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At first, Delaney wondered if inviting her brother to live with her while he dealt with his divorce might not lead to murder. On paper, Tommy was a great roommate – he chipped in a couple hundred bucks every month for rent and utilities despite her protests, he kept his space relatively neat, he bought groceries, and he was a terrific cook and pretty much took over her kitchen, which was just fine by her.



But the divorce, and really adult life in general, left Tommy so sour it made Delaney want to smother him with a pillow sometimes. Not all the time, but just enough to make her mildly twitchy. He used to be a happy-go-lucky guy, back before he married Devil Bitch Cathy and she sucked the life out of him. Leaving her was the best thing he’d done in years, but Delaney missed the brother he’d been before the bitterness.



Much as she cared about his well-being, though, the idea to go on a vacation with him and celebrate the finalization of his divorce was as much about her as it was him. Tommy wasn’t the only one who had gone through a bad breakup, and though Delaney’s happened nearly a year and a half prior to their time on Basilisk Bay, the wounds Lance left when he left their life together behind still hurt.



A year and a half was a long time to yearn for someone, and Delaney came to realize it wasn’t so much him she missed as the relationship. She did better when there was someone around, someone to care for, and to care for her. She liked morning snuggles and the nighttime comfort of Lance reading a book or playing a game on his side of the bed before they slept. She missed banana walnut pancakes on sleepy Saturdays and grilled cheese on demand when she was feeling sick. She missed making love, of the comforts of knowing just how someone liked it, and that he knew how she liked it in return. She missed being a couple, not just one.



It wasn’t like she could blame Lance, either. Like her, he was a programmer, a graphic artist for a big game designer in New Bainbridge. But just as she was starting to think about the big M word and trying to think of a way to let him know her ring size discreetly, he got a job offer he couldn’t turn down. Fifteen fantastic game designers, artists, and programmers were forming a small company in Texas, among them several of Lance’s closest friends. He would be paid more and have fewer hours, not to mention getting to hang out with friends and strangers whose work he admired for years. It was a dream offer, and he told Delaney he was going to take it even before he thought to ask her if she wanted to go too.



That hurt. A lot. But even if he had asked her to go first, she wouldn’t have. She loved Lance, and probably always would, but she loved her job and New Bainbridge. This was her home. There were a lot of tears, but they agreed that as much as they cared for one another, this was the point at which their lives diverged.



Dating was unexpectedly tough. Delaney thought she was pretty plain, with some comfortable extra pounds from her love of food, and long, always tousled hair she dyed blonde because her natural ginger hair looked to her like rusty copper. Tommy and their parents of course told her she was beautiful, but they were family and therefore obligated to. But other guys seemed to appreciate the work she put in at the gym and jogging, and she hoped maybe she had a chance out there in the dating world again.



A couple work boyfriends became real boyfriends, one for a month, the other nearly two. In both cases, they were nice guys but there was no real spark. A trainer at the gym she went to with Tommy asked her out and they had a few pleasant hookups before he admitted he had a long-time girlfriend and Delaney broke up with him – but not before texting the girlfriend and letting her know her guy was a cheating douche. Apart from that, there were some first dates, a few nice times but with no chemistry, and once with a guy whose beliefs were so putrid she did the old “I’ve got an emergency to deal with, so sorry” trick and ran out of there.



So yes. Delaney was lonely. Having her brother around was a surprisingly big help in that regard. He was always up for going to a movie or out to dinner or drives around the city or beyond. He was intelligent, when he wasn’t acting like a doofus, and they both held pretty similar beliefs so there was blessedly little political infighting. Neither of them was particularly great at keeping a clean house but they weren’t slovenly, and with each other to split the chores, they did all right.



But she missed a man in her bed. A man to hold her at night. A man to come up behind her when she was cooking and wrap his arms around her.



Delaney certainly wasn’t prepared to find him in Basilisk Bay, thousands of miles from home.



* * *



It was always kind of amazing to watch Tommy around beautiful women. He was a handsome man, but handsome men were a dime a dozen. No, his was a basic and honest charm. Guileless, that was as good a word for it as any. Within just minutes of talking to their guest life coordinator Noelle, Delaney knew her brother had another woman wrapped around his finger without even seeming to try.



Of course, the reverse was true too, and watching Tommy be so bashful and twitterpated right off the bat with someone cracked Delaney up. It was rare anyone could catch her brother off-guard, but Noelle did. The wide-eyed, busty woman was as gorgeous as Delaney had ever seen, but it was more than that. Her soft demeanor and sweet nature didn’t seem like just an act.



At Delaney’s room, she saw an opportunity to give the two of them some alone time, and to give herself a break too. Much as she loved Tommy, he’d been in fine form that day, grumbling about the cost of drinks on the plane, the breakfast burritos during their brief layover, and the frightening condition of the puddle jumper during the last leg of their flight. On the island, he even nearly started a fight with the rental car guy. Admittedly, the guy probably deserved it, given the shady way he tried to upsell them on a larger car, but still Delaney was ready for a few hours away from Tommy and some relaxation.



That started, she decided, with a walk – a walk that would change her life forever.



Basilisk Bay was perfection. White sands, a luscious forest, a cute older city. And this place, the Grand Scale, it was lovely too. She liked the smallness of it. Nothing was crowded. People dotted the pools and the sands and the bar, but it was easy to pretend that this was a small community in the midst of one of the most beautiful, as-yet-untouched islands in the world.



The day was a hot one, even with the breeze, so Delaney decided to treat herself as she walked and stopped first at the restaurant they passed on the way to her room. She was delighted to find an extensive cold sweet treat menu, and picked up a coconut popsicle. It was delicious, thick and creamy and sweet, and she happily sucked away at it as she walked to the bar to accompany her treat with a glass of water.



Her brother streaked out of his room on the opposite end of the resort’s residences, and Delaney watched as he walked by the massive pool, extravagantly bowing to a trio of blondes in the pool. Delaney kept him in view, watching with delight as he hit the sands and hurried out of his shirt and shoes to drop into the water like a floundering fish. He looked so much like a kid out there it made her laugh.



“Live it up,” she said to him nearly under her breath. “You deserve the best time.” She decided to leave him to his fun, finished off her water, and kept on walking.



The grounds were expansive. The resort was bordered on one end by another resort targeted more for an older generation. Along that wall were palm and fruit trees whose shade was welcome. Already Delaney was beginning to sweat, and her sweet treat was nearly finished. She walked slowly along the pathway by the trees, taking in the citrus smells and the distant chill reggae music playing from the bar.



She watched a trio of handsome men in beach shorts and a busty Latina playing tennis for a while, then moved on, letting her mind drift. She should have felt relaxed and ready for a drink on the beach, but instead she had this strange sense of displacement, like she wasn’t really there at all. It wasn’t the first time. She often felt that way when she was around other people having a great time – at parties, weddings, on vacation, at family gatherings. It was like Delaney was always on the outside looking in, and could never really be in those moments.



“Miss Washington, are you all right?”



Ewan, the security guard who checked them in through the gate earlier and who Tommy teased her about fancying, stood not far away. He really was handsome. His eyes were large and inquisitive, his face lined and careworn but delicate and almost beautiful when he smiled. At first blush someone might have called him skinny but that wasn’t right. He was thin, yes, but there was wiry muscle to his arms and she was willing to bet underneath the polo too. He had to be pushing fifty, if he wasn’t older, but still, he was devastating and Delaney felt herself blush again even if he must be twice her age.



“Um. Yes. Sorry. Am I not allowed here, or…?”



He chuckled, a low, throaty sound that made her just the tiniest bit weak in the knees. Okay… quite a bit weak in the knees. “Of course. It’s a lovely walk around this resort. But you looked troubled. Is there anything I can assist you with?”



You could drag me back to my room and we could see how far in me you could stick that tongue,
 she wanted to say but didn’t.



“Oh, um… no. Just… ah, lost in my own thoughts. Sorry.”



He cocked his head. “You have nothing to be sorry for. I thought perhaps there was something wrong. If you’d like, I’ll leave you to your walk.”



“Oh. I… uh…” Delaney blanched. She wasn’t usually this awkward around men. “Let me start over. Hi. I’m the most completely awkward human being in the world today. Pleased to meet you, Ewan.”



He laughed. “Pleased to meet you too, most completely awkward human being in the world. I am patrolling the grounds. Care for some company for a few minutes?”



“You know, I’d like that. Thank you.”



Why were her cheeks still so red? Delaney didn’t know. She’d been attracted to plenty of older men before – one of the executives she worked for was a sizzling gray fox and the topic of a lot of water cooler chats, and there had been a couple professors and teachers that made her drool. But those were silly fantasies, and none of them made her feel as off-balance as her initial reaction to Ewan.



As they slowly walked down the path, he asked amiably, “Have you had a chance to look at the schedule of events over the next few days?”



“Yes! It looked like there’s a lot of really amazing stuff. Got any recommendations? I was going to go jet skiing tomorrow but I may back off. Noelle is teaching it and she and my brother seemed to have a little spark.”



“Ahhh, Noelle is wonderful.”



“Good. Tommy deserves wonderful. He’s great too, but he just got divorced so he’s kind of getting his sea legs back, if you know what I mean.”



“I do. Let’s see… tomorrow morning I help with a bus tour of the island. It’s very nice. Karvin is a natural storyteller and there’s a marketplace all weekend that’s ideal if you like authentic local crafts.”



“That sounds great. I’d love to get some souvenirs for my parents.”



He dipped his head. “And the boat tour on Saturday is a must.”



“Noelle said pretty much the same thing. What about food? Any recommendations?”



“The fried cod is tremendous,” he said immediately. “My wife and I would both order it any time we didn’t feel like cooking at home. The Escovitch fish is also well worth trying.”



“And what is that?” Delaney asked.



“Fish cooked in vinegar, with spices. The chefs here make it exceptionally well.”



“That sounds amazing.”



There was a comfortable silence for a moment as both of them struggled to come up with something to say. Finally Ewan asked, “So, where are you from?”



“New Bainbridge. Born and raised.”



“Ahhh. I’ve heard of it, but I’m afraid I don’t know much about it.”



“It’s beautiful. Lots of mountains nearby, and lakes and rivers. I probably don’t get outdoors as much as I should, but it’s really breathtaking. And the city itself, it’s… hmmm. It’s my favorite place in the world, and that’s not just because I’m from there. There are all these little communities and different pars of the city feel so different from one another. But it all kinda blends too.”



“The melting pot,” Ewan said, smiling.



“Give us your poor and your hungry,” she said, feeling immediately stupid. He chuckled anyways, even if it was just out of pity for the dumb joke. “How about you? Have you lived here long?”



“Born and raised here. For a while, I moved to Kingston because I wanted to serve in the JCF.” He caught her quizzical look and added, “The Jamaican Constabulary Force. Our police. But by then I was married, and the job was… not what I thought it was.”



“How so?”



“I joined because I thought I could make a difference. Help those who needed it. But instead, I saw an endless sea of violence and corruption. It was not the life I wanted for myself or my wife. So I quit, and did some private security before coming back to Basilisk. I’ve worked for all the resorts here for a time, but the Grand Scale has been my home for the last… oh… twelve years?” He thought about that and frowned. “I do not like to think of so much time having passed.”



Delaney chuckled. “Where does your wife work?”



“Ah. She passed away a couple years ago. Cancer.”



“Oh my gosh, Ewan, I’m so sorry.”



“Thank you,” he said, giving her a tight smile. “She was a bright candle in this world. I miss her very much. But this conversation has taken a rather serious tone and you are on vacation.”



“It’s okay,” she said, reaching out to squeeze his arm. “Part of the reason I’m here is because I lost someone too. Not in that way, but we had a very good thing going and he picked his career over us.”



“A fool.”



“No. No, not really I’d have done the same thing. He worked hard and he had an incredible opportunity because of it. And I have my own great thing going, so we both picked a career over a relationship. I’m not even all that mad at him about it. It was a couple years ago, truthfully, and I’m over the pain. But the loneliness… that hurts sometimes.” Heat rose in her eyes and she shook her head. “Now it’s getting too serious.”



“Do you want to talk about him?”



“I feel like I’m already overstepping, taking you away from your work.”



“Patrolling the grounds is in my job description. I won’t press, but I like to listen.”



With some shyness, Delaney told him. Lance hadn’t been her first love – that honorific had gone to a high school boyfriend – but he had been her greatest. She talked about how they met through work, and the early days of their romance, when it seemed like all the beautiful days were meant just for them. She told Ewan too about Lance’s job offer and the eventual breakup.



“It’s left my emotions in a weird place, even a couple years on. I got over him, but I haven’t gotten over wanting him to be there. I loved our relationship, being that comfortable with one another. That’s what I miss.” She looked at him out of the corner of her eye. “I’m sorry. This must seem so petty and insignificant next to losing your wife.”



“No, not at all. I miss my wife, but I miss the comforts too. I am terribly absent-minded when it comes to anything outside work. She joked I fell in love with her for being a calendar as much as my wife, and to a degree, she wasn’t wrong. Things like that, I miss too.”



They walked on a few minutes more in comfortable silence. Twice, Delaney caught him glancing at her in an appraising way. Or maybe that was her imagination running wild. She wasn’t sure. Funny. Tommy was usually the nervous one about making the first move and here she couldn’t bring herself to ask this man on a date.



“Well, um…” she said. “I should probably… you know, leave you to it.”



“Oh. Yes. Well, please, enjoy your stay here on the island.”



“I will. And I’ll probably see you tomorrow morning for the island tour?”



He smiled. “I’ll look forward to it.”



Delaney was never quite sure why afterward, but instead of coming in for the kiss she intended on laying on him, she hugged Ewan instead. He seemed just as surprised as her, but soon wrapped his arms around her too. Yes. He really was ropy with muscle. Like iron underneath his shirt.



She pulled back, swiping at her eyes. “Sorry, I… sorry. Thank you for the walk and the talk.”



“You are very welcome, Delaney.”



She hurried away, hoping she hadn’t just completely reverse friend-zoned him. She risked a peek back over her shoulder, and was pleasantly surprised to see him glancing at her butt. His eyes shot immediately up and he cleared his throat. She grinned, and added a little extra swish to her gait. His chuckle followed her for the rest of her days.



* * *



Delaney saw Ewan again that night at dinner with Tommy, and of course her brother gave her crap about it. Delaney would expect nothing less, and she didn’t let it dampen her mood. All night she’d been thinking about that last look Ewan gave her. Not leering, but definitely… interested.  And that was
 interesting
 .



After dinner, they ordered drinks and talked for a few more minutes, but Delaney caught a familiar face watching them with unguarded interest. Noelle.



Delaney laughed softly and nodded up towards Tommy’s newest hopeful love interest. “We’re being watched.”



Tommy looked up and grinned like Delaney hadn’t seen from him in far too long. It was his boyhood grin, his hopeful grin, the one he wore at his wedding. His honest grin.



When Noelle realized she’d been caught looking, she gave them a soft, almost shy smile, her head dipping. Playing up the coy one, or was it genuine? Delaney wondered, but she didn’t comment about it. Either way, it was cute.



“Go to her,” she said.



Tommy was practically squirming in his haste in his anxiousness. “I’d keep you company, Del.”



“I know. I love you, Tommy, and I know you love me. We don’t have to be together twenty-four seven. Have fun this weekend. And be sweet to her.”



They hugged, and Delaney watched her brother clown it up on the way to Noelle, dragging his feet like he was dreading seeing her again. Oh, but Tommy had no idea what a heartbreaker he really was. She hoped Noelle knew what she was getting into.



“Another drink?” a server asked.



Delaney said yes, and took her cocktail down to the beach where she heard an acoustic guitar playing. She turned, giving Tommy and Noelle one last look, and smiled when she saw them talking and heading for the hotel bar. “Good luck, Tommy,” she whispered. “Be happy again.”



The bonfire on the beach was a small one, and rimmed in polished log benches. A handful of people sat, mostly couples, and Delaney joined them for a while. The guitar player was a handsome young man with complex braids and a shirt open over rippling muscles. Most the staff must have their pick when it came to guests, Delaney thought to herself, amused and a little buzzed.  Okay, more than a little buzzed. She was feeling good and toasty.



The guitarist played a string of covers. Some people danced, and Delaney accepted one man’s hand. Tommy might have been way better at sports than she ever was, but she had him beat in the dancing department, When the song ended, another man was there, and she danced with him too. He whispered an invitation into her ear, and while he was handsome and she was tempted, he just wasn’t right somehow.



Okay, really, her mind was on Ewan, on his handsome ruggedness and ropey muscles. And that smile, the way it transformed his face from tough to warm in a heartbeat.



She walked back to her room, taking a long route along the well-lit beach and looking out at the moon’s glimmer over the waters. So peaceful here. It would be so easy to fall in love with this place.



In her room, she searched through her luggage for her favorite traveling companion, a slim bullet vibe. With Ewan on her mind, she undressed slowly, swaying her hips to the beat of music playing from the bar. So lovely here. Such a wonderful fantasy life, even if only for a few days.



With the blankets pulled back, she rested on the cool sheets, already comfortably excited. Even so, she teased her lips, thinking about Ewan and that smile. Ooh, and that warm, musical voice. She would love to hear him moan her name.



Delaney. Delaney.



She brought the vibrator to her lips, sucking the tip and wetting it as she thought about doing this to his cock, on her knees for him as he stroked her hair and brushed it back from her cheek. Or maybe the both of them on the bed, him pulling her hips over his face and her descending upon him, the two of them eager for each other.



“Yesss,” she whispered, her eyes closed as the vibrator went to her clit. She flicked it on and teased her most sensitive spot with it, giving a deeply pleased, “Mmm” when it hit just right. But it was just a tease, at least at first, and soon she was rolling the toy against all her favorites – her pussy lips, then back up to her mound, the tip lazily circling her skin, then up to her nipples and into her mouth again as she sucked a droplet of her own wetness down.



The minutes slid by, the ocean breeze wafting through the window a nice contrast to the warmth building inside her. Delaney brought the vibrator back to her clit and this time there was no more teasing. She sought her pleasure, thinking of Ewan, of his hands all over her, his head dipping low to taste her. She came with a breathy moan, her knees drawing up, her butt rising and falling. Her best orgasms always came with that reaction, her legs moving of their own accord, and now she giggled at the thought that a near stranger had done this to her so easily.



There was time, and she was on vacation. She played with herself late into the night, twisting on her side eventually to peer out her open windows at the lights of this place. Other men, past fantasies, flitted through her mind on occasion, but it was always Ewan she returned to, whose face she dreamed about.



* * *



Delaney woke, and something was wrong. She blinked at the mental fugue, then snapped bolt upright when she realized how much light came through the window.



“Oh, shit!” she muttered. Forgot to set an alarm. Of course she did, when she wanted to see Ewan again.



She rushed through a shower and hurried on her clothes. If she was too late, maybe she could meet up with the tour bus in town and follow them around. She snatched up her room keys, grabbed her purse, and ran out the door into the brilliant morning sunlight.



The same concierge as when they checked in – Bennett, she thought – was behind his desk, sipping a cup of coffee and idly watching something on his phone when she rushed by. “Good morning, Ms. Washington,” he called after her, sounding amused.



She stopped and whirled. “Did I miss them?”



“Miss who?” he asked.



“Ewan. I mean… the, uh, uh uh uh, the tour group, the island tour.”



Bennett’s confusion changed slowly to a wide grin. “My dear, you are a full hour early.”



“What time is it?”



“Seven o’clock.”



Delaney gaped at him. “Seven. Seven o’clock. God, I woke up and saw the sun and I thought I overslept.”



“You are the first to arrive. You’ve even beaten out the staff.” He winked. “Ewan included.”



She groaned at his wide smile, and went in search of food. After eggs, fish, and sweet dumplings, she returned to the main lobby, feeling sheepish. Her heart quickened when she saw Ewan with another tall island native. Even in just a resort polo and khakis, Ewan was as delicious as her breakfast. His smile made her melt, and she thought about how much trouble she was in with this one.



He stepped towards her, a look of concern on his face. “Delaney. I’m sorry. You’ve missed the cutoff time to sign up for the tour by, oh, fifty minutes.”



Delaney scowled as Bennett laughed like it was the best joke he’d ever heard. “Oh ha ha, jerk,” she said, and stuck out her tongue at him. To Ewan, she added, “Like you’d say no to this butt joining you on the tour.”



That caught him by surprise, and now his coworkers laughed at his consternation. He cleared his throat and introduced the tour guide, Karvin. He was pleasant but distracted with questions from some of the other guests, so they took a step back and let him work.



Outside was a small bus painted in bright blue with murals of dolphins on its sides. They boarded, and Delaney took a seat near the back. Ewan came to her, smiling. “May I sit with you?” he asked.



“I was hoping you would.”



His smile widened, and he sat with her, though he was sort of cute in how careful he was to give her plenty of room, his hands folded together on his knees. She reminded herself of what she told her brother, that they only had days here on this island. Still, it took all of her courage to murmur, “You can scoot over.” She glanced at him, blushing. “If you want.”



That was not what she meant and he must have known. Instead of answering, he did just that, scooting over and relaxing right next to her.



With Karvin at the wheel, the tourist bus took off. He launched into a brief history of the Grand Scale and its roots as a resort. Delaney barely paid any attention. She and Ewan exchanged a lot of glances but few words until the tour bus drove past a restaurant she spied on the drive to the resort. The building was gorgeous, old French Colonial and gleaming with a fresh coat of paint.



“I was curious about that place,” she told Karvin.



“My cousin owns it,” he said. “Excellent food. If you like, join me there tonight.”



“I don’t know if I have the clothes for somewhere that fancy.”



He leaned closer and murmured, “Dressed the way you are, or were yesterday, you would draw every eye in the room. You are beautiful, Delaney. More than that. You stir me like no other has in some time. And I would love for you to accompany me to dinner tonight. Say yes, and please this old man while you’re here.”



She blushed furiously as his hand went to her thigh. He squeezed, and she whispered throatily, “Yes.”



* * *



Basilisk Bay loved its rich history of smuggling and rum-running, and that was where most of the tour began. They visited some historical sites and statues dedicated to the most legendary of the island’s swashbucklers.



But the city’s real pride and joy rested in its artists and its football players. An old mansion belonging to the famed local painter and sculptor Diego Lawrence was converted to a museum dedicated to artists, actors, writers, and playwrights. They spent an hour taking a tour through there. Ewan never strayed too far, touching Delaney often, as though he were laying claim to her by guiding her with a hand at the small of her back or rubbing her shoulder when they were standing still.



Outside, in the sunshine again, they stood apart from the group. A cool breeze made the otherwise warm day feel lovely. Delaney was transfixed at the way the sun here seemed so overpowering, washing the world in warmth that reached deeper than the skin, but as she looked out at the tightly packed, colorful buildings and trees lining the streets, she felt a pang of homesickness too. Just a twinge, but it was there, a reminder that this was not her world.



Pushing the uneasy thought aside, Delaney to the man at her side said softly, “I liked you touching me in there.”



“It was not too much? I am rusty.”



“No. You can touch me all you want to these next few days.”



“Mm. Now that I look forward to taking advantage of.”



“Good.”



The touches remained mostly PG until they arrived at the open-air market of vendors and crafters a few blocks from that gorgeous mansion. There, while Delaney was looking at handcrafted and painted wooden figurines of whales, dolphins, fish, and the island’s legendary monstrous alligator Rot-Teeth, Ewan seemed to grow bored of the teasing and gripped her waist gently from behind. She tried not to moan as he kissed her neck, but it was nearly an impossible battle, and the crafter, in a bright blue and yellow dress with her hair in beads, grinned.



Delaney bought her brother one of the alligators – apparently the island really did have lots of them – and their parents a sea turtle and a dolphin. A couple vendors later, as she was examining a set of coconut bowls and wine glasses, Ewan whispered in her ear, “I could serve you wine in bed with those.”



His hand went to her ass and squeezed, and Delaney bellowed, “I’ll take the set.” His deep laugh made her squeeze her thighs together.



The next vendor, an old woman with wild frizzy hair under lovely hand-knitted hat, knew Ewan and clapped when Delaney was introduced. “You are with the best man,” she said with far more a pronounced accent than anyone Delaney had met so far. “It is so good to see him with someone again.”



“Auntie,” Ewan said, smiling and shaking his head ruefully.



“I’m happy he’s with me too,” Delaney said. “He’s a wonderful man.”



“She is so young and beautiful! Maybe you will have children yet!” the old woman said, and hooted a laugh. She waved them on, and was still chuckling to themselves when they walked away.



“My wife could not have children. We wanted them, but we were happy with our lives alone,” Ewan said.



“I wouldn’t mind a couple someday, with the right guy,” Delaney said.



There was a dozen such encounters, and many more people said hello to Ewan and asked about Delaney. More than a few told her what a good woman Ewan had lost in his wife, and how happy they were to see him with someone again. She did not want to pry, but she suspected now that she might have been the first since his wife died, a humbling and strange prospect. Other guys used her as a rebound before, but never for something so serious as that.



Eventually Karvin gave three sharp whistles, the tour group’s signal that the bus would be leaving soon. Everyone finished up the last of their transactions and boarded again. Lunch was at a lovely restaurant downtown, near more touristy shops. It was an opportunity for them to spend more money, but also for Karvin to talk about the local industries aside from tourism, like fishing and the two local distilleries.



They returned to the resort not long after, the heat of the day driving most people to seek out the bar or the comfort of the swimming pool. Ewan walked Delaney back to her room, where she stowed her packages with him at the door, watching her. She blushed, feeling more than seeing him move. All the tension within her eased as he brushed her ass with his palm. She looked up at him, and he raised his eyebrows, the unspoken question obvious. She smiled and nodded, and he continued to explore her as she stood upright and turned towards him.



“If you didn’t make your move soon, I was going to have to jump you,” she said.



He chuckled, and those warm eyes stole away her heart. “I told you I was rusty.”



She drew closer, her voice going softer, breathier. “We’ll work the kinks out.”



His head dipped, and her eyes slid halfway shut as Ewan’s lips met hers for the first time. His kisses were soft, tender things, inquisitive at first, almost shy and boyish. But then his hand came up and cupped her face, and whatever shyness there was to him fled. The next kiss was deeper, needier, and he murmured her name with such sweet longing that it made her weak.



“Delaney.”



It felt like the word flowed through every inch of her and warmed every vein. His other big hand moved to her back and pulled her tighter to him, his next moan wordless and mingling with her own. She ran her fingers up and down his side as his at her back did much the same, sparking small wildfires everywhere along her skin.



The door was still open so he backed up with her still in his arms and nudged it shut with his foot. Delaney laughed throatily and the noise seemed to drive him wild. He spun with her and put her back against the door, then without even looking, he began to deftly pluck at her buttons with one hand, sliding open the blouse further and further until he pulled back to peer at her breasts in her soft blue bra.



“You see what you do to me?” he asked, and she did, the bulge in his khakis significant. She reached for him but he took her hands and pinned them up above her head with one hand. With the other, he reached behind her and unclasped her bra. It fell and he dropped to suck one of her big pink nipples into his mouth. She kicked back against the door at his enthusiasm. This was so good she might come just from the buildup.



He moved to her other breast, sucking the nipple, grazing it with his teeth. That left her shivering. A nibble damn near made her collapse. She clutched at his head when his hand went to her shorts and started to undo those, too. He chuckled against her tit and came up to kiss her neck. She bared it for him, hurrying down her shorts when he had the button undone.



Finger slid into her panties and across her mound and that was it for Delaney. Her butt thumped against the door and she hooked a foot around Ewan’s leg, gasping his name as the sensations rushed her, a slow plunge at first and then coming on like a roar in her body. She came, and he was there, kissing her through it, his tongue slipping against hers when she opened her mouth.



He gripped her ass and lifted her up even as she was still in the throes of it. So strong, so very much a man. She was placed carefully on the bed, and then he dug in his pocket. He came up with a fistful of condoms and dropped them on the end table.



Delaney pushed herself up to a sitting position, and like he helped her, she got his belt undone and slid down his pants and his briefs for him. His lengthy, clean-shaven cock begged for her attention and she gripped his lean, muscular ass to bring Ewan in even closer.



“It should be me doing this to you,” he murmured, stroking her face.



“I’m going to give you plenty of opportunities between now and Sunday,” she said back, making him smile. Delaney tossed her hair back and he smoothed some hairs away as she leaned in to spit on his cock. Her eyes rose to his as she worked his shaft with her hands before descending down on him and taking his first few inches slowly. Her lips wrapped tight around him, her tongue lazily switching at the base of him.



“Ohhhh Delaney,” he moaned. “That is incredible.”



She wanted to tell him he hadn’t felt anything yet. Instead, she showed him. When she pulled back, she stroked his cock closer and closer to her lips, jacking him at the same time as she was blowing him. Every time she bobbed back down on his cock, she went a little deeper, still holding his eyes. His hips tensed each time she lashed the underside of his tip with her tongue and his hands would flex against her head.



Eventually she pulled off him and kept stroking his cock right beside her cheek. “Do you like that, Ewan?” she asked huskily.



“Oh yes,” he said, and stroked the side of her face with his thumb.



“Don’t be afraid to use me a little. I can take it.”



She winked up at him as his chest rose and fell. Her lips returned to him, moving faster, her head corkscrewing gently side to side as she swallowed him down. His hands stayed like they were for a long minute or two before he brought them to the back of her head. She nodded as best she could, smiling around his impressive length, and took him nearly to the back of her throat when he drove in an extra inch.



“Yes,” he moaned. “Mm, your lips… you are a goddess…”



He pulled back and drove back in. Delaney had a suspicion he was still holding back, and she liked him for that but she wanted it deep and hard. She wanted him to come. So when he pushed deep again, she went even deeper, his cockhead knocking against the back of her throat. His eyes bulged, and he gasped, “Delaney…, that’s… incredible…”



She kept it up until he got the idea she wasn’t going to break, then let him take over. Instinct won out over his self-control, and finally he gave her what she wanted, what she craved. Ewan took control. He was not rough with her, but he was not gentle either, holding her head in place as he drilled her mouth over and over again, hips flexing, ass tightening. She stared up at him as his cockhead hit the back of her throat, her fingers straining up and down his length as she sucked him.



“Delaney, I’m close,” he grunted, his words strained.



She pulled back to his tip and jacked him even harder. His hands were still on the back of her head and as his lips drew back, he tapped her twice. She stared up at him, staying where she was, and warmth streaked across her tongue. There was so much of him. She swallowed and swallowed and grinned up at him when he finally pulled free, spent. But Ewan was crazed for Delaney by that point and didn’t take a moment to recover. He gripped her by the ass and pulled her to the edge of the bed as he knelt. She laughed at the forcefulness of him, both of them so eager and ready for this. If he thought he was rusty, he certainly didn’t show it, lapping at her pussy with skilled flicks of his tongue, fast and deep. His hands slid under her legs and lifted them over his shoulders, and Delaney rested back on her elbows, watching his dark, amused eyes as he ate her with a skill and speed unmatched by any of her previous lovers.



And when he flicked her clit with his expert tongue? Oh Lord, it was like her body was having a full-blown party. “Oh… oh Ewan, nnn… yes, lick it, lick my clit like that…”



Her demand was his order, and he obeyed. While he rubbed her pussy lips with his thumbs, he attacked her clit. She clutched at him, her body awash in pleasure. No man had ever made her come this fast but Ewan was bringing her right there, right there…



“Right… there!” she cried out as she came.



But he wasn’t done. Oh no. Ewan spread her lips wide and dove even deeper with his tongue, now focused almost solely on her wet folds and lapping up every inch of her he could reach. Gone was the humor in his eyes as he watched her wiggle back and forth, trying to will him on, to fuck her with that tongue. Without even a word, he seemed to understand exactly what she wanted.



Deeper, faster Ewan went until Delaney was clawing at the bedspread, her head twisting to the side, her breaths catching in her throat. “Oh… my… Ewan… Ew-an!”



His name falling from her lips only served to drive him into even more of a frenzy. One of his hands went to her clit and he massaged it as he fucked her with his tongue. She jerked, her feet kicking against his back, and now she lost her voice entirely as she came. A wordless squeak was all she could get out until finally she came down again and could gasp out a few words.



“I need you, I need you…”



Ewan jerked back away from her pussy and went for his condoms. She flipped over onto shaky knees, knowing just how she wanted it, fast and hard. Ewan rolled on a condom and guided her knees further apart so he could slide in behind her.



Her head dipped as he brought his tip to her wet folds, and came back up again sharply when he plunged into her. “Y-yeaaaah!” she cried out, her hands balling into fists. “Fuck me hard, please, f-fuck me…” He slammed into her, then jerked back again to her entrance. His next thrust was so hard it nearly sent her sprawling onto the bed.



Heaven. This was heaven.



Her big breasts bobbed with every one of his thrusts, keeping rhythm. He gripped her shoulder with one hand and only then Delaney realized they had managed to nearly fall off the other side of the bed. That made her laugh so hard she nearly cried, and Ewan was laughing too before pulling her back and twisting her so she was facing the headboard. Then the fucking began in earnest again, and it was that – a fucking. Whatever hesitation Ewan showed earlier was gone now, and in its place just the type of man she loved most, someone who took charge.



That position always drove her wild, and this was no exception. Ewan was hitting her spot just right, and the beat of his flesh slapping against hers combined with his grunts strung her towards her third or fourth orgasm of the afternoon. She wouldn’t remember later how many more she had, just that there were so many she felt like she was never going to come down. All she did remember was falling flat, popping free of his cock.



“Aare you all r-?” he started to ask.



Delaney gasped, “Don’t stop, don’t stop, holy shit, this is the best sex of my life.”



He chuckled throatily and slid over her just the way she was and thrust back inside her in the plank position. Her back arched and her mouth worked open and shut, open and shut. Finally she wailed out his name.



“Ewaaaan!”



It felt like an eternity. Sweet, blissful forever. But it couldn’t last, and finally Ewan gasped her name. “Let me see your face,” he said, oddly gentle at the last. He helped her onto her back, and Delaney stared up at him, a goofy smile on her face as he eased back into her for the last great push. She expected a grin to match her own. Instead, what she got was contemplation. He stared at her like he was trying to memorize every inch of her, and she supposed maybe he was.



It was such a strange little moment in a sea of unbelievable sensations it shouldn’t have stuck with her. But it did, and long after he finally came into his condom, she rested awake in bed with him, replaying that moment over and over and over again.



* * *



Something had changed, and it hung between them as they drove back through the woods to Ewan’s cousin’s restaurant.



“It’s been in the family for generations,” he said, smiling too wide and too intent on the road, only rarely looking over at Delaney. “Marlon took it over when he was just twenty. It was in bad shape. His father was a good man but too kind for business. He let people have thousand-dollar tabs they’d never pay up on while the building fell apart around him. The stress ate him up and he died in his forties. Marlon got offers from the resorts, but refused to sell. I was unsure at first if he was doing the right thing, but h proved me wrong. He has done well with it.”



Why won’t you look at me?
 Delaney wondered.
 What did I do?



The restaurant was lively by that hour, and the parking lot nearly full. A couple men smoking sweet cigars on the wraparound deck held the front doors open for them. The exterior might have been French Colonial but the interior felt like an Old West hotel and saloon, all glammed up. Broad stairs on the left and right led up to dining areas on the second floor. Grand lacquered beams rose to the high ceilings with decorative faux brass lighting fixtures on them. The room was centered by a U-shaped bar with a pair of women slinging drinks and laughing to a dozen customers. At more tables were people eating, talking, and drinking. In the air were the delicious smells of fish and chicken.



“This is amazing,” Delaney said.



“It’s beautiful, isn’t it?” Ewan asked. His hand went to the small of her back and he guided her up the stairs. A tall Black man about Ewan’s age and in black slacks and a flowing white button-down with ruffled sleeves greeted them at the top. He had to be Marlon. The hard, thin faces were too similar to not be related.



“Ewan,” he rumbled with a voice far deeper than Delaney was expecting. “It’s good to see you, cousin.”



“You too, you too,” Ewan said. They hugged with firm thumps on each other’s backs, and Ewan pulled back to put a hand on Delaney’s back again. “Delaney, this is my cousin, Marlon.”



“It is so very nice to meet you,” Delaney said.



“You too. I’m happy someone brought him back to the land of the living.”



He guided them towards a table near the back of the second floor with a “RESERVED” sign on it. Delaney listened to the specials as he rattled them off but she was distracted by his words. The land of the living. The land of the living.



That was a lot of weight on her shoulders, and suddenly she realized with a wash of guilt why it was Ewan had been avoiding her eyes, why he was so animated in the car. He was trying to distract himself, and maybe her, because he was falling for her. It was like the scales fell from her eyes. She thought of Lance, and the breakup, and she already knew that saying goodbye to Ewan was going to be painful for them both, because she was falling for him too.



“Alright?” he asked, and she snapped back to the moment.



“What? Yes. The… um…” Delaney stared blankly up at Marlon. “It’s not you. I just… I wasn’t paying attention. I’m sorry. I’m so sorry.” She smiled at Ewan. “What would you recommend?”



“The stew chicken,” both men said as one, and Marlon laughed. “It is our family’s greatest recipe. Perfected by our great-grandmother.”



“Then that, definitely that,” Delaney said.



When Marlon was gone again, Ewan flexed his fingers on the tabletop, still not quite looking at her. It irritated her.



“Ewan.”



“Yes?”



“Please look at me. I’m feeling very self-conscious right now.”



He did, and in his eyes was shame. “I’m sorry. You are very beautiful and this… today… well, it has been one of the more enjoyable days I’ve had in a very long time.”



“Me too,” she said softly, and reached out to take his hand. He squeezed hers. “Would you tell me about her?”



“My wife?”



“Yes. I’d like to get to know you as much as possible before we…”



“Before we have to say goodbye.” She nodded, and he settled back. Theresa…” He chuckled. “A gentle breeze, but a gentle breeze can cause a wildfire when it brings with it embers. She had a temper, but she hid it very well.”



“It’s hard to imagine anyone losing their temper with you.”



“Oh, I was insufferable. Football came on and I’d be at the games or the bars, watching with my bredren, and we’d be out until dawn. She got so tired of it she locked me out and made me sleep in my car.”



“You and Tommy would be best friends. I don’t know that he watches soccer-”



“Football,” Ewan insisted with a widening grin.



Delaney stuck her tongue out at him. “-but he loves to be out with his friends watching the games.”



“You two seem close.”



“Oh yeah,” Delaney said. “He’s my best friend. Well… now that we’re adults, anyways. He’s a few years older than me, and when we were kids, I idolized him, so I was always trying to tag along with him wherever he went. I think he would have had Mom and Dad put me up for adoption if he could.”



“But now?”



“Now it feels like we’re on more even footing. I thought we’d hate it living together, but the truth is I really like the company. That sense of comfort someone will be there when you come home.”



“I miss that too,” Ewan said. They each drank, and with forced cheer, he added, “So. Imagine we’re in New Bainbridge and going on a first date. Where are we going? The perfect first date.”



Delaney thought about that, feeling the miasma of her uneasiness lift. “Well… I love the zoo, but if you were really going to wow me, we’d make it a night about being together.”



“How so?”



“Well, the community college always has these date night courses. I’ve always wanted to do those. It might be cooking or dancing or crafts or something. And here’s the kicker. I wouldn’t want either one of us to know what it is. No matter how weird it is, we’re in it together.”



“I like that idea. Food?”



“We’d make something together. Or maaaaybe a picnic. I’m fifty-fifty on that. And dessert afterwards.”



“There has to be dessert on a first date,” Ewan said. “I think that’s a law.”



“It should be,” Delaney said. “I’m not surewhat we’d do afterwards. Drinks and dancing, or karaoke. Maybe both.”



He chuckled. “I cannot sing. At all.”



“With a voice as sexy as yours, I find that really hard to believe.” She thought. “Do they have karaoke at the resort bar.”



He froze just long enough that she knew the truth. “No. Sorry.”



“Ooooh, we are so going back there after this.”



“Um. No?”



Delaney framed her face with her hands. “You’d say no to this?”



The moment hung in the air long enough to make her squirm until Ewan said, “I don’t think I ever could.”



Her hands fell to the table. “Ewan…”



“I know. I… should not have said that. Let’s pretend I didn’t.”



“I have to go home.”



“I know,” he said, and he looked away again.



“Don’t look away,” she whispered. “Please. We can pretend… the rest of the weekend, we can pretend.”



It was like his head and neck weighed a thousand pounds the way they twisted back towards her ever so slowly. In his eyes, she saw a great and terrible sadness, the same realization she came to when they sat down, and she reached for his hand.



I’m sorry, Ewan. I’m so sorry.



* * *



The food was excellent, and despite Ewan’s clear annoyance at his cousin impeding on their date, Marlon sat at their table with two bottles of excellent wine and drank and told Delaney story after story of Ewan’s teenage years. Apparently he was not always the quiet, soulful man he now was, and it cracked her up.



Eventually, Ewan excused himself to use the restroom. Marlon corked the last of the wine and pushed it towards Delaney. “For making him smile again,” he said, “it should be a dozen more bottles than that.”



“Thank you,” she said. “But he’s the one making me smile.”



“No, you don’t understand. For him now, there is work, and there is home. He has not come here in years, not since his wife passed. She was his heart and soul.”



“Those would be big shoes for any woman to fill.”



“I’m not asking that,” Marlon said. “But you are warmth that he has needed for some time. Thank you for that.”



Delaney nodded, heat stinging her eyes. “I wish I could be what he needs. But I have to go Sunday.”



Marlon seemed taken by surprise at that, and after a long moment’s contemplation of her, he reached across to pat her hands. “It will not just hurt him, will it?”



The tears almost fell, but she fought them back with a sniff. “No. I don’t think so.”



“Then enjoy your time together.”



“And the wine. Thank you, Marlon.”



“Any time. You’re irie, Miss Laney.”



Ewan came back to the table, and Marlon and Delaney both stood. Marlon kissed her cheek and guided them out to their car. Before he let his cousin go, Marlon whispered something in Ewan’s ear. Both men glanced at Delaney, and Ewan said nothing in response.



When he slid in, Delaney asked, “What did he say?”



Ewan started it up and sighed. “That I would be stupid to let someone as kind and beautiful as you go beyond the horizon.”



“Ewan, I…”



“I know, Delaney. Listen, I understand you need to fly home Sunday. I am not out to ask you to marry me by the end of this weekend. I think we are very compatible, and yes, I’d love to get to know you better, but… I am nervous about this too. About giving too much of me. About trying to take too much.” He glanced over at her. “Is that about right?”



“It is,” Delaney said, relieved. “I really, really, really like you, Ewan. You are amazing. And I don’t want you to think you aren’t. But I have a job there, an incredible job, one I fought so hard for, and my family is there, and your family is here…”



“It’s irie,” he said. “Let’s have our fun. It will hurt, watching you fly away. But… we will have had this time together, so let’s make the most of it.”



She unbuckled and leaned across to kiss his cheek. “Yes. Perfect. Thank you.”



They drove back to the resort, Delaney getting a lesson in the cheerful nineties dancehall that played when she turned on his radio. She was surprised and delighted to find that when she started listing her favorite hip-hop music, he knew almost all the names. Her favorite pop music, not so much.



They dropped off the bottle of wine at her room, then walked together to the bar just in time to see Tommy jamming nearly his whole tongue down poor Noelle’s throat. Delaney’s heart, already feeling much lighter, did jumping jacks to see her brother with the beautiful woman. When Noelle giggled and pointed in their direction, Tommy turned, and it was like he only just then realized his sister was still on this vacation with him.



“Ewan!” Noelle said, rising. “You have some beautiful arm candy tonight.”



“Don’t I?” he asked, and leaned down to kiss Delaney on the cheek like it was the most natural thing in the world.



“You two…?” Tommy asked, standing to give Delaney a hug and Ewan a handshake.



“Um. Yeah,” Delaney said. “A little vacation fun. A fling.” Delaney glanced at the bartender. She knew him. It was the same guy who tried to rip her off at the car rental lot by the island’s airport. “Is that…?”



“Yeah,” Tommy said. “Same asshole.”



“Tommy,” Delaney said at the same time as Noelle. They both broke out into laughter, and Noelle nodded at the bar. “Let me introduce you to him properly. Kenton, this is Delaney. Delaney, this is Kenton. Kenton, say you’re sorry for trying to rip them off.”



The big man clicked his tongue. “Aw, Noelle, come on…”



“Kenton…”



Kenton came down the bar with a fruity drink in hand, looking like a child who knew he got caught stealing a cookie and was supposed to be sorry about it, but really wasn’t. “I’m sorry, Delaney. My wife, she’s baby crazy again, and…”



“He thought he could squeeze us for a few more diapers,” Tommy said.



Ewan chuckled. “Always a hustle.”



“I am an entrepreneur,” Kenton said, straightening and puffing out his broad chest. “Going to own my own bar someday. The Sea Stallion. Third floor, with the best views of the ocean.”



“Hey, man, can we get some more drinks down here?” a customer called down the bar.



“One sec,” Kenton called back. To Delaney’s group, “My kids and I are going to run it. A family business.”



“Tell them about the food,” Noelle said.



“Oh yeah! Gonna be bar food too,” Kenton said. “My wife, she makes these jerk chicken nachos-” He took a drink, swallowed, and blinked.



“Those do sound good,” Delaney mused. And it really did. She wondered if she could make those at home. Oooh. She should pick up some jerk seasonings before she left.



“Yeah, I’d definitely be down for that,” Tommy said.



The bartender and car hustler didn’t reply. He turned and pointed at his throat. Just as Delaney realized he was choking on the ice, Tommy was already moving. He shoved all the drinks aside and in an awe-inspiring blur, was pushing himself up and jumping over the bar. Kenton gripped the bartop and Tommy thumped his back to no avail. Again, there was no hesitation on his part as he wrapped his arms around the big man and gave him the Heimlich, sending the ice flying. Kenton gasped and Delaney and everyone at the bar whooped and cheered.



“You good?” Tommy asked.



“You saved me,” Kenton said with hoarse wonder. Delaney grinned. That was her brother, to a T.



“Ah, shit, it was just a pi-” Tommy started to say, but then Kenton grabbed him in a bear hug, choking the words off. “Ughk. S’okay!”



Noelle came around the bar in a rush to grab Tommy by the hand. “Come on, hero. That deserves a reward.”



Tommy looked pretty pleased with himself at that, and glanced at Delaney with a huge dopey grin on his face. She returned it and he shouted to her, “See you for the boat tour tomorrow.”



“Have fun!” she called after him, but his attention by then was most definitely elsewhere as they practically ran for a bed.



Ewan stared after them too. “That was incredible.”



“I owe him my life!” Kenton declared.



“Oh, I think he’d tell you not to worry about it,” Delaney said. “That’s my brother. He’s a great guy.”



“No, a man always pays his debts,” Kenton said, and thumped his chest. “And we take that seriously on Basilisk. Don’t we, bredda?”



Ewan reached a hand out and they slapped palms. “We do.”



Kenton moved on to serve the other guests, and Ewan came around to fix a couple Bay Breezes. For a few minutes, Delaney and Ewan stood out on the deck, watching people swim and walk up around the resort. He moved behind Delaney when a song ended and another began, a reggae take on a feel-good classic American love song. She nestled back against him, loving the way his strong arm clinched her tight and made her feel so protected and needed all at once. There might have been a quarter of a century between them but she liked the inherent dominance and confidence that gave him, the assuredness without ever seeming to be aware of it.



They swayed for long minutes like that, his lips going to her neck or her cheek often, and once he made her shiver when he nibbled on her earlobe. The song ended and another began. Their drinks were running low, so they moved back to the bar. Kenton was more than happy to get the karaoke going, to the mixed delight and groans of the guests. While he set it up, Ewan and another resort employee, Tia, took over behind the bar, whipping up drinks until Kenton led them in a heartfelt – and amazingly bad – rendition of a beach vibe classic.



He passed the mic off to Delaney, who sang a party anthem from her youth to the roaring delight of the crowd and Ewan’s amusement. A group of blondes began dancing, filming themselves shouting along to the lyrics along with Delaney. When she finished, she held the mic out towards Ewan.



“I don’t sing,” he said haltingly, and the crowd booed.



Holding the mic up again, Delaney said low and throaty, “But you would if I asked you reaaaaal nicely, wouldn’t you?” Her fingers toyed at the strap of her top, and with a groan, Ewan took the mic.



Contrary to his statements, he was a fantastic singer, his voice low and rumbly. He pulled Delaney to him for the chorus of another feel-good surf vibes hit, and they sang it together, their eyes locked on one another. During a break, he twirled her so her ass was to him, and she grinned over his shoulder as their crowd cheered. As the song drew to a close, they were still staring at each other and kissed to even more cheers. Ewan held the mic out blindly and someone took it as Delaney reached up and wrapped her arms around his neck. He kissed her deep, and she whispered in his ear, “Take me to bed.”



He did, taking her arm in his and walking her through the crowd and down the wooden bridge to the rest of the resort. At her room, when she dug out the key, he pushed her back up against the door before they opened it and lifted her. She laughed throatily and he finished unlocking the door, her legs going around his ass as he opened it. They stumbled through and he cradled her down to the bed, the door still open.



“One second,” he whispered to her, then went to the door and almost, but not quite, slammed it shut. She giggled again, hurrying out of her shorts and panties while he divested himself of his clothes too. When they were both naked and he was digging out his condoms from her end table’s drawer, she murmured, “So sexy.”



“And you are a beauty that will never be rivaled on this island again.” He tossed the condoms on the bed beside her but didn’t join her yet. “Spread your legs for me, Show me every inch of you.”



Delaney did, feeling shy, feeling oh so warm. Her hand went down to her sex and she teased two fingers across her mound and down to her lips. He watched, his cock slowly stiffening as she began to play with herself. He stepped closer but still did not touch her. His eyes gleamed with greed, like he was touching every inch of her with just his gaze and that made her so much hotter.



She spread her pussy lips wide with two fingers and brough her other hand up to her mouth to suck three fingers. These she brought back down to her clit, teasing it and pinching it as he watched. Then she dipped them lower, a soft moan escaping her as she sank the fingers into her pussy.



In that moment, all the world was contained in that room. Neither were aware of the music, or laughter outside as a pair of guests stumbled back to their room. If asked, they would have had no idea what time it was, and may have even forgotten the day. The only things that existed were Delaney’s pleasure and Ewan’s hunger.



Her fingers moved with slow, sure evenness, driving deep but not fast. It was how she liked it best, and she showed that to him in those long moments out of time. Her free hand returned to her mouth and sucked her fingers again and coming back down to stroke her clit.



“Little… hard… like that,” she moaned. He stepped forward, his eyes now dark and intense, his lips not quite angry, but tight with focus. He reached up to spit into his palm, but she shook her head. “Let me.”



She twisted around until she rested with her head on the pillows. With her hands still at her pussy, she twisted her head and Ewan brought his cock to her mouth. Idly, and with some pleasure, she thought to herself that with enough practice and time, she could learn to deepthroat him.



Time.



Don’t think about that. Don’t think about that. Don’t think about that.



She sucked him with long, easy bobs of her head until he was slick. Then she let him pull away with a playful smack of her lips. He chuckled and she smiled up at him, reaching out to caress his very tight ass.



He slid onto the bed and rested on his knees between Delaney’s legs as she played with herself. He stroked his cock with long jerks, stopping now and then to give his head more attention. She realized that as she was showing him how she liked it, so was he. This would be a fun way to wake him up in the morning.



Thinking about that, about getting his long cock in her hands again, she cooed, “Do you like watching me?”



“Yes,” he growled. “You… fingering yourself… how beautiful you are…”



Electric waves of pleasure started to roll through her as she played. “Oh, oh Ewan, when I come… fuck me, okay? Use me.”



He snatched up one of the condoms and rolled it on, his eyes narrowing. She loved his intensity, the fire so obviously burning in him and matching her own. Her thighs clamped together and spread wide, her back arching as she came. “Ew-an!”



He was on in, kissing her, moving her hands and plunging inside her. She clutched at him, knees rising, eyes closing, her back rising and falling hard. Her pleasure was still roaring through her and it intensified with his deep thrusts, filling her completely. She whimpered through it, fingers clutching at his skin, her lips seeking his shoulder as he dipped lower, pounding into her, his fist beside her head as he panted his need for her.



Without warning, Ewan pulled out and flipped Delaney over. She pushed up onto her knees and thrust her ass high for him. When he filled her again, hitting her spot just right, her eyes rolled up and she cried out, “Oh, oh fuck, Ewan!”



“I love this ass,” he said, and smacked it lightly.



“Harder,” she begged, “spank me a little harder, give it to-”



He spanked her harder, then again, and again, and her words stopped in her throat as she came again. The pleasure, the little spikes of warm pain, the angle, it was all so damn good. He kept going like that, never giving her a moment to recover, her fingers opening and closing into balls, her head twisting to the side as endless sensations completely shut her brain off for a good long while.



And when she did come to, there was one simple thought.



There will never be another man who does this to me the way he does.



“Delaney, Delaney, I’m…”



“Come for me… come for me baby, oh my God, it’s so good…”



He jerked out of her and tossed aside the condom. She flipped over, laughing and gasping at the sight of his lengthy dick pumping through his fingers, the head so angry looking. His come fired out of him as he jacked harder and harder, his eyes closed, his lips drawn back. Shot after shot hit Delaney’s stomach and her breasts.



She dipped her fingers to it, swirling the warmth against her skin as he dropped back onto his knees, panting and wiping at his brow. When she knew she had his attention, she ran rings around her nipples with his warmth, teasing them to hard peaks and then bringing the breasts upwards until she could suck the nipples one by one.



“You are…” He struggled to find the words and shook his head. “I will never forget this weekend.”



“Good,” she said, and twisted off the bed. She held out her hand and he took it. “But it’s not done yet.”



* * *



Delaney woke terrifically sore. They went twice more the night before, once with her on top, and then with them spooning deep in the early morning hours. They were both so exhausted they might have slept right through the boat tour if Delaney remembered to close the room’s shades.



Like the day before, the light hit her and she woke to it, blinking groggily and squinting. Ewan grumbled something and she slipped out of bed to close the shades. When she came back to bed, she roped his arm around her and he pressed up tight, kissing her shoulder and mumbling again, something like, “Irie, love, irie.”



Those moments were sheer perfection. Later, when she thought about that magical vacation, she realized that was her favorite five minutes – and it was only all of about five minutes. Cuddled up with Ewan, one of his arms roping her in, his breath tickling her fine blonde hair… yeah, that was a little bit of the divine.



But then she started squirming. Ewan groaned, “We could sleep for another hour, you know.”



“I know, but I gotta pee.”



“Oh. Right.” He let her go and twisted onto his back. “I am not a morning person.”



“Really? I had you pegged as one,” she said as she twisted off the bed again and hurried for the bathroom.



“No. But I am awake now and starving. Breakfast?”



“Oooh. Yes. I’m starving too.”



While she showered and got ready, Ewan hurried to get some fresh clothes from the trunk of his car. As he explained to her, his job was mostly to deal with drunk guests, and that tended to involved a lot of clothing changes. When he had his chance to shower and change, they stepped out together into the morning sun.



They walked and talked about where the boat would take them that day, with Ewan warning her to mind her money any time they were on land thanks to a rash of pickpockets and the usual vendor gross overcharging that happened with tourist groups. As they approached the restaurant, a welcome and surprising sight was coming towards them, all smiles.



“Noelle!” Delaney said. “Oh, please don’t tell me my brother screwed things up.”



“No, no, he’s wonderful. But he’s dead asleep and I’m a morning person.”



“Ugh,” Ewan grumbled good-naturedly.



“He is most definitely not,” Delaney said.



“Ewan, or Tommy?” Noelle asked.



“Both. We’re going to breakfast. Care to join us?”



“Oh, I’d love to! But I don’t want to interrupt your time together.”



“I want to get to know the woman that has my brother’s heart.”



Noelle didn’t try to deny it. She dipped her head, a sweet, shy smile spreading wide.



They arrived during a lull, just missing out on the earliest crowd and beating the late sleepers, which was most of the guests. Delaney and Noelle both ordered crepes, and Ewan steak and eggs. Before their food was brought out to them, Kenton came into the restaurant, his eyes lighting up when he saw the group together. He was surprisingly fast for as big as he was, and rushed right over to them.



“Ms. Delaney. Uh… Ms. Washington,” he said, playing at the hem of his shirt like a kid. “Bredda. Noelle. I’m glad I found you.”



“What’s going on?” Ewan asked.



“Oh. Oh! Nothing bad. Resort’s all quiet. But, uh, I wanted to ask Ms. Washington… that is, I thought last night I know how I want to start paying your bredda back. Tommy.”



“Oh, Kenton, I know he would be the first person to say you don’t owe him anything.”



“I told you. Mark of pride,” he said. “I want to drive him into town and get some of the island’s best food.”



“Well, I’m sure he’d love that,” Delaney said.



“He was still asleep when I left,” Noelle said.



Kenton grinned slow and wide. “Oh yeah? I might have some fun with that.”



When he explained his plan to wake Tommy up, Noelle gleefully gave him her spare key to Tommy’s room, and he hurried away. The trio resumed their conversation, mostly shying away from anything painful, like the Washingtons flying back home the next day. But a few times, Noelle’s smile broke and she looked away, so deeply sad that it broke Delaney’s heart.



It wasn’t just Noelle she felt for. Tommy had a tendency to dive headlong into his emotions. It gave him a blunt honesty she adored and somewhat emulated, but pinning your heart to your sleeve left it wildly vulnerable. But she was glad for Tommy in that regard. If he felt half of what this woman did for him, then Noelle was exactly the kind of medicine he needed to get over his ex-wife.



They decided to move things down to the beach after stopping by Delaney’s room for sunblock. The tour boat was already at the dock in the distance, but with time to kill, they lazed out on beach chairs and talked some more about the resort.



“The holidays are always really nice here too,” Noelle said. “There’s a Christmas celebration every weekend throughout December until a week before Christmas. Then Margot, our boss, she insists we go home for a couple weeks until January.”



“Kenton played Santa Claus for us last year,” Ewan said.



“I bet he was terrific at it,” Delaney said.



“Oh, the best,” Noelle said. “Both of us played his elves at one point.”



“Uh,” Ewan said.



“Pictures,” Delaney gasped. “I need pictures of him as an elf and I need them
 now
 .”



Noelle giggled sweetly and dug out her phone from her day pack. She browsed through it and held it out eventually. On the screen was a picture of Ewan in a green tank top, a festive black belt, green shorts, and black boots – and the icing on the cake, big pointy ears and a Santa hat.



“Oh my God this is the greatest day of my life,” Delaney breathed.



Noelle wanted to know more about Delaney’s job as a programmer and her day-to-day life, and that talk lasted until Bennett put out the first call over the intercoms for people to begin heading down to the docks for the boat tour. They walked that way, in no rush since the boat wouldn’t actually be leaving for another half hour.



“I hope Kenton didn’t get caught up showing Tommy every part of town,” Ewan said.



“I may stay behind if they don’t show,” Noelle said. “I really want to get to know you though, Delaney.”



“Oh, honey, I do too, but I understand,” Delaney said, her fingers running down Ewan’s shoulder to his arm. He looped his through hers and kissed the side of her head. “I think it’s a moot point.”



She nodded towards the resort, where Tommy was hurrying his way down to the docks. Her brother’s eyes didn’t leave Noelle once, not even for a second, and his smile was like seeing the sun come out after years of gray clouds. Delaney felt such a tug at her heartstrings at that it made her smile and move closer to Ewan. When he wrapped his arm around her, she thought to herself she could have that kind of smile too, if only she could stop thinking about the next day.



“We didn’t think you were going to make it,” Noelle said walking towards him as he hit the boardwalk. “Where did Kenton drag you?”



“For curried chicken and tacos from the food trucks in the city,” Tommy said.



Ewan said, “The man knows good food. If he ever does get his restaurant and bar off the ground, I think he’s got a chance of it.”



“He was so excited to get some time with you,” Noelle said. “I think you’re his new hero.”



“Aw, man,” Tommy said bashfully, but Delaney knew he was pleased with the remark.



Ewan clapped his shoulder and said, “You were fast on your feet. I didn’t realize what was going on until you were jumping over the bar.”



“Tommy always had really fast reflexes,” Delaney said. “He was a great shortstop. And in college he did MMA kinda semi-professionally.”



“It wasn’t professionally,” Tommy said. “I was just training.”



Delaney thought back to a fun night with some of her high school friends and their parents, going to watch Tommy fight. She knew her brother had been in a few real fights in high school and had won all of them, but she’d never expected him to be so fearsome in the ring. He cut his extra bulk and looked like a lean, redheaded lion in that ring, stalking his prey. When he won though, there was Tommy again, joyful and shocked and running to the edge of the ring to point at her as she stood and cheered for him louder than anyone in that building. She loved her brother fiercely, and that memory made her realize it all the more.



She smiled and said, “He had a few fights. I went to all of them. He was incredible.”



“You did MMA?” Ewan asked, sounding surprised.



“I was a crazy kid,” Tommy said. “I thought I might have a chance, but it all fizzled out pretty fast.”



“It wouldn’t have, if Mom didn’t ask you to stop fighting.” That was true. Their dad came to two of his fights with Delaney and had enjoyed himself, but when Delaney convinced their mom to come with for his third fight, she cried rivers over the bruises on his face and body even if Tommy was barely banged up.



“Aw, come on,” Tommy said.



“You gave it up… for your mom?” Noelle asked.



Delaney nodded. “She didn’t want to see him get hurt, or hurt other people. When she came to one of his fights and he saw her crying, he quit right then and there.”



“Thank you, Delaney,” Tommy said, giving her the old “you are embarrassing me and I’m going to make you pay for it” look of their teenage years. She grinned and stuck out her tongue at him.



“I think that’s incredibly sweet,” Noelle said.



The call from the staff came to board. They waited for everyone else to make their way up the gangplank. Ewan and Delaney took the rear, Ewan with his hand on Delaney’s back as they boarded. She loved that feeling of protection from him. Of always needing to touch her.



The captain was a big Black man with a shirt opened over his enormous gut. He welcomed everyone on board with good cheer, but that changed into something more thoughtful and quiet when it came to Ewan.



The captain said, “It’s good to see you on board again.”



“I guess it has been a while, hasn’t it?”



“Too long, bredren.”



“My… friend, Delaney, invited me.”



“Your friend? Well… welcome aboard, Ewan’s friend.”



“Thank you,” Delaney said, her cheeks blooming.



The group took seats near the back of the tour boat. When he settled in, Ewan turned and explained to Tommy, “I haven’t much left the resort or my apartment since my wife passed. Delaney has… made that easier.”



“She helped me pick up the pieces after my divorce too. I give her crap, but she’s amazing.”



“She is.”



Delaney said, “You two sit together. I want to get to know Noelle, and you two haven’t had much of a chance to talk.”



“Ooh, yes,” Noelle said. “I want all the embarrassing stories about Tommy.”



“Well, that can’t end well,” Tommy said.



Noelle stood and Ewan took her place next to Tommy. The two women moved further down the aisles of bench seats and took one near the back and a big drink cooler. Noelle opened her mouth to speak but before she got anything out, Delaney hugged her tight.



“Thank you,” she whispered.



“Aw, for what?” Noelle asked.



“Tommy is the world to me. He’s my best friend. I’ve seen him hurting for so long, but meeting you… I’ve got my old brother back again.”



“Oh, Delaney… you don’t have to thank me for that. He’s wonderful. And so are you. You deserve someone like Ewan. He’s amazing too. One of the best guys on the island. He’s like an uncle to all us girls. Looking out for us, giving us advice. He even comes and helps some of the employees who live in town with whatever they need.”



“I… care a lot about him,” Delaney said.



The man in question stood like he knew he was being talked about. Noelle glanced at Delaney, eyes dancing. When Ewan came back towards them, Noelle said, “She just admitted she cares a lot about you.”



Delaney blushed hard, but Ewan only smiled. “I do too. It is nice to feel that old warmth coming to life again.” He cleared his throat. “Grabbing beer for us. Can I get you two anything?”



They both declined and waited until Ewan was seated with Tommy again. Delaney let out a soft sigh, and Noelle took her hand and squeezed.



“It’s hard… not to think of the goodbye, isn’t it?”



Delaney glanced at her, silent for a long moment as she fought back tears. She nodded, and Noelle hugged her this time.



The tour was interesting, but what Delaney remembered most from that day, was their little circle. Noelle and Tommy, so wildly in love, sitting on the back of the boat, her in his arms. Delaney snuck a picture of them that way, one of the few she remembered to take that trip and one of the very best, and gave it to them a year later, printed and framed as one of their wedding presents. She remembered the people in the ports she visited, the vendors calling for attention, the teenage boys and girls trying to earn a few bucks from the tourists for guiding them around the markets, the musicians, the painters.



And most of all, her Ewan, standing beside her the entire time, his hand on her often, his smile staying in place. And strangest of all, it seemed to hold no pain. Whatever he felt the day before was gone now, his laid-back demeanor calming her soul even as she felt the minutes and the hours slide away from them.



Her very favorite memory came at the last port, though. Two men with guitars played simple, sweet reggae along a touristy square. While most the tour bus went into a sweets shop, Ewan tugged at Delaney’s hand and pulled her into a dance. They swayed together, his soft laugh thrilling her to her very core. As Noelle and Tommy joined them, she wondered just what secret Ewan had in his heart that made this somehow not feel like the end of the world.



* * *



At the resort again, Ewan made sweet eyes at her as they walked down the dock with Noelle and Tommy. The four of them stopped, the partners eyeing each other, and Tommy, a sweet smile on his face the likes of which Delaney hadn’t seen since his wedding, pushed his sister towards Ewan.



They broke apart, and when they were alone and walking together towards the resort, Delaney said to Ewan, “I guarantee you… Tommy, he’s going to p-propose or do something so big… because that’s what he does, these big grand romantic gestures and…”



She broke down crying. It all hit her, all at once. She was leaving the next day. This impossibly perfect man, this place, she loved them, but she loved her life too, and she’d worked so hard at it. Remote work was no longer an option at the company she worked for, and to quit would be a disaster.



This had to end. This had to be a goodbye.



He kissed her, and he held her, and he whispered into her ear, “My Delaney, oh my Delaney…”



“Make love to me,” she whispered back.



Ewan pulled back, and his eyes were glimmering too. He took her hands and kissed them. The walk back to her room was slow, so slow, and despite all the people around them laughing and having a good time, it felt to Delaney like ever molecule of her being was coming apart. It was supposed to be a fling. That’s all this was supposed to be.



“It was just supposed to be a fling,” she whispered.



“It never was, for me,” he murmured.



“Me either. I was lying to myself this whole time.”



Time crashed forward again, as it always did. They were in the room, kissing, and he was undressing her as slowly as her tears fell, drinking her in, loving her with his eyes as she was bared to him. Then she undressed him, her fingers shaking so bad she could barely manage his belt. He helped her at the last, and guided her to the bed. Just two condoms left in the last box he bought, but Ewan would make them last. She slid one on him and they moved together like dancers onto the bed, Ewan above her and seeking her lips with quiet murmurs, her with caresses of her shaking fingers as she brought him to her sex.



He eased into her, and for a brief blessed few seconds, the ache of tomorrow turned to pleasure as he filled her so well. Up to that point, their lovemaking had been fun and sometimes intense. But that night, Ewan was gentle, easing back and forth inside her, sometimes doing nothing but swaying or grinding inside Delaney. She clutched his ass and his back, resting her head against his shoulder and staring out at the bright lights of the resort until he finally twisted her head back towards him.



“Please,” he murmured. “Let me see you these last few times.”



She nodded, and that was how they swayed together, staring into each other’s eyes, both of them making wishes that this could be forever.



And finally, the last of Delaney’s walls came down. She loved Ewan. It was not the fiery passion of a one-night stand or some of the two-week relationships of her college years. This was a love like warm coals, something that would endure even the distance and the years that she thought would come between them. She imagined herself as an old woman reminiscing about the one who got away, and she cried again, because it
 could
 be different. She had to make the decision that was right for her, but it would rip her apart and she already hurt so much.



Finally, with that last great cry, Delaney gave herself to the moment and let herself live and love him. She began to kiss him in earnest again, her tears transforming slowly to a tentative smile. Maybe things had to end, but they could have this night, couldn’t they? He smiled back, and his eyes held such warmth and light she could almost believe anything was possible.



Like that, she came, the pleasure a soft caress to her body. “Ewan… Ewan…” she whispered, not quite capable of saying the words she wanted to.



But he could.



“I love you, my beautiful Delaney,” he murmured, and brought his lips to hers as he rocked into her and came too.



He held her for long minutes afterwards, spooning her and caressing her body. Every time she opened her mouth to tell him she loved him too, she couldn’t speak the words. She didn’t know why, except that it was the last great step. There would be no other man like Ewan if she said she loved him.



Delaney stilled, and he must have thought she was asleep, because he pulled back gently from her and slipped out of bed. She stayed still as he went into the bathroom, sure he would come back to her so they could cuddle some more. But no. The shower started, and she blinked. Was he… was he leaving her?



Of course he must be. He told her he loved her, and she couldn’t respond. She must have hurt him so badly, and that made her soul crack and her heart bleed. She sobbed silently, shaking with the force of keeping it silent. When he reemerged, she was still again but the tracks of tears were still wet on her cheeks.



He leaned down to kiss them, and dressed in silence. She reached out for him, but he didn’t see or he was ignoring her. When the door closed behind him, she moaned into the darkness, “No, no, Ewan, I love you too, I love you too.”



Outside the door, Ewan heard the words, smiled to himself, and looked up. He touched his lips and held the fingers up towards the night sky. “Wish me luck,” he mouthed.



* * *



The knocking drew both their heads as one, and again, just like one, they looked back at one another. Tommy said, “Crap. I better get that in case it’s Delaney.”



“You should. I love you, you silly man,” Noelle said.



“God, I love you too,” he said, and pecked her mouth once, twice, three times to her mad giggles. He forced himself out of bed and called, “Just a minute!” to the door.



“Take your time,” Ewan said on the other side.



“Ewan?” Tommy asked, then hurried for his boxers and shorts. He tugged them on and forewent his shirt. Less time he’d need to spend undressing and getting back to his… girlfriend? Fiancee? Did they just get engaged? “Wait. Did we just get engaged?”



Noelle laughed even harder. “No, but I can’t wait until you come back to me and propose.”



“Oh, I’ve got ideas,” Tommy said, then flung the door open. “Ewan! I love you, man, but I’m giving you thirty seconds.” He glanced back at Noelle. “Fifteen.”



“Ah,” Ewan said. “Then-”



“Ewan! He’s coming back to me!” Noelle cried out. She had a sheet and blanket tucked up under her chin, and somehow to Tommy, that was just as sexy as what she had on underneath. Which was nothing.



“Here? To Basilisk?” Ewan asked.



“Yeah,” Tommy said, grinning wide. “I talked to Margot. She’s going to give me a job here. I gotta figure out my work visa stuff, but as soon as I can, I’m coming back.”



To his surprise, Ewan roared with laughter, so long and so hard it made Noelle laugh too. Tommy chuckled, but it was more inquisitive.



Ewan finally came down and clasped Tommy’s shoulder. “That is… that is… that is, ah, what is the phrase… the stars are in line tonight, it seems.”



“Why do you say that?” Tommy asked.



“Because,” Ewan said. “You would be the perfect fit to replace me.”



“Replace you?”



“I am going to call Margot and tell her I plan on moving to the United States.” Tommy gaped at him. “To your New Bainbridge. To be with your sister. If she’ll have me.”



Noelle gasped and cheered, and Tommy, still unable to form a single word, grappled the other man into an enormous hug. He laughed, Ewan laughed, and Noelle danced under the blanket.



When they could manage it, Ewan told Tommy his plan and why he needed their help.



* * *



“You came back,” Delaney said, and sniffed.



“Did you not think I would?” Ewan asked, amused.



“No, I thought… I thought I hurt you. I couldn’t say the words. I’m so sorry, Ewan. I do love you, I do, and I can’t leave here without telling you that. But it hurts. It hurts so much.”



“I know.” He came to her in the darkness, slipping out of his clothes again. “If I told you to lighten your heart at least until tomorrow morning, would you trust me?”



“Yes, but why-?”



“No. No answers tonight. Believe in me, my love.”



He came to her, and they made love again. Delaney’s heart soared, though she was not entirely sure why, except that… she did trust him. And maybe she knew, or wanted it so badly that she allowed herself to hope. She thought sleep would be hard to come by, but in his arms, she slept harder than she ever had, wrapped up not just in his flesh, but a caress of his soul.



The next morning, he woke her with long, languid strokes of his fingers. It was the last day, and she shed some tears at that, but the strange, almost boyish smile on Ewan’s face made her feel like she was floating. They made love again in the morning, their last time on the island, and they took their time in the shower, Ewan scrubbing Delaney down and whispering to her how much he adored every inch of her.



She started to pull an outfit from her pack, something that would be comfortable on the flights, but Ewan stopped her. “Not that one,” he said calmly. His hand moved over her clothes and he plucked a lovely yellow summer dress from the bunch. “This one.”



“I’d get so cold in that on the plane,” she said.



“You can change again before you go. Wear this to breakfast.”



She considered him, her heart racing and her not entirely sure why. “All right,” Delaney said cautiously. “What do you have planned?”



Ewan grinned, and it set her world on fire.



He walked her not towards the restaurant, but towards the beach, and she saw it. Saw them. She gasped. A ring of stones had been arranged on the sands to form a heart. Standing at its head were Tommy and Noelle. Beaming too beside them was Ewan and Noelle’s manager Margot and two resort employees holding guitars. They played a gentle love song, beachy and dreamy. Off to another side, Kenton held a camera, snapping away pictures.



Delaney stammered, “Ewan, Ewan, I…”



“I know,” he said. “I wouldn’t ask you to come back here. I respect you and your career, and the truth is… maybe I’m ready to start a new adventure.”



“Then what…?”



“Come down to the beach. I have two questions to ask you.”



She let herself be led down there. Tommy grinned at her, his arm around the woman he loved, and Noelle looked just as happy. He mouthed, “Love you, sis,” and Delaney brought her hand to her lips and blew him a kiss, already crying, but this time, they were happy tears.



Ewan took Delaney’s hands, both of them, and lifted them one by one to her lips. “I have fallen deeply in love with you, Delaney Washington. If I was to leave this place behind, and come to you in New Bainbridge… would you have me?”



“I can’t ask you to… to leave this…” she whispered.



“Not just for you. For us. Because I want this too. I want to explore who we are. Who we can be. I want to live in your world and meet your family and friends. And I want something else.”



“What?” Delaney asked.



“Ah crap,” Tommy muttered, wiping at his own tears.



“Tommy!”



“Sorry, sorry.”



Ewan laughed, and knelt. Delaney hitched in a sharp breath when he pulled out a box.



And a ring.



* * *



It was strange how familiar the scene was to Tommy. He stood in a tuxedo, holding Delaney’s son Paul in his arms, bouncing him as he looked all around the wedding venue, frowning.



“You look grumpy,” Noelle said, coming to him with their own daughter Hanna in her arms.



“No, no, not at all. Just… does this seem familiar to you?”



She gave him a confused smile. “This is my first time here. Maybe you came here for another wedding?”



“Maybe. As a kid? I don’t know. Something I forgot, I guess. How’s she doing?”



“Nervous. But happy. So happy.”



“Good. She deserves it.” His hand went to her stomach. “And how are you?”



Noelle’s smile lit him up as it always had and always would. “Nervous. But happy. The happiest I’ve ever been.”



They just found out the news about baby number two a week ago, and hadn’t yet told anybody. They didn’t want to steal Delaney and Ewan’s thunder.



Ewan came down the aisle to them, calm, cool, his smile like the still waters of the nearby lake. “Noelle. Look at how beautiful you are.”



“Aw, thank you,” Noelle said. “And look at you! Let’s run away and leave Tommy and Delaney.”



Ewan held out a finger for his son to take and immediately try to jam into his mouth. Already Paul took after him so much, so serious-looking despite him being one half of the happiest babies on planet Earth. And the poopiest, Tommy thought.



“Is she doing okay?” Ewan asked Noelle.



“Doing great. And so beautiful.”



“She always is.”



The door to the women’s dressing room opened, and Delaney poked her head out. She eeped, and bellowed, “Not before the wedding!” before slamming the door shut. That set little Paul off, which of course drew in Hanna. The two of them always tried to mirror each other, even in infancy.



“I’m in trouble,” Ewan groaned.



“Yeah, you are, bredda,” Kenton said behind him. One of Ewan’s groomsmen, he looked shockingly handsome in a long-tailed tuxedo. He held out his hands. “Come on. Give me. Uncle Kenton’s got them.”



He took the babies, and like that, they immediately started to calm down. Maybe because his face was somewhat babyish, or maybe just because he gave off good vibes like no other, Kenton had a camaraderie with the babies since the first moment he held them.



“I’d better go see what Delaney needed,” Noelle said. She kissed her husband on the cheek. He pinched her butt in her bridesmaid dress before letting her go. Ewan clasped his shoulder, and went to sit with Kenton and the children until the show was ready to get started in about fifteen minutes.



It was only then that Tommy remembered the dream, the most powerful, real dream he ever had, and it happened back on Basilisk Bay when he first met Noelle. It was of here, of this moment, getting ready for Delaney’s wedding. That’s where he knew this place from.



Déjà vu? Maybe. Or maybe it was the island whispering to him the story that could be.



 



* * * * *
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ALPHA MALE/POWER FANTASIES




 




Power




 




Billionaire’s Bequest




 



EROTIC THRILLERS



 




His Rule




 




Cross




 



SUPERNATURAL/PARANORMAL



 




The Heart Wants (Dark the Night #1)




 




The Mind Burns (Dark the Night #2)




 




The Soul Rises (Dark the Night #3)




 




The Axe Falls (Dark the Night #4)




 




The Blade Snaps (Dark the Night #5)




 



PREGNANCY FANTASIES



 




Life




 



COLLECTIONS OF ASSORTED EROTICA



 




Bites




 




Delectable Fancies
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