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            Chapter 1

         

         Nothing pissed off Bradley Hawk quite like being played. Except being played while wearing nothing but boxers and an epic case of bedhead.

         For a guy whose front door faced Main Street, grabbing his hockey stick, forgoing jeans, and rushing out the door was a bonehead move. But he’d heard the alarm sound, the one rigged to let him know if someone was tampering with his inventory, and he acted without thinking.

         A trait he’d worked hard to overcome, with little success.

         Over the past few weeks, several empty kegs had disappeared from his bar. Not enough to call the cops, but enough to make him think one of his employees was selling them on Craigslist.

         It wasn’t about the money. For Hawk, it came down to the fact that he was getting screwed over by someone he trusted. Because the Penalty Box wasn’t just a sports bar and grill, it was his home. The employees, his family. And he refused to let his home be torn apart from the inside.

         Not again.

         So pants be damned, Hawk raced down the steps of his apartment, which sat above the bar. The wood planks were cold beneath his bare feet, slick from the fog that had rolled in off the Pacific Ocean.

         It was late spring in Destiny Bay, and Mother Nature was acting as if she were menopausal, her mood fluctuating from hot flashes to freeze your nuts off. This morning’s mood was the latter.

         The sun was beginning to rise over the lush peaks of the Cascade Range, painting the sky a hazy mosaic of purples and blues. It was barely past dawn.

         Meaning, it was too early for this shit.

         Unfortunately, it wasn’t too early for the Senior Steppers to be out. Dressed in their matching velour sweat suits, white walking shoes, and knit caps, the group was hitting their stride and passing Steel Magnolia’s, the garden art shop next door, when Hawk hit the sidewalk.

         A collection of shocked gasps filled the air. Two of the ladies even clasped their chests in a way that had Hawk skidding to a stop.

         “Sorry if I scared you, ladies,” Hawk apologized, dropping his hockey stick to a nonthreatening pose by his side. “Did you see anyone suspicious walking around the parking lot?”

         “We were too busy staring at your stick to notice,” Fiona Callahan, his best friend’s grandmother said, her eyes dipping embarrassingly low. “About time, too. We started to feel left out, seeing as all of the other girls in town had their peek.”

         “Can I get a picture with me holding it?” Margret Collins, the senior center’s Sunshine Girl, said pulling out her phone. “For Instagram. I’m trying to build my following. And me holding a Stanley Cup winner’s stick would gain a lot of likes.”

         It would gain Hawk a never-ending supply of shit from his friends.

         “Maybe later, I gotta go,” he said, ignoring the giggles, and a catcall from the pastor’s wife that would make even the most confident man blush. The camera flash that lit up the parking lot as he raced toward the loading dock behind the bar, that was hard to ignore.

         Hawk reached the dock, saw the stack of empty kegs that he’d left out as bait, and nothing else. No prowler, no group of employees plotting how to take down the bar one keg at a time. He spun around, looking in all directions, his eyes expertly scanning the shadows for movement. Nope, Hawk was completely alone—and missing three kegs.

         Crap.

         He lowered his stick once again and considered accepting the loss. That way he could go back to bed and pass out until next week. A decent night’s sleep would bring some perspective to the situation.

         Ever since he and his best friend’s company, Two Bad Apples Hard Cider, had taken off, Hawk was busting his ass to fulfill cider orders by day, and running his bar at night.

         Today marked his first day off in three months, and he’d be damned if he was going to spend it in a dark parking lot, contemplating who was screwing with his stuff.

         Determined not to waste another second, Hawk headed for his apartment. He’d made it as far as the middle of the lot when a loud noise came from the back of the garden art shop next door.

         Normally this wouldn’t set off red flags, since the owner tended to work at the most infuriating hours—namely, the five hours Hawk actually got to sleep.

         But this wasn’t the normal power saw cutting through steel grating he’d come to know and loathe. This was more of a scraping of metal across the concrete.

         Like someone dragging a keg through Steel Magnolia’s back room.

         Hawk closed his eyes and let out a slow breath, for the first time feeling sorry for the poor SOB who had the misfortune of trying to hide stolen property in Ali Marshal’s work space. Ali didn’t like people invading her space, and she might be small enough to pass for Tinkerbell, but she packed one hell of an attitude.

         Not to mention she was lethal with the blowtorch.

         “You might want to come out,” Hawk said, crossing the parking lot and walking up to the back door of the repurposed firehouse. “You’re safer facing the music and turning yourself in, trust me.”

         When he got no response in return, Hawk accepted his fate and pushed through the unlocked door. Only instead of finding one of his night staff huddled in the corner with his kegs, he found his thief standing over his missing metal canisters in a pair of combat boots, a welder’s mask pulled low, and a blowtorch in hand.

         A lit blowtorch.

         “What the hell are you doing?” he hollered as the red flame closed in on one of the kegs.

         Ali’s head lifted in his direction, and from behind the mask he could feel the narrowing of those intense green eyes. The blowtorch flickered twice in warning.

         Hawk jumped back right before the heat would have singed his chest hairs—and other, more crucial, parts. But that wasn’t what had him stepping back. Ali had spent the better part of the past decade threatening to roast his nuts, so that was nothing new. What was new, was the silky green strapless number that hugged her curves and showed off those toned legs that had his mind racing.

         Ali either wore coveralls or denim, always black and always with a Bite me attitude that left men panting or praying for their lives. Men who weren’t named Hawk, that is.

         Not only had he known Ali when she was a pierced-nosed teen, but she was also his sister-in-law. Well, she had been before Hawk’s wife, Bridget, traded him in for a newer, shinier model. He’d lost the ball when Bridget kept yanking his chain, but kept the kid sister.

         Although she didn’t look like a kid in that dress. Which in no way excused the sharp jolt of awareness that was anything but brotherly. Something else he’d been trying to overcome as of late.

         “One mark on my keg and I’ll post a photo of you in that dress on my timeline,” Hawk said, folding his arms across his chest—making damn sure his eyes didn’t stray below the chin.

         The blowtorch flickered out and she flipped her mask up—and yup, those emerald eyes were skewering him. “Your kegs. Huh?” She set the blowtorch on the table and took off her work gloves. “Funny, since they were sitting on my side of the easement.”

         “You mean the easement that is on my property, giving you and your customers access to your side of the parking lot?”

         “My latest customer wanted a garden fountain made from kegs. How was I to know that those weren’t for me?”

         “I don’t know, maybe by the Two Bad Apples logo on the side of each and every keg,” he said, taking in the nearly finished fountain, confirming, first off, that Ali was one hell of an artist. And second, making it clear exactly where his other kegs had disappeared to. “If that wasn’t clear enough, then the other ninety-seven sitting in my loading dock should have been a clue.”

         She smiled, all smugness and attitude. “Right. I guess I can see that now. Next time you might consider keeping them on your side of the easement to avoid any confusion. Or perhaps post a sign there for folks to see. Kind of like the PARKING FOR STEEL MAGNOLIA’S CUSTOMERS ONLY signs your bar patrons continue to ignore.”

         Ali took off her mask and set it on the work bench, leaving her in just her boots and that dress. Those chocolate brown curls of hers, once released, tumbled down to brush her bare shoulders and frame that expressive face.

         God, she was stunning. How had he never noticed that before?

         “Hawk?” she asked in that self-conscious tone that always got to him. So, when she crossed her arms in front of her, a clear sign she was picking up on vibes he’d tried to keep in check, he locked his focus on her face, even though he knew her current stance must be doing incredible things for her cleavage. “What are you staring at?”

         “You’re soldering in a dress.” He waved his hand as if put out over having to explain the obvious. When, in fact, he couldn’t stop staring at her in that dress. “I was just checking to make sure you hadn’t burned yourself.”

         “It’s just a dress,” she said, acting coy, as if it were nothing out of the ordinary. But for whatever reason, Ali in that dress was extraordinary. It was also a sign that something was up. And unlike his patrons, he refused to ignore that sign.

         “It’s not just a dress, and you know it.”

         “Says the man breaking and entering in his skivvies,” she snapped, confirming something was up. “And really, do you have to wave your stick around all the time? As your friend, it’s my duty to tell you it’s getting a little embarrassing. I mean, most of the town has already seen it.”

         She punctuated the word friend, yet strangely enough, she was looking at him as if he were a sculpture she couldn’t wait to get her hands on. Or rip out his throat.

         Either way, that look overrode the F-word he was coming to hate.

         Hawk casually swung his hockey stick in his trademark winning goal motion, tightening his abs and flexing his biceps. “Some ladies out front were begging to hold it.”

         Ali rolled her eyes, but not before Hawk noticed her breath quicken. “Tell Fi she can buy a bigger one online for twenty bucks. Now if you don’t mind, I have work to do.”

         “Have at it,” Hawk said, and then, he had no idea what came over him. Maybe it was the uncertainty in her gaze, or maybe it was that sexy as hell dress. He snatched her cell off the workbench and, flipping it to camera mode, snapped a picture.

         Ali’s face went slack. She looked down at the light green silk that would be the talk of the town, and launched around the workbench, grabbing for her phone. Which Hawk held over her head and out of reach.

         “Give it back, Bradley,” she said, jumping up to snatch it out of his hands. But her five-feet-nothing was no match for his six-feet-three-inches of badass hockey player moves. Her elbows, though, had some serious force behind them.

         “Not until you tell me what the dress is about, Aliana,” he said, purposely using her given name because he knew it irked her. When she didn’t elaborate, just locked eyes with him, he added, “One swipe and it goes viral.”

         “Fine.” She poked him in the peck. Hard. “One of my pieces might be in a magazine.”

         “You’ve had a dozen of your pieces in magazines. None of them inspired viridian green silk.”

         “What kind of guy uses the word viridian? Oh, wait, the same kind of guy who doesn’t think selling hard cider is a pussy job.”

         “Cider is the next workingman’s beer. The dress?” He lifted a brow.

         “It’s Architectural Digest,” she said with a shyness Hawk wasn’t used to witnessing from her.

         Information, as the co-owner of the local watering hole that doubled as gossip central, Hawk was already privy to, but it was nice to hear her say it. Watch the smile hiding beneath the play it cool expression she always wore.

         He knew how much this would mean to her. She’d been talking about that magazine since high school. Except there was that slight waver in her tone, one that she hadn’t ever been able to hide from him. “And you were so elated, you decided to celebrate by wearing a dress at six in the morning?”

         “There’s a dinner tonight and I was breaking it in. You know, like a new pair of work boots. Now give it back.” She jumped up to snatch it back, but if there was one thing that playing in the NHL for over a decade had taught Hawk, it was how to spot a deke. And Ali was using the magazine’s prestige to fake him out, distract him from the real issue.

         “A dinner?” he prodded, sliding an arm around her to keep her from ramming his shins with her steeled toes, which only managed to press her body flush with his. Noticing her gaze dropped right to his mouth, he let loose a grin. “A dinner that requires a dress like this is a dinner I’d hate to miss. So tell me, sunshine, who’s the lucky guy?”

         He didn’t mention that whoever the guy was, he didn’t deserve a woman like Ali. Or that his plan to mess with her had somehow backfired, because he couldn’t seem to stop looking at her lips.

         “Are you offering to be my date, Hawk?”

         “Depends. Will that dress be joining us?”

         “You have to come to find out.” A totally cool, almost bored expression crossed her face as she casually rested a hand on his chest—her fingers gliding down his abs. “And Dad’s grilling. I’m sure he’d love to see you.” She looked up at him through her long, thick lashes. “So would Bridget.”

         It was as if a Washington winter snowstorm had blown through the shop—piercing his chest. “Bridget?”

         “Oh, didn’t I mention?” Ali said, snatching her phone back. “Bridget came home, just in time for my big night. You think she’ll want to hold your stick?”

      

   


   
      
         
            Chapter 2

         

         One glance at Hawk’s stupid stick should have been enough to quell the flutters in Ali’s belly. She didn’t do fluttery, didn’t do beefed-up jocks, and she sure as hell didn’t do stupid—no matter how impressive the stick.

         She’d tried that once and ended up with a broken heart.

         Which brought her to the next thing she didn’t do—her sister’s ex-husband. No matter how irritatingly irresistible she’d always found him.

         Yet when she pulled up to her dad’s house later that evening, they were still there—the residual flutters flitting around in her chest.

         “Those are not flutters,” she told herself. “It’s heartburn.”

         Nature’s reminder to steer clear of things that were bad for her. And as good a guy as Bradley Hawk was, he was bad for her well-being.

         It wasn’t his two-hundred-and-twenty pounds of alpha-male badass, or even that he smelled like sex—something she’d gone way too long without. Nope, what had Ali feeling all feminine was the way he looked at her, touched her on occasion—as if she were all delicate and sexy.

         After spending most of her life in her single dad’s machine shop, Ali, vertically challenged or not, didn’t have a delicate bone in her body. And unless a guy was turned on by steel-toed stylings and blowtorch skills, sexy wasn’t a word she’d heard all that often with regard to herself.

         Which was why the second Hawk had left, she’d ditched her dress for her usual Converse, ripped jeans, and offensive tank top. Tonight’s was black with pink letters reading, THE ONLY THING SHORT ABOUT ME IS MY TEMPER. After all, informing people of her current state of mind was only polite.

         Parking the car in front of the oceanfront bungalow, she grabbed two casseroles and a grocery bag off the passenger seat. The casseroles were to get her dad through one whole week without breaking his doctor’s diet. And the grocery bag was just in case.

         Marty Marshal walked out onto the stone porch holding a spatula. His hair was windblown, his boat shoes unlaced, and in his Bermuda shorts and Hawaiian shirt, he looked as if his life was a never-ending Jimmy Buffett song.

         “Hey, sweet pea,” her dad said. “I thought I heard you pull up. I was around back, getting ready to fire up the grill for the steak.”

         “You mean the fish and vegetable kabobs from the recipe I e-mailed you yesterday?” Ali said, giving her dad a kiss on the cheek.

         Marty shrugged. “The cod didn’t look fresh, so I went with the steak.”

         “Funny since the market advertises fresh cod caught daily. Right from there.” Ali pointed over the steep cliffs that jutted out from behind her childhood home, to the ocean crashing below. “Can’t get any fresher than that. And what about vegetables?”

         “I got corn bread. The doctor said I can eat corn, and you girls love it with my special honey butter.”

         “Corn is a grain, not a vegetable, and when you bake it in a buttered skillet then smother it in liquid sugar, I don’t think it meets the guidelines Dr. Cortes was going for.”

         Ignoring this, Marty took the bag from her hand and followed her inside. “Is this the pie?”

         “No.” Ali smiled. “That’s my just-in-case-you-bought-something-else.”

         Marty peeked in the bag at the marinating kabobs and frowned. “What kind of man celebrates his daughter’s big news with cod and zucchini on a stick?”

         “A man who doesn’t want to go into a diabetic coma,” she said, walking into the kitchen, hiding her grin at the grumbles Marty was letting loose behind her. “And don’t worry, Kennedy is bringing the pie with her.”

         Kennedy was also bringing a buffer—her fiancé, Luke Callahan. If Ali was to make it through an evening with her sister without losing it, then she needed a distraction. And nothing distracted Bridget quite like a handsome man.

         Kennedy Sinclair wasn’t just Destiny Bay’s newest celebrity baker; as Ali’s best friend, she also had her back. It had been a long while since someone had Ali’s back—and it felt damn good.

         “Coconut cream?” Marty asked, sounding like a kid at a candy store.

         “Special order.” Meaning it was high in yum factor—if one liked coconut, which Ali did not—and low in sugar for those glycemicly challenged. Marty would never know the difference. “But only men who eat their cod get dessert.”

         More grumbling ensued, but this time Ali ignored it and went right to the fridge, stacking the casseroles and pulling out all the ingredients needed to make a healthy garden salad.

         “Where’s Bridget?”

         “Running a little behind.”

         Ali looked at the clock above the stove, then over her shoulder at Marty. “I thought you were going to take her out on Chasing Destiny?” Ali asked, referring to her dad’s pride and joy—a forty-two-foot Catalina sailboat he’d spent the better part of the past decade rebuilding.

         “Too windy. Bridget was afraid she’d get seasick,” Marty said and Ali wanted to call bullshit. Yes, Bridget did suffer from the occasional motion sickness, but only when they were out in the open ocean. And since Marty had been restricted to sailing within a few miles of home, doctor’s orders, Bridget would have been fine.

         “I reminded her that I still have some pills left over from the last time she came up,” Marty said.

         “I don’t think they make a pill for what Bridget suffers from,” Ali joked, because it was the perfect day to go sailing. And the perfect day for Marty to spend time with his other daughter. The sun was bright, the sky clear, and there was a gentle breeze coming up from the south.

         The only reason Bridget didn’t want to go sailing was because Ali was better at it. And everything in Bridget’s world was a competition. Even father-daughter time.

         Marty gave Ali a stern look, but his grin ruined the scolding. “I’d better check the corn bread.”

         “I’ll get the corn bread,” Ali said, choosing to let it go. “And I’ll prep a nice green salad while I’m at it, so you can get the fish going on the grill.”

         “The casseroles, dessert? I’m supposed to be cooking you dinner,” Marty objected.

         “I don’t mind cooking for you, Dad,” she clarified.

         Marty had been taking care of Ali her whole life, always going that extra step to show her that she was loved. After her parents divorced and split everything right down the middle—including the kids—Marty had done everything he could to ensure Ali had a happy childhood. So what if their roles were a little reversed now? It felt nice to pamper him for a change.

         “But it’s your big night,” he said quietly. “You should be sipping a cold one on the porch and letting me take care of you.”

         “Just because they’re shooting my work doesn’t mean it will make it in the magazine.”

         The purpose of the article was to showcase the bold and innovative design of one of the Pacific Northwest’s most renowned architects, Nolan Landon. Who had commissioned a piece of garden art from Ali, for his personal residence, last year.

         “No sense in getting our hopes up until we know anything,” Ali said, her hopes so high it was hard to contain herself. The issue focused on the art of repurposing, a high concept design with minimal environmental footprints—Ali’s art in a nutshell. Making the cut would not only allow her to check off a major career goal, it would transform her career. “There are so many pieces in Nolan’s house to choose from.”

         In fact, he had commissioned repurposed art from several different artists, Ali being the only unknown name. But, and this was what gave her the courage to hope, her work was the centerpiece of his property.

         “I’d be thrilled to even be mentioned.” Ali turned around to find Marty standing right behind her, an expression of embarrassment mixed with sincere pride that made Ali swallow. She eyed the two ice-cold beers in his hands and lifted a brow.

         “Just a sip,” he assured her, then handed her a beer, “to celebrate my daughter.”

         She was too focused on the elegantly set kitchen table to argue.

         Made from distressed white wood, it had a blue and green table runner to match the nautical theme of the house, with glass tapers filled with sand and seashells. There were even flowers on the table, picked from the yard and haphazardly arranged—but they were flowers.

         Twinkly lights twisted around the two paddles that hung above the wall of windows that looked out over the Pacific Ocean. When Ali had been little, she’d drag a sleeping bag out on the back porch and let the waves crashing against the cliffs lull her to sleep.

         The sound was calming, hypnotic. Yet today, they didn’t seem to help the building tension that came with seeing her sister. Or how many place settings there were.

         Parties were supposed to be a compilation of the honoree’s tastes and requests. Ali was the honoree, and had requested a small, cozy, casual dinner. Yet she couldn’t help notice that Marty had brought in the extra table leaf from the garage. A leaf that took it to a party of seven.

         “What’s up with all the place settings?” she asked.

         “Oh, your sister sent those ahead and told me how to decorate the table,” Marty said. “Posted video instructions online and everything. She’s got a good eye, that one.”

         “It looks great.” Very elegant, very posh, very her sister. “But I meant, why so many? Who else is coming?”

         “Whoever you put on that list,” Marty said.

         “There were four people on my list.”

         Marty’s brows puckered in confusion. “Bridget told me to plan for seven.”

         “If we’re being technical, Bridget was never invited, she’s crashing.”

         “A girl can’t crash a dinner in her own home.”

         Spending a mandatory two weeks a summer somewhere didn’t make a place a home—one of the few things about their childhood Ali and Bridget could agree on. Whereas Destiny Bay would always be Ali’s safe place, Bridget’s had been a two-story McMansion in a gated community with their mother and stepdad number two in Seattle.

         Ali gave a stern look. “Who else is coming, Dad?”

         Marty lifted a hand in surrender. “I can’t answer what I don’t know. With you girls, I never know who’s going to show. I just man the grill and hope for a good time.”

         “It will be a good time, no matter who comes,” Ali said softly, not wanting her dad to be disappointed over cooking for a family, when the odds of Bridget actually coming through were slim.

         Every Saturday, Marty hosted a family dinner, and every Saturday he invited Bridget to come. Until she’d married Hawk, she’d never once shown an interest. And since their divorce, she’d appeared only a handful of times. So even though this wasn’t the ideal dinner for her sister to crash, for Marty’s sake, Ali hoped Bridget came through.

         “But just in case, maybe you should make up some extra of that special honey butter of yours. You know how Bridget loves it,” Ali said.

         “Bridget doesn’t do honey butter or corn bread,” a voice sweet enough to cause a glycemic overload said from behind. “She’s gone Paleo.”

         “Since when?” Ali asked, turning to find her sister, Bridget, standing in the doorway. Her dress was couture, her shoes designer, and she had enough bling to accessorize the Kardashians for the Grammys. Her sister looked ready to walk the red carpet or have cocktails with the mayor. Not a family BBQ on the patio.

         “Since I learned how important it is to only eat things that once had a soul,” Bridget said, tossing her purse on the counter.

         “Butter comes from cows and honey from bees. Both murdered souls,” Ali pointed out.

         “Great, then I will spread it over my steak.” She crossed the room and gave Marty a kiss on the cheek. “Hey, Dad, sorry I missed our sail. I got caught up in a meeting.”

         She said it as if her meetings didn’t include mimosas, a country club, and the latest “cause” of the moment.

         “That’s okay, we’re all here now,” Marty beamed, pulling Bridget into his arms. “All of us together again, and with so much to celebrate.”

         “That’s why I brought the bubbly.” Bridget pulled a bottle of champagne from her purse. Correction, not champagne. Cristal.

         “Isn’t that nice,” Marty said, giving Ali the same Just go with it look he’d given her every birthday when she opened her present from her sister and mom to find a doll or tutu or, the worst, a new dress.

         Unless it was Jack and Coke, Ali wasn’t all that big on drinks that fizzed. But her dad was right—the idea that her sister had thought to bring a present was kind of sweet. “Thanks, B.”

         “Are you kidding? This kind of news requires a toast. I was just excited that we could all make time to get together.”

         “Me too,” Ali said, a little confused by her sister’s genuine excitement. “Here, let me put that in the fridge so it gets cold.”

         “Thanks.” Bridget handed over the bottle and took a seat at the counter. “I’ve been dying to post about it on Facebook, but we wanted to toast with you guys first.”

         Ali and her dad exchanged looks. “The pastor’s wife, Bitsy, already told her quilting group about it, and that almost acts like a press release around here, so I don’t care if you tell anyone. But speaking of we, who else is coming?”

         “Mom, of course,” Bridget said with a bright smile. “Oh, and perfect timing, she’s here.”

         Ali’s heart slammed against her chest, each pound bringing a clarity to the situation, and everything hit Ali at once. Marty’s panicked expression, the way her heart pinched with insecurity, the reality that she was wearing Converse high-tops that said BALL BUSTERS on the toes, and that her mother was there. At her celebration.

         And no one had warned Marty.

         Gail never came with a warning. She came with a sweet smile, big dreams, and left with your heart. So Ali secured hers then turned to her sister.

         “Why did you invite her?” she hissed.

         Bridget rolled her eyes. “Because I knew she’d want to be here for this.”

         Somehow Ali doubted that. Gail was about as supportive of Ali’s chosen field as she was about her fashion choices. When she’d gone off to art school, Gail had envisioned easels and watercolor landscapes, not abstract steel structures and welding equipment. “But it’s Dad’s house. You should have asked.”

         “Don’t get mad at you sister,” Gail said, walking through the front door as though she still lived there. “Proper dinner party etiquette states that everyone is allowed to bring a plus one. She was only invoking her right.”

         Forcing a happy smile, an emotion Ali had become a pro at faking, she turned around. “Mom? What a surprise.”

         “You say that like I’d miss this big moment,” Gail said as she waltzed into the kitchen, a long scarf draping over her shoulders and billowing behind her.

         Gail Marshal-Bowman-Stevens-Marshal-Goldstein-Fletcher looked like a cover model for Serene and Sexy After Sixty. Her hair was still fire red, her dress sleek and black and designed to cling, and her attitude was dialed to cougar on the prowl.

         Fitting since husband number six was twenty-five years her junior.

         “Hi, Marty, you’re looking as rugged as ever,” she said with an appreciative once-over.

         And the way she looked at Marty, like he was tonight’s prey, had Ali taking a protective step between them. But it was too late, Marty was already entrapped by the silky voice and copious amounts of cleavage on display. “Gail, glad you could make it. I’m sure Ali is over the moon. Aren’t you, sweet pea?”

         “I don’t know, she seems put out,” Gail teased. Then, as if Ali wasn’t standing right there, looked at Marty with her heart in her eyes, “I would hate to think I ruined her plans. Did I ruin her plans?”

         “No plans to be ruined, Mom. This was just a casual dinner to celebrate the news that I was in the running. The actual decision won’t be for a few weeks. If a miracle happens, I’m sure my friends will throw a party in town. If that happens, I’ll make sure you get an invitation,” Ali said, wondering why she felt the need to explain herself, make sure her mom didn’t feel left out.

         “That would be wonderful, Aliana. Now let me take a look at you,” Gail said, and Ali had the sudden urge to go wash up. “Oh, my! Is that a blister?”

         “Nah, just a little burn,” Ali said with a shy shrug, feeling all kinds of ridiculous.

         “Little burn? That is going to leave a scar.” Gail took Ali’s arm and inspected it further, like a mother would do. And something about the concern in her voice made Ali want to cry.

         Gail had been there two minutes and already Ali was being drawn into empty promises of milk mustaches and chocolate chip cookie afternoons. Gail had gone from Mrs. Robinson to Mrs. Cleaver so fluidly, everyone seemed to discount that she hated baking. She hadn’t even hugged Ali yet, and already the woman had her swaying.

         “Marty, the girl’s going to scar. Get me some ice to put on this.”

         And as if two decades and a handful of divorces hadn’t passed, Marty headed to the ice box to fetch a cube of ice and save the world from tiny scars. Or maybe he was running for the exit—either way, Ali wouldn’t blame him.

         Ali wasn’t one to give in to dramatics. Filling Hawk’s condom box up with lottery tickets or repurposing a few stolen cider kegs was about as dramatic as she got. But this whole doting mother moment was playing on all of her weak spots, making her want to give in to the fantasy.

         But that’s all it was. A fantasy created by a little girl who believed with all of her heart that her love could fix everything—even a broken family.

         “It’s fine.” Ali shoved her hands in her pockets. “I’m fine.” A state Ali had mastered—since it left little room for disappointment.

         “It might fester. That alabaster skin of yours is just like your grandmother’s.”

         “It won’t fester, Mom.”

         “I have this lotion that might help,” Bridget offered with a sweet grin. “My doctor gave it to me for the scars from the girls.” She gave her girls a jiggle and smiled.

         Ali smiled back, with a stealth finger scratch to the cheek. The middle one.

         “Seriously, though,” Bridget continued. “It is some kind of serum that promotes skin repair. A few weeks of using it and the scars practically disappeared. I can send you some if you want.”

         “I don’t think it would help much. Scars come with the territory. One of the downfalls of working with metal.” Kind of like the blisters one got when thinking about an irritating man instead of how hot the metal had become.

         “You’re still working with metal, then? In Marty’s shop? How nice,” Gail said, sounding anything but nice.

         “She had the grand opening last year. I posted a picture on Facebook. Didn’t you see?” Marty asked, offering Gail a beer.

         Gail waved it off. “I’ll wait for the bubbly.”

         With a shrug, Marty took a hefty swallow. Ali didn’t bother reprimanding him. Gail was going to kill them both long before the diabetes.

         “Of course I saw it. I just didn’t know if she’d found her own space, maybe moved to that gallery in town.”

         “Some of my work is in that gallery.” Her work was in galleries all around the world. “And it’s not like I’m squatting in Dad’s shop. I bought it off of him last year when he decided to retire.” A huge difference in her opinion.

         An awkward silence filled the room at the word retire. Everyone there knew that Marty hadn’t welcomed an endless supply of sailing time with open arms. His diabetes had been the leading factor in his decision to sell the shop.

         And Ali had just been commissioned for her biggest project and needed the space. It had seemed a win-win all around. Only sitting idle, it seemed, was doing more damage to her dad’s mental health than the diabetes.

         Marty loved turning wrenches, fixing problems, chatting with the townsfolk. And being stuck this far out of town with nothing but his sailboat and Old Man Joe next door for company was wearing on him.

         “You know, Ali made that big arch over the highway when you came into town,” Marty said, his voice thick with pride. “Her design was chosen over a dozen other artists.”

         “It’s stunning, very unique,” Gail said, walking over to take her seat at the table, in the same place she’d sat for the first eight years of Ali’s life.

         And there was something about seeing her there, in Ali’s childhood home, finally claiming the seat Ali had been waiting a lifetime for her to claim, that sent a warm burst of hope into her chest. “Thank you.”

         “Is it similar to the one you sold Mr. Landon?” Bridget asked, referring to the piece that was to be showcased in Architectural Digest.

         “Nolan wanted something more modern,” Ali said about her biggest customer to date. He’d seen the town arch during his last visit to see Hawk and hired her on the spot. Her assignment had been to design an elaborate fifteen-hundred-square-foot pergola. “He wanted steel beams, stone, and local woods to match the feel of his house.” Estate really. Fifty acres of manicured gardens and rugged woods with a view of the ocean that was worth the eight-figure price tag. “It’s a structure actually, a piece of functional art where he can host gatherings.”

         “It took her six months to build,” Gail said, and Marty snorted.

         Ali was touched that her mom was so interested in her work, she really was, but to be honest, her mother didn’t know a thing about her work—or Ali’s life. If it hadn’t been for the puff piece written up about Nolan in the Seattle Times last month, Gail wouldn’t have even known about the biggest piece of her career.

         Before the divorce was even final, Gail and Bridget had moved to Seattle. Ali stayed with her dad in Destiny Bay, and her mom, too busy enjoying her green pastures being married to a plastic surgeon, didn’t have the time for Ali.

         They might as well have been nothing more than acquaintances, for as much interest as Gail took in Ali’s life.

         But she’s here now, Ali told herself. Not allowing herself to be naïve didn’t mean closing herself off to the potential of what the evening could mean.

         “It took almost a year from beginning to end.” It had also taken sixteen steel beams, thirty-four rods, shiplap from an old barn, and a roof made of stones and sea glass, but the result had been stunning.

         The centerpiece for Ali’s portfolio.

         That one referral from Hawk had gained her access to a unique group of clientele. In fact, the client she was making the keg fountain for was a friend of Nolan and Hawk’s.

         “I bet you really got to know Nolan well, working with him that long. Maybe even became friends,” Bridget said, in that singsong tone that always had Ali’s ears bleeding.

         “We’re cool with each other, and yeah, he’s a nice guy, but I wouldn’t say we were friends.” She paused, because the longer she talked, the bigger her sister’s eyes got—and the worse Ali’s headache grew. “Oh no. No way. I am not playing matchmaker and introducing you to Nolan!”

         Been there, done that, still had the bridesmaid dress hanging in the closet.

         “I’m not looking to date Nolan,” Bridget said, sounding disgusted. “I already did the local guy makes it big thing. It wasn’t for me.”

         It would have been nice if she’d figured that out before she married Hawk. Then again, Bridget always did have a hard time settling on which flavor of ice cream she wanted. She’d order strawberry and Ali would order pineapple sherbet, then Bridget would decide she’d wanted the pineapple sherbet. One lick in and she’d remember she hated pineapple anything.

         But tossing a cone away and tossing a relationship away were two very different things. Bridget’s inability to know her own mind had left a wake of disappointment and disillusionment in her past.

         Gail claimed her older daughter was merely particular. Ali tended to think of her sister as lost. Someone who relied on other people’s dreams, mainly men, to fill the emptiness and find validation. A series of drive-through dads could do that to a girl. And with the split-custody arrangement, she rarely saw Marty after the divorce. Which was why, even though Ali hadn’t had a lot in terms of money growing up, she valued the importance of a father’s love.

         Understood how influential that kind of stable foundation was to a girl’s self-worth.

         “Well, good because dating Nolan would be”—she thought of Hawk and his friendship with Nolan—“awkward.”

         “I don’t want to date him. I want to meet him.” Bridget scooted to the end of her chair, and that was when Ali noticed that while Bridget and Gail sat at the family table, Marty and Ali were standing awkwardly in their own house. “So I can see if he’d be open to having an event there.”

         A thin strip of panic slowly coiled itself around Ali’s throat. “I already told you, my friends will have one in town, probably at Hawk’s bar.”

         Speaking of friends, Ali looked at the door, wondering where her backup was.

         “I’m talking about an event that needs a bigger venue. One that could host five hundred people.”

         The panic gave a sharp tug, making it really hard to breathe. “Five hundred people?”

         It had taken Ali all week to be okay with the idea of a fun girls’ night at the local watering hole. The only thing she disliked more than parties were parties for her.

         Oh, and people.

         Ali really, really didn’t like people. Especially when they were gathered in big groups and smiling—at her. As if it were her duty to entertain them. Which, in Ali’s opinion, was the stupidest expectation ever.

         First, the only party trick she’d ever mastered was a one-handed keg stand, and this didn’t seem like a keg stand kind of event. Second, the last time Gail threw Ali a party, it had been her sweet sixteen, she’d been forced to dress up like a dust ruffle, and no one from her school could make it.

         Not a one.

         Until Bridget showed up and started telling people it was going to be the party of the year. The draw of seeing what happened to “the other Marshal sister” was too much to resist. Or maybe it was that Bridget was the only girl on her cheer team who didn’t have to stuff her bra. So while Bridget stunned and impressed childhood friends, Ali spent the night playing poker with the third-string hockey players.

         Finally, and this was what had the oxygen leaving her lungs in a big whoosh, Ali didn’t want to spend her night watching Hawk watch Bridget. Sure, she said her mom and sister were on the invite list, but Ali had no intention of actually mailing out their invitations.

         Normally Ali didn’t mind being compared to her sister, but if she was forced to attend a party in her honor, and perhaps wear a dress, she didn’t want to sit on the sidelines. Ali had polished a lot of steel over the years and finally it was her turn to shine. Only the brightest star in the Marshal family was on a direct collision course with her moment.

         “I know, we originally thought seven hundred, but that number seemed a little indulgent,” Bridget said. “Jamie and I want a small wedding. Just close friends and family.”

         And that was all it took for the disappointment of a lifetime to set in. “A wedding?”

         “She’s getting married,” Gail proclaimed, that mother pride oozing out of every acid-treated pore. “Isn’t that exciting?”

         “I’m getting married!” Bridget held up her hand and wiggled her finger and—holy shitballs—Ali didn’t understand how she had missed that boulder. In her defense, she’d been distracted by the copious amounts of glitter and flash Bridget had on, but still.

         Whoa, a touch of heartburn pinched at her chest and suddenly Ali felt like she needed a seat.

         Or a stronger drink. Her chest hurt and her head ached and—

         Ali shook her head at her predictability. One small show of affection and it was as if Ali had been transported back to that eight-year-old girl, who thought that if she played the doting daughter just right, there was still that flicker of hope they could reclaim the relationship that had ended the day Gail walked out. But what if she put her best self out there and still couldn’t make her stay? Then what?

         Sadly, Ali knew that ending. Had lived it—twice. And nearly fell for it again.

         “It’s huge,” Marty said, pointing to the ring, but his gaze flickering to Ali, saying with his eyes what he couldn’t voice with the current company. That he was sorry, that he, too, had hoped for the best, that this was supposed to be her night.

         “This Jamie is a…” Marty trailed off, his eyes big and imploring.

         “Man, Dad,” Bridget sighed. “Jamie is a man. He’s Irish.”

         “Well, that’s great.” Marty paused. “Not that there would be anything wrong if Jamie was a she.”

         “She’s a he,” Bridget said. “And he is fabulous.”

         “Well, then, is he coming here to talk to me tonight?” Marty said, and even though Ali knew he was concerned for her feelings, he was tickled that Bridget was including him. “I’ll be sure to go easy on him, while still making sure he knows my girl deserves to be treated right.”

         “He isn’t coming to ask for my hand, Dad. I’ve already said yes,” Bridget said. “And the wedding is a month from Saturday!”

         “A month from Saturday,” Marty said, his face going pale. “Well, that’s doable, I guess. I mean five hundred guests is a lot to plan for and a lot to shoulder, I don’t have much but—”

         “I just need you to bring your dancing shoes, Dad. Jamie has everything else covered,” Bridget said with the confidence of a woman who could only be marrying up. With her first marriage ending in a seven-figure split, Ali could only imagine what this Jamie guy brought to the table.

         “Well, what about the rehearsal dinner?”

         “Covered.”

         “Oh,” Marty said and so much was conveyed in that one word. That smile of his never faltered, even though Ali knew it took everything he had to keep it in place. “Well, I’m sure it will be a wonderful day.”

         Unlike Ali, Marty still clung to the fantasy that his love could bridge the years of heartache and separation. He charged into things flashing that smile as if he wasn’t fighting a losing battle. And there was something about his unwavering belief in love and family that tugged at Ali’s heart.

         “How about an engagement shower,” Ali asked, and when Bridget opened her mouth to probably say she’d already had sixteen different ones planned, she added, “Maybe a co-ed one.”

         “A co-ed shower? Jamie is pretty traditional.”

         “He’s marrying a two-time bride. How traditional can he be?” Ali laughed. When no one else saw the humor, she changed tactics. “One of the girls at the gym had a baby last month and they threw her and the father a co-ed shower. It was nice,” Ali lied.

         It had given her hives. All the kissy poo love and baby talk made her nauseous. But everyone else had seemed to enjoy themselves. Plus, Marty looked about ready to book the Moose Lodge; he was just waiting for Bridget to give her blessing.

         “Dad and Jamie can plan it together,” Ali suggested brightly, her eyes pleading, Let him feel like he is a part of this.

         To which Bridget gave a horrified, Did you see the flowers on the table?

         Bitch isn’t becoming on you.

         “A co-ed shower sounds nice, Dad,” Bridget said sweetly—too sweetly. “Something small and intimate. One of those hometown girl wins big-city man’s heart themes. Jamie is a big commercial developer. High-tech campuses are his specialty.” She turned to Ali, and proved that bitch was the new black. “You can invite your new friend, Nolan Landon.”

         “Oh, wouldn’t that be nice,” Gail said. “Jamie will be thrilled. He’s been angling for a meeting with the famous designer. Oh”—her smile went mischievous—“he’s bringing his brother to dinner. Stew is the best man and I bet he could help you out with what Jamie likes.” Then to Ali, “He’s handsome, a snappy dresser, successful, not as successful as Jamie, but quite charming.”

         “Every good shower needs a snappy dresser behind it,” Ali joked.

         “He’s also single.” Gail practically giggled. “I figured he would even out the partners.”

         “Partners?” Ali looked at the eight table settings and felt her right eye twitch. “So Bridget brought champagne to toast her engagement, and you brought me a blind date to my dinner. I don’t know what to say.”

         She knew exactly what she wanted to say, but yelling would only make her head throb.

         “When you told me your friends were coming, I figured it would be fun to couple up,” Gail said, giving Marty her best Hello, big boy bat of the lashes, and Ali threw up in her mouth a little.

         Because by couple up, her mother seemed to mean that she was looking for a reunion of her own. One that involved cheap beer, bad decisions, and good old reliable Marty.

         “What about Chad?”

         “Chad and I broke up months ago. I am back in the saddle, ready to go for a ride.” Gail gave an unconscious laugh that was free, full of life, and contained enough confident allure to tempt the Pope.

         Poor Marty looked as horrified as he did helpless, because while Gail had married and divorced six times—twice to Marty—her father had never been interested in dating again.

         He said he’d found his soul mate, married her twice, and both times she’d run off with the town doctor. The first was a podiatrist, the second a plastic surgeon, and he wasn’t interested in nursing a third shattered heart.

         Yet he couldn’t take his eyes off his ex-wife.

         “I’m not sure tonight was about coupling up,” Ali said. “I think I’m able to manage coupling on my own. How about you, Dad?”

         When Marty didn’t answer, Ali elbowed him. “Ali’s right. Tonight’s about celebrating our amazing daughters.”

         “Oh, are you dating someone?” Gail asked Ali, but her question was directed at Marty. “I didn’t realize.”

         “Yup, I’m dating,” Ali jumped in, saving her father from having to admit to the woman who shattered his heart that, yes, he was indeed still single. “Pretty serious, too. He runs a business in town.” And when it came to telling lies, Ali never knew when to stop shoveling, so she dug herself deeper. “Actually, he owns it. A big business guy. We met at the Destiny Bay Business Owners Association and now we go to meetings together every week.”

         “How…quaint,” Gail said.

         “Don’t you go to the meetings with Andrew Sweeney?” Marty asked, clearly not comprehending his part in the diversion. Ali having a boyfriend would (a) give Gail something to focus on instead of Marty’s dating status, and (b) save Ali from another one of her mother’s matchmaking schemes. Because being a successful businesswoman paled in comparison to being a well-married woman in Gail’s eyes.

         “Andrew Sweeney?” Gail’s brow furrowed and Ali sent her dad an Are you being serious right now? Because he’d named the only Andrew in town that Gail would remember. “Isn’t he Dan and Susan’s son?”

         “He owns the realty company in town,” Marty explained as the doorbell rang and Ali let loose a breath of relief.

         “That’s probably Kennedy and Luke,” Ali said. “I’ll be right back.”

         The doorbell rang again, confirming that her backup had indeed arrived. And just in time, too, because Gail’s eyes twinkled with recognition and she snapped her fingers. “Isn’t Andrew the gay son?”

         “All relationships have obstacles,” Ali said, then excused herself to answer the door.

         She took a quick peek out the peephole, to make sure it wasn’t her blind date, and when she saw the big red pie box blocking the view, she flung the door open.

         “I could kiss you,” she said.

         “Well, if a pie was all it took to get on your sweet side, I would have bought out Sweetie Pies years ago.”

         “You?” Ali said, her heart doing this annoying flip in her chest. Because instead of a five-foot-nothing pie maker with a box full of pie, Ali was staring down a mountain of mouthwatering muscles and yummy man who had plagued her dreams since high school. Looking like a walking ad for sex in a pair of dark button-fly jeans and a cream Henley, Hawk had a large shoulder leaned against the doorjamb, and a wicked smile aimed right at Ali.

         “Evening, sunshine,” he said, all steel and velvet.

         Ignoring the flutters that took flight, Ali crossed her arms. “What are you doing here?”

         He looked at the Lexus in the driveway and grinned. “Apparently playing the hero. I didn’t know Gail was coming to town, and from the frazzled look on your face, neither did you.”

         The frazzled look had little to do with Gail, and everything to do with watching the people she cared about get hurt. She’d barely salvaged her dad’s night. Once Bridget realized that Hawk was there, she’d distract herself from the guilt of leaving him by either hanging on Hawk, or hanging all over Hubby 2.0. Which would leave Hawk the odd man out.

         A position that he’d worked hard to convince everyone, including himself, no longer applied. He’d played the game well, and was now considered a legendary ladies’ man around town. But Ali saw right through the new day new girl façade he’d created. He might drive her batshit crazy, but deep down Hawk was a stand-up guy. Hawk was a lot like Marty; he always saw the best in people. He was loyal, honest, and stupidly faithful. Refusing to give up on those he loved even when they didn’t deserve his devotion.

         And sadly, he was still devoted to Bridget. Who was about to pop the cork on her upcoming nuptials.

         Hawk was bound to find out. But hearing the news and seeing the ring were two different kinds of hurt. And Ali didn’t want her friend to hurt any more.

         “You can’t stay,” she said.

         He leaned a hip against the porch railing and hit her with a smile. “Two seconds ago you wanted to kiss me. Now you’re telling me to go. You’re sending off mixed signals, sunshine.”

         “Ali, who’s at the door?” Bridget called from inside. Her heels clicking against the wooden floors, counting down the seconds until utter and complete devastation.

         “Bridget is coming,” she whispered.

         “I know,” Hawk said, his eyes warm with appreciation. “You told me, remember?”

         “Ali?” her sister said, sounding even closer.

         Ali walked out on the porch and shut the front door behind her. Voice still in a whisper, she asked, “Then why did you come?”

         “Because Kennedy was swamped with orders, Luke is helping her, and you had a special pie that needed to be delivered.” He lifted the lid to showcase the doctor-approved coconut cream pie.

         “You came, knowing the evil stepsister was inside, to bring me a pie?”

         Hawk was always cordial with Bridget, but that didn’t mean that seeing her didn’t hurt. In fact, it always managed to reopen healing wounds. Which was why, Ali was certain, Hawk did his best to steer clear of his ex. “I came because I knew she was in town and I didn’t want her to take over your night.” He pushed off the railing and stepped into her, his voice warm and masculine when he spoke. “There was also the dress.”

         Her heart skipped three whole beats, then those annoying butterflies took flight in her stomach. She had to work hard to sip in air. “I changed. It clashed with the boots.”

         He smiled. “I like the shirt, although after your night I bet you’ll wish you’d worn the PETITE AND PACKING shirt you got for your birthday.”

         Ali laughed. She couldn’t believe it. Bridget and her five-carat comet were two seconds from impact, and Gail was probably sweet-talking Marty into a disastrous walk down memory lane, and Ali was laughing.

         Although it came out sounding horrifyingly close to a sob.

         “That bad?”

         “Bridget only eats food that once had a soul, Gail is single and apparently looking for her next adventure…with my dad, who is on his second beer of the hour, my shoes say Ball Buster, and I’m still sober.”

         “I can fix that.” Hawk toed the case of hard cider that he’d set on the porch. “Or you can say fuck it, hop on the back of my bike, and we drive into town and break into the thirty-year-old bottle of Scotch I have hidden in the bar.”

         “Why would you do that?” she asked, hating how squishy he made her feel.

         “Because even though you drive me crazy, you’re still my friend, and I’d like to be yours if you’ll let me,” he said quietly. “And I’ve been saving that bottle since winning the Stanley Cup, and today seems like a pretty good reason to crack it open.”

         The game he’d finished on a blown-out knee. Hawk delivered the final goal that brought the trophy home and the crowd to its feet. His team had been celebrating what had been called The Comeback Win, as Hawk had been on his way to the hospital, learning that his career was over.

         Alone.

         Well, he’d learn about the end of this dream, too, but he wouldn’t have to deal with it alone. Because he was right, while their relationship as of late might be as warm and fuzzy as sparring porcupines, there was a time, before Bridget, where they’d vowed to always have each other’s back.

         “Fine.” Feeling suddenly protective, another annoying emotion that Hawk seemed to bring out in her, Ali headed toward his bike. “But I get to drive.”

         “The closest you’ll get to the handlebars is sitting on them.” Hawk grabbed her arm. “And since when do you run from a fight?”

         “I’m not running.” Liar. “I’m merely leaving it for another day.”

         Hawk studied her long and hard, and Ali resisted the urge to look away. “You’re running. What gives?”

         The door opened and she could see Bridget’s perfect nose peek out. Followed by her long legs and blond Barbie locks. Her big green eyes widened when she took in Hawk’s back, and then she gave an uncertain smile.

         The same smile she got when she ordered strawberry and Ali ordered sherbet.

         “Do you still love her?”

         Hawk did a double take, then lowered his voice. “Do I still love Bridget? We were married for five years. What do you think, that she left and, poof, I stopped caring? Love doesn’t work that way.”

         In Ali’s world love did. But the way he said it, unashamed and so full of conviction, Ali found herself wanting to believe, too.

         “Are you still in love with her?”

         “Pffft…No.”

         “Oh God, you hesitated!”

         “I didn’t hesitate.” But he hesitated again. “It’s just that no one has ever asked me that question.”

         “Well, they should have.” Ali heard the distinct sound of a Tesla pull into the drive, and the pressure grew heavy enough to constrict her breathing.

         Then her sister was calling out, in that same alluring come-hither tone that had been passed on from Marshal mother to the older Marshal daughter, “Hawk? Oh my God. Hawk! I can’t believe you’re here.”

         Hawk went to turn his head and say hey to his ex, who he claimed he wasn’t still hooked on, but hesitated in doing so, and Ali reached up and grabbed his face. A hard task when he had more than a foot of height on her.

         “Focus on me,” Ali said, looking him in the eye. “Are we friends?”

         “Yes.”

         No hesitation, good. “Do you trust me?”

         “You stole my kegs less than ten hours ago.”

         “Right.” A car stopped a few feet behind her. Close enough that she could feel the heat from the grille push through her clothes. “But you trusted me enough to do right by the kegs and not call the cops.”

         He smiled. “I didn’t call the cops because I trusted the kegs would be unrecognizable by the time they arrived. No sense in wasting good taxpayers’ money.”

         “Ali, what are you doing?” Bridget whined, and stomped down the steps. “Stop accosting Hawk and get out of the driveway. You’re blocking Jamie from parking.”

         She was also stopping Hawk from getting his heart run over. “Remember how you looked at me in that dress earlier.”

         His gaze tracked her body, leisurely but with purpose, until that grin became a full-on smirk—a bit wicked and full of something she’d never seen directed her way. Sexual curiosity. “Yeah, I remember.”

         Talk about potent. The man took flirting to an Olympic level.

         “Good. Channel whatever that was,” she whispered, fisting her hands in the front of his shirt and dragging him up against her. Because she wasn’t so sure how “over” Bridget Hawk really was. But she knew, with a certainty, Bridget would use her engagement to test him—to torture him with how over him she was. And more than anything, Ali didn’t want him to fail.

         She also didn’t want to examine too closely why it mattered to her, because she wasn’t sure she’d like the conclusion she’d come to. Or why her pulse quickened at the mere thought of what she was about to do.

         “And follow my lead.”

         Then Ali did the only thing she could think of to fix the situation. She went up on wobbly toes.

      



OEBPS/images/9781455562282_cover_epub.jpg
“Adair writes with heart and sizzling heat.”
—JILL SHALVIS, New York Times bestselling author






OEBPS/images/pages_from_feelslikefirst_mmtext1p_online.jpg
feels like the
FIRST TIME

A DESTINY BAY NOVEL

MARINA ADAIR

9

FOREVER
New York Boston





