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Solar rays bounced from distant waves.The sun hung above the horizon like a ripe Florida grapefruit. The shore glowed in shades of ruby.

I was back in Honey Bay just to do a deal. It wouldn’t take long. I’d at least soak up the small-town atmosphere. My first morning in town, I’d parked my Lamborghini in the parking lot between Honey High School and Seagrass Beach. 

I stayed in the car. It was hot even at eight A.M. I’d be fresh and cool for the buyout meeting.

On the beach, seashells and sand glowed in the early-morning sunlight. Even the parking lot’s cement reflected reddish hues. The scene was awash in colors and bits of glitter, like a painting drizzled in silver. 

Silver. 

Just behind me were the high school locker rooms. 

Andy Silver.

Ten years back, in those locker rooms, I’d let myself go. I’d let all my self-control go to hell. 

My urges had gotten the best of me: in the damp heat of the showers, Andy Silver’s body wrapped around me, chest-to-chest, like an extension of my own body. His hot, sticky skin was at one with my own. 

I’d never felt like that again, not with anybody. All of that was best to forget.

Andy was the one thing — the one person — I tried not to think about. But how could I not have thought about Andy, between the locker room and the beach, that same ocean water where we’d once—

I stepped on the gas. Sand and gravel and tire smoke were in my rear-view camera. So were those uncomfortable memories.

I headed up Atlantic Avenue. Locals shuffled into coffee shops and squinted into the sunrise. Strangers made small talk about the weather. It was the usual Honey Bay morning routine. Nobody had time for that back in Manhattan. 

As I drove, I caught myself scanning faces for Andy. I was an idiot. Andy had aged ten years. I wouldn’t even have recognized him. He probably wasn’t in Honey Bay anymore anyway. He was— wherever sweet, nerdy guys went to get far out of my life and even farther out of my mind, after I’d hurt them so badly.

I pressed the gas again to get those memories out of my mind again. I made a U-turn. Maybe a bit aggressively. Maybe I let the car skid a little. Strangers waved their hands downward at me: the universal gesture of keep it down, big-city asshole. 

New York license plates weren’t helping me make a good impression. Neither was the Lamborghini. 

Not that I really cared. I was in town for one meeting, one sale, one deal, and that was it. Make my father happy and get the hell out of town. Let Honey Bay think of me what it may, as long as they sold us the radio station.

When I turned eighteen, JD had told me to start calling him JD instead of Dad. I was an adult, and we were going to be business partners and coworkers, not father and son. He’d teach me business. His lesson on buyouts was never to talk too much, never to bring a lot of papers, because anything you say, anything you bring, gives them a reason to turn you down. 

I hadn’t even brought my laptop to the WHON meeting. It was sitting back in the hotel room. With me I only had a Rawlins Telecom checkbook, a one-page sale contract, and the Montblanc pen I’d received from JD for my sixteenth birthday. He had still been Dad to me back then. 

“That Lamborghini’s trunk won’t fit more than a checkbook and a pen,” JD liked to tell me.  And when he asked me why my first year after college I’d spent my entire annual bonus on a Lamborghini, I had no way to explain. JD didn’t know about Andy Silver, Andy’s obsession with cars, Andy’s fascination with Lamborghinis, my silent, secret fantasies of one day buying a Lamborghini for Andy. JD was the one person who could never find out about Andy.

On the way to the radio station, I caught myself staring at the faces inside Penny’s Pancakes, still looking for Andy. 

Did I expect him to have had his face stuck to the glass for ten years, just waiting for me? What kind of a fucking nut was I? 

WHON was just down the street from Penny’s. I pulled up to the familiar two-story stucco building. 

Parking my Lamborghini next to WHON’s row of beaten-up Priuses and Vespa scooters wouldn’t have been a good look. I pulled around the corner, to a side street. I’d park there and stroll over. I’d emerge from a back street, just a mystery man with a million-dollar check. It was a lot stealthier than pulling up in that car. 

I walked my best relaxed Honey Bay walk. The WHON building appeared around the corner. 

Eight twenty-seven A.M., three minutes early. I knocked on the front door.

Nobody answered. 

I knocked again. Nobody answered again. 

Back in the day, before Andy’s mom, Alice, took the station away from my family, we’d had a doorbell, a closed-circuit video camera, and a security guard at WHON. Maybe we’d even had a reception desk. I hadn’t visited often.

After knocking a third time, I allowed myself to turn the door handle.  I pushed the door in. 

Alice Silver stood there at a filing cabinet. She didn’t seem at all surprised that I’d just opened the door to the radio station and let myself in. 

It was community radio now. People just showing up must have been the normal order of business.

“Close the door, will you?” she gave me a forced smile. “The A/C bills are killing us here.”

“Yes.” I closed the door as told, then stepped back toward her. “I’m Baxter Rawlins.”

“I know.” Alice gave me another perfunctory smile with a sigh on top. “You’re Baxter Rawlins.” She looked at me as if I were a drowned rat.

I half-offered my hand for a shake. She didn’t offer me hers. I withdrew mine.

“I don’t want to waste your precious time.” I nodded at her in my well-practiced tone of flattery. “You must be very busy here. I only brought a check and a sale agreement.” Always make them feel respected, JD had told me.

“Mm hmm.” Alice gave a quick nod and kept digging through a filing cabinet as if it was a sock drawer.

“The check for a million dollars.” I pulled out the Rawlins Telecom envelope from my pocket, and pulled the check from it. I waved it around shamelessly. “Payable to Town of Honey Bay Treasurer. One million dollars. Signed and ready to go.”

“I know how checks work, Baxter.” Alice sighed and shook her head at me. Her eyes barely met mine. “Look—”

A frazzled blonde woman jogged in from a side room on squeaking white Reeboks. “Alice. I’ve got the power company collections department on the line.”

“I told you.” Alice spoke quickly at the woman. “Tell them we can pay one thousand now, the rest next month.”

“They said they can’t do that.” The woman was near-whispering while side-eyeing me. “They want to speak to you, Alice, or they’re going to cut off—” 

“Alright.” Alice’s eyebrows flew up and she half-rolled her eyes. “I’ll talk to them myself. Baxter. Go hang out in my office for a few minutes and then we’ll talk.” She pointed at an open door down the hall, pointing intensely as if she was identifying a murder suspect. She and her frazzled assistant disappeared into another room.

Being ordered around by Alice Silver already felt like going back in time ten years. I wasn’t a bigshot here in Honey Bay, in Alice Silver’s eyes. This was very different from my New York life.

The Rawlins Telecom logo was gone from the main office wall. So was the clock showing the time in London, Tokyo, and Dubai. Instead, there were drawings and handwritten letters from elementary-school students, thanking “Miss Alice.” They’d really changed the station around since taking it over.

The counter where the time-card punch used to be now held an espresso machine. The whole place was a lot warmer than I’d remembered it from when my family ran the station.

I dug up from memory where the white leather sofa was — the one I wasn’t allowed to sit on. No one was allowed to sit on it. 

“That’s a looking sofa, not a sitting sofa,” JD had always told me, a gentle grip on my arm to keep me from sitting down on it.

Now, twenty-eight years old, I was an adult. I’d go sit on that sofa. 

I found the white leather sofa. It was more beige than white, and the leather was now comfortable and soft like an old baseball glove. It must have become a sitting sofa instead of a looking sofa over the years.

Under Alice Silver’s watch, everything at the station no longer had that sterile, untouched look I remembered. It felt a lot more welcoming this way than back when we’d owned it. I chalked that up as another feeling of mine I’d never reveal to JD, along with that big one.

I sank deeply into the sofa’s cushions, the untouchable cushions I’d only dreamed about sitting on as a kid. Most of the doors were closed, except one studio booth: wide-open, with seemingly nobody inside, only a desk with a microphone, a laptop, and stacks of papers.

I’d played in that studio booth as a special treat a few times, maybe on my birthday. The booth had a strictly businesslike look back then, with hospital-white soundproofing material and a portrait of JD, hanging over a cold-drink dispenser and a digital timer.

I slid over on the sofa. I wanted a peek inside the broadcast booth. 

A man sat in a chair, shuffling through papers. He looked back over his shoulder.

His hair was like Andy Silver’s. His quick movements were Andy’s. Even the long fingers forced me to remember Andy’s hands running through my hair.

Maybe Alice had hired one of their relatives to work at the station?

No. It wasn’t just a relative. It was him. It was Andy. That face. Those eyes. That floppy auburn hair. He just wasn’t skinny like that anymore. He looked like a guy who spent every free moment in the gym.

He paused in his paper-shuffling. He grinned a little, as if he thought I looked just like somebody he’d known. Then his face turned to wide-eyed shock.

“Baxter?” Andy sputtered my name. He sat up straight in his chair. He stared at me. 

“Andy.” I could only whisper that name. Even in front of him, that name felt like a secret.

A broadcast booth was the last place I’d imagined finding Andy Silver. Back at Honey High, he’d get a deer-in-headlights look when a teacher called on him. Popular kids would say hi to him in the hallway just to watch his discomfort. He’d been smart, but shy, very shy. And adorable, but back then, only I’d known that.

I tried to avert my eyes from Andy Silver sitting in that booth. I couldn’t. I wanted to make small talk with him, but my mouth refused to form any words. 

“You’re so good at talking to people,” Andy had always told me. Sure, I’d been Student Body President back then. I’d always had a snappy comeback for the teachers that left them shaking their heads. Now, encountering Andy after ten years away, I was the one shaking my head, tongue-tied.

“Andy—” I breathed in. Everything flashed before me: our torrid moments that senior year, the way I’d hidden him away like a dirty secret, the way I’d left for Cornell without even saying goodbye, the way I’d spent ten years trying to forget him—

“Alright.” Alice speed-walked back into the main room and looked at me with businesslike expectancy. 

“Baxter Rawlins, let’s go talk in my office.” She strode past me like a whirlwind. She didn’t even slow down as she waved me toward her office. 

“Come on!” Alice called out to me, as if I’d been a dawdling pet poodle holding up her morning walk. Maybe I was. 

I couldn’t even stand up. My brain was frozen, totally stuck on Andy. I had no idea I’d see him again. 

I put my brain on manual mode. Legs, push, get up, stand up. Still on manual mode, I pulled my eyes off of the broadcast booth. I looked ahead. I had business meetings to attend to.

“Yes, I’ll be right there,” I shouted toward Alice’s office. It was about five steps in front of me. She sighed.

“Ok, sit.” Alice sighed. “Want some espresso?”

“No, that’s alright.” I could only think about Andy always gulping a shot of espresso so he could stay awake to study after a long evening with me.

“That’s good, because we can’t afford any.” She smiled wryly. “We might be selling that espresso machine to pay the electric bill.” She pointed at the espresso machine in the hallway. “So what can I do for you, Baxter Rawlins, Rawlins Telecom, RawTel, Whatever Whatever Incorporated?”

I lay the million-dollar check on Alice’s desk. I pulled the sale agreement from its manila folder and laid it next to the check.

“I don’t want to waste your time.” I mustered up my most flattering voice.

“Uh huh.” Alice looked at me blankly. She’d seen it all.

“I know the station is in financial trouble.” I looked right into Alice’s eyes. It was scarier than I’d expected. “I’m offering to take it off the town’s hands. For a million dollars.”

“Baxter, I know you guys at Rawlins Telecom only think in dollars. But the town loves this station.” She took her phone out of her pocket and tapped and swiped a few times. She showed the phone screen to me: a group of people in paint-splattered clothes, posing with hand tools. “The whole town showed up to fix our building after Hurricane Irma. For free, Baxter. Not for any million-dollar check.”

“I understand that.” I nodded at her. This was going to be harder than I’d expected, but JD had prepared me for it. 

“Do you really understand, Baxter?” Alice flashed that wry smile at me again. She looked way too much like Andy. That, too, threw me off-balance.

“We’re making an offer—” I tried to channel my best, most confident and convincing JD voice. What would JD do? He’d keep reiterating the benefits of the buyout. “We’re making an offer that will benefit the station and the town—”

“That’s for the town to decide, whether it will benefit the town.” Alice cut off my fumbling argument before it could even really start. “You haven’t convinced me of anything. But maybe you can convince the town.”

“Yes, I—” I looked down at the floor like a reprimanded schoolboy.

“I’ll email you and we’ll set up a time for you to make your pitch at a town meeting.” She looked at me with a bit of pity. “I’m warning you: it’ll be uphill. The town loves the station.”

“With a million dollars, the town could—” I started to say.

“I know what money is, Baxter.” She stood up and started walking out of her office, toward the exit. “I’ve got a radio station to run now. Pleased to see you again and all that. I’ll email you to let you know when you can make your pitch.”

“You can text me too.” I waved my phone at her.

She shook her head. That wry smile came again. “RawTel service is pretty spotty.” She looked at me for a reaction. “I’ll email you.” She opened the door for me and waved me out like an unwanted salesman. Which maybe I was.

“Yes.” I got out of there, my salesman-like tail between my legs. JD had laughed about it: doing deals in small towns, you’re just the next outsider coming with big promises, and you’d better watch out for the stick they’ll use to chase you out. 

JD had told me that negotiating a deal in Honey Bay would cut my ego down to size. He was right. He’d also told me that he was sure I could succeed. I wasn’t sure.

After Alice’s scolding, I felt like a nobody. I stood there outside the building, looking for my car. After having caught a glimpse of Andy, I couldn’t even gather my thoughts.

My Lamborghini was on a side street. Andy was back in the building, and far behind me. 

I’d force myself back to normal. I had to.
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Baxter just sat there on the WHON sofa, like it was nothing. Like the nine-and-a-half years apart hadn’t even mattered. Or as if it was no big deal, no remarkable coincidence, that the two of us wound up in the same space at the same time — all those years after he’d left without a goodbye.

He looked like a less boyish version of the Baxter I remembered. He was way too big for that leather couch. He’d probably gotten used to sitting on that couch back when Rawlins Telecom owned the station. 

I stared at him, at his long legs stretching onto the floor, at his arms awkwardly propped against the seat cushions. My head clouded with memories of having once been close to him. I must’ve been staring, unashamedly.

He looked back at me. He mouthed my name. Andy? It was a question. The curves of his lips as he said “Andy” were just the way they’d been back then all those times he’d stealthily summoned me from across a room, then kissed me somewhere in the shadows. It was definitely him.

Baxter swung the door open and stepped outside. He was looking up and around. The sun must’ve blinded him. When he walked out, he left the door slightly open behind him. Mom jogged up and closed it. 

I jumped out of my seat and ran for the same door she’d just closed. She looked at me like I was a cat chasing a laser pointer. 

She kept staring, incredulously, confirming that I was going to open that door and chase after that man. I was.

What would I even say to Baxter? I had no idea. He hadn’t even been looking for me at WHON. Maybe he hadn't even noticed me. 

I could pretend I was just being a good host as a WHON employee, saying goodbye to a visitor. After that visitor had already left. Cringe as fuck. Baxter would have seen right through it.

I swung the door open. He stood there a few steps outside the station, looking sun-dazed, or maybe just lost. It had been nearly ten years, after all. Those years had filled him out a little bit. His chin sported some sexy scruff. 

The whiskers on his upper lip looked about a week away from a credible mustache. His facial hair grooming was studiously messy. 

There was no way a guy like Baxter would let himself go and grow an actual mustache. Baxter didn’t do irony looks. That much I already knew about him. His fancy haircut, tailored slacks, and brown leather loafers marked him a New Yorker, way out of place in Honey Bay.

“Baxter, I — I thought I’d show you out.” I looked down at the ground for a second, then stared at him. 

He was already outside. I could still show him out, metaphorically. Maybe it was my running shoes, but he didn’t seem taller than me at all. I looked at him eye-to-eye. 

“Oh. Thanks for offering to show me out.” He nodded, then looked around. All our history together remained unspoken.

That smile of brilliant white teeth broke across his mouth. I hadn’t forgotten how he’d sometimes, with that very same mouth, graced my lips with a kiss. How could I have forgotten?

He wasn’t getting into a car. “Did you take the city bus over here?” I giggled at my own joke. He’d been a rich spoiled kid even back in school. Now he looked even more the part. 

“The Honeybee?” Baxter rolled his eyes and smiled. Wistfully. I’d never thought I’d see Baxter Rawlins do anything wistfully.

“You remember?” I asked. He’d been away for so long, and he still remembered the twenty-four-hour shuttle van that ran around the town?
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