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Amelia Parker had to get through the next twenty-four hours and then she could reward herself with the world’s biggest mai tai. Maneuvering over the slush-covered Manhattan sidewalks, she curled her toes back to keep them dry. She should have been wearing her boots, but there wasn’t enough room in her locker for them and Mr. Kensington didn’t like the desk staff in anything but dress shoes. But she couldn’t think about work right now. Not before coffee, anyway. Narrowly avoiding a puddle, she trudged toward the first place she went to every day. She could see the café’s sign up ahead, and it gave her the energy to push forward that last block.

Each step was one step closer to Hawaii and flip-flops, she told herself.

Shouldering open the door of the Columbian Roasting House, she took a deep, appreciative breath. The smell of the coffee beans in this place gave her a contact high. She took her hands out of her pockets to hold the door open as two other customers came in behind her. The place was packed.

The barista looked up and called out, “Two extra-large house blends, milk, sugar, and a dash of cinnamon?”

Amelia gave her two thumbs up. “Work your miracles, Quinn.”

Quinn, who was not just the barista but the café’s owner, could have been a model. Tall, statuesque, and blond, she also had an impressive cleavage that she showed off to all the customers, but her coffee was the main attraction. Amelia always felt a little faded and frazzled next to her, but that could be the lack of caffeine talking. Adjusting her ponytail to catch all the dark brown strands that were trying to escape, Amelia wondered if she should get her hair braided island style. She could picture herself under a large canopy by the ocean, sipping a piña colada and gazing at the hot surfers.

Standing with the other people waiting for coffee, Amelia unwound her scarf to take advantage of the heat inside the café. Her numb toes unfurled and she wiggled them to get feeling back into them. She couldn’t wait to dig them into the sand. Maybe she’d even take surfing lessons. Thousands of details zoomed around in her head, but she knew from experience nothing would fall into line until her first cup. Eventually she got to the counter and leaned over it to watch Quinn grind the beans to mix into the perfect blend of coffee.

“When are you and Jay leaving for Maui?” Quinn asked without looking up from tamping down the beans.

“Tomorrow,” Amelia said, bouncing on her heels. “I can’t wait. Sunshine and sand, here I come.”

Quinn made a face out the window. “Wish I was going. I still can’t believe you haven’t told him yet. I couldn’t keep something like that a secret.”

“He suspects something’s up,” Amelia admitted. “Although I’m pretty sure he thinks I’m taking us out to dinner to celebrate our second anniversary.”

“Has it been two years already?” Quinn poured the coffee into to-go cups.

“Seems like forever,” Amelia said. Sometimes not in a good way either. But she brushed that thought aside. Things would be better once they could get away from the city and relax for a little while.

“You don’t think he’s going to feel weird?” Quinn surprised her by continuing the conversation. She was still cranking out espressos, but it wasn’t like her to be chatty, especially with her morning rush going on.

Amelia took a sip and closed her eyes in bliss. “Nah, it’s not like he’s got anywhere else to be. I checked his calendar.”

It helped that Jay was a trust fund baby who researched video games all day in preparation for one day launching his own company.

“And I packed for both of us last week. All he has to do is get up at four a.m. tomorrow.”

That was going to be the hardest part of pulling all of this off. Maybe she’d just do an all-nighter with him playing Dragon Age or something.

“So you’re probably going to have to work late tonight?” Quinn sprayed whipped cream into several containers and capped them.

“No doubt.” Amelia sighed. “Got to make sure they can live without me for two weeks.”

Quinn gave her a wide smile. “Well, have a nice vacation. Take lots of pictures.”

“I don’t know what I’ll do without your coffee every morning,” Amelia said over her shoulder as she wound her way through the crowd to go back outside.

“You’ll figure something out,” Quinn called after her.

The cold dampness smacked into Amelia’s face as it started to sleet.

“Maui,” she repeated to herself over and over again, like a prayer. One more day of New York in January to get through and then she’d be snorkeling and parasailing. Assuming, of course, that the sleet didn’t turn into snow and JFK grounded her flight.

“Noooo,” she moaned. She would check her phone once her hands were free.

She made it to the bus stop with plenty of time to spare. Her crazy aunt Zarafina was sitting in her usual spot, huddled in five woolen shawls, each a different vibrant shade of neon. She wore a Yankees knit cap and black fingerless gloves. She scooted over to make room for Amelia on the bench.

Amelia handed her one of the coffees. “Please tell me that my fortune is clear for tomorrow. I am going to fly out okay, right?” She checked Weather.com just in case.

Zarafina screwed up her wrinkled face and whispered a few words in Albanian. She was her father’s sister and the only family she had in New York. The fact that she spent most of her days looking homeless and wandering around telling fortunes was a source of embarrassment for most of her family. Amelia adored her.

After a few moments, Zarafina nodded. “You will find adventure on the island.”

“And romance?” Amelia prompted.

“Yes, that too.” Zarafina slurped her coffee. “Is good.” She nodded in approval. “You’re a good girl. Your life will change in Hav-ah-ee.”

Amelia blew out a relieved breath. Zarafina was never wrong. She had predicted that Amelia would get the job at the Goldfish Hotel. She’d foreseen her meeting and moving in with Jay. Zarafina was also her guru, her mentor, her best friend, and her stand-in mother all rolled up in one. She made her money telling fortunes and reading tarot cards. Business was better in the summertime. Amelia worried about her when the weather was bad.

“Are you going to be warm enough today?” Amelia looked up at the gray sky. Big white flakes were starting to come down.

“I’ll be fine,” she said. “I’ll go to the Y if it gets too cold.”

Amelia bit her lip. “You can come to my place. It’s just down the street. Jay won’t mind. He probably won’t even be up yet.”

“It’s not your place,” Zarafina said, patting her hand. “It’s his. And I would not want to disturb his plans for the day.”

“I live there too,” Amelia said indignantly.

“Do you pay rent?”

Amelia shook her head. “No, but that shouldn’t matter.” They had an arrangement. He took care of rent and she took care of the rest. That was what made it possible for her to keep living in Manhattan, where she had a good job and was on her way to a satisfying career in hotel management. At least, that’s what she told herself most of the time. The truth, when she admitted it to herself, was that the hotel was kind of hokey and her boss was a skinflint.

Her aunt smiled. 

“Don’t worry about me, honey. You need to prepare for your own adventure.”

“I’m already packed.”

“Yes.” Zarafina closed her eyes and nodded. “You are ready. And you will know what to do when the time comes.”

“That sounds a little ominous,” Amelia said as the bus pulled up.

“You need to be on that plane tomorrow. It is your destiny.” The older woman’s eyes popped open. “Promise me.” She gripped Amelia’s arm.

“I promise.” Amelia tried not to be a little freaked by her aunt’s insistence.

“Good.” Zarafina released her. “Now, don’t be late for work.”

“I’ll see you later?” Amelia gathered up her stuff and got in line to get on the bus.

“Sooner than you think.” Zarafina waved to her as the bus pulled away.

She probably wouldn’t see Zarafina until after her trip. Amelia hoped someone would bring Zarafina coffee and make sure she was safe during the two weeks she’d be gone. Fretting a little, she wondered whom she could call to look out for her eccentric aunt. There was no one, really. Jay’s friends weren’t entirely reliable. All her friends and family were in Connecticut. Her father would tell her not to worry, that Zarafina could take care of herself.

Finishing up her coffee, Amelia felt the jigsaw pieces of her day snap into place. Eight hours or so of business as usual and then she was free. She’d have to call Jay later and see what he was in the mood to have for dinner and she’d pick up something on the way home. Hopping off the bus at her stop, Amelia added that to her mental “to-do list.

The scuba divers were cleaning the floor-to-ceiling aquarium tanks in the lobby of the Goldfish Hotel. She knocked on the glass and waved as she passed by. Constructed to look like the inside of an aquarium, the themed hotel attracted a lot of tourists—and pet store conventions. 

Ducking behind the faux pirate ship wreck that served as their front desk, Amelia stowed her purse under the concierge station and hooked up her earpiece. After fielding a few questions about local restaurants and theater tickets, Amelia thought it looked like it was going to be a slow day. And then the hotel manager, Mr. Kensington, approached her.

“I need you to stay late tonight.”

That wasn’t unexpected. “Sure. What’s going on?”

“Marco quit. He got a call back for the traveling troupe of Aladdin.”

“That’s great.” Catching Mr. Kensington’s glare, Amelia added hastily, “For him. I mean. Who’s going to cover this weekend?”

“You are.” He frowned at her, then began to walk away.

“Wait.” She grabbed hold of his sleeve, snatching her hand back when he raised an eyebrow. “I’m leaving for Maui for two weeks tomorrow morning.”

“Oh, right, your vacation. I’m sorry,” he said, shaking his head. “You’re going to have to postpone it.”

“I can’t,” she said, trying desperately to keep her voice from squeaking.

“The hotel will reimburse you for your down payment. Cancel the rest of the transaction.”

She cleared her throat, willing herself not to cry. She would handle this like the professional she was. “Sir, you don’t understand. It’s already paid in full. I’ve been paying this off for the last year.”

He looked at her like she was an alien. “Who does that?”

Amelia crossed her arms. “People who don’t have a ten-thousand-dollar limit on their credit cards.”

“I’m not going to be able to get the hotel to reimburse you ten thousand dollars,” Mr. Kensington chuckled.

“I put in for this vacation a year ago.”

“I don’t mean to be unsympathetic. If you can convince Marco to cover for you for the two weeks, that would be acceptable.” His phone rang. “Excuse me.”

Amelia refused to panic. She went back to her station and called Marco’s cell phone; when he didn’t answer, she left a message. No one picked up at his home either. Numb inside, she made lunch reservations around town for guests and arranged for a tour bus for a group of veterinarians visiting the city for the first time. She smiled automatically and did her job as if she was on autopilot. By lunchtime, Marco’s phone was no longer accepting messages and Amelia had to come to terms with the fact that she was well and truly screwed. She didn’t even have a co-worker to commiserate with: the reservation staff was busy working on their own daily snafus. Not that the desk clerks would as much as piss on her if she was on fire, so she didn’t even bother asking them to cover. Marco had set the stage for animosity between the concierges and the desk and bell staff long before she arrived, because of his attitude toward them—he liked to put on airs and order them around with snaps of his fingers. Even though she never did that, they gave her the cold shoulder on good days and outright tried to sabotage her on bad days.

After returning a few calls and handling some issue that came up, she had a moment free. Leaving her station, she knocked on Kensington’s door. She let herself in at his terse “Come in.” He held up a finger at her while he finished up on a phone call. Tugging down on her skirt, Amelia tried not to fidget.

“Yes?” he asked, putting the phone back on its cradle.

“I haven’t been able to get hold of Marco.”

He grunted. “That’s probably for the best.”

“I can’t cancel my plans.” She wrung her hands. “It’s my second anniversary.”

“You’re married?”

“No. Second anniversary of our first date.”

“Ms. Parker, let me stop you right there. You’re a good worker. You have a career here. I can see you working your way up to hotel manager in a few years.”

“Thank you, sir,” she said automatically.

“But these opportunities come with sacrifices. Your boyfriend will understand.”

“It was supposed to be a surprise.” It was supposed to be a way to show him that she appreciated that he’d let her move in with him and not pay rent. It was supposed to be two weeks unplugged where they could find each other sexy and fun again. It was more than just two weeks in paradise to her. But how could she tell Mr. Kensington all that? He took off for Barbados at the drop of a hat. He didn’t realize how much she’d scrimped and saved to take Jay on this trip of a life time.

“Then he doesn’t even know? Perfect.”

Amelia slumped.

“Just call the resort and have them switch the dates of your vacation.”

“I’ll try that.” It wouldn’t have to be forever, just a couple more weeks. “When would be a good time for me to take off?”

He clicked through the schedule on his computer. “Wait until after conference season. April. Or better, May.”

Stifling a whimper, Amelia nodded. “Okay. I’ll see what I can do.”

“Good. And if there’s a reasonable fee, I’ll put in for the hotel to reimburse you.”

“Thank you.”

This couldn’t be happening to her. When she’d seen the ad for the all-inclusive resort in Hawaii last year, it had been like a dream come true. Fishing around under her desk, Amelia pulled out the brochure. It was creased and wrinkled from her having looked at it a million times. The hotel was shaped like a horseshoe around a gigantic pool and tiki bar. The beach in the distance showed cerulean blue waves with just a hint of whitecaps. She wanted to be on that beach so much, her teeth ached.

“Can you have this dry-cleaned?” A guest shoved a large plastic bag over the counter, knocking over her pirate’s chest of wrapped candy.

“Sure,” Amelia said, taking the bag. Once she got the guest’s room number and laundry preferences, she tagged the bag and called in a pickup at one of the local laundries. Then she booked a few more theater and dinner reservations and gave out some walking maps of the city. By the time she got back to her brochure, it was around three in the afternoon.

“Nine a.m. island time,” she said, dialing the resort’s number.

It rang and rang. No one picked up. No one picked up an hour later, either. Finally, around five o’clock her time, a groggy voice drawled into the phone.

“Whatchu want?”

“Um, is this the Palekaiko Beach Resort?”

“It is, sistah,” the voice said in a warm, smiling voice that made her toes tingle. “What can I do for you?”

She could almost picture him leaning against a desk like hers. Only his view wasn’t icy sleet and gray drabness, but lush greens and ocean blue. Shaking herself back into the present, she said, “I need to change my reservation.”

“I’m sorry, but I don’t know where Hani is right now.”

“Who’s Hani?” she asked.

He yawned. “He’s in charge of all that.”

“Who are you?”

“They call me Dude.”

“Seriously?”

“Ya, as in I’m the dude that teaches snorkeling. The phone was harshing my buzz, so I answered it.”

“Isn’t it before noon there?” Amelia was giddy at the thought of drinking before noon.

“It’s five o’clock somewhere, sunshine.”

That it is. She scowled at the mermaid clock on the wall. “Look, do you know when Hani will be back?”

He sighed. “No. In fact, I don’t see Kai or Makoa around either. Must’ve gone surfing.”

Amelia’s breath caught. “How are the waves, there?”

“Here, we’ve got some storm surge but down the coast there’s some beach break.”

“Are they . . . gnarly?” Amelia tried out some slang.

His husky laugh sent a shiver up her spine. “You should come see for yourself, sweet thing.”

There was one little problem with that. Her excitement deflated like a balloon, complete with the raspberry noise. “That’s actually the reason why I’m calling. I need to switch dates on my reservation. I know it’s last-minute, but my boss canceled my vacation.”

“Sounds like an asshole.”

Vindication surged through her and she looked quickly around, but the desk crew were the only ones around. “He is,” she whispered. “He wants me to move my two-week vacation to May.”

“Aw, honey, I’m afraid we can’t do that.”

“Why not? It’s all right if you have to charge me a fee.”

“Nah, you don’t understand. We ain’t gonna be here in May.”

“What?” She heard a screeching sound in her head.

“The big kahuna is selling and the new owners will tear it down to build condos.”

“Oh, no,” she said. “Can I get my money back?”

“We can credit your card.”

“No,” Amelia said. “I paid by check. Monthly. For over a year. I sent in the last payment a month ago.”

“Hm,” he said. “Well, I’m sure something can be done. The kahuna is a big shot. If you write him a letter, he can fix you up.”

Amelia’s hand was shaking as she grabbed her pen. “What’s his name?”

“Samuel Kincaide.”

“I see.” She tried to keep the tears out of her voice.

“Don’t cry, wahine.”

She didn’t trust her voice. “I d-don’t want my money back. I want to go on my dream vacation.”

“Then come on.”

“I’ll get in trouble,” she said with a watery giggle.

“I get it,” Dude said. “But your kahuna sounds like a grade-A prick.”

“So does yours.”

He barked out a loud laugh. “I tell you what—you come on down and I’ll buy you a drink.”

She sniffled. “What’s the weather like down there?”

“It’s a little chilly today. It’s about seventy-five.”

Amelia bit back a moan. Seventy-five! She had a cute little sundress all picked out that would be perfect with a little lacy shawl.

“But that’s because of the wind. Once the wind dies down later this afternoon should be about ninety.”

This time she did let out a moan.

“Where are you calling from?” he asked, his voice sounding like honey over gravel.

“Manhattan.”

“Sistah, get on the plane.” He chuckled. “That’s a no-brainer.”

“What’s the worst he can do?” Amelia said, almost to herself.

“Are you a doctor?”

“Doctor?” She huffed in surprise. “No, I’m a concierge.”

“So no one’s life depends on you while you’re on vacation?”

“I don’t even have a cat.”

“If he fires you, can you survive?”

Amelia thought about it. Jay might be pissed. Although, truth be told, he really didn’t care about stuff like that. That’s what she liked about him. There were no problems, no troubles. In fact, he had asked her to move in when she didn’t have a job, so it probably wouldn’t be that big a deal. If worse came to worst, they’d eat ramen noodles for a few months until she got into another hotel. They could rekindle their relationship over a shared misery and look over the pictures of their once-in-a-lifetime vacation.

“Sistah, you still there?”

“Unfortunately.” She sighed.

“Look, you gotta do what you gotta do. I’ll make sure the kahuna gives you all your money back. He listens to me. You got no worries. You make sure you have no regrets.”

“Thanks,” she said. While the phone was cradled between her neck and shoulders, she rubbed her arms to stave off the chill as she stared dejectedly out the window. The sleet just kept coming down in gray icy waves. “I really appreciate that.”

“I got to tell you, though, that I’ve got a bucket of Coronas just waitin’ to be shared. I’ll even throw in a free snorkel lesson. Come find me.”

“Where are you going to be?” Her mouth curved into a smile.

“In my hammock. Just ask for Dude.”

“Dude?”

“Yes, sweet thing?”

“I’ll see you tomorrow.”

“That’s my girl.”

Amelia hung up and started shaking her head. Mr. Kensington would be disappointed, but he wouldn’t really fire her, right? She was the only experienced concierge he had, and she was a hard worker. She always picked up extra shifts and never complained. So he’d have to hire a temp, or get one of the desk staff to fill in for a few days. Most of them were native New Yorkers and could recommend restaurants. All of her contacts for shows and tours were on the computer. It was just customer service. She’d even stay extra late tonight to help train them. And she’d only be gone two weeks. It was only right that she took the vacation that had been booked and approved a year ago. She’d earned it. And she and Jay needed it. She couldn’t even remember the last time they’d had sex. Amelia needed to put her relationship first. Straightening her shoulders, she marched into Kensington’s office to tell him the bad news.

Amelia trudged to the bus stop with all of her personal belongings in a large plastic garbage bag. She no longer cared about avoiding icy puddles, because she was already soaked through.

By the time she got off at her stop, Zarafina was long gone, and the café where Quinn worked was closed. Too bad—she could have used another shot of caffeine. It felt like it was taking an eternity to get to her apartment. All she wanted was a nice hot shower and to put on soft wool socks. She’d tell Jay about losing her job after Maui. No sense ruining his fun. And if she started to stress, she’d just order more rum drinks. She deserved this vacation.

“I can’t believe that rat fink Kensington fired me,” she told her reflection in the elevator.

Opening the door to her apartment, she dumped her belongings on the floor. Crap, she thought—she’d forgotten to pick up dinner. When she didn’t bring home dinner, Jay got cranky. Oh, well, they’d have to get delivery tonight. Thai sounded good. Or maybe a nice hot steaming bowl of pho? Squishing toward the bedroom, she heard loud moaning sounds.

“Yes, yes, yes!”

Great. Jay’s watching porn in surround sound again.

Shaking her head, she pushed open the bedroom door. Whatever witty remark she had prepared died when she realized it was live action instead of Internet porn.

Quinn in all her naked glory was bouncing on top of Jay, whose fingers were biting into Quinn’s butt so hard, he was going to leave marks.

Amelia’s feet were frozen in place. She opened her mouth to speak, but nothing came out. Tears pricked at the corners of her eyes, but as she helplessly watched Quinn working toward orgasm, she wasn’t surprised.

Hurt. Betrayed. Pissed. But not surprised.

Is it wrong that I’m madder about losing my morning coffee?

Quinn’s head tilted back as she spewed a litany of swear words. Jay lay flat on his back with his eyes closed and let her do all the work.

Typical.

It was then she realized that her relationship had problems that even Maui couldn’t solve. She didn’t love Jay; otherwise she’d be more upset. He didn’t love her; otherwise he wouldn’t be banging the barista.

“You’re going to put somebody’s eye out with those,” Amelia said, finding her voice as Quinn’s big breasts heaved up and down.

Quinn shrieked and tried to cover up.

Jay pushed her over and sat up. “Babe, you’re home early.”
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Samuel Kincaide, aka Dude, hung up the phone and scratched his day-old beard. While the deal wasn’t quite in the bag for the ownership to switch hands, his hotel staff should still be attentive to the guests who were here or who were scheduled to arrive, like the New York cutie with the sexy voice he’d just gotten off the phone with. Not that there were many guests. Most of them took one look at the Brady Bunch Goes to Hawaii décor and headed for the Hilton.

Still the guests who were here seemed content to stuff themselves at the buffet and then saunter over to the beach. In a few hours the tiki bar would open, and anyone who had complaints would be encouraged to drink up. This was Hawaii, not Wall Street. How badly could your day be going anyway?

“Howzit, Dude,” Joely, one of the maids, said as she passed by him in the lobby. She was just coming on shift.

He gave her the shaka, fingers curled in, thumb and pinkie extended. “Seen the boys?” He jerked his thumb at the empty reservation desk.

She shook her head. “No, but there was a good party last night at D. T. Fleming. We missed you.”

Samuel groaned. “I forgot. Was Uncle Uffe there?”

“Along with his homemade hooch.” She got her cart from the back and wheeled it out to the first of the buildings.

Well, that was that. The bell staff wouldn’t be in anytime soon. He left a note for one of the Three Stooges to come find him when they deigned to come back to work. Grabbing a bucket of ice and a six-pack of Corona, he went out to his station. A hammock strung between two concrete palm tree statues in the middle of the beach was what he called his office. It was in full view of his yacht, which was anchored off in the distance, but most important, it was in full view of the gorgeous waves. The occasional bikini model sashaying by didn’t suck either. He pushed down his sunglasses and gave one a wink. She stared at him stone-faced and then looked away, dismissing him as not worthy of being in the same universe with him. Samuel chuckled. That was all good too. He was sick of being a wallet for some pretty face who thought she could use him until something better came along.

That’s why the Dude persona was the perfect disguise: unshaven, half drunk, and lazy as all get out. No woman in her right mind would want him. Samuel could be left alone in peace. Besides, when he got lonely, all he had to do was go back to the boat, shower and change, then take it over to Honolulu and spend the night in another bar on another beach. That didn’t happen that often, though. He always felt like a first-class shit when he left the morning after. Not that the girls ever wanted him to stay past breakfast anyway. Unless they saw him on the yacht pulling in. Then it was like trying to shake them off Velcro.

He thought about the woman on the phone. He should have gotten her name. He had been like her once. Strapped into a soulless job. Of course, being a stockbroker had made him a very rich man, while he was pretty sure she was barely getting by at her job. He hoped she really would take her vacation and that her dickwad of a boss wouldn’t fire her. Maybe he could find out where she worked and see if Marcus could influence something on her behalf. She’d sounded really sweet.

He fumbled in his board shorts for his cell phone and dialed his brother, who answered on the first ring.

“If you’re calling to gloat about the weather, you can kiss my ass,” Marcus said.

Samuel burped into the phone.

“That’s charming. Is that all you wanted?”

“No,” Samuel said. “I’m just checking that you didn’t make one of your employees cancel their vacation to Hawaii.”

“Nope. At this point, I’d go with them.”

“I think we’ve got a few rooms available.”

“Actually, you’re at max capacity,” Marcus said.

“No shit?”

“If you got off your hammock and looked around, you’d see that.”

“Too much effort.”

“You should put that on a T-shirt.”

“Roger dat,” Samuel said, opening up a beer.

“Will you stop with the pidgin? You sound like a stoner idiot.”

“Dat’s the plan, brah.”

“I’m hanging up now. Aloha, shithead.”

A part of him missed the big city. In his previous life, Samuel had worn a crisp suit that cost about as much as a week at this resort. He’d always been clean shaven and smelled like Armani instead of sunblock and beer. But Wall Street had burned him out, so he’d cashed in and sailed here. He’d bought this place with his brother while he was still working in Manhattan. At first he had thought he’d make a go of being a hotelier, like Marcus. But then he’d gotten a good look at the place and got the shakes. No way. He didn’t want to work that hard again. Wall Street had almost killed him with the stress. That was no longer his life. Seeing what it had done to Chris had been his wake-up call.

He was dialing his number before he could think better of it. Chris’s wife, Della, answered the phone, though.

“How’s Hawaii, you lucky fellow?” she said.

“It’s paradise,” he admitted with a twinge of guilt. “Is the old man around?”

“He’s not doing so well. It was a rough day.”

“I’m sorry,” Samuel said. “Is he in a lot of pain?”

“No.” Della sighed. “He’s just frustrated. He’s trying to do too much and he’s wearing himself out. I keep telling him that it’s only been a few months.”

It had been over a year ago since his mentor and friend had his massive heart attack, but Samuel didn’t correct her.

“He’s always been impatient,” he said.

“And stubborn,” Della said. “He hates that his body won’t do what he wants.”

“It’ll come. The doctors said he should regain full mobility.”

“It ain’t coming fast enough. Not for him. Anyway, I’m sorry, Samuel, but he’s fast asleep and I don’t have the heart to wake him.”

“I wouldn’t want you to,” he assured her. “Just keep in mind that vacation is on me as soon as you both feel up to it.”

“That’s nice of you,” Della said. “How about I come down now and he can take a rain check?”

They laughed together.

“Get on a plane,” he said.

“I would if I could,” she said sadly. “But I can’t leave him right now.”

“I know. If you need anything, just let me know.”

“Will do. I’ll tell him you called.”

Samuel tucked his phone back into the pocket. That was enough activity for a while. Leaning back into the hammock, he kicked off and let himself sway in time with the mild breeze. This sure beat the hell out of being on the floor at the New York Stock Exchange. Did some part of him miss the hustle and excitement? Not at the moment.
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