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Chapter One

Jade’s toes, currently slotted into a pair of sparkly flip-flops, curled with excitement as the train pulled into the station. Okay, maybe a teeny bit of her still wished she was heading to a tropical island because, duh, what sane, sun-worshipping, book-obsessed person wouldn’t want to spend three months in a place where they could read steamy romances on perfect white sandy beaches? This Nantucket place though, the one she’d never heard of a few months ago . . . well it certainly wasn’t Twickenham. In the guidebook she’d devoured on the plane to Boston, she’d seen pictures of sandy beaches, though they did look a bit windswept. Also, marinas with long wooden pontoons, lighthouses and deep blue waters dotted with white sailing boats. Nantucket had a small-town vibe, so the book said, but with a heavy dose of glamour, taste and style.

She’d had a little snigger to herself when she’d read that. In her twenty-five years on the planet, she’d managed Devon, Margate and a week in Spain. A culturally sophisticated island in the Atlantic off Cape Cod was not a place she’d ever expected to find herself. Especially one that she’d read wasn’t the playground of millionaires, but of billionaires.

God knows what they’d make of her.

The Cape Flyer – even the name of the train she’d taken from Boston to Hyannis sounded posh – finally drew into the station. Butterflies flapped in her belly as she stuffed her Kindle into her bag. She didn’t even mind that she’d left the devilishly handsome billionaire in a state of tortured agony as he watched the woman he’d fallen for walk away from him. Daft sod hadn’t told her how he felt. Thankfully, there were still another few chapters left for him to come to his senses, but for now, Jade was more focused on her own story. Her own new chapter.

The train came to a halt and she leapt out of her seat, clean forgetting the half-eaten bag of gummy bears on her lap, which cartwheeled into the air, landing on the lap of the woman across the aisle who let out a disdainful sigh.

‘You seem in a rush to get off,’ her fellow passenger remarked as she brushed the poor buggers onto the floor. ‘Where are you headed?’

Jade’s happy buzz was too great to be dimmed by the condescending look. ‘Nantucket.’

The woman’s eyes flicked from Jade’s flip-flops up to her white shorts and then further, to the pink T-shirt straining over her boobs, before landing on her face and giving her a tight-lipped smile. ‘It’s not a usual holiday destination for someone . . . like you.’

She let the insult roll off her. It didn’t mean it didn’t niggle, didn’t rub at old scars. ‘Oh, I’m not on holiday. I’m going to manage a bookstore over the summer. Little Bay Book Shack. Isn’t that the cutest name? I originally applied to run one in the Maldives, but this sounds way cooler, don’t you think?’

The woman frowned, studying Jade. ‘You don’t look like a bookstore manager.’

‘Oh, I’m not one, not yet.’ Jade pushed a smile on her face. ‘I’m a publishing assistant.’ It was the title she’d told her parents when she’d got the job, hoping they’d be impressed, at least more impressed than they had been with her waitressing job. Sadly, while she loved the idea of working with books, so far all publishing assistant had turned out to be was a posh name for the office dogsbody.

Brushing off the depressing thought – she was here to make new, positive memories – Jade reached up to grab her backpack from the overhead rack. Damn, it was wedged, and God knows what on because five-foot-two flip-flop wearers had no hope of seeing up there. Taking hold of the strap, she gave it a determined tug. ‘Buggeration.’ The backpack flew out of her hand and fell onto the floor. She bent to pick it up, giving the keyring she’d secured on the zip an absent-minded stroke.

‘Stop staring, Roger,’ the woman hissed to the man next to her. ‘It’s not like you’ve never seen breasts before.’

You’d be taken more seriously if you wore less revealing clothes.

Jade shook off the memory of her sister’s words. She liked looking sexy. It made her feel confident, even when inside she was bricking it. Like now, because even though she’d not stepped foot on it yet, she knew Nantucket was a million miles away from what she was used to.

And way too sophisticated for a girl in shorts, flip-flops and a Kindle packed with steamy billionaire romances.

‘I suspect he’s staring at my good-luck charm,’ Jade supplied, waving the keyring and letting Roger off the hook. ‘I bought it years ago because I kept being told I was a bookworm, so I figured a bookworm should have a worm. But then someone told me that what I thought was a cute fury worm was actually a caterpillar. Worms and caterpillars are pretty similar, though, don’t you think?’

She didn’t get an answer, just an excruciatingly polite smile. Still, at least her boobs were no longer under discussion.

Stepping into the aisle she shuffled along to the end of the carriage. When she spotted her neon pink suitcase she went to reach for it but a male arm got there first.

‘Don’t want a lovely little thing like you straining yourself, honey. I’ll carry it off for you.’

Jade turned to find Roger giving her a broad wink. Over the top of his bald head, the woman he’d been sitting with was staring daggers at them.

‘Tell me, Roger, the woman you’re travelling with, is she your wife?’

He gave her a puzzled frown. ‘Yes.’

‘And you’ve been married for how long?’

‘Thirty years.’ He shrugged, his shirt pulling over his paunch. ‘Give or take.’

‘So why are you helping me, someone you don’t know and will never meet again, over the person you share your life with?’

His face reddened and he opened his mouth, then closed it again, much like a trout.

‘Bye Roger, and Roger’s wife,’ she added, peering round him.

Ignoring their nonplussed looks, she gave them both a little wave before lugging her case off the train.

Shame he’d been fixated on her boobs, because the thing was frigging heavy, but women had to stick together. Even sour-faced ones.

Once out of the station, she opened Google Maps on her phone and set off to the harbour, dragging her case behind her along the red brick path until she reached the wharf. And, wow, it was a pretty harbour: fishing boats jostling alongside sailing boats. Inhaling a lungful of fresh sea air, she set down her case and reread the email containing instructions for her pick-up.

Ignore the ferry sign, head instead for the Haven Resort water-taxi pontoon.

Apparently The Little Bay Book Shack was next door to a five-star resort, and she was hitching a ride on their boat.

Trundling her case behind her, she made her way along the waterfront, stopping at the wooden pontoons to look for a sign. She paused at a gleaming white motor yacht and gave a silent high-five when she read the name written in elegant font across the side. Holy cow. Now that’s what she called a boat transfer. It looked like it should have been moored at Monaco, waiting for an elegant film star in a floaty silk dress and uber chic shades, or a guy in a cream linen suit and Ray-Ban’s.

Not a travel-worn office minion in flip-flops.

But you’re not a minion now, not for the next three months. With a grin, she picked up her case and hopped on board. Jade Taylor, formerly of Twickenham, was heading to work on a frigging thirty-metre yacht.

‘Hello?’ She tapped on the smoked glass door.

It slid open, and as she craned her neck to look up at the man on the other side, her jaw almost fell to the floor. That guy in the linen suit and Ray-Bans? He was right there. The suit was pale blue not cream, and the shades were slipped into the top pocket of the jacket, but the whole image screamed hot, sexy film star. Jet-black hair, square jaw, steel-grey eyes, cheekbones that would make a model sigh. There was an edge to his looks – dark stubble, a scar that bisected his right eyebrow – that stopped him from looking too pretty, too perfect.

And left him looking instead like the hottest man she’d ever come across.

‘Er, hi, I’m Jade.’ Cool eyes stared back at her. Feeling self-conscious, she rubbed her sweaty palms on the shorts she’d slopped clam chowder soup down during yesterday’s mad dash tour of Boston. ‘Are you waiting for the transfer, too?’

His eyebrows scrunched together. ‘Sorry?’

‘The transfer to Haven Resort. Oh, wait, are you the driver?’ He didn’t look like a typical taxi driver, but this was a water taxi.

A humming, awkward silence met her question, interrupted only by the gentle lap of water.

‘You’re waiting for a transfer to Haven Resort?’ he said finally.

Her belly fluttered. He even had a film star voice, all deep and gravelly with an American drawl. Still, he wasn’t exactly friendly. ‘That’s why I’m on the boat. And I presume you’re on it because you drive it.’

One of his dark brows arched upwards. ‘I own it.’

‘Oh.’ She knew a lot of taxi drivers owned their own cars, but this was another league. ‘But you drive it as well?’

He slid his hands into his pockets. ‘I sail her, yes.’

Sail, not drive, got it. Though the lack of an actual sail surely made him wrong, not her. She glanced around at the jetty. ‘Are we waiting for anyone else?’

His gaze swept her up and down. ‘You’re expecting me to take you to the Haven Resort?’

Was there an emphasis on you, or had she imagined it? She straightened her back. ‘That is where I’m heading, yes.’ Fumbling around in her bag, she pulled out her phone. ‘My instructions say to head to the Haven Resort dock and catch the waiting water taxi.’

‘The Haven dock is the next one over.’

She frowned. ‘But it says Haven on the side of this boat.’

He sighed and rested his hand against the door frame. It tightened the white shirt across his chest, giving her a tantalising glimpse of tanned skin and dark chest hair. ‘Ocean Haven. It’s the name of my boat.’

‘Oh.’ Shit. Embarrassed now, she started to giggle, which was a habit she really wished she could break. ‘That’s a bit of a coincidence.’ Those eyes levelled with hers. Stormy grey, mysterious looking, they provided no clue as to what he was thinking. ‘So, I guess I’ll just hop off your boat and…’ She motioned towards a less impressive-looking boat moored up on the next pontoon. ‘Skedaddle onto that one.’

His gaze stayed on hers for another few humming beats before finally following the direction of her hand. ‘He appears to be waiting for you.’

And now she saw a weathered-looking man dressed in a white shirt and black shorts, standing at the front, looking over at them. ‘So he does.’

She gave her new driver/sailor/taxi a wave and went to pick up her case, but Mr Film Star let out a muffled curse and took it from her, stepping easily off the boat and onto the wooden pontoon. Then he turned and held out his hand to her. As she settled her hand into his, her tongue glued itself to the roof of her mouth. Warm, calloused, strong, his touch sent sparks racing across her skin and when his gaze collided with hers, something hot and achy pulsed between them. Was he . . . was he attracted to her? Did he feel this, too? But in a flash his hand was gone, and with it the moment.

Pulse still racing, she watched him stride ahead of her to the next jetty and hand her case over to the guy on the boat.

‘Um, thank you for carrying my case,’ she said when she finally caught up. He nodded, his gaze coming to rest on her rucksack, and the keyring. ‘Do you think he looks like a caterpillar, or a worm?’

He stared at her blankly. ‘Does it matter?’

‘It does to him.’ The man’s eyes flew open, and she liked that she’d caught him off balance. Evened her up a bit.

‘Worms are brown, he . . . it is green.’ He shook his head, as if he couldn’t believe he was having the conversation. ‘Enjoy your stay, Jade.’

Her stomach swooped at the sound of her name in that deep drawl. A second later he was gone, those long legs striding back towards his boat.

‘Welcome, Miss.’ Her new driver – she was sticking to that. They used a wheel, didn’t they? – gave her a wide smile. ‘You’re going to Haven Resort, yes?’

‘Um, well, not exactly.’ Seeing as he seemed friendly, she added in a whisper, ‘I’m actually going to work in the bookstore next door.’

‘Ah, you’re Flo’s girl.’ He gave her a conspiratorial wink. ‘Don’t tell anyone but we have an arrangement. I let her shop use the resort water taxi, and she sorts the wife out with books whenever she wants one. So maybe we’ll see more of each other. I’m George, the wife is Emma.’

She held out her hand to shake his. ‘Pleased to meet you, George. And I look forward to talking books with your Emma.’

He chuckled. ‘Careful, don’t go being too friendly or she’ll never leave your shop. So, have you been to Nantucket before?’

‘Nope, it’s my first time.’

‘Ah, well it’s an odd mix of quaint and sophisticated but there’s something for everyone. And the scenery is spectacular.’

Involuntarily, her gaze tracked the tall, lean, dark-haired figure as he climbed back onto his motor yacht. ‘I can imagine.’

* * *

Liam resisted the impulse to stop and . . . what? Stare? Walk back to continue a conversation about worms, for Christ’s sake. But God, the desire to turn around, to have those enormous blue eyes rest on him a little bit longer . . . it was almost overwhelming. He was used to female attention – amazing what a bit of money could do – but he wasn’t used to enjoying it. Craving more of it.

And he knew where she was heading. The same place he was.

The smart side of his brain told him he didn’t need the distraction, and there was no way the blonde Brit with the curvy figure crammed into a bubble-gum-pink top and tiny shorts, would be anything but a distraction.

The side of his brain connected to his dick told him a distraction was exactly what he needed while he tried to juggle expanding the Haven Resort empire, managing the Nantucket resort (thanks to the resignation of his resort manager) and finally completing the purchase of the neighbouring wharf from a highly eccentric seventy-year-old he’d been trying to pin down for over a year. And who’d just wriggled out of yet another meeting.

If you’d not been so rude, that curvy blonde bombshell of a distraction could be with you now, in your boat. Looking up at you from under her lids with those big eyes.

He shook away the image and cast off the mooring lines. Sliding open the doors on the main deck, he walked forward through the salon to the bridge. Unable to help himself, he turned to watch the Haven transfer set off. A blonde figure, dressed in bright pink, sat on the aft deck, face turned towards him. No, face turned towards his boat. She couldn’t possibly see him through the tinted glass.

Enough. He yanked his phone out of his pocket and dialled Jeremy, guest-services manager at Nantucket and, whether he wanted it or not, now his right-hand man. ‘I’m on my way.’

‘Sorry, who is this?’

Liam scowled down at the phone. ‘You know damn well who.’

‘Well, okay, I might know because I might have you saved in my contact list under Big Bad Boss Man, but a few pleasantries wouldn’t go amiss.’

God, the man was frustrating. If he wasn’t such an organised pain in the ass adored by customers and staff alike, and if he hadn’t made himself indispensable since the resort had opened, and Liam wasn’t already one key member of staff down, he might suggest Jeremy find another resort owner to piss off. ‘I’m warning you I’m on my way, rather than turning up unannounced, how much pleasanter do you want me to be?’

Jeremy let out a pained-sounding sigh. ‘I suppose in your world that was a kindness. Okay boss, see you soon. We’ll get the red carpet out for you.’

Liam ended the call, well aware the man was being sarcastic. Neither Jeremy nor Leroy, the restaurant manager and Jeremy’s fiancé, tried to kiss his butt, which Liam had a grudging respect for. But he was the boss, something he’d worked fucking hard to achieve, and he figured he was owed some respect.

Speaking of respect, or lack of it, he punched in the number for Flo.

‘Ah, Mr Haven, I thought you might call.’

He forced a calm into his voice that he wasn’t feeling. ‘You didn’t bring me the signed contract.’

‘I know, but I checked my horoscope and today wasn’t a good one for signing deals.’

Give him strength. ‘Tomorrow, then?’

A pause, then a tinkle of laughter. ‘You’re an Aries, aren’t you? Blunt, assertive, can be seen as aggressive. Often quick-tempered and impatient.’

‘It’s not my birth date that’s making me impatient.’ He exhaled, pinching the bridge of his nose. ‘This is the fourth time you’ve said you’ll sign and haven’t. Do you want to sell or not?’

Flo owned the wharf next to the land he’d bought five years ago and had turned into a thriving resort. He wanted the wharf for many reasons, not least because it was where the water taxi and his own yacht were docked.

‘I don’t want to sell.’ She paused, then let out a gentle sigh. ‘But I’m not getting any younger, and my children need the proceeds.’

‘Well, next time you cancel, the offer gets reduced.’ He paused, decided to drive the point home. ‘You know it’s not worth what I’m paying to anyone else.’

She humphed. ‘I’ve got old and lazy. With the right person in charge, the shop and the wharf could be a viable asset.’

‘You’re using prime real-estate land to sell books.’

‘To sell beautiful books that guests in your swanky resort happily part with their money to enjoy. I hope you’ll remember that when you take it over.’

‘When it’s mine, I’ll do what I want with it.’ He was a lot of things, but he wasn’t a liar. Still, he couldn’t bring himself to say he’d be bulldozing Little Bay Book Shack (it was every bit as kitschy as it sounded). ‘But as I’ve already told you, I’ll honour any commitments you’ve made.’

‘I suppose that’s the most I can hope for.’ Her voice sounded resigned, and he was glad. Whimsical bookstores had no place in the hard reality that was life.

‘I’m here for a few days.’ He decided not to tell her he was stuck for a while until he hired a new manager. ‘I expect to receive a signed contract from you.’

Shoving his phone back into his pocket, he gave the bow a kick with the thruster to pull away from the berth. Then he headed in the direction of Nantucket, and the Haven Resort – one of three under his name, though this was the flagship resort. The first, the largest, and the one that had given him the most satisfaction.

He’d been fourteen when he’d vowed to turn Haven into a name that was respected, not sniggered at or dismissed. With his recent acquisition of the waterfront next to the Nantucket resort, and the wharf nearly in his grasp, he was well on the way to keeping that promise.

On that positive note, he pushed the throttle in, relishing the shift in power, the list of the boat as it cut through the waves. This was why he travelled by sea, not air. Nothing beat the feeling of freedom that sailing solo could give him.

Maybe tonight he’d look out for the blonde. It was unusual to see a young woman travelling here alone. Most of the guests were couples or families, who came to get away from city life and relax in the beauty of the island. Whatever it was that drew her, was her business. But if he locked eyes with her again, and if hers held the same spark of arousal they had when he’d taken her hand, he might forget his no-guest rule and see if she was willing to mix that business with pleasure.




Chapter Two

Jade was in love. Seriously, she didn’t think the sight of Ryan Gosling emerging naked from the sea would make her swoon any more than her first view of Little Bay Book Shack.

The view coming into Nantucket had been jaw-dropping enough – long stretches of sandy beach, large, grey-wood houses and a gorgeous, stubby white lighthouse with a black top perched at the harbour entrance. But this, the wooden shack sitting proudly on the wharf ahead of her, white Georgian windows and grey tiled roof to match the soft grey wooden slats. Wow, just wow. A mix of quaint and elegant, of historic yet endearingly cute, the sight snatched the breath from her lungs. The entire waterfront rocked a row of similar-looking grey wooden buildings set on a red brick walkway, interspersed with olde worlde lampposts and dozens of flowerpots that burst with colours; pink, white, purple, yellow. All set against a backdrop of glinting blue sea.

It was so tasteful, so pretty. So vibrant. So different to anything she’d ever seen.

George expertly manoeuvred the boat alongside the jetty and jumped off, securing it before giving a hand to the other customers – a pair of newlyweds who’d kept looking at each other instead of the awesome views, and a couple in their fifties dressed in what her gran would call ‘posh’ clothes; loose flowing trousers for the woman, chinos and a blazer for the guy. Once they were all happily on their way, two porters from the resort wheeling their luggage, George turned back to Jade.

‘Do you want some help with your case, honey?’

She looked at the short distance to the bookstore and laughed. ‘I reckon I can manage.’

‘Well, I’ll leave you to it, then. Be sure to look out for me and the wife. Nantucket’s a small island, we’re bound to bump into each other.’

He took her hand and helped her off the boat. She didn’t miss the way his gaze kept firmly above her shoulders. Good on him, and lucky Emma.

Heaving in a lungful of fresh, salty air she started to walk along the small wooden pontoon. The wheels of her case made a clickety-clack noise as they bumped over the planks, sounding loud over the backdrop of waves lapping gently against the jetty.

With every step she took towards the shop, excitement pushed up against the nerves. When she finally came to a halt in front of her home for the next three months, her heart was thumping against her ribs.

Shack didn’t seem the right word. It was more an upmarket, two-storey cabin. Roses wound around the trellis to the right of the front door which was painted in a shade of subtle off-white she suspected she’d find on a Farrow & Ball colour chart and matched the window frames. A peek in through the lattice-style window drew a gasp from her. Driftwood shelves, quirky and asymmetrical, burst with books in a way that would have any book lover swooning, their eye-catching covers a dramatic splash of colour against the whitewashed walls. Nestled in the bay-fronted window and in the colour of the Atlantic Ocean she’d just crossed, was a comfy sofa, perfect for a quiet read while glancing out at the cloudless blue sky.

Heart beating furiously, Jade peered behind the plant pot, found the key safe and punched in the numbers, her fingers shaking so much it took her several attempts. Finally, she had the key in her sweaty palm and unlocked the door. She was about to skip inside – this was definitely a skip moment – when her phone rang.

‘Flo,’ she answered giddily when she saw who it was. ‘I’ve just got here and it’s amazing. No, what’s a better word than amazing, because amazing is what I say to a really good pizza.’

The husky laugh of her employer echoed back. ‘Have you found the key okay?’

‘Yes and I’m just about to go inside. God, I can’t believe I’ll be working here for three months. It’s like I’m dreaming – and if I am, please don’t wake me up.’ A beat of silence, followed by Flo clearing her throat, and then . . . nothing. ‘Hello, Flo, are you still there?’

‘Yes, sorry honey. It’s a bad line,’ Flo replied finally, ‘there is something we need to discuss, but I’ll do that in person when I see you. Meanwhile, I’ll give you a few days to settle in. Daisy, who you’re replacing, said she’ll pop in sometime today to give you a quick rundown before she flies home.’

‘Hiya!’ Jade looked round with a start, only to see a pretty brunette walking towards her, waving. One she recognised from a photo.

‘I think that’s Daisy now,’ she told Flo.

‘Fabulous. I’ll call you again soon. Enjoy!’

She barely had a chance to end the call before Daisy ran over and hugged her as if she was a long-lost friend, not a stranger who was taking over her job. ‘Welcome to Nantucket. I’m Daisy.’ She laughed. ‘Maybe I should have said that before I practically mauled you. It’s just I’m so happy to see a fellow book lover. You’re going to have the best time here. I’m sad to be leaving, but I missed my family and friends, so I’m also mega excited to see them again.’ She laughed. ‘Well, for about five minutes until they start to annoy me!’

Jade was used to being the talkative one, but it was clear Daisy had her beaten. ‘I know what you mean. I’m going to miss my family, too.’ She thought of her parents, of their reaction to her coming out here. Are you sure you’re not biting off more than you can chew? Of her sister, Lauren, who was a registrar in emergency medicine and, if their parents’ reaction to that was anything to go by, could apparently walk on water, too. Not that she wasn’t in awe of everything Lauren had done. She just didn’t need it rammed down her throat all the time. ‘But right now, I’m glad of the break from them.’

‘Come on, then, let’s get you settled.’ Daisy grabbed Jade’s case and headed towards the rickety looking stairs at the back. ‘First, I’ll show you upstairs where you’ll be living, then we can go through the shop.’

By the time Daisy had finished the tour an hour later, Jade felt like she’d been dragged through a tornado. It wasn’t the flat, it took all of five minutes to show her the open-plan studio with a small bathroom and kitchenette. Nope, it was the bookstore and what she was expected to do that had left her dazed.

‘I think that’s everything,’ Daisy concluded, stepping away from the computer. ‘But don’t worry, the pace here is slow so you’ll have plenty of time to get used to things. Customers come in waves and they’re never in a rush. Most are on vacation and out for a browse, though I hear it gets crazy busy with tourists on the island in the summer so you might find it harder work than I did.’

Jade ran her eyes over the rows and rows of shelves lined with books of every shade and colour, set against the neutral walls and bleached wood floor. Then skipped to the deep blue sofa, and next to it a glass-topped coffee table made from pebbles and shells.

‘It looks like the perfect place for choosing a book.’ Perfect. The word bounced around her head. How was she supposed to make an impression, to leave a legacy, when the shop already looked so much better than anything she could have conjured up?

Daisy laughed. ‘Don’t worry, you’ll have loads of time to enjoy it. The shop’s opening hours are 9 a.m. till 5 p.m. but Flo always said to take an hour for lunch and if you have to go out during the day, to do a workshop or whatever, you can always pop the Back Later sign up. Oh, and it closes Sunday and Monday, so you get two full days off.’ She gave Jade a nudge. ‘Just make sure you keep the blog up to date so I can try and live vicariously through you while I’m back in the concrete jungle of New York.’

‘Will do.’ Nervous butterflies buzzed in her belly. She’d never written a blog, never run a workshop, never sold anything, unless food and drink counted from her stint as a waitress. Never even lived by herself, away from home. It was too late for doubts now, though. Somehow she’d managed to convince Flo she could do this. Now all she had to do was convince herself. ‘Any advice for what to do when I’m not working?’

‘Oh, you know, all the usual: chill on the beach, eat a lobster roll, take a boat trip to Martha’s Vineyard.’ Daisy winked. ‘Have a holiday fling.’

Jade thought of how her last two relationships had ended. ‘I think I’ll give that last one a miss. I’m off men for a while.’

‘Well, if you change your mind, Nantucket is renowned for being a playground for the rich and powerful. And you’ve got one right on your doorstep.’ She fanned herself. ‘The guy who owns the resort next door is seriously hot.’

Jade gaped at the slim, very attractive brunette, who she’d put at mid-thirties. ‘You’ve slept with him?’

‘Sadly, no, but I know someone, who knows someone, who has. Apparently, the woman came over on a short-term contract as a fitness instructor last year. She ended up having the hottest sex of her life one night with a guy she later found out was the resort owner. She’d wanted a repeat but was told by staff he’d already left the island so it never happened.’

‘Have you actually met him?’

Daisy let out a dreamy-sounding sigh. ‘Oh, yes. I fluttered my eyelashes in his direction a time or two, but he didn’t take the hint.’

Privately, Jade wondered if the hotness of the guy was purely down to the fact he was loaded.

Daisy’s phone bleeped. She glanced down at it and swore. ‘I have to go. I’m heading back by plane and my lift is here to take me to the airport.’ She gave Jade a final hug. ‘Enjoy Nantucket. And remember, I’m only a phone call away if you need anything.’

As she watched Daisy make her way along the waterfront, Jade felt a pang of sadness. It would have been good to spend longer with her. To have a friend out here. Someone who actually knew how to run a frigging bookstore. Her stomach lurched and she turned to face the sea, letting the breeze flutter across her face, the clean air filter up her nostrils.

One step at a time. For the next three months, this wasn’t just her work, it was her home. Surrounded by books, and with a beautiful island to explore, her adventure was about to begin.

* * *

Liam stood up from the desk and stretched out his legs. Fuck, he’d been sitting for too long. He wasn’t an office man, he was a guy who liked to be on the move, doing rather than reading. And doing alone, he added irritably as a knock on the door disturbed him mid-pace. A second later, his visitor burst in. Dressed in a white shirt decorated with pink flamingos, paired with pink pants, he was . . . eye-catching.

‘Most people knock, then wait to be asked in.’

Jeremy shrugged, the rebuke rolling off him like water off a flamingo’s back. ‘I thought we established that I’m not most people. That’s why you hired me.’

Liam had recruited the guest-services manager five years ago when he’d built his first hotel on the island, later expanding it to become Haven Resort, Nantucket. Most times, they tolerated each other. Other times, the man deliberately, or so it seemed, found the right buttons to press. Ashley, the resort manager, had acted as a well-needed buffer between them but until he found a replacement for her, they were stuck trying to rub along together without incurring too many dents. ‘What’s gone wrong now?’

Jeremy frowned. ‘Don’t you mean how can you help me?’

‘You don’t need my help.’ There was a reason he’d asked the man to act as deputy manager. ‘If you’ve come to see me, it’s to give me bad news.’

‘Well, that kind of depends on your definition of bad. For some, bad would mean something serious, like a fire, or an outbreak of salmonella. For others—’

‘Just tell me.’ He’d had a brutal few days in Cape Cod, trying to buy land from a man in his late sixties who seemed to enjoy giving him the run-around. Liam half suspected he was being dangled on a string for the sheer entertainment of it. After that debacle, he’d travelled straight to Nantucket for a meeting that had been cancelled. Since then, he’d been stuck in this office for – he glanced at his watch – over four hours, making calls that should have been made last week, and scrolling through endless emails. He felt punch drunk with tiredness, his temper on a knife edge.

‘Leroy said the delivery he’s been waiting on still hasn’t arrived, so we’re running with very abridged menus tonight.’

Their rich guests only had a choice of five main courses instead of ten. ‘And?’

‘And the couple in the presidential suite say the shower isn’t working. Of course, they have two, but—’

‘The price they’re paying, everything should be in full working order.’ He worked in the service industry. Liam understood why his customers expected what they’d paid for, just as he understood why they’d get some bad reviews as a result of tonight’s so-called limited menu. But when you’d lived in a room with a shared bathroom down the hallway and existed off canned soup from food banks because your grandma had lost one of her regular cleaning jobs, it was hard to feel too much sympathy. ‘Give them my room. I’ll sleep in the boat.’ He had a perfectly good house on Martha’s Vineyard, was having another one built on Nantucket, but he often preferred to spend the night on his yacht. There was something soothing about being on water. The gentle sway helped him sleep, something he’d had a problem with since boarding school.

‘Right.’ Jeremy shifted on his feet. ‘Now, don’t take this the wrong way. You are, of course, a joy to work with, but is there any update on a replacement for Ashley?’

‘I’m working on it.’

Jeremy cleared his throat. ‘You know there are rumours circulating about why she left.’

‘I don’t pay you to listen to rumours.’

‘No, but if you told me why she left, I could quash the rumours and then you wouldn’t be paying half your staff to listen to them.’

‘It’s nobody’s business.’ Hotel gossip was vicious – Liam knew from bitter experience. ‘Anything else?’ He sounded too blunt, but he needed to get out of these four walls and into a shower. Follow that with an unwinding drink at the bar, and then sleep for twelve hours.

Yeah, as if he’d ever managed more than four.

As always, Jeremy ignored his bad mood. ‘That’s all I have to ruin your day with for the moment. I’m sure I can find something more for tomorrow. Enjoy your evening, boss.’

* * *

After moving his suitcase onto the boat – he’d not had time to unpack so at least that made giving up his suite easy – Liam took a shower, dried off and looked longingly at the king-sized bed. His body wanted to collapse onto the mattress, but he knew his mind would refuse to rest with it. With a sigh, he dragged on a pair of shorts and a T-shirt and slipped on some flip-flops. The sun was setting as he headed towards the resort, painting the sky in vivid hues of pink and orange. This was his favourite time of the day on the island, the light more mellow, the hustle and bustle of the tourist crowds temporarily lulled as people disappeared back to their hotels for a shower before heading out to eat.

At the bar by the beach he spotted Leroy, Jeremy’s partner, and the man responsible for the resort’s three bars and restaurants. As if he sensed him, Leroy looked up from where he was talking with a group of guests and nodded in Liam’s direction. He was almost the total opposite to his fiancé; rich brown skin to Jeremy’s freckled white, dark hair to Jeremy’s ginger. Also, quieter and more serious, which probably explained why Liam felt more comfortable dealing with him.

‘Usual?’ Leroy asked, slipping behind the bar.

Liam nodded. They often conversed like this, a single word, a look, a movement of the head.

Raising the glass – a double Macallan 18, neat – in salute, Liam wandered off towards the beach. Discarding his flip-flops, he walked into the sea and savoured the first sip of the smooth and slightly sweet whisky. Also ridiculously expensive, but that’s why he’d first chosen it. When you didn’t have money but were trying to bluff obscenely rich people into investing in you, drinking ludicrously expensive whisky was as important as wearing a Tom Ford suit and custom-made shirt. Six years later, and he’d developed a taste for the damn stuff.

An exclamation of surprise to his left caused him to turn, and that’s when he saw her. The sexy blonde from the boat. She’d sunk into one of the sprawling sofas set on the sand and from the way she was frantically wiping at her sundress, she’d managed to spill her drink down herself.

Instinctively he set off towards her. He wished he could say it was the gentleman in him, wanting to help, but he knew himself better than that. This instinct was primal. Jade had oozed sex, and his body had suddenly decided sleep could wait.

‘Jade. We meet again.’

She jerked around, her expression shifting from surprise to embarrassment to something that looked like the same crackling sexual awareness he was experiencing. ‘Oh, it’s you. Kicked anyone else off your boat recently?’

He felt a flash of shame. His grandma would slap him if she knew how rude he’d been. ‘I apologise for earlier. You caught me at a bad moment.’ He indicated towards the now empty cocktail glass in her hand. ‘Can I buy you another?’

She nibbled on her bottom lip, which did not help his straining libido one little bit. ‘That would be great, thanks. Unless you’re doing it to watch me throw another cocktail down my dress, because let me tell you, once is definitely enough.’

I’m doing it because you fascinate me. And turn me on. He reached to take the glass and as his fingers curled round hers, his gaze wandered to the V of her dress. Immediately lust shot through him, every cell in his body now wide awake and primed to go. Inhaling, he breathed in the scent of coconut, of something floral, mixed with the sweet smell of cranberry juice. ‘Sea Breeze?’

‘It is a bit windy, sure, but it was more a case of misjudging how squashy these sofas are.’ She winked and he found himself smiling back. Fuck, she was an almost irresistible combination of sex bomb and funny. ‘How did you guess what I was drinking?’

‘I recognise the smell.’ He inhaled again, shifting ever so slightly so his body touched hers, feeling another pulse of heavy arousal at the quick intake of her breath. ‘I’ll bring a towel, to mop the rest of it off.’ Stepping back, he looked down at where her dress now clung to the luscious curve of her tits and swallowed, hard. The things he could suddenly so vividly imagine doing to clean her up, had no business being spoken out loud.




Chapter Three

The moment the yacht owner with the film-star looks and come to bed eyes turned and headed for the bar, Jade collapsed back onto the sofa. Holy fuck. He’d remembered her name. And he’d offered to buy her a drink. She wasn’t so stupid that she couldn’t read a come-on when she saw it. Sure, he had her down as easy, but the fact was, she, Jade Taylor, had attracted the attention of a seriously hot-looking guy who owned a seriously expensive-looking boat.

‘Not so trashy, after all,’ she murmured to herself, wishing Paul (second from last boyfriend) was here to witness it.

She’d meant what she’d told Daisy, she was off men, but that didn’t have to mean she couldn’t have a bit of fun flirting with a totally unsuitable guy. As long as the guy made her feel better about herself, not worse. That was her new rule. It should have been a frigging rule from day one, but somehow she’d missed making it and ended up with men who put her down, made her feel stupid or cheap.

She’d like to bet Mr Yacht had a whole playbook of ways to make her feel better. It didn’t take much imagination to picture those smoky grey eyes locked on hers as he ran his long, tanned fingers up her legs, before deftly trailing them between her thighs…

‘One Nantucket Sea Breeze.’

Flushing at her very unladylike thoughts, she accepted the mouth-watering red drink, clinking with ice, topped with a wedge of lime.

‘And one towel.’ He handed over a white tea cloth, and as his gaze captured hers her belly swooped.

‘To pat me dry?’

A pair of steel-grey eyes seared hers. ‘Are you asking me?’

Frigging hell. Why was the thought of him doing that, smoothing the towel over her body, making her feel even wetter? And she’d like to bet he wouldn’t actually do it smoothly. She sensed he would be . . . rough. Deliciously, just the right side of dirty, rough.

He let out a low groan. ‘Jade?’

Crap. She shook off the fantasy, tugged the towel out of his hand and made a mental note to ease off the steamy books for a while. ‘Sorry, thanks.’

Hooded eyes watched her carefully as she ran the towel over her damp dress. What was he thinking? Did he want to be the one holding the towel as much as she wanted him to? Maybe abandoning the towel and licking her clean with his tongue…

Suddenly her blood felt too hot, her pulse too fast.

No, no, no. She was here to work, to be taken seriously, for God’s sake. Not fall into bed with the first guy she saw. Even though he was unbelievably hot.

‘I’ll give more than a penny for them.’ When she jerked her head up to give him a puzzled look, a small smile crossed his face. ‘Your thoughts.’

She felt a blush scorch her cheeks. ‘Er, definitely not worth the money. You’d be better investing it in one of those games at the arcade, you know, where the penny falls onto the level below and eventually, if you’re lucky, when you’ve pushed a dozen of the damn things into the slot, you might get a couple back.’ When he continued to stare at her, she felt the blush deepen. ‘Maybe you don’t have them over here. They’re called Penny Falls, or Coin Pusher, or—’ Shut up Jade!!! ‘Anyway. Now you can see why you totally overvalued my thoughts.’

‘Quarters.’ His eyes continued to assess her, like he was trying to work her out. ‘We have them over here and feed them with quarters.’

‘Ah, okay, good. I’m glad we cleared that up.’

‘It was probably a safer topic of conversation.’ The knowing look he gave her sent prickles racing across her skin and she had to force herself to remember to breathe.

‘Yes.’ She cleared her throat and poked around in her brain for something to say that wouldn’t send her thoughts down an X-rated avenue again. ‘Okay, then . . . er, I don’t even know your name.’

‘Liam.’ His voice was so deep, it gave an extra sexy sizzle to his name.

‘Okay, then, Liam, you own a yacht here and you recognise the smell of a Sea Breeze cocktail. I guess you come here often?’ Amusement glinted in the silver grey of his eyes and she realised what she’d said. ‘Oh God, that’s the cheesiest chat-up line in history.’

He gave her a long, searching look. ‘Are you trying to flirt with me?’

Thump, thump went her heart, and she couldn’t work out if it was nerves, or arousal. But nerves wouldn’t create this squirmy feeling between her legs. ‘I don’t know.’

Silence fell between them, heavy with awareness. She was conscious that he was still standing, one hand in his pocket, the other holding a glass of whisky. Long, elegant fingers wrapped casually around it. Stop imagining those hands on you.

‘To answer your earlier question, I’m a frequent visitor here, yes.’

He’d not taken the bait she’d unwittingly laid down. She pushed aside the disappointment. It was better this way. No flirting, just some company to help her feel less lonely on her first night. ‘Maybe you could give me some tips for things to do while I’m here? I’ve read every guidebook I could get my hands on, but I could use some inside knowledge.’

‘Sure.’ He nodded towards the sofa. ‘Mind if I join you?’

‘As long as you don’t mind the smell of fermented cranberry juice.’

A small smile tilted his lips as he slid effortlessly beside her, crossing one leg over the other in a move that seemed smooth and practiced. And yet . . . the edge she’d sensed in him earlier was still there. She smelt it in the unexpected kick of spice in his aftershave, saw it in the taut bulge of bicep beneath the sleeves of his T-shirt, the smattering of dark hair on his thighs. The callouses she’d felt on his palm as he’d handed her the drink. A sense of rough, of coarse, beneath the polish.

The rough didn’t extend to his lips though, she thought with a jolt as her eyes settled involuntarily on his mouth. On closer inspection they looked soft, sensual. It was easy to imagine them sliding across her skin, over her nipples.

‘You smell intoxicating.’ Hooded grey eyes met and held hers. ‘I imagine you taste even better.’

Holy moly. Her heart clattered against her rib cage. ‘I . . . um, if that’s you trying to beat my corny line, it’s a terrible attempt.’

He shifted, the tanned forearm that had rested so close to hers, now stretched across the back of the sofa. ‘Clearly, I’m out of practice.’

Oh, my God, was he interested? ‘I don’t think you need it. To be honest, you had me at the yacht.’ He stilled, and belatedly she realised how that must have come across. ‘Oh, God, that was meant to be a joke, you know, Jerry Maguire…’ She hung her head, feeling the hot flush of embarrassment creep up her neck. ‘I told you I was terrible at this. Way to seduce a hot guy, Jade. First barge onto his boat, then sit next to him smelling of rotting fruit juice and finally insult him by implying he’s only attractive because he has a big boat. And no, that wasn’t a euphemism. Not that I think you don’t have a big… I mean I’m sure you do have… Oh fuckity fuck.’ Beyond embarrassed now, she rose to her feet. ‘Clearly, it’s time I called it a night. Thanks for the drink and sorry about my word vomit. I wish I could blame the cocktail, but unless it’s absorbed through the skin I think that was all me.’

‘Wait.’ His hand wrapped round her arm, giving it a gentle tug until she dropped back onto the sofa. ‘Are you trying to seduce me?’

Her tongue felt too big for her mouth, the words she wanted to say getting stuck as his inscrutable gaze raked hers. ‘I think I was, or at least I was trying to flirt with you, which is probably a dumb idea but I’m the queen of dumb ideas.’ His eyes narrowed, leaving her feeling unbalanced. She wished she was as good at hiding her thoughts as he was. ‘It would help me hugely if you said something now because your face is kind of hard to read.’

His gaze went from cool grey to so inferno-hot, it scorched her insides. ‘If you could read my thoughts, you’d be scared.’

Her heart thumped, but she ignored it and raised her chin. ‘I don’t scare easily. Try me.’

‘Are you sure? Because for what I’m about to say to you, I need you to be really, really sure.’

Arousal burned through her. It didn’t matter that getting tangled with a guy on her first night was the last she needed. She felt achy, giddy with lust. Just uncomfortable enough that it felt exciting. The thrill that came with being naughty. ‘I’m sure.’

The air between them fizzed with an energy that was pure sexual tension. ‘I’m wondering what it would be like to take you back to my boat and fuck you where I first laid eyes on you.’

Holy shit. Yet there was something very honest about the crude words. It left her in no doubt about what she would be letting herself in for if their flirtation was to go any further. Not a romantic encounter, or the start of a holiday fling. Just a raw, take-it-or-leave-it offer of sex.

And it was electrifying.

‘Should I go on?’

She needed to say no. What had begun as a flirtation had gone wildly out of control. But when she opened her mouth to speak, no words came out. Instead, the images of them together shimmied through her mind, and as the heat of his gaze skated across her hypersensitised skin it felt like he was touching her, everywhere.

‘I’ve also thought of ripping that damp dress off you,’ he continued, clearly taking her silence for the encouragement it was. ‘Running my hands over your slick, soapy curves as I help you clean off in my shower. Then, because I won’t be able to stop myself, I’d carry you up to the top deck and fuck you again under the stars.’

Between her legs the ache he’d created was so intense she had to squeeze her thighs together. What on earth was she supposed to do? She’d come here on a three-month sabbatical to find her true self. Not be distracted by the first man she met. Especially as the impression he must have of her – the archetypal dumb blonde who found herself on the wrong boat, spilt her drink down herself – was exactly the stereotype she wanted to erase.

And yet…

What better way to help erase the memory of her last two shitty boyfriends than by having hot, island sex with an insanely attractive millionaire?




Chapter Four

He’d come on too strong. That’s what several months of celibacy and a week of too much work and too little sleep did to him. Yet Liam had a feeling there was more to it than that. Something about her made him desperate to taste her, feel those soft, dynamite curves slot against all his hard edges. Hear the hitch of her breath again, see the bright flame of arousal in those huge blue eyes that had drawn him in right from that first meeting, despite how exhausted, how pissed off he’d been feeling. He went for classy over sexy, discreet over obvious, brunette over blonde, slim over curvy, but she’d smashed through all his usual preferences.

He hadn’t made the same impression on her, though, as evidenced by the taut silence that followed his coarse declaration, broken only by laughter drifting over from the bar and the gentle sounds of the sea washing up the beach. He’d apologise, call it quits and wish her good night. She’d been unsure right from the start, and his crude talk had shifted her mood from unsure, to no fucking way.

She made a little coughing noise in her throat. ‘That’s a lot of . . . sex.’

Okay, so she hadn’t jumped to her feet yet. ‘Yes. But you asked what I was thinking. Not what I expect to happen.’

‘True.’ She glanced down at her drink.

‘I’m happy just to sit here and have a drink with you.’ She let out what could only be described as a dismissive snort and he felt a flare of annoyance. ‘If you think I came out here searching for someone to have sex with, you’re very much mistaken.’

Her eyes turned impossibly wider. ‘That’s not, oh God, I didn’t think that at all. I just…’ She glanced away, looking out to the now ink-black sea. ‘Men look at me and see sex, not someone to chat to.’

‘You’re implying we’re all the same.’

‘You’ve just explained, in great detail, how you want to fuck me.’

‘Can’t I see both? A woman I want to engage with physically and verbally?’

A smile played around her mouth. ‘I guess both works.’ She took a long sip of her drink, her throat moving in a way that made him want to kiss the pulse there. ‘So.’

Sex with this intriguing blonde might have slipped away, but he felt no great desire to shift from the sofa. What did he have waiting for him? Another night where he tried to sleep, but spent a good deal of time lying awake and staring at the ceiling? ‘Top of your list, should be the whale museum.’

‘Whale museum.’ She looked at him blankly.

‘You asked what you should do while you’re here.’

‘Ah, yes, before we got sidetracked by all that sex.’ She sipped again at her drink, then eased back into the sofa in a way that made him think she was more relaxed now. ‘I read about that. What about seeing actual whales. Do they do tours from here?’

‘Whale watching is more popular from Cade Cod. But I could take you out, if you like.’ Where had that come from? He didn’t have time to take tourists out on joy rides, no matter how attractive he might find them.

Laughter burst out of her. ‘Last time I tried to cadge a lift with you, you weren’t very happy.’

It was rare he was teased. ‘I don’t like people invading my space.’ Her pretty eyes blinked and he realised he’d sounded too harsh. ‘This time I would be inviting you.’

She seemed to study him, perhaps working out if she wanted to be taken out into the middle of the ocean by a stranger. ‘Then sure, that sounds amazing. But will we really see whales?’ Immediately she groaned and put her head in her hands. ‘That sounds like I’m accusing you of luring me onto your boat to ravish me, but what I meant was what are the chances of actually seeing a whale? Because when I went to Spain we were talked into taking a boat trip to see dolphins but it was a real con because we didn’t see any.’

‘Either I’m conning you, or planning to have my wicked way with you? Are there any other options?’

She gave a shake of her head, blonde hair tumbling around her shoulders as she rolled her eyes. ‘One day I’ll think before I open my mouth.’

Automatically, his eyes were drawn to the mouth in question. As he imagined her lush pink lips parting for him, his groin tightened. ‘I can’t guarantee whales, but I’m pretty sure we could find some, yes.’ His voice sounded rough, as raw as the sex he couldn’t stop imagining. ‘Humpbacks, finbacks, Minke, pilot whales,’ he added, trying to focus back on the conversation. ‘Probably some dolphins and seals, though the best place to see them is Muskeget Island. There are also three lighthouses to visit, plenty of opportunities to go fishing—’

She put up her hand. ‘Whoa, hang on a second, let me make a note.’ He waited as she picked up her phone from the coffee table, then promptly dropped it onto the sand. ‘Oh, buggeration.’ As she bent to pick it up, he cursed his bad luck that he wasn’t sitting opposite, because if he had been, he’d have had a perfect view of the round swell of her breasts. ‘Okey dokey.’

Christ, who said that these days? And why did he want to smile as he watched the diligent way she took notes, her tongue peeking out between her lips.

‘Seals, lighthouses, fishing, whaling museum,’ she repeated. ‘I read that whales are a big thing on Nantucket.’

‘I think you’ll find whales are big wherever you are,’ he responded dryly. ‘But yes, for about a hundred years, Nantucket was the headquarters for the global whale-oil business. The whalers here were renowned as being the best in the world at hunting the sperm whale.’

She grinned. ‘Maybe I don’t need to go to the museum, I just need to listen to you.’

‘The museum has visual aids to help the story.’

‘I’m kind of a fan of the visual aid I’ve got now.’ Her gaze slid over his face and he heard his heart thump against his ribs. ‘In case you missed it, that was me flirting with you again.’

‘I didn’t miss it.
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