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			Chapter One

			CHRISTIE LOVEJOY STARED glumly at the image of the natural disaster that was going to ruin her sex life. Thanks to the resort’s Wi-Fi, she could sit on the terrace in sun-drenched paradise and follow the approaching weather patterns on her laptop. A certain bastard named Fred was building to a fierce tropical storm. He’d soon become a hurricane and come crashing over Santa Inez Island. Her guests—the potential clients she’d lured here so they could send huge amounts of business to her company’s latest project—would have to evacuate or be stuck here for several days.

			The phrases “her sex life” and “potential clients” didn’t belong anywhere near each other, of course. Very bad business practice. But her libido was getting ready to make an exception for these two. Instead of middle-aged men with wedding rings and more paunch than hair, fate had sent her two fine male specimens. They’d arrived to spend three days with her in almost total isolation in one of the most romantic locations on Earth. Sunny days and balmy nights with no one else to distract them. That was until Fred had decided to crash the party.

			Not far from her table, Wolf Martin and Jon Carlson were engaged in a game of one-on-one basketball. Most people, when offered miles of pristine beaches and warm breezes, would stretch out under an umbrella and read a book or doze off. These two swam—hard—racing each other with firm strokes. When Wolf won that, Jon challenged him to hoops, which they entered with the same savage, competitive spirit. You’d think them enemies instead of friends and partners. No matter. All this physical play gave her a view of their bodies in motion, and what a feast for the eyes that was.

			Jon used his height advantage to soar over his partner as he approached the net for a dunk. Muscles in his back and shoulders flexed. Not an ounce of extra flesh or unnecessary movement marred his perfection as he arced through the air. Wolf didn’t back down but charged up under him, tangling his arms with Jon’s to block the shot. The two seemed to hang in the air, frozen in time. A work of erotic art Michelangelo could have created if he sculpted with human flesh.

			How in hell was she supposed to keep her mind on business with that going on just out of her reach? Watching the two of them in action would send any healthy female’s imagination into overdrive. Hers had certainly slipped into high gear as she imagined each of them as her lover.

			Jon would feel smooth under her palms as she eased her hands down his back to his buttocks, feeling the muscles work as they coupled. He’d go slowly at first. Exploring. And then faster as they became more and more aroused until they came, clutching at each other.

			Or she’d have Wolf. All animal, that one, right down to his name. He’d appeared almost tame in his business suit. Now he looked as if he could burst out of his swim trunks and snug t-shirt. Where Jon floated gracefully, Wolf charged. He’d be the same in the sack. No nonsense. Just the sort of fast, hard fuck that could overpower his lover with orgasm after orgasm.

			Damn it all. She shouldn’t become this excited just watching two men playing basketball, no matter how attractive. She especially shouldn’t put herself into a position where she could embarrass herself over potential business partners. She should be pointing out the assets of the resort and how it made a perfect location for their trademark adventure and sensuality tours. Yet, here she sat with her heart racing and her pussy muscles clenching in hopes of finding hard male flesh to fill her. Maybe Tropical Storm Fred would do her a favor, after all, and get the two of them away from her before she disgraced herself completely.

			“No points for that. You fouled me,” Wolf said. The streaks of gray at his temples gave him a salt-and-pepper coloring, much like the fur of a silver wolf. With angular features and piercing blue eyes, he had an air of danger to him. Definitely predatory but in a way that made the prey want to be captured.

			“Bullshit,” Jon answered. “You’re playing out of your league.”

			Jon stood a few inches taller than Wolf and used his height to his advantage. He went right up to his partner, staring down at him. His long fingers allowed him to hold the ball in one hand. A caress of sorts, the way he might palm her breast.

			“We’ll ask Christie.” Wolf turned toward her. “Did he foul me or not?”

			“Hm?” She shook the forbidden images out of her head. “Sorry. I wasn’t watching.”

			That wasn’t exactly a lie. She hadn’t taken her eyes off either of them since they’d stepped out of the hotel wearing their swim trunks. But as closely as she’d scrutinized their every movement, she hadn’t paid any attention to the ball or followed the rules of the game. She’d been too busy fantasizing about finding herself trapped between them while four hands roamed over her, unclasping her bra and cupping her breasts, or strong fingers dipping into her panties to find her wet and ready.

			“See?” Jon said. “She agrees with me.”

			“Grow up, will you?” Wolf loped over to her table, picked up a bottle of water, and took a long drink. This close, she could almost feel heat rolling off him. Probably just a breeze warmed by the sun, but it carried some kind of pheromone that sent a primitive signal to her brain. Male.

			“I’m sorry my partner is behaving so unprofessionally,” he said.

			“Not a problem. We want you two to experience the resort the way your customers will,” she said.

			Wolf tugged his t-shirt over his head and used it to wipe away a sheen of sweat. One drop remained, trickling slowly down the center of his torso toward his trunks. It would probably taste like the salt from the edge of a margarita if she had the guts to lean over and lick it away. She didn’t, though. Neither did she let her gaze drift downward into more dangerous territory. She’d tried that maneuver with both of them earlier and luckily hadn’t been noticed. She couldn’t stay lucky forever.

			When she glanced back up, she met an assessing stare from Wolf. If he hadn’t read her mind, his own thoughts were traveling in the same direction. Both of the men had been sending signals since they’d arrived the afternoon before. Much of their masculine display seemed calculated to win her favor, the way male animals vied for mates in the wild. She’d dated as much as the next woman and had taken her share of lovers over the years. She’d never had two men in competition for her before.

			The knowledge made her lightheaded. She only had to let them fight for her favors and decide which one to accept and under what terms. Or, she would have had to—if the tropical storm had chosen some other place to make landfall.

			“We’ve been enjoying ourselves,” Wolf said. “That doesn’t excuse my partner’s foul language.”

			Jon stopped dribbling, tucked the ball under his arm, and yelled, “Sanctimonious prick.”

			“Asshole.” Wolf turned and flung his t-shirt in the general direction of his partner.

			Christie had to laugh. “I thought you two were friends.”

			“We are.” Wolf pulled out a chair and sat across from her. “We close ranks in negotiations.”

			“I hope to experience that for myself soon.”

			One eyebrow went up. “The resort?”

			“Of course.”

			“Because, um ...” He leaned closer, his blue gaze meeting hers. “There’s something else the two of us can negotiate alone.”

			There it was. The opening volley. She’d give him an answer that indicated her interest, and they’d work out the details. Her heart fluttered in her chest. Until she remembered that damnable Fred.

			Before she had a chance to respond, Jon joined them. Well over six feet tall and with sandy hair and bronzed skin, he might have been a sun god. Even the soft brown of his eyes appeared golden in the right light. Right now, those eyes were trained on her breasts, and when he finally looked into her face, he sent the same message silently that his partner had put into words. He wanted her. Oh sweet Lord.

			“So what’s on for this evening?” Jon asked. It might have sounded innocent except for the light of sexual interest in his gaze.

			“Nothing, I’m afraid.” She turned the laptop toward them. “There’s a hurricane on its way. We have to evacuate.”

			“Evacuate?” Wolf glanced up at Jon and then back to her. “I thought this resort was hurricane-proof.”

			“We are, except for the most extreme. This won’t cause much damage, if any.” She’d already filled them in on the details of the resort. The hotel sat high enough on a hill above the ocean to escape even the highest storm surge. Most of their power came from solar cells that stored electricity created on sunny days. What appeared an exercise in pure luxury was actually more a triumph of engineering. They’d listened with interest to it all. Nothing could survive a major hurricane, but the Santa Inez Resort could weather a minor one with ease.

			“If everything’s going to be fine, why should we leave?” Jon asked. “Isn’t that one of the appeals of Santa Inez—that a customer could witness a storm in the tropics without giving up the good life?”

			“If they have the time to get stuck here. That’s also a selling point—they can extend their vacation at our expense,” she said.

			“So, you’re saying if we don’t leave now, we might have to stay longer than we’d planned,” Wolf said.

			“We’ll be fine, but the surrounding area won’t. Every available boat will join in search and rescue,” she said. “The airport will probably shut down.”

			“How long?” Jon asked.

			“There’s no way of knowing.” She shrugged. “Fred might fizzle out, or he might get stronger. Everything might get back to normal in a day or two, or it could take more like a week.”

			“I see.” Jon ran his fingers through his hair. “I have contract negotiations in New York on Wednesday.”

			“And I’m meeting with Komura the day after that.” Wolf sighed. “We need his business.”

			Well, there went the last hope. They could make a rationale for remaining here: if their company was to guarantee a tropical island trip during hurricane season, they’d need to know that the resort lived up to its billing for safe and comfortable accommodations. But they couldn’t stay if it meant as much as a week away from their business.

			These two executives probably never stayed in one place for more than a few days at a time. They couldn’t afford to get stuck somewhere with no idea of when they could get out. Fred had, indeed, ruined her chances at every woman’s hottest dream.

			“When do we have to leave?” Wolf asked.

			“The ferry will be here in about an hour,” she answered. “My skeleton crew left on the morning run.”

			“That’s that, then.” Wolf placed his palms on the tabletop and rose. “I’ll go pack.”

			“Me, too,” Jon said, although he didn’t move from the spot.

			Wolf headed toward the main building. A few yards away, he stopped and turned back. “Are you coming?”

			“Sure. Just a second,” Jon called.

			Wolf hesitated before resuming his path and disappearing inside.

			Still Jon didn’t walk away but stared at her a bit longer. “Too bad.”

			“I’m sorry you couldn’t stay longer.” Make that “we” couldn’t stay longer. She’d have to evacuate, too.

			“I’ll see you in New York?”

			“If my company wants me to negotiate the deal.” She didn’t normally serve in that capacity, though. In any case, things would be different in a big city with its distractions. They wouldn’t have the same sexual charge in the air every minute of the day. Even if the two of them came back to the resort after it opened, they’d be surrounded by crowds and she’d have her hands full taking care of guests. Sometimes life gave, and sometimes it took away. This time sure sucked.

			“Guess I’d better go, too,” he said finally.

			“I’ll let you know when the ferry arrives.”

			WHEN THE TIME came, Christie had to use every ounce of willpower to make her feet take her to the dock. As she descended the steps that led to the ocean, she passed the plantings the gardeners had so carefully arranged to look haphazard, wondering how roughly Fred would treat them. Most weren’t native to the island but had been chosen for their ability to thrive in ocean breezes, and sunlight filtered through the palms overhead. The tiny pink orchid flowers had just begun to open. Would they be here when she came back?

			It was stupid, really, to worry about things here. The whole sales pitch about safety and security had facts to back it up. Still, she’d so much rather stay and see for herself. Tomorrow she could check on things if she remained. More important, she could explore her sexual opportunities with Wolf and Jon if they remained with her.

			When she arrived at the beach, she stepped onto the dock and walked to the end where the ferry would stop. Sighing, she set her few bags down and waited for her “rescue.” The ferry wasn’t far away, and now it puttered closer and closer. She really ought to go back up and collect her guests. Though the first clouds hadn’t appeared yet, the storm was bearing down on them. They didn’t have much time to get to the airport and get a flight out.

			Captain Joe stood at the helm of the small vessel. When he got to the dock, he tossed her a line, which she tied around a piling. With no more than a dozen seats on benches, the boat hardly qualified as a ferry. No one occupied them now. He’d come for only Jon Carlson, Wolf Martin, and her.

			Captain Joe smiled at her and then glanced behind her. “Where are the rest of the passengers?”

			“At the hotel. Finishing packing.” That wasn’t true. They’d probably finished long ago. She just hadn’t told them the ferry had arrived. Why did this have to be so damned hard?

			“They’d best hurry. I have to get my boat back and stowed before the storm hits.”

			“Uh, yeah,” she said.

			“Christie? Is everything okay?”

			Christie could not make herself answer. The memories crashed through her mind, tumbling over each other. Her first glimpse of the two businessmen, dressed in suits as if they had to impress her. They hadn’t needed to dress formally to do that, but the elegant cut of their clothing had emphasized their lofty positions on the corporate food chain. An easy exercise of power, a pure aphrodisiac. Then, they’d turned into beach bums, endearingly boyish.

			Oh hell, all that was nice, but the sizzling glances sealed the deal. Jon’s easy, knowing smiles. Wolf’s suggestion that they open personal negotiations. Every cell in her body knew by instinct that she could have one or both of them. Every primitive part of her brain promised to punish her for months, if not years, with fantasies of what could have been if she let them go now. Only the tiny part of her mind called “rational” or “conscience” told her to let them go. The “want” and “must have” parts could squash rationality and doing the right thing like a bug. In fact, they did.

			Squish. Dead.

			She might as well face facts. She wasn’t letting Jon and Wolf off this island until she’d explored every inch of their bodies or died trying.

			“Christie?” Captain Joe rubbed his chin in puzzlement. “Talk to me.”

			“Right.” She smiled, returning his gaze as innocently as possible. “What I meant to say is I’m sorry you came all the way out here for no reason.”

			“I always come out here at this time of day.”

			“Of course, but you must have preparations to make before the storm closes in.”

			He continued to study her as if she wasn’t making any sense. Maybe she wasn’t, but one way or another, she had to get him to turn his ferry around and leave before one of the men realized their escape from getting trapped here had arrived.

			“There’s still some time to get back to the mainland ahead of the storm,” the captain said. “But I don’t know when I’ll get back out here.”

			“Good, you go on. The two executives have sent for their own boat,” she said.

			“They have a boat?”

			“Their company does. You know how these business types are. They like their luxury.”

			“You’re sure?” Captain Joe rubbed the back of his neck. “I didn’t see anyone.”

			“Absolutely sure. It should be here in half an hour or so.”

			“What about you?” he asked.

			“I’ll go with them. We’ll be fine. All three of us.” That had all come out too high-pitched and too fast. She didn’t lie often enough to get good at it.

			“Okay then. I’ll shove off.” He didn’t move for a moment, though, but kept studying her. She gave him what ought to look like an innocent smile—she didn’t normally practice those, either—and met his gaze head-on, even though her heart was pounding in her chest. If they stood here much longer, either Wolf or Jon was bound to appear. Not only would she have to say good-bye to them, but Captain Joe would no doubt ask them about their company’s boat.

			“You take care,” Captain Joe said after what seemed like ten minutes but could hardly have been more than a few seconds.

			“Oh, I will.” She’d take care of herself by taking care of the two men—first one, then the other. She bent to untie the line from around the piling and tossed it to Captain Joe so he could cast off. When he opened the throttle and directed the ferry away from the shore, she waved to him. Finally, he and his craft became no more than a speck on the horizon, and she turned to go up the path to the hotel, taking her first deep breath since he’d arrived. She left her bags to collect later and headed back to the hotel.

			Neither her guests nor their luggage had made any appearance, so they wouldn’t have seen the ferry either arrive or leave unless they’d been watching from the terrace, and she’d seen no evidence of that. Now she only had to concoct some story for why the three of them had been stranded. An emergency on another island ought to work. Someone who’d had to be hurried to medical care. She’d think of something before she had to confront them.

			Instead of worrying about that, she let the fantasies run free while she climbed the steps again, walking beneath the palm trees toward the huge windows overlooking the terrace and the sea. Reinforced shatterproof glass, they should weather a gale bigger than Fred would create. They’d get quite a view of turbulence outside while they enjoyed themselves inside.

			Wolf and Jon. Which one should she have first? The tall blond with the easy smile, or the smaller, more intense man with the fierce blue gaze?

			Oh sweet Lord. She stopped in her tracks for a moment. Or ... she could have them both together. Two such competitive males. Could she get them to work together to give her sex more erotic than she’d ever hoped for? A threesome, her very own. She could have them both at once ... a cock inside her while she sucked on another one. When one man tired, the other could take over. They could go on for hours that way.

			But why stop there? Oh my. Once all inhibitions had dropped, they could experiment with anything that came to mind. They could role-play—say, horny wife with the next-door neighbor when her husband comes home unexpectedly. Or better—she could let them dominate her. She’d admired their easy sense of power from the first moment she’d set eyes on them. She could experience that directly. Total surrender to their sexual needs and her own. Just imagining it made her knees weak. Oh my God, could she really have that?

			Not only could she have any sexual fantasy that occurred to them, but she could have them completely to herself with no one looking on and judging. No gossips. No stories to get out. She could indulge herself in every way possible. The only limits she’d have to face would be Jon’s and Wolf’s reservations, if they had any.

			She was risking a lot. A hell of a lot. Losing their business, for one thing, if they found out she’d lied. And if they were angry enough to tell the company why they’d bailed on Santa Inez, there went her job, too. Perhaps the worst would come if she had to face their anger and disappointment. That didn’t make much sense, given that she’d met them only the day before. But she’d enjoyed Jon’s easy smiles and Wolf’s approval of everything she’d shown him at the resort. Seeing all that evaporate because of her dishonesty would hurt. She could end up miserable and unemployed, all because she couldn’t control her hormones.

			She couldn’t change that now. All she could do was hope for the best and enjoy herself. Perhaps if she did a really good job of making them happy, they’d forgive her if they did find out.

			Damn it all, what was wrong with her? The only way they could learn of her deception was to talk to Captain Joe, and they had no way of doing that. She picked up her pace until she fairly skipped up the last few steps.

			When she arrived inside the hotel, they were both waiting for her, luggage on the floor between them. Neither beach bums nor captains of industry now, they wore casual clothes—lightweight shirts and slacks. No matter how they dressed, they were mighty fine to look at. Now maybe she’d have the chance to feel Jon’s long arms around her and burrow into the firm planes of Wolf’s chest.

			Jon bent to grab the handle of his suitcase. “Ferry waiting?”

			“Uh, no.” Think, think. She needed a story when all her current thoughts came through X-rated. “There was an emergency on another island. High-risk pregnancy. She had to get to the mainland in case she needed a hospital in the next couple of days.”

			The two men exchanged glances.

			“You mean the ferry left without us?” Jon asked.

			“It never came,” she answered. “I got a message on my cell phone.”

			“We’re stranded?” Wolf asked.

			“I’m afraid so,” she said. “There’s no time to get another boat out here in front of the storm.”

			“And none likely to come soon after the storm, either,” Wolf said.

			“I’m sorry.”

			Neither of them gave much of a clue as to how they felt about being stuck here. They couldn’t be happy about missing their business engagements or they would have volunteered to stay. They didn’t convey any skepticism about her story, either. But neither of them was dancing with joy, either.

			“Look at it this way ... I’ll get to show you that the resort can weather even a mild hurricane,” she said. “I think you’ll be impressed.”

			“What about electricity?” Wolf asked.

			“We have a generator and solar power,” she said. “We were getting ready to open, so there’s plenty of food and a well-stocked bar and wine cabinets.”

			“And a restaurant kitchen to play around in.” Jon finally gave a clue to some emotion as the light of competitive mischief entered his eyes. “My partner here claims he knows how to use a chef’s knife. What do you bet he’s blowing smoke?”

			Wolf heaved a sigh. “You never give it a rest, do you?”

			Christie almost matched his sigh with one of her own, out of relief. If they were upset with her, they weren’t showing it.

			“We’ll see who can really cook,” Wolf said.

			“That we will,” Jon answered. That might be innocent enough except for the way they were both staring at her. With any luck, they’d all three be cooking by that evening.

			“DO YOU BUY her story?”

			Jon pulled his head from the restaurant freezer long enough to glance at his friend and partner. Wolf stood on the other side of the butcher-block worktable, an open beer in his hand.

			“Ms. Lovejoy’s?” he said.

			“She’s the only ‘her’ around here,” Wolf answered.

			“What makes you think she lied?”

			Wolf lifted one shoulder in a shrug. “It just seemed strange. One minute, we were all ready to go. The next, there was a mysterious cell phone message.”

			Jon thought back. He’d been too busy concentrating on how the top of her sundress stretched over her breasts to notice much of anything else. But she might have avoided their eye contact. Bad liars did that. Wolf had a great sense for people. He might be on to something.

			“Do you really care if she’s telling the truth?” Jon asked.

			“Don’t you?”

			“I guess.” Although he hadn’t managed to push his fantasies of Ms.Christie Lovejoy naked completely to the back of his mind, the state-of-the-art professional kitchen made for a pleasant diversion from the constant state of semi-arousal he’d endured since noticing how she moved—as if she were dancing with a man who really turned her on. Gleaming stainless steel appliances, more sauté pans than he could ever hope to dirty, and a six-burner gas stove with enough BTUs to fire up hell itself. All that could entertain him until he could watch her face when he first sank his cock into her.

			“We’re getting a free vacation in a gorgeous location,” he said. “Don’t overanalyze it.”

			Wolf took a drink of his beer while he considered that. “It’s a matter of principle. Deception like that rubs me the wrong way.”

			Jon studied Wolf for a minute. “Why are you twisting yourself into knots about this? We won’t even be dealing with her after we leave here.”

			“I like my lovers to be honest with me.”

			Jon laughed. “Dream on, pal. She’s mine.”

			Wolf’s eyes widened. “You want to make a bet on that?”

			“Why not? Although I hate having to beat you.”

			“You won’t. I’ll fuck her first,” Wolf said.

			“I wouldn’t be so sure of that, if I were you.”

			“Well, what do you know? We’re competing for a woman,” Wolf said. “We’ve never done that before.”

			“First time for everything.” Jon studied the contents of the freezer again. On one shelf, he found packages labeled “pork ribs,” and on another, individually wrapped game hens. On the last he hit pay dirt. A box that read “Strip Steaks, USDA Prime.” He pulled it out and set it on the worktable. “I give you our dinner.”

			“Anyone can cook a good piece of beef,” Wolf said.

			“I’m talking steak Diane,” he said. “I’ll feed her dinner and then eat her pussy for dessert.”

			“Have you told her that?”

			“Not in so many words.” He opened the box to find steaks sealed in airtight plastic pouches. Beautifully marbled, they were not only prime but really first class. He removed three and returned the rest to the freezer.

			“Have you said anything to her on the subject at all?” Wolf asked from behind him.

			Jon shut the door and leaned against it. “I don’t have to talk. Hell, I could tell within a minute of meeting her, she was the type of woman who likes to fuck.”

			“Every woman likes to fuck if her partner takes the time to turn her on.”

			Jon laughed. “Bragging much?”

			“Reality.” Wolf drained his beer and set the bottle on the table. “And as much as you like to pretend you’re an asshole, deep down you’re too nice to be selfish about sex.”

			“I have a surprise for you, partner. Deep down inside I’m actually a very shallow guy.”

			Wolf rolled his eyes. “Bullshit.”

			The man knew Jon too well to fall for his I-don’t-give-a-damn persona. They’d shared everything since college, including tips on how to make a woman’s body hum like a finely tuned instrument. He couldn’t hide the fact that he took pride in satisfying his partners any more than he could deny Wolf did the same.

			“You know, we’ve never had the same taste in women before,” he said.

			“I like curves,” Wolf said. “You like thinner women.”

			“Not true. I don’t care much about body types. I want a woman who isn’t afraid to come on strong—one who lets me know from the get-go that she’s hot, willing, and available.”

			Wolf rested his hip against the worktable and remained silent for a moment. “You’re right. You always did go for the uninhibited type.”

			“Women on the plump side tend to be shy about their bodies. It’s a crime, if you ask me.”

			“So, Christie Lovejoy has my perfect body and your perfect personality.”

			“And you’re going to lose her to me,” Jon said.

			Wolf laughed. Let him. Jon had pegged Christie Lovejoy as his perfect bedmate the moment he’d set eyes on her. Even at their first meeting, when the three of them had kept everything strictly business, she’d walked with a swing of her hips that said “fuck me now.” And her mouth ... watching her eat was an exercise in sexual frustration. She savored everything, taking her food slowly and deliberately. From there, he could so easily imagine her lips around the tip of his cock as she closed her dark eyes with pleasure. He’d hold the sable hair back from her face so he could watch her sucking and licking and...

			Well, great. He’d given himself a full hard-on just thinking about her. Wolf was probably in the same state. She’d tried to take a good look at both of them and had glanced away, biting her lip, when he caught her at it. Unless he’d misjudged her interest, he’d satisfy her curiosity about his cock soon. Maybe tonight. He needed only to get her alone for a while, and she and his boner would become well acquainted, indeed.

			“Say, Jon ...” Wolf said.

			That got his attention. Wolf almost never used his name but usually addressed him as “hey you”—when he wasn’t calling him “asshole” or something equally affectionate. “Say, Jon” meant something worth listening to would follow.

			“Wolf,” he answered.

			“Have you ever done anything, um, unusual in bed?”

			“You mean, like kink?”

			The wheels turned in his partner’s head for a moment. “Yeah, that. And maybe ... sex in groups.”

			Jon’s mind immediately went back to one particular summer when his girlfriend’s college roommate missed a plane and ended up spending the night with them. “I almost had a threesome with Roz and Sue.”

			“Almost?”

			“Roz said it was okay, but she gave off some strange vibes. I called it off.”

			“But never one woman and another man.”

			“Not so far, but you know my slogan: ‘Never say never.’ Are you bringing this up for the reason I think you’re bringing this up?” He didn’t have to say her name. The two of them were trapped on an island with a woman they both wanted.

			“Maybe I am,” Wolf said.

			“Then remember my other slogan: ‘If it feels good, do it.’ ”

			“That sounds like you.”

			Wolf started opening drawers and checking out the contents. Conversation over. The fact that he’d brought it up was revealing enough. His mind was going in new directions, and now Jon’s was, too. Fascinating.

			“How are you going to handle missing Komura?” Jon asked.

			“He won’t like it,” Wolf said. “He has to have hands-on attention or he feels snubbed.”

			“You’ll have to buy him flowers and kiss and make up.”

			Wolf stopped in the act of pulling a knife from the block that held it. “How about your contract negotiations?”

			“I guess Howard can handle it.”

			“He won’t get a deal as good as you can,” Wolf said.

			“It’s time he learned to try.”

			Wolf inspected a twelve-inch chef’s knife and humphed in admiration. “If Christie Lovejoy is keeping us here under false pretenses, she’s showing a bad lack of ethics.”

			“Or she’s showing us that she needs to get laid.”

			Wolf rolled that around in his mind for a bit. Jon knew what Wolf was like when he sorted things out. He had a good head for business and for life in general.

			“While I sympathize, I don’t approve,” Wolf said finally. “It’s not only dishonest as far as business is concerned. Keeping us here for sex is personal, too.”

			“Up close and personal,” Jon said. “Just the way I like it.”

			“Don’t you take anything seriously?”

			“Orgasms,” he answered. “I take orgasms very seriously.”

			“So you’re going to sleep with her no matter what.”

			Jon chuckled. “I don’t know about you, partner, but my plans for her don’t include a lot of sleep.”

			“You’re incorrigible,” Wolf said.

			“And you’re going to turn her down if you don’t like her ethics?” Jon asked. “Give me a break.”

			“No, of course not.” Wolf blew out a frustrated breath. “But if I find out she’s been lying, I might extract my pound of flesh.”

			“Well my pound of flesh is hot and hard and ready for some fun.”
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