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PROLOGUE


MAGGIE


“YOU’RE BREATHING DOWN MY NECK.”


“No, I’m not.”


“Yes, you are.” I gesture to my neck where he’s hovering while we peer out toward the restaurant from the bar. “There is breath on my neck that’s forming a dewy condensation, and frankly, it’s giving me the ick.” I turn toward the worst human I’ve ever met and look him dead in the eyes. “You’re giving me the ick.”


He glares at me for a moment, those dark brown eyes like spotlights, examining every inch of me. “The spinach that’s been stuck between your teeth for the last hour and a half has been giving me the ick.”


I let out a horrified gasp before I rub my finger over my teeth frantically. “Where? Did I get it?”


I bare my teeth at him, and he throws his head back and laughs before shaking his head. “Jesus, you’re too easy.”


And this is why I can’t stand this man.


I smooth my tongue over my teeth just for good measure before I say, “I hate you so much.”


He grins the most annoying grin ever presented to another human. “Not as much as I hate you.”


And that in a nutshell sums up my relationship with Brody McFadden.


The bane of my existence.


My current nightmare.


And my brother’s best friend.


I would like to say it wasn’t always like this, the disgust between us, but honestly, I don’t know. My brother, who is seven years older than me, met Brody in college. They were in a fraternity together.


Sigma Phi Delta! Let’s go! ← said in annoying bro voice.


Yeah, I’m gagging too.


I met Brody when they graduated, and he’d simply been “my brother’s best friend.” Nothing more.


My brother, Gary, was best known in his bro-­hood college days for jumping off the frat house roof and into the pool, breaking his leg in three places. A vastly unintelligent move, but hey, he got high fives from everyone, so clearly a winning decision.


And then there’s Brody. He’s best known for making out with two hundred and thirty-­two women throughout his college career. He kept count. I know this because he’s told me…twice. Can we say…douche?


The pair of idiot bro-­hards formed a bond over the Chicago Rebels, a baseball team they love so much that to this day they will cry like itty-­bitty babies if their cherished team loses in the playoffs.


I’ve seen it.


It’s unflattering and uncomfortable to witness.


Gary’s face will turn a dangerous shade of red while Brody will sniffle over and over…and over. Just blow your nose! We all know you’re crying.


And of course, because they’re not responsible in the slightest, instead of applying for jobs right out of college, they spent the summer visiting every ballpark in America and putting together a detailed list of which one serves the best hot dog. They created a website for the entire endeavor and last I checked, they’ve only had a little over one thousand visitors, so…time well spent. Really went viral with that idea.


So, why do I hate him?


Great question.


Because the night Gary and his now wife, Patricia—­bless her soul for putting up with my brother—­got married, I became woman two hundred and thirty-­three. Ehhh…well, probably more than that, but you get the idea.


I fell victim to a Brody McFadden make out session.


And it wasn’t just some kissing.


Ohhhh no, there was groping.


Huffing.


Grunting.


Smacking lips.


He felt my boob.


I touched his erection.


Cupped it, actually.


Sometimes I can still feel him in the palm of my hand. There was girth, damn it.


It’s infuriating. But what’s more infuriating than the imprint of Brody McFadden’s large wiener on my hand is the fact that he gave me the best and most passionate kiss I’d ever experienced in my twenty-­three years of life.


All the practice he had in college turned him into the Master of Mouths.


The Conqueror of Caresses.


The Sultan of Salacious Tongues!


I felt that kiss all the way to my champagne-­painted toes that night.


He owned me with his mouth, dragging me into a vortex of his carnal hotbed.


I was useless.


Played like a fiddle by his large hands and his masterful lip-­locking.


Pressed up against a wall, living out every romantic heart’s fantasy as the most attractive, tuxedo-­clad man in the room devoured me with one simple slip of his lips over mine. It was a dream.


A fantasy turned reality.


And right as he cupped my breast over the burgundy chiffon of my dress, he lightly pinched my nipple, releasing the most feral sound I’ve ever produced.


The moan sounded like angels above to me, but to him…but to him…it apparently acted like a wet blanket, suffocating his monstrous erection and turning it into a shriveled-­up bean pod.


He pulled away so fast that a string of saliva dangled between us before hitting me in the chin.


And then I’ll never…ever…forget this part. It was utterly humiliating.


Degrading.


Flat-out freaking rude.


Looking me square in the eyes, my hazel to his deep brown, he wiped the back of his hand over his mouth, uh yeah…wiped it off in front of me—­as if disposing of the layer of lust we created to avoid catching infection. What did he expect? Cholera?


Then without a word, just a snarl on his lips, he turned away and bolted, leaving me aroused, confused, and sexually annoyed…at my brother’s wedding.


Yup, let’s hear it. Go ahead, let in the boos.


Send your curses in his direction.


Any hate mail can be addressed to Brody McFadden, 233 Locked- Lipped Loser Lane.


You’re allowed to hate him. I actually hope that you do. I plead that you do.


So, after hearing all of that, you must be wondering, why am I letting this Henry Cavill look-­alike—­chin dimple and all—­breathe heavily on my neck after he teased me with his tongue and then left me unsatisfied? Well, sometimes desperate times call for desperate measures.


Sometimes we’re dealt cards in our life that are harder to shuffle through than expected.


And sometimes you’re stuck on a small Polynesian island with no other option than to pretend the person you hate most in the entire world is actually your boyfriend…




CHAPTER ONE


BRODY


“HAPPY BIRTHDAY,” DEANNA SAYS as she walks up to my desk, holding a piece of cake on a plate and grinning like she knows something I don’t.


Christ, she’s a vile human.


Pen in hand, I lean back in my chair and try to seem as casual as possible even though Satan’s hangnail is standing right in front of me. “Thank you.” I nod toward the cake in her hand. “I see that you’re enjoying the festivities.”


“And I see that your cake choice is just as bland as your face.”


See…Satan’s hangnail.


“Marion chose that cake. I dare you to say that to her.” Marion is the mother of the office, the crotchety old lady who has hung on to the job since Reginald Hopper started Hopper Industries. Once a sophisticated boss lady in a pencil skirt and pill hat, she’s now an elderly woman who complains about needing a permanent but never books herself an appointment, lending her to sport a more Albert Einstein-like look. If you ask me, I think she’s rocking it.


Deanna’s lips purse and she shifts, clearly not taking the bait. No one messes with Marion, not even Reginald. Hence why her job responsibilities include cake ordering, fridge restocking, and overall crankiness.


“Have you heard that Daddy Reggie is making a decision about the new arm of the business after Princess Haisley gets married?”


Firstly…Haisley is anything but a princess. Haisley Hopper is so misunderstood within the company. The youngest of the three Hopper kids, she has stepped away from Hopper Industries and, with her own money, invested in a vacation rental house that she redecorated and themed to Dolly Parton in Nashville. From the earnings and revenue, she invested in another house here in San Francisco that she themed around the movie Clueless. And from what I’ve heard, she’s expanding even more.


Secondly, the term “Daddy Reggie” is only used around the lower-­level employees in the office and if he ever heard that’s what we call him, we’d find our asses hitting the curb.


Thirdly…how does she always know this insider information? Drives me nuts. I swear she never works, just hovers around the office like a fucking troll, listening in on conversations and logging it away to annoy me later.


“Yeah, I heard that,” I lie. I never show my cards to this woman. “You nervous?”


“Not in the slightest,” she says with a grin that makes her lip curl into a snarl that would scare the dead skin off any snake.


I click the top of my pen, keeping my eyes trained on her. “Maybe you should be.”


She rolls her eyes. “Please. The Hopper family will be coming off the high of an extravagant wedding in Bora-­Bora. Their heads will still be ringing with wedding bells, and when they’re presented with the two ideas, they’re going to be more attracted to my wedding services proposal than your idiotic boutique rental proposal.”


It’s not idiotic.


It’s actually quite intelligent.


A business proposal that not only helps the city’s economy but also Hopper Industries. Deanna just can’t look past her inflamed eyelids to see that.


Keeping my face neutral, I say, “Well, I guess we’ll see.”


“Just admit it, you’re scared.”


“I’m not scared.” Maybe a little scared. Her idea has merit. She wants to expand into the wedding industry, using commercial buildings as venues. And the fact that the Hoppers are going to be fresh from vows on a beach in front of a lagoon—­The Regency magazine did an entire article on the event—­I might be in fucking trouble. “Cute that you think I consider you competition at all.”


She stabs a piece of cake and brings it to her mouth. “Keep pretending—­it will keep you in a delusional state so your fragile male ego doesn’t shatter into nothing.” She starts to leave but then nods at my computer. “Also, might not want to have the competitor’s website up on your computer for everyone to see.”


“It’s called research,” I say as she walks away, her stupid, frizzy ponytail swaying with every step. “She’s so fucking annoying,” I mutter as I turn back to my computer where the Cane Enterprises website is in full view.


Huxley, JP, and Breaker Cane, the brothers who own the company, are Hopper Industries’ largest competitors. Based in Los Angeles, they’ve taken their business to both coasts and have recently moved up the Pacific Coast and started renovating old office buildings into affordable housing units. It’s a huge tax break for them and sheds a positive light on their company. It also spurs on the economy, creating an environment where lower-income families don’t need to spend all their money on putting a roof over their heads, meaning it can be spent elsewhere. It’s brilliant and I’ve been watching the transformation from a distance.


So has Daddy Reggie. And he’s not happy that the Canes have “encroached on his space.” It’s why he tasked us to come up with a new idea that will expand Hopper Industries into the commercial space. And with technology advancing, allowing employees to work from home, empty commercial spaces have been popping up all over the city. Daddy Reggie wants to cash in on the buildings with a grand idea.


Deanna and her ill-­fitting pants have come up with the wedding industry expansion.


Me…well, I came up with the idea that I think is way more creative and has high merit. Something new and innovative. I’m proposing that we take some of the smaller, empty commercial spaces and turn them into pop-­up shops for rent.


I know what you’re thinking…how is that going to compete with a billion-­dollar wedding industry?


Well, it doesn’t.


But…what it does do is add a modern twist to the company.


Currently Hopper Industries is known for their Hopper Hotel chain, ranging from luxury vacation stays to affordable overnights, as well as being the largest almond producers in California. With over five hundred acres of farmland in central California, you can find Hopper Almonds in every grocery store, gas station, and airport. But that’s it.


Between farms and hotels, there is nothing modern about Hopper Industries.


That’s where I come in.


My proposal: take the empty storefronts in popular shopping districts, renovate them into clean, white spaces or give them a moodier twist, and offer them up for rent as pop-­up boutiques or even meeting spaces for businesses that come in and out of town for short periods of time and might need a brick-and-mortar venue or meeting space.


Like I said, is it a billion-­dollar industry? No.


But will it bring in a younger market, create buzz through social media, and be something we can expand throughout the country as a unique experience? Yes.


Do I think it’s going to beat the spectacle Deanna is drumming up? Well, let’s just say…I might be a little scared.


“Did you get some cake?” Jaleesa asks as she steps up to my desk, pulling me from my panicked thoughts.


Jaleesa is my direct manager, my best friend in the company, and the reason I have this opportunity to come up with a proposal for the Hopper family in the first place.


I turn to face her, more relaxed since I get along with her so well. It’s easy to work with someone who believes in you. “White cake and vanilla frosting really isn’t my thing,” I answer.


“It’s Marion’s, hence why it’s ordered every single time.”


“Not surprised.”


She looks over her shoulder and then pulls up one of the other desk chairs near my area. “I saw Deanna over here. Was she taunting you?”


“When is she not taunting me?” I shake my head. “She thinks she has a leg up with her whole wedding idea.”


From her immediate silence and the twist of her lips, I can deduce that Jaleesa knows something that I might not.


“What?” I ask.


She glances around again and when the coast is clear, she leans in. “I actually came over here because I heard Reginald is leaning toward the wedding idea.”


Of course he fucking is. It’s the easy choice.


“Fuck,” I growl as I rub my hand across my forehead.


“That’s not even the worst part.”


I pause my hand mid rub. “What’s the worst part?”


The sorrowful look on Jaleesa’s face nearly makes my scrotum crawl up inside of my stomach. Whatever she’s about to say, I know I’m going to hate it. “If Deanna wins, she’ll become manager, this branch will dissolve, and you’ll fall under her management.”


I feel all the life drain from my face.


And my scrotum that was teetering on a visit to my stomach? Yeah, it’s now in my goddamn throat.


There is no fucking way.


Imagine coming into work, day in and day out, having to work under the smuggest individual you’ve ever met. Having to say , “Yes, ma’am”. 


Let me get you those reports.


Oh sure, I would love to work late with you.


Is this what you were thinking of with this presentation? Or should I redo the entire thing that I spent two weeks perfecting and have it done in five hours for your approval?


It can’t happen.


She would make my life a living hell.


“From the bleak look in your eyes, I’m going to guess that’s not what you wanted to hear.”


“It’s really not,” I say. “What about you, where would you go? Would you no longer be managing? Oh fuck, would you have to have Deanna report to you and me report to Deanna?”


“I don’t know the logistics, but I do know I’ve been thinking about leaving.”


“What?” I ask, sitting taller. “Why?”


“I want something remote. My wife is retired, and we want to travel. We’re thinking about vanning it across the country. I want a job I can do while we’re on the road.”


This is news to me. I’m closest with Jaleesa, and this is the first time I’m hearing this.


“What about your house?” Jaleesa and Mary Anne have a beautiful brownstone in San Francisco’s coveted Marina neighborhood.


“We would sell. Right now, it’s paid for and worth over a million.” She shrugs. “It would be all we need.”


“Jesus,” I say as I lean back in my chair and try to comprehend the last few minutes. “So…are you leaving no matter what?”


“Probably,” she says. “I hate to break the news like this to you, but I figured you should know. I’m staying on until the decision is made to give you the best chance at winning the proposal. I don’t want Reginald thinking I’m abandoning the project.”


“I appreciate that,” I say as I sigh. “Well, fuck, Jaleesa, it won’t be the same without you.”


“I know.” She smirks. “But I have faith in your proposal. Enough faith that I’m going to give you this.”


She hands me a cream envelope embossed with the Hopper crest. “What’s this?” I ask.


She taps the envelope. “Open it.”


I flip it over and slide my finger under the flap, snapping it open. The heavy paper screams luxury and as I pull out the contents, I know exactly why.


“An invitation to Haisley’s wedding?” I ask.


Jaleesa nods. “The executive managers were all invited, but between selling the house and trying to get our life in order, it’s not something I can do—­but you can go in my place.”


“Why would I go?” I ask.


She gives me a look, as if I’m an idiot. “For one, it’s the event of the century. Two, it’s in Bora-Bora. Three, it will give you the perfect opportunity to get closer to Reginald. It won’t grant you access to the family, but if you can pull it off and somehow make a good impression without talking about business, he’ll remember you the second you propose your idea when they’re back. It’s the extra edge you might need. And hey, if you somehow get them to notice you crying during the beautiful, moving nuptials, that might give you even more of an edge.”


I don’t even know how to cry, let alone at a wedding that I have no interest in.


Although…if Deanna becomes my manager, I very well might figure out how to work these tear ducts.


“You don’t think they’ll get mad that I’m there in your place?”


“I’m going to tell Reginald that something came up with my family, but I’m sending my representative to help with anything they might need. Not that they already won’t have a hundred people helping, but you know, it’ll make him feel like we’re there for the family and that we care about this momentous occasion.”


I glance down at the invite, my finger trailing over the gold embossed names.


Haisley Hopper and Jude Galloway


Can I really pull this off?


Fly to Bora-Bora, attend the wedding, get close enough to Reginald to make a good impression?


Seems like a suicide mission if you ask me.


How could this possibly work?


Sure, I could attend the wedding, but would there really be a spare second where I can really talk to him, person-to-person?


Reginald will be busy with his family. I’m not sure he’d even give me a moment of his time. Not to mention, he probably wouldn’t even recognize me. 


“I don’t know,” I say as I try to hand her back the invitation.


But she doesn’t take it.


Jaleesa places her arm on mine. “Brody, if this is what you want, if you truly believe in your proposal, then it’s gut-­check time. You need to do everything possible to gain the upper hand over Deanna. Right now, she has the level up on you. So, you either take this opportunity and make the most of it, or you sit back and hope that when Reginald gets back from Bora-Bora, he’s willing to listen to you despite having wedding heart eyes.”


God. Wedding heart eyes.


She’s right. The old man is going to come back from celebrating his daughter’s love, probably full of critiques or praises and will want to apply it to a new venture. And Deanna’s proposal will be there, begging to be that venture.


“When you put it like that…” I grumble, making her laugh.


“Looks like you’re going to Bora-Bora.”


I drag my hand over my face. “How the hell am I supposed to afford that?”


“Cheap flight and renting a room from a local. Spend your money on clothes and drinks. Fake it until you make it.”


I blow out a heavy breath. “Jesus…I’d better win this proposal.”




CHAPTER TWO


MAGGIE


HAVE YOU EVER SEEN THOSE MOVIES where the camera focuses on the main character, strutting through their day, chest puffed, a large grin spread across their face, everything going the way they so expertly planned while the song, Walking on Sunshine plays in the background, letting all viewers know that life doesn’t get any better than this?


Well…that is me.


Consider me #blessed.


The sun is shining.


I’m in a tropical paradise.


My breasts have never looked better in a two-­piece.


And my spray tan gives me an earthy glow that makes it seem like I’ve been on this island for a month, when in reality, we’re looking at day one.


Low-­slung sun hat, large black sunglasses, and a pink sarong that shows just enough to turn heads but still covers the daredevil thong bathing suit bottom I chose.


Yup…you guessed it. I’m here on vacation for one purpose and one purpose only: to meet a man in a Speedo and have ravenous sex with him on the edge of the private plunge pool in my over-­the-­water bungalow with a view of Mount Otemanu.


It’s why my breasts are barely covered by the triangles of my bikini top. It’s why I went with the high-­waisted thong to show off my curves, and it’s why I sprayed perfume on my neck, wrists…and inner thighs.


It’s time to clear the cobwebs and allow my body to be thoroughly owned, preferably a man with dimples above his ass and a bulge twice the size of my fist.


Your girl has been working hard.


Wedding after wedding after wedding.


If you don’t know already, I am the proud owner of Magical Moments by Maggie, an up-­and-­coming event planning business in San Francisco. I started the business right after I graduated, and in the last year, I’ve picked up some very large clients, which has landed my name in bridal magazines around the country. All the exposure has given my business the kind of boost that meant I could afford a one-­bedroom, over-­the-­water bungalow in Bora-Bora, accompanied by a first-­class trip where I drank far too much champagne, passed out before meals were served, and ended up drooling all over my complimentary Saks Fifth Avenue pillow.


And sure, I might have gotten a discount on the bungalow, but that’s neither here nor there. What matters is this girl has run fast and hard for the past few years, and I’m ready to take a break to focus on me.


Because let me tell you, I’ve had a hell of a year so far, wrangling drunken fathers who can’t possibly understand how their little girl grew up and trying to rein in wedding parties with too much drama—­like when the maid of honor used to sleep with one of the groomsmen and now she can’t even look at him, let alone be near him. I’ve dealt with divorced parents “accidentally” kicking each other. Wonky wedding cakes with poor structure because Aunt Susan thought she was better than the pros. Candles being tripped over, setting the outdoor ceremony’s lawn on fire—­despite my warnings to the bride and groom that this would happen. Flowers being trampled because the wedding guests didn’t understand to enter the rows of chairs from the outside, not the aisle. Late officiants, grooms falling into bodies of water, brides crying their makeup off before the wedding, rings gone missing, and so, so much more.


This girl is tired.


Which means this week—­it’s all about me.


No emails.


No texts.


No insane phone calls at two in the morning because the bride can’t possibly walk down the aisle without her cat by her side and I need to find a way to convince the venue to allow felines in their facilities.


Nope…this vacation is about my skimpy bathing suits, my glowing spray tan, and my much-­needed lady pleasure.


And I couldn’t have picked a better place.


The Saint Hopper.


Located on the northeast side of the island of Bora-Bora, surrounded by a turquoise lagoon filled with protected coral reef, it is absolutely picturesque and includes kid-­free pools, palm-­shaded lounge chairs, and poolside service.


Heaven.


Absolute heaven.


“Good morning,” a staffer holding a towel says as I approach the shaded pool area.


“Good morning,” I say as he hands me the towel. “Oh, thank you.”


“Miss Mitchell, correct?” he asks.


I press my hand to my chest, my bosom nearly on full display. “Yes, that’s me.”


He holds his arm out to me. “Shall I show you to your lounge chair?”


“I would be absolutely delighted,” I say as I slip my arm around his beefy one. It doesn’t take me long to notice the way his white polo shirt sleeve clings to the boulder in his bicep, or the tattoos that slide down his arms to his wrist. Or the obvious veins in his hands indicating this man likes the gym when he’s not escorting ladies around the pool.


“Have you worked here long?” I ask, wanting to strike up a conversation since my body seems to approve of his tattoos. Seems like that’s all it takes to awaken the desires inside of me.


“Two years now,” he answers as he brings me to a lounge chair situated on the wood deck right next to the pool. Shaded by a giant palm tree with a small table to the side, it’s the perfect location for me to relax and read, maybe listen to some Hayes Farrow songs that often gets me in the mood. *wiggles eyebrows* If you know what I mean. “My wife works here as well, and she was the one who helped me find the job.”


Wife? Uh, not the term I want to be hearing around these parts. These breasts are not glistening under the beautiful, bright sun for married men.


But figures, Mr. Tattoos is attached. There were two options when it came to the beauty of this man—­he was either attached, or forever a bachelor, hooking up with all single ladies that frequent the resort.


Too bad he’s the attached kind.


“How nice.” I offer him a smile, despite wanting to shake myself free of him. “Do you see her often while working?”


“Yes, I get to see her beautiful face anytime I walk in the lobby.”


And even worse, a man head over heels in love.


Should I ask if he has any brothers…cousins…friends?


Possibly with the same sort of tattoos?


“My name is Makani and I’ll be serving you today, so please, Miss Mitchell, do not hesitate to ask me for anything you might need.”


An orgasm, are you selling those somewhere?


I widen my smile. “Thank you, Makani. I appreciate it.”


“Would you like anything right now?”


“Some of that cucumber water would be amazing.”


“Right away,” he says before taking off.


I lay out the towel on the cushioned lounge chair and hang my bag over the back after taking out my phone. Then, I undo my sarong and I fan it over the back of the chair as well and adjust the straps of my bottoms on my hips while I look around the pool.


Breeze across my tush.


Breeze across my nips.


Breeze through my hair.


Yes, this is going to be a great day. I can feel it.


Orgasm alley, here I come.


There’s a couple off to the side of me, sharing a cabana and looking like they might be on their honeymoon. Great choice of location for privacy.


There’s another couple in the pool near the side, drinks perched on the edge as well as a plate of fruit. Ooh, that looks yummy.


Another couple is stretched out on the lounge chairs across from me, holding hands as they face each other.


An older couple is sitting on the stairs together. One of the men has his arm draped over the other, both with burly, hairy chests, both not remotely interested in my protruding bosom.


I sit on the lounger and take another glance around the pool.


Couple.


Couple.


Couple.


Couple.


What the actual hell?


I pull up my text thread with my best friend, Hattie, and I shoot her a message.


Maggie: First day here and I think I might have made a huge mistake. This hotel is full of people in love.


Hattie and I met in college. She was everything I ever wanted and needed in a sister and without her even approving it, I attached myself to her immediately. She wasn’t going anywhere. I claimed her as my person and that was it.


While she went off to earn her master’s degree, I started my business. She’d spend some nights in our apartment in San Francisco helping me stuff envelopes or assisting me as I put together a slideshow of pictures for a rehearsal dinner, but we always kept my business and our friendship separate. Because if there’s one thing that could ruin a friendship, it’s going into business together.


And when her sister passed away from breast cancer, I put everything on hold to be there for her. She’s a person I will move mountains to make time for, even if it means hiring an outside wedding planner, who is my competition, to coordinate a wedding weekend for me while I help my best friend.


Hattie: Don’t you like being surrounded by people in love? You love being near me and Hayes.


Ugh, did I mention she’s dating and lives with the most beautiful voice of our generation? Hayes Farrow.


Uh, yeah.


The man who penned the beautiful lyrics to the world’s number one song, “The Reason.”


Mr. Black Album Tour himself with the V-­neck shirts, popping muscles, manly fingers splayed across the strings of his acoustic guitar like he’s plucking the hearts of every person falling at his feet. Bonus points for the hair flip over his handsome forehead.


Yeah, that Hayes Farrow.


Maggie: I like being near you and Hayes because he smells like a warm body on a summer’s night, aroused and rippled, ready for the taking.


Hattie: What have I told you about talking about my boyfriend like that?


Maggie: And what have I told you? It’s inevitable. You are attached to the single most attractive man in the world.


Hattie: I feel bad for whoever’s Speedo you try to peel off in Bora-Bora.


Maggie: There will be no Speedo peeling at this rate. No single men here. From the looks of it, everyone is taken. Spoken for. So deeply in love that no one even noticed the near nip slip I had when I puffed my chest before sitting on my lounger.


Hattie: You went with the pink bikini on your first day?


Maggie: Of course I did. I have to make an entrance on day one. Unfortunately for me, there’s no one here to watch said perfectly planned entrance.


Hattie: Maybe all the single men are still sleeping off last night.


Maggie: Huh…I didn’t think about that.


Hattie: I would just relax for now, enjoy the sun and later on, when the singles creep out of their bungalows, all hungover, you’ll have the chance to present said near nip slip to the masses then.


Maggie: One can only hope. But mark my words, Hattie, if I don’t end up having at least two non-­self-­induced orgasms this trip, I’ll be tempted to march up to your brother, grab him by the hair, and introduce him to my breasts with a good old-­fashioned motorboat. Shake some life back into that man.


Hattie: For the love of God, please do not go near Ryland. He can barely handle Mac, a four-­year-­old, so there is no way he’d be able to handle you. Plus that would be weird.


Maggie: You’re dating his best friend. Why can’t he date your best friend? And you can’t say age gap, because it’s the same age gap as you and Hayes. Twelve years…I can get on board with that.


Hattie: It would be weird because you two have nothing in common, you work in San Francisco, his life is in Almond Bay, and you even said it last time you were visiting me, that he felt like the older brother you never had. Do you really want to motorboat your older brother?


Maggie: It’s annoying when you make sense.


Hattie: Just relax, stop worrying about “getting some” and just enjoy yourself.


Maggie: Fine. But come tonight…the boobs will be used as a lethal weapon.


Hattie: I shall pray for the people of Bora-Bora.


Maggie: Best that you do.


I set my phone down just as Makani walks up to me with a tray. “I took a chance and brought you some fresh fruit as well. I hope that’s okay.”


“Oh my goodness. I was actually going to ask for some after seeing that couple’s plate over there.”


Makani sets my water and plate of fruit down on the table next to me. “I had an inkling.” He tucks the tray under his arm and says, “Is there anything else I can get you, Miss Mitchell?”


“I don’t think so. This is great.”


“Well, I’ll be right over by the bar if you need anything.”


“Thank you.” I give him a quick wave and then bring my plate of fruit over to my lap.


This has to be the most beautiful display of fruit I’ve ever seen. Every piece is intricately carved to look like flowers or leaves, creating more of a picture for the eye rather than a refreshing delight for the stomach.


Because I’m that girl who likes to take pictures of everything, I snap a quick pic of my fruit plate and send it off to Hattie.


I set my phone down on my lounger and pick up a piece of pineapple that is in the shape of a leaf.


“You were pretty, but now I’m going to eat you,” I say to the yellow tropical plant before taking a large bite.


And dear Lord in heaven, is that the juiciest, freshest piece of pineapple my taste buds have ever shaken hands with. If I was alone, I’d be handing out chef’s kisses left and right. Instead, I inwardly groan and take another bite. Makani is going to be annoyed with me by the time his shift comes to an end, because I’ll be requiring more of this pineapple.


“Delicious,” I mutter as I pick up a strawberry only for it to slip out of my hands and onto the pool deck. “Nooo,” I groan.


What a waste of a perfectly good strawberry.


Grumbling, I set the plate to the side again, get out of my lounge chair and reach for the strawberry that has fallen under my lounger.


My nearly bare, thong-­clad ass is perched out for everyone to see as I sit on my knees and lean forward, grasping for the strawberry. It takes me a few seconds, and a severe wiggling of my fingers, but I come up with the stubborn fruit and stand, holding it out in triumph.


“Ah ha,” I say just as someone runs into me. I drop the strawberry all over again, fall onto my lounge chair—­stomach to cushion, my legs dangling off one side, my arms dangling off the other—­just as the heavy frame lands on top of me. “Ooof.” The air is knocked from my lungs.


“Shit, I’m sorry,” I hear a male voice say.


A male.


A man.


Resting on top of me.


Immediately my mind whirls with romantic fantasies.


That deep, apologetic voice.


The large body resting right on top of me.


And from what I can see from the corner of my eyes, a well-­toned forearm flailing to the side with mine.


This is it.


This is my meet-­cute.


And what a perfect meet-­cute it is.


Me all bare-­assed, searching for a strawberry—­the real MVP of this scenario.


Him, wandering aimlessly, probably hungover from the night before, looking for a place to sit when all of a sudden, a curvy woman with the forethought to wear a barely-­there two-­piece pops up out of nowhere with strawberry in hand.


Then boom.


Clash.


Tumble.


And…love.


Isn’t that how it always happens in these rom-­com meet-­cutes that steal your hearts?


A silly scenario and then…the first look.


She gasps, because his jawline is so cut that she could slice up ham on it, make them a sandwich, and share it Lady and the Tramp style.


And he gasps because oops, her tiny bikini has caused her boob to show, and he’s never seen a more perfect, luxurious breast in his entire life. It’s game over for him. That nipple caught his eye in the dreamiest way possible.


She congratulates her breasts for snagging the guy.


He thanks the sweet heavens above for his clumsiness.


And then they live happily ever after.


Insert chef’s kiss.


I can’t believe this is happening. My very own meet-­cute.


“Sorry,” he mutters again as he lifts off me.


Quite all right, dreamboat, future husband, and father of my well-­mannered children.


I hold back my smile as I lift up from the lounge.


I wet my lips, wanting them to glisten under the sun.


And as I turn around to face my lover, the man who will give me passion and endless orgasms for the next ten days—­and a possible future full of feral sex and happily ever after—­I puff my chest, flip my hair over my shoulder, and prepare to look into the eyes of my—­


“Maggie?”


Maggie? Wait, how does my lover already know my name?


Did Makani tell him?


Confused, I turn the rest of the way, only for the sun to block the features of the tall figure standing in front of me.


Broad shoulders.


Messy hair.


And a fitted shirt that clings to his large biceps and narrow waist.


I don’t know anyone with this type of body, besides Hayes, who would know my name, but he’s in San Francisco.


“Jesus Christ, it is you,” he says.


The hairs on my arms stick up straight, my nipples shrivel up into tiny dehydrated pinto beans, and my skin quivers.


It can’t be.


I lift my hand up to the sun and as I start to eclipse it, his face comes into view. Fuck.


Brody Freaking McFadden.


“What the hell are you doing here?” I ask as my dreams and hopes of a meet-­cute come crashing down into a pile of flames and rubble.


Chin lifted, he replies, “I should be asking you the same thing.”


I gesture to my resort-­appropriate outfit—­well, semi-­appropriate. “I’m on vacation.” I now take in his light green joggers, black T-­shirt, and athletic footwear. “What are you doing?”


“Same,” he says as his eyes roam my body for a brief second, making me feel like I need to cover up.


“You don’t look like you’re on vacation.”


“Well, I am.” He glances around, his eyes scanning the pool area.


“Then where is your swimsuit?”


“Why do you care?”


“Because you’re interrupting my peace and I’m trying to figure out why.”


“Who’s to say you’re not interrupting my peace?” He crosses his arms over his chest, and this right here is one of the main reasons why this man is infuriating. He always has a comeback for everything.


“You’re the one who ran into me, knocking me over.”


“Is that so?” he asks. “It seems like I was innocently strolling by when you bounced up off the floor and nearly smacked me in the face with your hand, making me lose my balance and topple over you.” He presses his hand to his chest. “If anything, you startled me and now I might you need you to pay for one of my drinks to calm my nerves.”


“God, you’re an idiot.” I shake my head at my brother’s best friend.


“Idiot, or smart businessman?”


“Idiot,” I say as I take a seat on my lounge chair, immediately descending into a terrible mood. “How long are you here so I know how long I need to deal with the stench of you?”


“Ten days,” he answers. “And that stench you’re smelling is your feet.”


“Will you grow up, please?” Also…ten days? NO! Unless…“When did your ten days start?”


“Today.” He smiles.


I hide my disappointment. Of course it started today. Of course he’s at the same resort. And of course he’s undoubtedly the only single guy here. I would bet my business on it because that’s the kind of luck I’ve been blessed with in this life.


Here I thought I was about to get laid several times in Bora-­Bora by a naked stranger hung like a freaking horse. And instead, I’m going to have to awkwardly dodge my brother’s best friend around the pools, beaches, and resort activities.


“From the sneer in your lip, I’m going to guess that’s not the news you wanted to hear,” he mocks. 


“The only thing I want to hear right now is the sound of your footsteps moving away from me.”


“Is that how you should really greet an old friend, Maggie?”


I glare up at him. “You’re not an old friend, you’re my brother’s idiot friend who thinks mayonnaise is part of the food pyramid. And I’m not greeting you, I’m excusing you.” I motion to the side. “So, move along.”


Hands in his pockets, he smirks down at me. I avoid direct eye contact with the smirk because even though he’s the most irritating man I’ve ever met, he’s insanely attractive—­remember the moan?—­and I don’t need to get caught up in…well…him.


“Good to see you too, Maggie. Maybe we can grab a drink later, catch up.”


I pick up my phone, which chimes in my hand with a text. “I can guarantee you that won’t happen. Goodbye.”


And with that, I tune him out and thank the heavens above as he walks away.


I stare down at my phone, unable to process the text in front of me as my mind whirls with annoyance. Seriously, universe…why?


Why did you bring Brody McFadden to my place of solitude?


For all I know, he’s going to make this vacation unbearable. He’ll probably see me talking to some single guy at the bar and start regaling him with all the embarrassing stories Gary’s told him.


This vacation has disaster written all over it.


Groaning in frustration, I sink down into my lounge chair and pull up my text messages.


Ready to see a text from Hattie, I instead see a notification from my Google alerts. I have them set for certain searches, which includes anything wedding-­related within San Francisco.


I glance at the alert and see Hopper wedding set for Bora-­Bora.


Excuse me?


Before I can open it, I receive a text from my assistant, Everly. Thoughts of Brody are quickly pushed to the side as I read.


Everly: Sorry to bother you, but did you say you were staying at the Saint Hopper?


Maggie: Yes, why? Know someone who’s here too?


Everly: Do I know them personally? No. But my hunch is YOU’RE going to want to know them personally.


Maggie: Please tell me it’s a single Chris Evans with a beard.


Everly: It’s Reginald Hopper and family. Did you get the Google alert?


Maggie: Just got it but haven’t read it yet. What does it say?


Everly: The wedding is going to be at the Saint Hopper…this week. How cool is that? You’re going to be at the same resort as the wedding of the century.


I sit up straight in my chair, a gasp falling quietly past my lips.


Reginald Hopper is going to be here? At this resort? For his daughter’s wedding?


Oh my God!


Reginald Hopper is the owner of Hopper Industries and, word on the street is, he’s retiring soon, leaving the business to one of his three children: Hudson, Hardy, or Haisley. From what I’ve heard, Reginald is very old-school when it comes to his business. He’s been making some modern changes recently thanks to his children’s suggestions, and largely because Hopper Industries is starting to be upstaged by Cane Enterprises—­yes, I follow billionaire gossip. And since Hopper Industries owns a large share of the hotel industries market, which in return offers up a wide range of wedding venues, I’d basically trade my best friend for a chance to make a connection with this man. I’m a businesswoman after all, and being a recommended wedding planner for Hopper Hotel weddings would be very good for business.


Please don’t tell Hattie I’d trade her.


Instead of texting back, I call Everly and slink in my chair, looking around to see if anyone can hear me. From the looks of it, because I’ve landed in the valley of couples, no one seems to be disturbed by me.


“Please tell me you just saw them,” Everly says into the phone. Wouldn’t that be amazing? Instead of bumping into Brody, it could have been one of the Hoppers. Once again, just my luck.


“No, but I need the details. Are they really going to be here?”


“Yes. I read that it’s been Haisley’s dream to get married in front of the Lagoonarium in the middle of the resort.”


“It’s weird that they wouldn’t close off the whole hotel for the wedding. I mean, that would be the first thing I’d do if I was planning it.” With the millions at my disposal if I was a Hopper.


“I thought the same thing, but Haisley was adamant about not ruining people’s pre-­planned vacations for her wedding. Remember, she’s the down-­to-­earth one.”


“Right and she’s marrying the contractor, right? Rags-to-riches type situation?”


“Yes,” Everly says. “It’s such a sweet story.”


I glance around the pool, my mind spinning with possibilities. “Hmm…I wonder if some of the people around me are attending the event.”


“Maggie…what are you planning in that head of yours?”


“Nothing,” I say even though the wheels are turning.


“Maggie, you’re on vacation. The only reason I even mentioned it was so you weren’t caught off guard should you accidentally run into one of them.”


“Which would be absolutely ideal,” I say. “What I wouldn’t give for at least five minutes with Reginald.”


“Why does that sound dirty?”


Ignoring her, I say, “You know, it wouldn’t hurt to at least introduce myself, don’t you think?”


“It wouldn’t hurt, but what are you going to do? Stalk the resort looking for him? Doubt he’s going to be out and about for the public to approach him.”


“They’re regular people,” I say. But this feels anything but regular.


I’d do pretty much anything at this point to get on Reginald’s good side. Forming a partnership with him would be life-­changing for me. It would skyrocket my business, I’d be able to hire more people, and create a name for Magical Moments by Maggie. I could start a business that runs from coast to coast…the possibilities are endless.


“Why are you quiet right now?” Everly asks.


“Just thinking,” I say.


“Maggie, seriously, don’t go out of your way to do anything. Remember…you need to relax.”


“I know and I will. Don’t worry about me,” I say just as Makani positions an older couple two lounges over from me. I would guess mid-­forties, but they still have that young glow about them. The lady is wearing a one-­piece bathing suit with cutouts on the side, and the man, who I’m assuming is her husband, given the rings on their fingers, is in a lime green pair of booty shorts. Daring, but I like it. I offer them a friendly smile.


“I am worried,” Everly says. “Remember, the reason you’re on vacation is because you’ve been far too stressed, and you need a breather. Relax and Speedo. Relax and Speedo. Repeat that to yourself over and over again.”


“Yes, I know,” I say with a heavy sigh. This is what happens when you hire a proficient assistant, she cares about your well-­being. But…we’re talking Reginald Hopper here. Soooo…what Everly doesn’t know, won’t hurt her, right? “I’m already relaxing with a plate of fruit. Vacation mode has been activated.”


“Her dad won’t let it happen,” I hear the wife next to me say, almost loud enough for the entire pool to be involved in the conversation. “He likes everything even, everything to look right. They’re going to have to find someone to fill in.”


“The circumstances are different though,” the husband says. “This is a wedding.”


“Hello, you there?” Everly asks.


I don’t reply as I lean in closer to the couple, eavesdropping.


“But it’s a Hopper wedding. There are standards. Honestly, I feel bad for H. Not having your best friend at your wedding sucks. I guess we’ll find out at the welcome party tonight what they’re going to do.”


“What time is that again?” the husband asks.


“Six at the Lanai Bar.”


“Maggie?”


“Hold on,” I mutter.


“Do I have to dress up?” the guy asks. Such a guy question. I’m not even part of the event and I can smell the fanciness from here. Of course you’re going to have to dress up, man.


“This entire week is going to require you to dress up, and that’s why I packed for you.” Yup, the woman holding up the man like always.


“What’s going on, Maggie?”


Turning away from the couple, I say, “I think I just found out my way in.”


“Your way into what?” Everly asks.


I smile. “Into Reginald Hopper’s good graces.”




CHAPTER THREE


BRODY


JESUS FUCKING CHRIST IS IT HUMID HERE.


I stare at the white linen suit I purchased as one of several outfits for the weekend. Jaleesa took me shopping once I agreed to go to the wedding as her representative. I’m still not sure why they want someone from work there when it’s a close family event, but Jaleesa reassured me they like to create a unified closeness. They’re determined to show employees that they aren’t a bunch of harsh nobility up ensconced in their penthouses and looking to fuck with everyone’s lives.


Still feels weird, but whatever.


I’m here after an eleven-­hour flight from San Francisco, followed by a boat ride, where I threw up into the azure blue water. I found out something about myself today—­boat rides make me extremely nauseated. Like keeled over the side, hanging on to the boat for dear life as I said goodbye to the two protein bars, bag of pretzels, and mandarin orange I scarfed down on the plane.


And then after dropping my bag off at the bellhop, I just so happened to run into freaking Maggie Mitchell.


Out of all the people to see on the small island of Bora-­Bora, it has to be my best friend’s sister in a tiny-­as-­shit pink bikini.


Of course, just like every other interaction—­besides one we won’t talk about—­she was irritated, rude, and fully annoyed. And I haven’t done anything to her. She’s been like that from day one. Just irritated to see me. Must be my face. I don’t know.


But I can’t focus on that. I have to put her out of my mind and remind myself why I’m here and the plan for tonight.


Still feeling green and unsettled, I stare at myself in the mirror of the men’s room in the Saint Hopper lobby. Opulent paradise is the perfect way to describe this hotel. With its polished hardwood flooring, tiled walls that mimic the effects of stacked bamboo, wooden crossbeams along the ceiling, and thatched light fixtures, it gives you the feel of paradise with the added elegance that Hopper Hotels are known for.


Not to mention, this means an attendant is standing in the corner of the bathroom with a towel draped over his forearm, minding his own business but also probably waiting for me to have a mental crisis as I stare at myself in the mirror.


I lean forward over the sink and turn on the water. I splash some water on my face, hoping that will help with the nausea. Granted, a few hours ago, I got lost and had no time to call up my roommate for the week, a local in town who offered me a chair to sleep in—­yes, a single chair. The sacrifices I’m making to win this proposal are unmatched.


Boat nausea.


Chair bed.


Unruly wench sighting.


I’m dealing with it all and can still sport a smile.


When I lift up and wipe the water from my eyes, the bathroom attendant nearly startles me right out of my goddamn sneakers, now standing about a few inches away, holding out a towel.


“Jesus fuck,” I say, taking a step back. “Dude, make some noise before you scare a guy like that.”


He bows his head, saying nothing as he holds the towel out to me.


I give the man a quick once-­over, trying to decide if he’s trustworthy or not, but when he doesn’t move, towel outstretched, I realize that he’s probably programmed this way and I’m going to have to take it.


Towel in hand, I dab my face as he goes back to his position near the door. Yup, programmed.


“So,” I say. “You excited about the wedding this weekend?”


He stares straight ahead, completely still like a Buckingham Palace guard. I see how this is going to go.


“Yeah, me too,” I say as I strip out of my shirt from the plane and fold it on the counter. I take my towel that I dried my face with and wet it so I can wipe my body down. Yup, that’s what we’re doing right now. If I had my way, I’d be taking a shower before the welcome reception, but given the fact that these bungalows are over fifteen hundred a night, there isn’t a bat’s chance in hell that I’m forking out that kind of money to stay here. I make decent money, but not fifteen hundred a night kind of money…for a week.


I swipe the towel across my chest, leaving my armpits for last and when I’m done, my bathroom attendant friend is at my side again, offering another towel.


“Thanks,” I say as I slowly take it from him. “I’m Brody, by the way. I work for Mr. Hopper back in the San Francisco office.”


The man nods and returns to his position by the door.


“You know, I wouldn’t tell anyone if you talked to me. It could be our little secret. Could kind of use the company, as I’m a bit out my depth at the moment.” When he doesn’t say anything, shocker, I go on, “I’m actually here to try to get on Mr. Hopper’s good side. After the wedding, he’s deciding between projects to back, one of them being mine. I’m hoping to, I don’t know, put in a good word for myself, you know?” He stares straight ahead, causing me to sigh. I open my toiletry bag and take out my deodorant, toothbrush, and toothpaste. “This weather is nothing like San Francisco. This is…this is like walking through a thick cloud of water, the humidity is making my nostril hairs curl.” I glance over at him and no, not even a smile. “I actually don’t have any nostril hairs. My best friend Gary? His wife made us do this thing where she stuck wax up our nose with a stick attached, and we had to answer trivia questions. The first person to get two wrong lost one stick. Either way, we both lost because we couldn’t live with the wax up our noses. It had to come out somehow. And that hurt like a motherfucker, but you know”—­I tilt my head back and examine my nose—­“my nostrils have never looked better. So maybe worth it in the end.”


I apply some deodorant and air out my armpits, letting them dry for a moment before putting my shirt on.


“Did you know I’ve never worn linen in my life? But my manager back home took me shopping and said this is what I should wear.” I gesture toward the linen suit that I carried onto the plane with me out of fear of it wrinkling and getting lost. “Not a fan, feels like I’m wearing some first aid gauze as an outfit. Jaleesa tried to pair the white ensemble with a light pink shirt, and I told her to go to hell. I was not showing up looking like fucking Don Johnson from Miami Vice. So we paired it with a white shirt. The colors are just off enough to have some dimension, but they don’t make me look like a douche. Not sure how long the jacket will last. I’m already sweating just thinking about having to put it on. Do people get dehydrated here quickly with the amount of sweating they do?”


I slip some toothpaste on my toothbrush, and then start brushing. I lean against the counter, facing my new silent friend and I study him. What a freaking shit job. Just having to stand there and hand out towels. Is it his choice to not to talk or is that a job requirement? Could never do it. I’d go crazy.


I spit out my toothpaste, rinse, and then wipe my mouth with…a new towel thanks to my friend.


“Now I’m going to change in front of you, okay? I’m not about to hop around putting on a linen suit near a toilet in a small stall. That just screams disaster waiting to happen. But I have to warn you, I’m wearing nude colored boxer briefs. Jaleesa picked them out for me. Said I couldn’t wear black with cream linen pants. But fucking nude? They make me look like a goddamn Ken doll, no dick, just a flat crotch. Not a fan. Just warning you so you’re not startled.” I strip out of my joggers, toss them on the counter, and then slip on my linen pants.


“Ugh, fuck, I hate the feel of these. They touch my skin in a weird way. Oh, you know what it reminds me of? Have you ever seen The Santa Clause with Tim Allen and the annoying, whiny kid? Well, when Tim, or Scott Calvin if you will, has to put on the dead Santa’s suit and the fabric is all flowy and gross and he’s like ‘you never know where this has been.’ That’s the same kind of feel I get with these.”


He shifts on his foot, and I feel like I got him on that one. He liked the reference—­I know he did.


I tuck my shirt into my pants, then reach for my cologne, but my man is at my side before I can even uncap it. He takes the cologne from me and holds it out, ready to spritz.


“Oh, is that part of the bathroom package? Okay, sure, hit me up, dude.” I hold my arms out awkwardly, and he sprays me on my neck, my chest, and my waistline, just above my crotch. I look up at him with a raised brow, questioning the placement of that last spray, but he just returns the bottle back to me and saddles up in his position one more time.


“That was…different. But thanks.” I then take the linen jacket off the hanger and drape it over my arms and shoulders. Christ, this is coming off the moment I walk into this welcome reception—­because the wedding of the century needs an extra reception at the beginning too.


I pair the rest of the outfit with a brown belt and brown loafers, knowing my feet will soon be sloshing around in sweat.


I look up in the mirror, adjust my short hair, styling it in the messy way that makes it so easy to not have to worry about my hair, and then tug on the lapels of my jacket.


“Not bad for someone who just spent over eleven hours travelling and threw up on a boat.” I smirk at myself. “Looking rather dapper if I do say so myself.” I turn to the side and lift the back of the jacket to check out my ass. I give it a slight shake from side to side. “Yup, looking really good. Those glute exercises in the gym have been paying off. Look at this thing,” I say as I turn toward the bathroom attendant. “If I knew you’d do it, I’d permit you to give it a good squeeze. But you won’t talk to me, so I doubt you’ll test the pure steel of my ass.” I straighten up. “Your loss.”


I pack up my things, shove them into my suitcase, and then zip it up. I’m going to leave the suitcase with the bellhop and hope for the best.


I roll my bag over to the attendant and stand in front of him. I reach into my wallet and pull out a twenty-­dollar bill only to place it in the jar on a table next to him.


“I was going to give you ten, but the spritz to the dick doubled your tip. Thanks for the help, man.” I clasp him on the shoulder and give him a squeeze.


Just as I’m about to leave, he shocks me by saying, “You’re welcome.”


“Hey, you do talk.” I smile at him.


He stares back at me.


I smile bigger.


His brow creases.


Did I anger it?


Him, I mean him. Did I anger him?


No time to figure it out. I start to leave again, just as he grabs the door for me and whispers, “Mr. Hopper hates linen suits.”


And then he shuts the bathroom door behind me.


Crushing my confidence with five words.


Well…what the fuck?
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MAGGIE


Maggie: Does this dress make me look too slutty?


I stare at the mirror, taking in the tropical print maxi dress. The top is a little precarious, one of those tops that you sort of make up as you go. Basically, it’s two long straps connected to a flowy skirt, and you loop and tie them around your body to cover the goods.


When I purchased it, I was dreaming of bulges in Speedos, but now that I’m wearing it to a business function, or at least I hope that I am, I’m second-­guessing the design. Unfortunately, it’s the most modest item I have in the closet.


My phone dings with a text.


Hattie: Some might say not slutty enough.


I knew she was going to say that.


I gather my clutch, key card, and slip my sandals on before exiting my bungalow. I’ve always dreamed of staying in a place like this, waking up to a view of the ocean. I have my plunge pool that comes with privacy fences so if I want to dip in naked, I can. There’s also a private dock that leads into the crystal-­blue water of the lagoon. Money well spent.


Not to mention, it comes with a personal golf cart and bikes to get around. How cute is that?


I step into the golf cart, set my clutch down and call Hattie, knowing it’s really late in California, but she’s probably awake given the type of sex schedule she has with Hayes.


She answers on the second ring.


“You know it’s late here.”


“So then why are you up? Hmm?”


I can practically hear the smile in her voice. “None of your business.”


“That’s what I thought.”


“Are you off to go flirt your way into someone’s pants?”


“We have a slight change of plans.”


“Ooh, did you already meet someone?”


Well, someone walked into my resort life, but there’s no need to worry my friend with that news because he’s going to be avoided at all costs. If I don’t speak him into existence, then he doesn’t exist here. That’s the clear logic I’m convincing myself to believe.


“No,” I say as I step down on the pedal on the golf cart. It takes off on a leap and a shriek falls past my lips. Ease into it, Maggie, ease into it. “I, uh…I heard some news while at the pool today and before I tell you that news, I want you to know that I spent all day thinking about it and what I should do, then I weighed the pros and cons of it all. So, I don’t want you believing I haven’t put good thought into the situation.”


She’s silent for a second and then says, “If you tell me you’re going to do some sort of work while you’re there, I’m going to disown you.”


“Hattie, just listen.”


“Oh my God, Maggie. You’re going to work, aren’t you? This vacation was supposed to help you relax. You’re not supposed to jump into helping someone with a wedding. That’s what it is, right? You overheard someone talking about their destination wedding, and you couldn’t just sit by and let it crash and burn when you know you can help.”


“Well, not exactly,” I say as I slowly steer the golf cart down the plank bridge, water on either side of me. “More like, I found out some news that could be beneficial to my business.”


“Unless it’s the king of the world, it’s not worth it.”


“Close to the king of the world,” I reply. “It’s Reginald Hopper. His daughter, Haisley, is getting married this weekend. And from what I heard, there’s an issue with the wedding party, and I figured since there’s an event today at the resort, the very resort I’m staying at, I would just, you know, wander over there and see if I could be of any assistance.”


“Maggie,” she sighs as I hear Hayes grumble next to her, “Let her live her life, babe.”


“Thank you, Hayes,” I shout.


“She’s working,” Hattie counters just as I hear the distinct sound of kissing.


“Hey, tell him to stop that,” I say. “If you’re awake, I get you for now. He can have you after.”


“Hold on, if I stay in bed, he won’t stop touching me, which will turn into a show for you. Give me a second.” I hear Hayes grumble again and then the sound of a door clicking shut. “Okay, I have maybe five minutes before he comes charging into the bathroom.”


“My envy is disgustingly high at the moment.”


“Sorry.” She chuckles. “Okay, so who is Mr. Hopper?”


“Uh, Hattie, Hopper as in Hopper Hotels, the largest chain in the country.”


“Oh shit, really? Hold on…you mean like Hopper of the Saint Hopper Resort where you’re staying?”


“Yes,” I say exasperated. “This is huge, okay? He owns so many freaking hotels and what do hotels like to host? Weddings. My business could be the go-­to for any weddings hosted at the Hopper Hotels in San Francisco. This could be astronomical for me.” I pull up to the resort’s main building, which is surrounded by a jungle of tropical flowers, and park my golf cart in the parking spots—­seriously, such a nice touch.


“Okay, I’ll let you get away with the possibility of talking to him tonight, but after that, you need to relax.”


“Oh, of course,” I say, even though in the back of my mind, I know if he asked, I’d drop everything to assist the Hopper family. It’s all about taking those shots and making moves when it comes to growing a business. I might fail miserably every once in a while, but I’ll never know what could have been if I don’t at least try.


“Good. So, where are you headed to now? By the way, the dress is somewhat slutty but also classy. Great cleavage but nothing like the swimsuit earlier.”


“Good to know,” I say as I start walking down the garden-­lined path toward the dining area. “There’s a welcome reception that I’m headed to where I hope to run into Mr. Hopper.”


“Welcome reception for the resort or for the wedding guests?”


I freeze, thinking about it. “Shit, you’re right, for the wedding guests. Which means they probably have a guest list.”


“A guest list that you’re not on,” Hattie says.


“Ugh, I didn’t even think about that. Man, vacation mode has put me off my game.” I keep walking toward the Lanai Bar, wanting to at least get a peek at the festivities. “Do you think I can play the old, my name should be on the list game?”


“Do you ever fall for it when working on your events?”


“Never,” I say, “but who knows, this is paradise, maybe they’re more…” My voice trails off as my eyes connect with a very familiar face.


“You there?” Hattie asks.


“Oh my fucking God,” I whisper as I quickly hide behind a pole in the lobby.


“What?” Hattie asks. “Did you see him? Mr. Hopper? Think he’s looking for a single lady? I know nothing about him. Is he wearing a Speedo?”


“He’s married to a woman named Regina who is the definition of poise and class,” I hiss into the phone. “And no, I didn’t see him, I saw someone else.”


“Who?” Hattie asks.


I peek around the pole again, just to confirm, and sure enough, standing in a cream linen suit, one hand in his pocket, the other holding his phone, is none other than Brody McFadden.


This is exactly why you don’t speak the devil into existence—­because he shows up everywhere you go. Just look at him, standing there, all aloof. Is he going to the Hoppers’ party?


He looks like his grandma dressed him for it.


But why would he be going?


And then it hits me.


He works for Hopper.


“What’s going on?” Hattie asks.


I hold the phone close to my ear and whisper, “Brody is here.”


“Brody? Who the hell…wait…nooooooooo.”


“Yes.” I swallow.


“Brody as in…Mr. Make-­out-­and-­Leave?”


“The one and only. He’s in the lobby, outside of the restaurant wearing a cream linen suit that looks ridiculous on him.”


“What shirt is he wearing with it?” Hattie asks.


“White.”


She exhales. “At least it wasn’t pink.”


“Tell me about it. Surprised the douche didn’t grab the pink. That would be something he’d wear.”


“What are the chances that he’d be at the same resort as you at the same time?”


“High,” I say as I squeeze my eyes shut. Unfortunately, very high. “He works for Hopper.”


“Wait, he does?”


I nod, remembering the conversation I had with Gary two weeks ago. “Yeah, Gary called me and said that he thought Brody should settle down and asked if you were still single. He told me that he has a great job with Hopper Industries, but I didn’t think much about it because I was so appalled that he’d even consider asking if you were single.”


“Flattered, but…no.”


“Yeah, I told him you were dating someone of much better status. I proceeded to gush about Hayes and that pretty much ended the conversation. But…I can’t believe I forgot about it.”


“So that means he’s there for the wedding, which means…he could be your in.”


Ew, no thank you.


I’d rather pretend to be Reginald’s long-­lost cousin and face massive ridicule and rejection than ask Brody for help.


Do you know why?


Because Brody isn’t the guy who lends out favors without something attached to it, like constantly reminding how he did me a solid. I don’t need that.


“No, thank you,” I say. “There’s no way I’m asking him for help.”


“Why not? It would be so easy. He gets you into the wedding and the party, you make a great impression, maybe help with whatever planning problem is happening, then bam, you’re partnered up with Hopper Industries.”


“I don’t think it works like that.”


“Not with that kind of negative thinking,” she says. “Tell me what other options you have, because the my name was supposed to be on the list option is an instant fail.”


I think about, trying to figure out a way to get on the inside, but unfortunately nothing comes to mind, which means…she might be right.


But it doesn’t make it any less nauseating to think about. Brody would be the easy in. He’d be a safe bet. He’d say yes because I’m Gary’s sister and sure, he’d never let me live it down, but he’d let me do it.


Then again, we don’t get along. That may be a hindrance. We bicker, fight, and insult each other whenever we get a chance. Would he be able to hold back his barbs in front of the Hoppers? I would hope so, the man is a professional after all. But any time he’s hanging out with my brother, and I happen to show up, he’s a dick to me, I’m an ass right back, we clash, and then ruin whatever party Patricia was kind enough to put together. Seems too risky.


“He could be an in,” I say. “But given our history, I doubt he’d be eager to let me into this wedding week. He doesn’t like me, remember? Finds me repulsive.”


“I find him repulsive.”


“Thank you,” I say on a sigh. “Shit, this is not what I wanted to happen.”


“Are you done, baby?” I hear Hayes say. “I’m fucking hard and need your mouth.”


“Jesus,” I say as I feel my nipples perk up. That voice of his, I’m telling you. Unlike anything I’ve ever heard.


“Give me one second,” Hattie says right before I hear another kiss. I wonder where that kiss was placed. “Sorry, I have to go, but know this, I don’t want you working, not on your well-­earned vacation, but if an opportunity arises to help you grow your business, you don’t have any other choice but to take it, don’t you think?”


“Are you saying that I need to use Brody McFadden to my advantage?”


“I am. You use him so hard that he’ll regret ever making out with you at your brother’s wedding and then taking off as if nothing ever happened.”


I peek around the pole again and deep down…I know she’s right.


If I want to get ahead, I need to make moves.


Any man in business would do the same thing.


Maybe it’s karma from walking away unsatisfied.


So, it’s time to blast Taylor Swift’s “The Man” in my head and do what I need to do…use Brody McFadden for my benefit.




CHAPTER FOUR


BRODY


I STARE DOWN AT THE ITINERARY that Jaleesa sent me and confirm that I’m in the right place at the right time.


Yup, and look, there’s a sign announcing a private event just outside the hotel bar and restaurant.


I pocket my phone, feeling so out of place that the nausea from the boat rears up again. At least, that’s what I’m calling it. I refuse to acknowledge that it’s nausea from nerves or uncertainty.


Am I the cutthroat businessman I wish I was? Nope. I still apologize if I take up too much time at the copy machine. Do I have good ideas? Yes. Do I have the inner confidence to strut around like I own the goddamn place? Not even close.


I was born and raised in a modest family where we put our heads down and work hard. Good things come to good people. No need to slice your way through life and hurt people on your path, but hell…that’s how it’s done, right? You can’t tell me Daddy Reggie went through life saying his ‘pleases’ and ‘thank-­yous’ and built a multibillion-­dollar business being an honest, nice man.


Nope, he took advantage of what was presented to him.


So here is an opportunity, take it.


I look up at the Lanai Bar just in time for Mr. Hopper to walk up to the front and start greeting people. Oh fuck, there he is. And just look at him. Posh, with his chin held high. Expensive, in a suit that I can only assume costs more than a weeks’ stay at the fifteen-­hundred-­dollar-­a-­night bungalows just outside this bar. And confident, as he greets everyone with a firm handshake and a slight nod.
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