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      They say hindsight is 20/20. So tomorrow I’ll regret this.

      But right now, as he slides his hands from my waist to my back making me arch instinctively toward him, my vision is profoundly blurred.

      I shouldn’t want him. I shouldn’t be here. But God, this feeling I have when I’m with him, how my skin heats beneath his touch… it’s indistinguishable from sheer ecstasy.

      And he knows it.

      This is just a one-night stand and nothing more. With a man who, by his own enthusiastic admission, is incapable of anything more than that.

      Still… with him inside of me, with his deep-set blue eyes locked on mine like he can see the innermost workings of my soul, it’s so hard to remember that.

      As though he’s read my mind and wants to make this even more difficult for me, his lips touch my neck—barely a brush of his skin against mine. The gesture should be somehow overshadowed by the fact that he’s so deep inside of me, throbbing and hard. A light kiss isn’t more intimate than the sex act itself. And yet it feels that way—as though he’s making love to me and not just fucking me within an inch of my life.

      The tenderness, mixed with the carnal thrust that invades me, is just enough to push me upward—like my soul is climbing a long, glorious spiral staircase to the heavens.

      Fen Sheridan is the definition of everything I shouldn’t want in a man. I’ve reminded myself of that every time I ran into him, even when I walked down the aisle with him at a wedding just hours ago.

      There’s no avoiding Fen, not with my friend and business partner Annie now married to his brother. So after this one-night stand ruins my future expectations of sex—having raised the bar to a stratospheric height—I’ll still have to face him.

      And that’s what should be holding me back from screaming out his name right now. But it doesn’t.

      Nope, not in the slightest.

      When I reach the apex, it shouldn’t be any different from the last two orgasms he’s given me this past hour; the man is that skilled. Yet this one, when he gives in to his desire at the precise moment I do, feels like it’s somehow etched itself on my soul, as though every time I’m with another man, I’ll compare him to Fen.

      Which might explain why, as he rolls off of me, I feel ever so slightly pissed off.

      Not at him, though.

      At myself.

      “That was an unexpected end to the evening.” His low, husky tone almost soothes me.

      “For you and me both,” I answer, my voice breathy, still struggling for air.

      “But you won’t find me complaining,” he adds with a chuckle.

      Me neither. But I can’t say it. Can’t admit it somehow. Because I feel that undeniable surge of nesting hormones coursing through my veins right now and I need to get the hell out of here before I imprint myself to his very existence.

      So I don’t answer, I just listen to my breathing and how it seems to echo his perfectly. I enjoy it too much, that synchronicity coupled with the feeling of his warm skin on mine, so soft that it seems incongruent to the hard muscles showcased on his broad form.

      There’s a sheen of sweat over my body and my heart is still refusing to return to its normal pace. I want more of this. Now. With him. I want to feel him inside me and not know where my body ends and his begins.

      So of course I do what is completely necessary and state the obvious. “I should go.”

      “Why? Stay the night. Cam’s with Annie tonight and Dodger’s with Melanie or whatever her name is.”

      “Melody,” I correct.

      He cracks a smile. “Melody. Right. I’ll finally start getting it right and she’ll leave for the mainland.”

      “Yeah, that’s how it goes around here,” I tell him, my words slightly bitter on my tongue. That’s how a girl like me usually gets her heart broken on this island.

      Truth is, one-night stands have never been my thing. I’m more of a relationship kind of girl. I love that feeling of belonging that being a couple brings, that sense that I’m a part of a team—that someone’s got my back.

      But the relationships I’ve had always seem to end with a plane ticket off this rock. And it’s not my name on the ticket. It’s the name of some guy who once promised me the world.

      That reminder should be enough to light a fire under my ass right now and shoot me out his door before I fool myself into thinking Fen has anything to offer me other than the sex I’ve just enjoyed.

      But this feeling of his skin against mine is too addictive. Like there’s a missing piece to the puzzle of me that clicks into place when I’m resting on his chest like this, listening to his heart.

      And that’s my problem. I know this too well.

      I don’t like to think of myself as a needy person. I’m not. I’ve stood on my own two feet since I was seventeen.

      But the day they buried my parents, I felt like I buried a piece of myself—leaving a void that fills too easily with the wrong man who has the right moves.

      I can’t let that happen with this man. He’s Annie’s brother-in-law. Even though dancing with him under the stars at her beachside wedding was magical enough for me to follow him back to his place, this has to end now.

      I sigh, pulling myself away from him and reaching for the bra that was tossed on the floor. “No, I should really get going.”

      He looks perplexed. “Why?”

      Retrieving my panties that somehow ended up hanging from his headboard, I tell him, “Look, I know the deal with you. Annie’s clued me in. And it’s fine.”

      I tug on my dress, refusing to meet his gaze. Until tonight, I borderline disliked this guy, for all the stories I’ve heard from Annie.

      But then at Annie’s wedding, I discovered that there’s something even more attractive than Fen’s eyes or pecs or abs. It’s the way he’s mastered this glorious thing called “active listening” that my Business Communications professor used to blather about.

      It’s irresistible on a guy like Fen. No wonder women put up with his anti-commitment agenda and end up in his bed with no strings attached.

      He touches my arm just before I’m about to stand. “Look, I won’t deny that I don’t do relationships—” he begins.

      “—as you stated several times this evening,” I interject, more as a reminder to me than him. Give me some reason to hate you right now. Please. Something to stop these feelings welling up inside me that make me want to curl up in your arms and just be held.

      “—but it doesn’t mean you have to run out the door,” he finishes. “How about I get you a glass of wine from downstairs? Annie keeps some kind of Chardonnay in the fridge.”

      Annie. Just the name I didn’t need to hear right now. How am I going to hide this from Annie?

      “No. Really. Thanks, though.”

      I try to conjure a reason to despise this guy. I need it now—fuel to send me on my way. I run through our conversation tonight, trying to recall some moment when he revealed himself to be the arrogant player that Annie warned me he is.

      But my brain’s coming up dry.

      He glances at the clock. “Sex that good demands a few repeat performances. And the night is young.”

      My eyes follow the track of his to the clock on his nightstand, and when I see the number on its display I can’t help myself from calculating how many more times he might be able to coax an orgasm from me before the first rays of dawn hit this side of the island.

      The number I come up with is pretty staggering.

      And tempting as hell.

      Until I see it—a small wooden frame with a photo inside it.

      It’s unassuming—just Fen and some other guy roasting a couple of marshmallows.

      Over a lava flow.

      Over Pele.

      Disbelieving for a moment—it just doesn’t mesh up with his personality—I almost smile insidiously when I accept it as truth.

      He roasted marshmallows on our volcano.

      Eureka! It’s like a gift to me—a reason to knock him off this pedestal where I’ve unconsciously placed him, seeing as this was the best sex I’ve ever had.

      His eyes must have followed my gaze because he suddenly says, “Oh, that’s me and Drake at Kilauea.”

      “Drake.” I almost whisper it.

      “Yeah. Just an Army guy I served with a while back.”

      “You roasted marshmallows on the lava flow.” I say it as a statement, not a question.

      “Yeah, it was on his bucket list.”

      I’m not living under a rock. I know plenty of tour groups sell this tacky experience to tourists.

      But native Hawaiians like me frown on it. To us, that volcano is the sacred home of Pele, a part of our culture.

      It’s about the equivalent of roasting marshmallows over devotional candles at a Catholic church. Sure, you’ll get a viral photo op for Instagram. But you’ll look like an asshole doing it.

      Thirty seconds ago, I’d have sworn that there was nothing that could have adequately chilled the post-climax heat that still emanates from my body.

      But that photo seems to do the trick.

      Thank God.

      “Have you ever done it?” he asks, so oblivious it’s almost comical.

      No.

      I think it, but I don’t say it, instead staring at the image like it’s a lifeline.

      A fucking marshmallow. Perfect.

      “I should really go,” I whisper rather than answering, standing now on wobbly legs. It’s bad enough that I slept with a guy who has no future with me whatsoever. But I did it with someone who roasts marshmallows on the volcano.

      Ugh. If my ‘ohana finds out about this, I’ll never live it down.

      “You sure?”

      My mind is plenty sure. But my body seems to be experiencing a delay. It’s just a marshmallow, I hear my hungry girl-parts whisper.

      Then my brain takes over. “Yeah,” I say, feeling somewhat proud, the same way I feel when I step away empty-handed from a plate of steaming hot chocolate chip cookies which, until tonight, I’d have bet were better than sex could ever be.

      Still gloriously naked, he stands. “You really don’t want to spend the night? I can grab breakfast sandwiches at the deli down the road and we can take them to the beach.”

      Just two minutes ago, I would have been sorely tempted.

      But now? Not so much.

      “Look, thanks for the offer,” I tell him. “But you don’t have to treat me to a follow-up breakfast just because your brother is married to my friend and business partner.”

      “I’m not—”

      “Where’s my purse?” I cut him off, looking around.

      “On the—” He stops when he sees me find my purse on his dresser.

      As I take it in my hand, I spot something only inches from where my purse just was.

      A small glass jar filled with green sand.

      A jar I really wish I had taken a moment to notice before I experienced my first, second, and yes, even third climax tonight.

      Green sand.

      Apparently scooped up by a self-absorbed, disrespectful asshole.

      The same guy who roasted a marshmallow over Pele.

      Double ugh. He’s one of those guys. Those guys who steal green sand from Papakolea Beach when no one is looking.

      Wow. Just wow. As if roasting a marshmallow over Pele wasn’t enough, I’ve just been gifted another reason to dislike this guy.

      The Big Island’s Papakolea is one of only four green sand beaches in the world. It’s against the law to take sand from it, but from time to time, you still see people stealing a handful here or there, as though the law doesn’t apply to them.

      People like Fen, apparently.

      What a waste of carnal talent on a guy like this.

      With my purse in my grip, I whirl around to head to the stairs, half expecting to see some cheesy statue of a hula girl with hips that jiggle when you shake it because tacky seems to be the trend with this guy.

      “I think it’s best we just never mention we did this. Especially to Cam or Annie,” I blurt as he follows me.

      Downstairs, he reaches out and lightly strokes my arm. I feel myself instinctively move toward him, his pull nothing short of magnetic.

      “Maybe I want to mention it.” His voice practically purrs it—a low, sultry murmur that tugs at me. But I resist, using the only armor I have to protect myself, an armor literally made of marshmallows and green sand.

      “Well, don’t.” My voice is just this side of bitchy. “I don’t want Annie worrying there will be any friction between us.”

      “Who says there would have to be friction between us?” he counters. “Stay the night, Kaila.”

      He’s moved closer to me, tenderly resting his palm on my hip. The heat between my thighs is almost embarrassing.

      Oh, hell no. I’m made of sterner stuff than that.

      “No. Let’s just forget this ever happened.” I brush past him to grab my wrap from the kitchen counter, inhaling deeply as though I want to fill my lungs with his scent one last time.

      “Okay. If that’s what you want.” He says it as though he doesn’t believe it. As though he’ll be waiting for me to text him tomorrow. He cocks his head. “I hope you’re not regretting this.”

      “Of course not,” I lie. “But you’re not my type.”

      The look on his face tells me he takes my words as the insult they were intended to be. I immediately wish I hadn’t said it. I may be fragile, vulnerable, and admittedly have a hole in my heart these past eight years since my parents died. But I’ve never been bitchy.

      Till this moment.

      “I’m not your type?”

      I bite my lip, hating the way it sounds, knowing that he’s been nothing but nice to me all night and I’m only latching onto whatever I can to keep myself from getting hurt by this man.

      Because it felt that good… being in his arms.

      “No. And I’m not your type. Admit it.”

      His jaw sets, and there’s a vein that pops out on his forehead—the kind I used to see on my dad when I’d take the car out at night without getting permission first. “No, I guess you’re not,” he finally responds.

      “Well, see you.”

      “Yeah, see you around,” he says with the same tone he might say, Don’t let the door hit you in the ass as you leave.

      And I can’t say I blame him.

      The blame rests entirely with me.
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      “Look…” I train my hands to stay on my lap.

      He’s got the upper hand, and I know it. Worse: he knows it.

      “I’m sorry I did it without your approval. Really, I am,” I say. “And I’ve already said that I’ll pay whatever extra gas or wear-and-tear on the bird you think is appropriate.”

      The sun shines through the floor-to-ceiling windows of Jasper Connell’s massive office on the Kona Coast. With the expansive view, there’s no doubt in my mind why he moved the headquarters of Pacificopter Tours here rather than up the road a few miles where they keep their birds. The old owner of Pacificopter preferred to keep his office right where the action was, where he could hear first-hand any feedback from tourists about his flights or grumblings of discontent among his pilots.

      He was a hands-on man, and I admired him for that.

      This guy? Not so much.

      “It’s not the money that’s the problem, Fenway.” He says my full name rather than just Fen like everyone else, and always with a hint of distaste as though the baseball stadium I was named after by my parents holds some kind of bad memories for him.

      I’m betting he’s not a Red Sox fan.

      Just another reason I never liked this guy.

      “So what is the problem?” I ask, baited by the silence.

      “The problem is you took that girl and her mother without even clearing it with me first.”

      “Emily. Her name is Emily. I did mention it when we last spoke.”

      “Yes, but you never cleared it with me.”

      I hate the way this guy emphasizes random words like my third grade teacher Mrs. Vocelli used to when I’d get something wrong. “The sentence should be, ‘I ran to the store,’ not ‘I runned to the store,’ Fen.” I never did like Mrs. Vocelli.

      “I really do apologize about that, Mr. Connell,” I spit out the words shooting for my most deferential tone. I’m trying to pretend I’m back in the Army—back to wearing Lieutenant’s bars on my uniform and talking to a Colonel I didn’t like.

      But I look at this guy, and I’m failing at the task.

      “I did email you as soon as I got the request,” I remind him.

      “And you should have waited for my reply.”

      “No disrespect intended, but your auto-reply said you’d be unreachable until you returned from Tahiti on the 26th. And she needed to get back to O‘ahu for chemo that week. It’s not really something that can be delayed.”

      “Then she can pay for the trip the same as everyone else.”

      There’s silence between us for a moment. Not because I have nothing to say. But because I have nothing to say that’s not going to get me fired.

      And I need this job. I need this job if I’m ever going to save enough money to buy my own helicopter—the top of the line one I’ve been eyeing so that I can take passengers wherever the hell I want without having to beg.

      I know I’m in the wrong here. But when business and morality conflict, I take the high road every time. It’s in my blood.

      I got the idea from my cousin Ryan—offering open seats on our flights to O‘ahu to kids who need to go off-island for cancer treatments. He told me at his wedding a few years back that he does the same thing with his plane on the mainland.

      I loved the idea, but the nonprofit he works with to do it doesn’t reach us out here in the middle of the Pacific. Besides, they work with private aircraft owners like my cousin. And unlike Ryan, I was born into the middle class branch of the Sheridan family. Which is why he’s got his own Cessna, while I’m sitting here, needing to give explanations to this titwad.

      “Again, I’m sorry if I overstepped. The last owner of Pacificopter didn’t mind my doing this when we had a couple of empty seats on flights to O‘ahu. And he sure didn’t mind the good publicity it brought the company,” I remind him.

      “I’m aware of the publicity. And it helped build the company when it needed it. But I’m the owner now, and we’re big enough that we don’t need the publicity anymore. Besides, if that kid needed to fly to O‘ahu, her insurance would cover it.”

      “Emily,” I say again, digging my fingers into my thighs to keep from throttling this guy. “Her name is Emily. And insurance doesn’t always cover flights to get people where they need to go for the best treatment. Kids like Emily get hit the hardest because they can’t get most chemo here on the Big Island.”

      “That’s the risk of living here,” he spouts. “If people can’t handle the risk of it, they should live someplace else.”

      Is this guy for real? I open my mouth, about to remind him that if everyone left the island who couldn’t afford his kind of lifestyle, there wouldn’t be anyone left to take care of the same tourists his damn company relies on. But I keep my lips tightly pressed together, knowing a lecture from me won’t convert him.

      Besides, this is Hawai‘i. We’ve got lava, sharks, earthquakes, and tsumanis. Karma will have plenty of opportunities to knock this guy down to size.

      “So, just to be clear, you want me to say no next time a dying kid needs a flight to O‘ahu for treatment?”

      “No, actually, I don’t.”

      The tiniest shred of hope festers inside of me, until he opens his mouth again.

      “You won’t be here to say anything, Fenway.”

      “What?”

      “Look, I need team players here. I can’t afford to have a pilot who’s not on my team.”

      Easing back in my chair, I feel a burn inside of me.

      I’m not on his team? Good. That makes this all the easier. “Before I came to this island, I served our country hunting down the bad guys and rescuing the good guys. Got three medals out of it. So if you think I’m not on your team, then you’re playing on the wrong side.”

      It’s as civil a statement as I can muster. I’m actually rather proud that it’s not laced with a string of profanities.

      I should feel liberated as I storm out of the building, releasing myself of the obligation of ever having to see that bastard again.

      But I have bills to pay. And worse, Emily and her mom will be stuck flying commercial back to the Big Island when her chemo’s done. And that’s a whole lot rougher on a kid whose blood cells have already been put through torture.

      When I’m back in the safety of my Jeep, that aforementioned string of profanities does slip. Several times in succession.

      “Damn fucking son of a bitch,” I rage, even though my windows are open. If anyone hears me curse as I pull onto the Queen K highway, it will only serve as a warning to stay the hell away from me right now.

      On the short drive home to the two-story condo I share with my brother, I do my usual hindsight quarterbacking. I might have been able to change that guy’s mind. A tiny-peckered shitbag like him only wants me to beg.

      He never did like me.

      I pull in front of our condo and see Cam’s and Dodger’s cars in front of the building. I’m in serious need of some alone time right now, and apparently I’m not going to get it. Dodger started an urgent care clinic and used to be there constantly. But now that it’s thriving, he’s able to predictably take a couple days off here and there. Cam doesn’t even live here anymore since he and Annie bought a house in Waikoloa Village a few miles away. But they still end up here often enough, enjoying the view and giving each other damn foot rubs.

      I like Annie a lot. Love her, actually, like the sister she’s become to me. But the two of them can be really nauseating sometimes.

      My shoulders slump as I look at the door. I don’t want to go in there now. I don’t want their questions. Their statements about how I could have handled things differently. I’m hearing that enough from my own voices in my head.

      So I pull off my shoes and slip through the opening in the hedge, headed to the beach. The sand slides between my toes and the sight of the water puts it all in perspective.

      I did the right thing.

      Emily needed to get to O‘ahu with her mom. I’ve actually taken them there twice before for previous rounds of chemo. And the owner approved of it every time without flinching.

      And even though in my gut I knew this guy wasn’t cut from the same cloth, I had to get them there.

      But still, I love this view and don’t want to live without it.

      I can cover my portion of the mortgage off my savings for a while. But that puts me further away from my goal of buying the helicopter I want.

      “Hey, Fen!”

      My spine straightens at the sound of my name. So much for being alone.

      I see Dodger headed toward me. If I have to share this sand with one of my brothers at this moment, I’m glad it’s him. Cam, with his love-struck eyes and sappy smile, would be a little hard to take in contrast to my sour mood right now.

      “What are you doing home from work?” His smile resonates as he asks it, skin soaking up the rays of the sun as he carries his surfboard under his arm.

      “Why be at work, when I can be here?” I answer cryptically, not quite ready to admit that I’ve just been canned. “Catching a few waves?”

      “Trying to. But they’re catching me more than me, them,” he admits. In truth, all three of us brothers suck at surfing. Maybe it’s our landlocked Midwestern upbringing, but the wave always wins with us. Yet still, we keep trying, comfortable enough in our skin that we don’t mind everyone on the beach laughing at our own version of The Three Stooges Go to Hawai‘i.

      I’d probably be Larry in that scenario.

      He grabs a towel from the sand that I’m assuming must be his and stretches it out before sitting on it. His forearms rest casually on his knees as he gazes out to the ocean. “Hell of a day to be in Hawai‘i, isn’t it?” he observes.

      A scowl threatens, then draws my lips downward. “Yeah, and it may be one of my last,” I mutter.

      “What are you talking about?”

      “I got fired today.”

      To quell his inquisition, I tell him the story, omitting nothing including all the expletives that have been running through my brain since I left Jasper Connell’s office. As I unload the day’s events on my brother, I find it cathartic to tell Dodger about this somehow. He sides with me, as a doctor and any non-asshole would.

      “Technically, I really should have waited to hear back from him,” I admit.

      “My bet is, he wanted to see you fired anyway. Was just looking for a good reason. You’ve been saying that for five weeks now. So? Good riddance.”

      “Maybe, but I’m not sure I’ll be able to get another job flying after this.”

      “Why the hell not? You’ve got a clean record.”

      “Dodger, I flew someone without getting the company’s okay. That’s kind of frowned on in our industry. Besides that, there aren’t many pilot jobs that open up. It’s not like I want to put someone else I know out of a job. We’re a pretty close-knit community.”

      “Well, someone’s bound to catch island fever at some point and go back to the mainland. Just put the word out. Something will come along.”

      He has the kind of optimism I envy—the kind that comes with having a medical degree on an island that needs more doctors, not less.

      Not the case for us pilots.

      “Yeah. I figure I’ll check into the big hotels tomorrow and see if they can use a former Army guy for some security in the meantime,” I say, trying to assume his positive tone. I fail miserably at it.

      “Look, I know you don’t want to hear this, but—”

      My eyebrows rise. “I’m not going to the family about this, Dodger.”

      He cuts himself off just as I speak, pulls his eyes from mine, and looks out to the magnificent stretch of ocean in front of us.

      “I knew you’d say that. But seriously, Fen, you know they’ve been talking about building more developments on O‘ahu.”

      I raise an eyebrow. “You do realize the Big Island is more than a swim away from O‘ahu,” I remind him as my eyes drift to the water.

      “I know. But if they hired you as some kind of part-time project or building manager or something, they’d have a place for you to rack out there. It wouldn’t be forever. Just until something else comes along.”

      “I’m not going hat-in-hand to them, Dodger. You know I won’t.”

      He shrugs as though he knew I’d answer that way. And he did know, because he’d do the same thing.

      It’s both a blessing and a curse for us—being a part of the Sheridan family.

      When my grandfather died, he gave the construction business he’d built to his three kids, one of whom was my dad. My dad and his sister sold their shares of the business to the only sibling who had any interest in it, Jake Sheridan. And Uncle Jake turned it into a billion-dollar empire, JLS Heartland.

      While my dad went on to live a perfectly ordinary, middle class life.

      I’m not going to bitch about it. There’s a certain amount of security that comes from knowing that my extended family—that mogul branch of the family tree—will always make sure I’m not suffering. But there’s this other part of me that hates having the Sheridan name, just like my brothers do. And I’ll be damned before I ask for help from my cousins who took over JLS after Uncle Jake died.

      “Look, you get it, right? Besides, it would kill Dad to see one of his sons turning to them for a job.”

      “True. But that’s Dad’s problem, not yours,” he says, his tone tainted with something distasteful that I can’t quite put my finger on. Bitterness, maybe? I’ve got my own share of issues with my dad, but have a feeling it’s an entirely different set of baggage than my brother has with him.

      “I’ll find another job doing—something—if I can’t find a pilot’s job. You won’t be out a mortgage payment on account of me.”

      “Oh, hell, I’m not worried about that. Skip the mortgage for a while. Cam’s already sold me his share of the condo so he could buy that house with Annie. I’ll buy you out, too, if you want. That would give you a good chunk of cash.”

      I’ll admit, it’s mildly tempting. Between the equity I have in the condo and my savings, I could buy the AS 350 that I’ve been eyeing. But I’d also be living in it. “And what are you going to do as a sole owner of a three-bedroom condo?”

      He shrugs. “After my last few attempts at relationships crashed and burned, you might be surprised to hear that I’d still like to have a family one day.”

      It actually doesn’t surprise me in the least. Of the three of us, I’d always pictured Dodger as the one who would settle down first. “What about that girl you were seeing a few weeks ago?”

      “Went back to Los Angeles.”

      I shake my head. “How can anyone leave this place once they’ve lived here?”

      “It’s hard—being this far away from family and friends. And she was sick of making half of what she could be earning on the mainland. The job market is pretty tough.”

      “You sure don’t need to remind me of that today.” I pause, resting my forearms on my knees as I look out to the water. “Sorry she wasn’t up for it. I liked her. You looked good together.”

      Glancing his way, I frown at the look of resignation on my brother’s face. Dodger’s a great guy—definitely the best of the three of us. And he doesn’t have all the baggage that I have, leaving him unable to believe in the sanctity of marriage.

      “Hard to find someone who will stick around,” he mutters, standing. “Why don’t you grab your board and hit the waves? A little time in the ocean will take your mind off your job. Or lack thereof,” he adds with a chuckle that only he can afford. Brushing the sand from himself, he sends a flurry of grains into my face.

      I glare at him, knowing the move was intentional. It’s one of those things that brothers never outgrow.

      “Nah. Think I’ll just go inside,” I respond, even though I’m having a hard time pulling myself from this calming view.

      “Suit yourself. Cam’s in there with Annie,” he warns. “So announce yourself when you walk in. You never know with those two.”

      “What’s he doing here?”

      “They’ve still got some stuff in his old room. I think Kaila’s coming over to help Annie sort through some of their babysitting supplies they stored in there.”

      “Kaila?” Just what I didn’t need today.

      I should appreciate the way Kaila distanced herself from me these past months. It was a mistake to bring her home with me that night. A huge error on my part. She’s my sister-in-law’s friend. And since I don’t do relationships, that could have been dicey. So when she ghosted me in the days that followed our hook-up, I should have been happy about it.

      Trouble is, I haven’t been able to bring another girl home since. It’s like my brain can’t quite get Kaila out of my system, which baffles the hell out of me. The sex was great, don’t get me wrong. But it’s the connection I find myself missing—that way the conversation flowed as easily as the champagne that night of Cam and Annie’s wedding. Maybe it’s because we already knew each other, but I felt like she got me. She understood me. And that’s something I don’t get much, living on an island where people flow in and out as regularly as the tides.

      “Think I’ll hang out here for a while, come to think of it,” I say, not up for running into Kaila if I go home right now.

      He grins. “Love’s a bitch when you’re on this side of it.”

      My chin tucks toward my chest. “What are you talking about? I barely know Kaila.”

      “I was talking about Cam and Annie. They’re pretty nauseating to watch these days,” he finishes, echoing my earlier sentiment. He cocks his head. “And why would you think I’d say that about you and Kaila? Is there something going on between you two?”

      Shit. “Of course not.”

      His eyes move from me to our condo up the slope from us. “You sure?”

      “Are you kidding? She doesn’t even like me, Dodger.” That I can say without reservation.

      “Really? Well, she and I have something in common then. Maybe I should date her.”

      I feel the steam rising from my body, and it’s not from the sun. Truth be known, Kaila and Dodger might actually make a halfway decent pair. But I’d have to leave the island if it happened.

      “I don’t think she’s your type, Dodger. She wants to give the mainland a try. Build a career there. She’s sick of the island.”

      He eyes me curiously. “You seem to know a lot about her, for a guy she doesn’t even like.” Then he turns on his heel before I can even reply and jogs off to catch a wave.

      Or, in our case, to let a wave catch him.
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