decades in South Carolina. The
résumé in Farrell’s hand was so slim as to be nonexistent.
Graduated high school. Worked a handful of jobs. Married.
Then nothing. Although the fact that the woman held a
sleeping baby in her arms pointed to a few details that might
have been omitted.



He dropped the single sheet of paper and drummed his
fingers on his desk. “I appreciate you coming in for an
interview, Ms. Danby, but—”

She leaned forward urgently, taking him by surprise. Halting
his polite brush-off. “Whatever you need me to do, I can
learn,” she said. She stared at him, unblinking. As if sheer
determination could manipulate him.

He liked her confidence, but with every minute that passed,
he became more sure that he didn’t need the complication of
being attracted to an employee.

The woman’s voice was husky and slow as honey in winter.
Whatever you need me to do… It was only Farrell’s
surprisingly naughty libido that added the sexual subtext.

It irked him that he wasn’t entirely ready for this
conversation. But opportunity had come knocking, as they say.
He sighed. “I haven’t advertised for this position. You
understand that, right?”

Ivy nodded. “I do. But your administrative assistant, Katie,
apparently knows something is coming available. And she also
knows I need a job. I’m currently sharing an apartment with
her sister.”

Farrell rubbed the center of his forehead with two fingers,
trying to stave off a headache. “My admin is now my sister-in-
law. She and my brother Quin were married three months
ago.”

The woman lifted an eyebrow. “And she still comes to work
every day?”

The question struck Farrell as odd. “I think Quin assumed
she might quit. But Katie is very much her own person. She
likes running the R & D department. I honestly don’t know
what I would do without her.”

Ivy Danby nodded. “I’ve only met her once, and it was a
wonderful conversation. She’s an amazing person.”

“That she is.” Farrell hesitated. “Here’s the thing, Ivy. The
job is in the middle of nowhere in northern Maine.”



She blinked. “Oh.”

Farrell was an engineer. An inventor. Traditionally, he had
worked from his state-of-the-art lab here in this building in
Portland…on this floor. In the past twenty-four months,
though, he had seen his best and newest ideas pop up in the
marketplace before he had a chance to get them there.

Though it was possible he was paranoid, the prospect of
corporate espionage was something he couldn’t rule out.

“My brothers and I each own homes on the northern coast,”
he said. “I’ve recently built a small lab and a guesthouse on
my property. As soon as possible, I’m going to move my work
up there.”

“Do you mind me asking why?”

“Aspects of my designs are highly confidential. I’ve decided
I need to be more vigilant in protecting my research. Not only
that, but I like being on my own, and I work best in solitude.”

“Then why does Katie think you need to hire someone?”

He grimaced and ran his hands through his hair. “I’m single-
minded when I’m in the midst of a project. I’ve been known to
work for thirty-six hours straight if I’m in the zone. I need
someone to run my house and prepare meals. Particularly a
person who can be discreet and trustworthy.”

An odd expression flashed through her eyes. Something
dark. Something that surprised him.

“I can keep my mouth shut, Mr. Stone. I can keep secrets.”

Finally, he asked the question he’d been putting off. “Why
would you want a job like this, Ivy? We have internet and TV
up north, but nothing else. Not even a convenience store
nearby.”

Was it his imagination, or did she clutch the baby more
tightly? For the first time, she revealed agitation. Anxiety.

“I have to be honest with you,” she said.

That sexy voice affected him in ways he couldn’t explain.
“Please do.”



Her bottom lip trembled the slightest bit. Her eyes sheened
with moisture. “I’m desperate, Mr. Stone. My husband died a
few months ago. He left me nothing. No life insurance.
Nothing. The house was sold, and the money went elsewhere.
My parents are gone. I have no other family. I need a job
where I can have Dolly with me.”

“Dolly?”

Ivy stroked her baby’s head. “Dorothy Alice Danby. That’s
a mouthful, so Dolly for short.” Ivy paused. Stared at him with
an intensity that took him off guard. “I know you don’t
remember me from our childhood. We were at the same
elementary school. But everybody in Portland knows your
family—your father, your brothers, Zachary and Quinten.
Stone River Outdoors provides hundreds of good jobs. I’m
only asking for a chance. I’m a hard worker. And the baby still
takes two long naps every day. I also have an infant carrier, so
she can stay on my back while I’m cooking or cleaning. If you
hire me, I swear you won’t regret it.”

Ruefully, Farrell realized he was regretting it already. His
life needed fewer complications, not more. As far as he could
tell, Ivy Danby with her artless sex appeal and her tiny
daughter was a whole huge bundle of complications.

With an inward sigh, he admitted defeat. “You make a
compelling argument. But for the record, I do remember you,
Ivy. We were both in Mrs. Hansard’s third-grade class
together. You had pigtails. Your desk was in the row beside
mine two seats back. I gave you a valentine that year. One I
made myself.”

Her eyes widened, and her cheeks flushed. “Oh,” she said.
“You do remember.”

“Give me twenty-four hours to think about it. I’ll call you
tomorrow and let you know what I’ve decided.”

He saw on her face that she wanted an answer right now.
Wanted it badly, in fact. But she swallowed the protest on her
lips and managed a wobbly smile. “I understand. Thank you
for the interview.”



As soon as his guest departed, Farrell stabbed a button on
his intercom and barked an order. Moments later, Katie
Duncan Stone appeared in his doorway. The blue-eyed blonde
was both beautiful and competent. She was also stubborn and
dogged about helping people, whether they deserved it or not.

Farrell folded his arms across his chest and glared. “Really,
Katie? A new mom with a baby?”

“Don’t be so sexist, Farrell Stone.” She took the comfy seat
at his desk that Ivy had recently vacated. “New moms can
work.”

“If they have access to childcare. My house is in the woods
on a cliff above the ocean.” He ground his teeth, haunted by
the memory of entreaty in Ivy’s hazel-eyed gaze, but even
more disturbed by how very much he wanted to say yes to this
idea.

Katie visibly dismissed his protest. “A hundred years ago,
regular women didn’t have childcare. But they worked their
asses off. It can be done.”

“Why are you pushing this so hard?” His brother Quin had
warned him about Katie’s penchant for rescuing humans and
the occasional animal, too. She had a huge heart.

“I met Ivy when I dropped by my sister’s apartment over on
Kimball Street the other day. In conversation, we realized that
you and Ivy were in school together.”

“Elementary school,” Farrell said with a sigh. “That’s
hardly a character reference.”

His new sister-in-law was not to be deterred. “Ivy moved in
with nothing, Farrell. No furniture. No belongings. She had
two suitcases, a port-a-crib and a diaper bag. Nothing else.
Don’t you think that’s kind of strange?”

“Maybe, maybe not.”

“She’s hurting. And alone. Surely you, of all people, can
sympathize. Losing a spouse changes your whole world.”

Farrell took the hit stoically. Only Katie would have the guts
to bring up his past. It had been seven years since Sasha died.



Even his own brothers didn’t go there. “Dirty pool,” he
muttered.

Katie stood and kissed him on the cheek. “You and I are
family now. I get to meddle. But in this instance, I’m begging
you, Farrell. Ivy Danby needs a fresh start. She needs a home
and security. She needs exactly what you have to offer. Please
give her a chance.”

Ten days after the uncomfortable interview at Stone River
Outdoors headquarters in Portland, Ivy found herself in an
expensive luxury sedan being driven north by Katie Stone,
herself.

Ivy had been shocked when the big boss contacted her. In a
terse, four-minute conversation, Farrell Stone had offered her
the job and a salary that made her eyes bug out. Katie called
soon afterward to outline the specifics. As Farrell’s admin,
Katie knew what would be required of Ivy. She also knew that
Ivy had no car, no furniture and no money.

Katie had a solution for every problem. She insisted she
needed to check on her husband’s house, now hers also, and
thus it would be no trouble at all to take Ivy and Dolly to their
new home.

The trip had been pleasant so far. Dolly babbled and played
in the back. When she became fussy, Katie found a rest area
and pulled off so Ivy could prepare a bottle for the baby, get
Dolly out of her car seat and feed her comfortably.

They rolled down the windows and enjoyed the pleasant
breeze. Katie’s gaze was wistful. “I want to have kids,” she
said softly. “I don’t know if my husband is ready, though.”

Ivy cradled Dolly’s cheek. “You haven’t been married long.
There’s plenty of time.”

“I know,” Katie said. “But that biological clock you hear
about is ticking loudly.” She flicked at a mosquito that tried to
enter the car. “How did you know you wanted kids?”



Ivy stiffened, keeping her eyes locked on her daughter. “I
didn’t,” she said. “It just happened.”

“Ah, well, I guess you were one of the lucky ones.”

“I suppose.” Ivy’s throat was tight. She let the silence build,
knowing she had to keep it together. Crying over the past at
this stage in the game might cost her this precious job. “She’s
had enough,” she said, gently loosening the baby’s lock on the
nipple. Dolly’s mouth and tiny tongue still made little sucking
motions, but her head lolled back. “We can get on the road.”

Katie grinned. “Ah, to be that young and innocent again.”

While Ivy tucked Dolly back into her car seat, Katie visited
the restroom and then Ivy took her turn. Soon, they were
driving north again. For so long, Ivy had kept her emotions in
lockdown mode. But today, of all days, she had reason to
smile. She was headed to a job and a place to live and a salary
that would support her tiny family. On this warm autumn day
with the sunshine beaming down and the skies a brilliant blue,
a tiny sprout of hope unfurled.

Birches, oaks and maples put on a fantastic display of color.
Vibrant reds and orangey golds…deep yellows and every
shade of brown. Mother Nature had outdone herself this
season.

Maybe by next year Ivy would have the opportunity and the
financial means to explore this area with her daughter. The
prospect seemed like a really wonderful fantasy.

She shook herself inwardly. Grief had stolen her hopes and
dreams, but that was in the past. She was rebuilding her life,
reinventing who she was. Nothing was beyond her reach if she
believed in Ivy Danby.

The fact that Farrell Stone was the author of her good
fortune gave her pause. She liked him. A lot. He was
honorable and handsome and sexy in a gruff, understated kind
of way.

She honestly thought her life experiences had erased her
ability to feel like a woman. But when she sat across the desk



from Farrell, she found herself wanting more than a job.
Maybe a smile. A shared laugh.

She would have to be very careful not to make a fool of
herself.

Ivy had plenty to think about as Katie concentrated on the
traffic. In Bangor, they merged south and east onto the
narrower 1A toward Bar Harbor. At Ellsworth, just before the
crowded tourist playground that included Acadia National
Park, they turned onto a less traveled road for the last leg to
Stone River.

Here, nobody but locals traversed the winding rural
highway. Nothing much to see but acres of forest and fields
and peaceful ponds and lakes. The pastoral scenery soothed
some of Ivy’s apprehensions.

Katie glanced at the clock on the dash. “Not much longer
now. Can you tell we’re near the ocean?”

“Actually, yes. Living in Charleston for so long taught me
the smell and feel of the air at the coast. It’s not as warm or
humid here, but I remember the northern sea from my
childhood.”

“It’s just beyond those trees. In the other direction, north
and west of us, is the Moosehorn National Wildlife Refuge.
And of course, north and east, if you keep going, is the
Canadian border.”

Ivy had never been this far up in Maine, but in Farrell’s
office she had seen aerial photographs of three spectacular
homes on rocky promontories overlooking the sea, each one
bearing the stamp of its owner.

Almost two centuries before, a Stone ancestor had acquired
an enormous tract of pristine wilderness. He named the small
river meandering through his property after himself.
Subsequent generations sold off the bulk of the land, but the
current Stone brothers still owned several hundred square
miles. They liked their privacy. The company that had made
them all wildly wealthy was born in this forested paradise.



The isolation and seclusion weren’t daunting to Ivy at all.
They represented safety and security. A chance to finally be
herself.

When Katie turned off onto the road that accessed Stone
family property, she entered a code at the gate and kept right
on going. A perfectly paved road meandered for the next seven
miles.

Dolly was beginning to stir when they reached Farrell’s
house. On the way, they had passed turnoffs leading to homes
Zachary and Quin had built. “I’ll show you our place another
day,” Katie said. “I know you probably want to get settled in.
Shall we go to the big house first and see Farrell, or head
straight for the cabin?”

“Cabin, please.”

As they wound around the side of Farrell’s magnificent
house, Ivy craned her neck to get a better view. The place was
huge, easily six thousand square feet. Maybe more. It had a
traditional New England look to it with lots of blue clapboard
and white trim, and even a widow’s walk at the very top.
Windows everywhere offered views of the ocean.

Behind Farrell’s home, deeper into the woods, sat a
charming dollhouse of a cabin, constructed of rough-hewn
logs. It was perfect in every way, and when Ivy stepped out of
the car and inhaled, the scent of freshly cut wood assailed her
nose.

“This is it,” Katie said, looking over the top of the car at
Ivy. “Do you think you and Dolly will be comfortable here?”

Ivy wanted to laugh incredulously. The setting was sheer
wonder. “Who wouldn’t be?” she said calmly. “It looks
perfect.”

The inside was even better than the outside. The cabin was
small, barely eight hundred square feet. Two neat bedrooms
with a shared bath between. A compact kitchen with the latest
appliances. And a comfy living room with a couch, two
matching armchairs and a real wood-burning fireplace.



Someone—Farrell, maybe—had stacked a neat pile of
firewood near the hearth. A wooden crate filled with kindling
and a mason jar of matches flanked the opposite side.

Ivy felt tears burn her eyelids. She held them back by sheer
force of will. Katie wouldn’t understand, and Ivy didn’t have it
in her to explain. Not now. Not today. Maybe not ever.

“Who got the baby bed for us? Was it you?” Ivy asked.

Katie shook her head. “No. That was Farrell’s idea. He
thought you could leave the port-a-crib at his place, so you’d
be able to nap Dolly in either location. That’s an engineer for
you. Always studying and planning.”

“It was very thoughtful.” Actually, the magnitude of the
gesture spoke volumes about the kind of man Farrell Stone
was. Ivy was overwhelmed and trying not to show it.

Dolly began to fuss, so Ivy opened the back door of Katie’s
car. “Don’t cry, sweet girl. I know it’s time to get out.” The
novelty of the great outdoors soothed the baby’s grievances
immediately.

Katie laughed. “Look at her face. I think she likes it here.”

It was true. The baby’s head swiveled from side to side,
taking it all in. She stuck her fist in her mouth and sucked it
contentedly.

Ivy took a deep breath, searching for composure, gathering
herself. “I don’t want to keep you too long,” she said. “You’ve
already done so much. If it’s okay with you, let’s go on to the
other house so your brother-in-law can show me around and
tell me his routine.”

Copyright © 2020 by Janice Maynard
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