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      Andy:

      I just ended my rookie year with the Seattle Sockeyes in a win-or-go-home game, and we went home. I played a big part in that loss thanks in part to my lack of team play. It’s time to lick my wounds, re-examine my role, and come to terms with demons I’ve been avoiding for too long. I buy an RV and take to the wilderness for a little solitude and lot of soul-searching. Just me, my dog, Bones, and nature. There’s one problem. My campsite neighbor is a too-cheerful, busybody camp host. She brings out the worst in me, but I can’t stop thinking about sharing a sleeping bag with her.

      

      Kennedy:

      As a brand ambassador for a large RV manufacturer, it’s my job to make sure everyone is enjoying their camping experience. Usually I’m quite good at fixing problems and assisting campers until I meet the hot, grumpy hockey player next door. He claims he wants to be left alone; but after one look at his lost expression, I’m certain that’s the last thing he needs. To complicate things, we have chemistry, the kind that blazes past all misgivings and singes everyone in sight.

    

  


  
    
      To our camping buddies and their fur babies. Thank you to Michael and Danya for allowing me to use your beloved Bones in this book. And thank you, Bones, for all the good story fodder you’ve given me over the past few seasons of camping. You’re the first pit bull I’ve ever gotten to know, and I adore your sweetness, sense of humor, and larger-than-life character.

    

  


  
    
      Three years ago, I retired from my day job to write full time. Having always been one who greatly disliked tent camping, I surprised SportsGuy by telling him I might be interested in camping if we had a trailer with all the amenities. Glamping I could do.

      We’re now on our third travel trailer and having the time of our lives exploring the great state of Washington and beyond.

      I enjoy camping so much, I was inspired to write a book set in the off-season featuring one of my favorite things to do.
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        ~~Andy~~

        Game Seven of the Second Round of the Playoffs

      

      

      Three minutes were left in the third period. New York was ahead three to two.

      I wasn’t ending my rookie season this way. Not on your ever-loving life. My teammates felt the same. Every one of us wore the same determined, take-no-prisoners expression.

      Jason “Wildman” Wilder, a defenseman on the third line with me, wasn’t so wild during the third period. He was wearing down, his movements sluggish, but he managed to steal the puck. It’d been a physically grueling game, and we were all feeling the strain on our legs and our hearts. I reached deep, knowing we were toward the end of our shift, and powered toward Wildman. He shot the puck my way, and I took off with it, travelling the length of the ice toward the net. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Wilcox skate opposite me in a perfect position for an open shot when the goalie shifted toward me. I made a split-second decision and didn’t pass the puck. Instead, I forced my way to the net and slapped the puck toward the goal. I knew my shot wasn’t going in before the puck left my stick.

      The puck bounced off the goalie’s pads. After a mad scramble for it, New York had possession, and my shift was over.

      I should’ve passed it and not been a hotdogger driven by my own glory instead of the good of the team. Not the time to dwell on my mistakes. We all make them, and as a rookie, I’d had my fair share. This game wasn’t over yet.

      I leaned forward on the bench. My body followed every move my half brother, Gage “Ziggy” Ziegler, made as he skated like a madman down the ice with the puck. Despite how I felt about him, he was one talented MFer on the ice. But then again, everyone at this level was crazy skilled with loads of talent, while at times I felt as if I barely kept my head above water. I’m guessing all rookies went through these moments of doubt. I’d made it this far my rookie season and hadn’t been sent back down to a farm team after I’d been traded to the Sockeyes. I guess that said something.

      Ziggy lasered a pass to Axel Vanderbuel, who took the puck and weaved past a defender before passing to Easton. Big E, as most of us called him, aimed a laser toward the net.

      And missed by a fraction.

      Another shift change happened.

      The first line took the ice again. I glanced at the clock. Precious seconds ticked away as the two sides traded the puck back and forth. Our caption, Isaac “Ice” Wolfe, wasn’t having it. He turned on the speed and stole the puck right out from under the New York forward’s nose. Lester didn’t notice the puck was no longer in his possession until Ice had moved it out of range.

      Cave was waiting. He might seem like a big, lumbering country boy off the ice, but on the ice, he was sheer poetry. I’d studied him intently since I’d joined this team mid-season, hoping to absorb some of his magic. He powered toward the net just as our captain slapped the puck his way. Cave had a shot. He took it and missed by a hair.

      The entire bench groaned, including me. We pounded the boards with our sticks and shouted encouragement, as Smooth recovered the puck and sent another shot sailing toward the net.

      Fuck.

      The puck hit the goalie’s shoulder pads, took a bad bounce, and landed in front of him on the ice, where he quickly covered it.

      The buzzer sounded.

      The game was over.

      Heads down, the first liners skated toward the bench while the New York crowd erupted. We filed onto the ice for the ceremonial post-game handshake, a hockey tradition I often wished wasn’t. I’d much rather sulk in the locker room than display good sportsmanship right about now.

      So fucking close.

      I skated after my teammates and did the right thing by shaking the lucky bastards’ hands.

      My rookie season was over. I clomped to the locker room with my teammates and slumped on a bench, too tired to start the process of shedding my hockey uniform and skates. I’d given it everything I had. Left it all out on the ice. But my everything hadn’t been enough.

      I glanced around, wondering how many of these guys would be back next season. As was the way of hockey, we’d lose players to free agency, injury, retirement, and trades. The only constant in hockey was that nothing was predictable. And the following year, Portland would have a new expansion team, so there’d be an expansion draft and all the drama that caused.

      I’d already played on two pro teams my rookie season and didn’t want to be one of those players who never had a home and was traded around from team to team for his entire career. I needed to make enough of a mark that the Sockeyes would want me back.

      A guy never knew.

      Bryce Wilcox, my closest friend on the team, was thinking the same thing. I saw it in his worried expression and furrowed brow. I caught his eye and was surprised when he scowled at me.

      “You should’ve passed me the puck. I had a clear shot.” His anger was palpable. Not too many guys liked Bryce. I was one of the few. I didn’t mind his brashness or his overconfidence and conceit. He wasn’t a bad guy if given half a chance.

      “I fucked up,” I said honestly, choosing not to defend the indefensible.

      “You sure as fuck did.” We both turned toward the angry voice. Ziggy perched his hands on his hips and glared at me, which was his usual expression whenever he saw me.

      I shrugged, not wanting to get into an altercation with him when tempers were already frayed.

      “You’re a puck hog. You’re selfish. Your behavior hurts the team, not that you notice you’re even on a team.”

      My blood boiled. How fucking dare that asshole attack me. “You didn’t exactly shine out there tonight,” I spat back, more hurt than I’d ever let on. At one time, Ziggy had been my idol, not that he’d ever know.

      I’d come to the Sockeyes with the hope of reconciling with my family, mainly my secret half brother and teammate, Ziggy. Only nothing had worked out as planned, and I hadn’t managed to mend any fences with him. Not that I blamed him for not trusting me when I hadn’t proven trustworthy in the past, but I’d been a scared, angry teenager, and he hadn’t been much older. My only anchor in life had been ripped away, and I’d been put in a strange situation I’d had zero control over. I’d made a mess of it. All of it. And I’d spent the last few years avoiding the bitter truth and denying my part in all this.

      I lunged at Ziggy, who in turned lunged at me. Good thing for us that hockey players have fast reflexes, because we were being pulled backward before we’d even had a chance to throw any punches. Kaden, Bryce, Axel, and Steele held me back, and I struggled against their restraints. Just one punch would go a long way to purging some of my pent-up frustration with my asshole brother. Ziggy fought against the guys holding him back. Our eyes locked, and the pure disgust in his expression set me back a bit.

      Ice, our captain, stepped forward, pissed as hell and ready to chew some ass. “Okay, dickheads. That’s enough. We lost a tough game. Blaming doesn’t change the outcome. We’re all teammates here, and we win as a team and lose as a team. I’ve warned you about leaving your personal issues outside this building. I don’t plan on warning you again. You have several months to work out whatever the hell is going on. We’ll be back fresh and ready to attack next September.” His hard expression softened somewhat, and he turned to address the entire room. “I’m proud of us. We battled. We never gave up. And we’re on the verge of being a damn good team.” Ice smiled a very rare smile. Satisfied we weren’t going to kill each other, he nodded to the guys holding us back. They released us, though they stood warily nearby. I turned away from Ziggy to my locker space.

      “Andy?” Ice stepped close to me so no one else heard his next words. With a sinking feeling in the pit of my stomach, I gave him my full attention. Ice didn’t talk a lot, and when he did, he usually had something epic to say.

      “Your teamwork could use some improvement, but it’s common for rookies to overdo things in order to prove their worth.”

      I stared at him, attempting to keep my expression neutral even though I felt as if I’d eaten a bad batch of potato salad.

      The team captain thought I was hogging the puck. I let that sink in. “I, uh, I’m sorry,” I said lamely.

      “No need to be sorry. Just work on improving your team play in the off-season. Take some time off first, think about things, watch some video, and pay attention to missed scoring opportunities for your teammates when you’ve had control of the puck.”

      I nodded, feeling like an absolute shit. I’d been blind. I hadn’t seen how my play had affected my linemates and the entire team. Ice gave my arm a squeeze and an encouraging smile. I managed a smile I didn’t feel while my entire world view of myself caved in around me.

      “I guess we’re now in the off-season. What’re you going to do?” Bryce asked me after Ice walked off. I appreciated that he didn’t ask me what Ice wanted, but I had a feeling he knew. Everyone knew but me. I was the worst kind of teammate. A selfish puck hog.

      I shrugged, my mind elsewhere. I hadn’t given the off-season much thought in fear I’d jinx the playoffs. “You have plans?”

      “I don’t know. Maybe Hawaii for a week or so.”

      “Yeah, sounds great.” Hawaii didn’t appeal to me. Right now, I wanted to crawl in a hole and lick my wounds. Maybe disappear in a dark Washington forest or something.

      Bryce sank down on the bench in front of his locker and ran his hand through his surfer-boy blond hair. I didn’t think he was a surfer or even from Cali.

      “Yeah, Hawaii with all those bikini-clad bodies just looking for a hookup.”

      I rolled my eyes and sat down on a bench, unlacing my skates.

      I needed to get away. Clear my head. Develop some kind of plan on how to fix this mess, and planning was so not one of my strengths. Disappearing in the wilderness was looking better and better.

      “I think I’ll buy an RV and go camping,” I blurted out, not really thinking this through.

      “Camping?” Bryce frowned. “Where?”

      “Washington has tons of campgrounds. I don’t know. I’ll wing it. Wherever I end up.”

      “You ever camped before?” Bryce’s skeptical expression irritated me. Of course I’d never camped before. My family hadn’t been like that, even though I’d longed for that bit of normalcy. I’d dreamed of family camping trips in the summer on a lake, the smell of a campfire, the taste of hot dogs, all that shit. It’d been one of my childhood fantasies that’d never come true.

      “Nah, but it can’t be that hard.”

      “Fuck, you’re crazy. All those bugs and dirt and stuff.”

      “Real men camp,” I shot back.

      “Real men play hockey,” he countered, and I ignored him. I was already imagining myself in front of a roaring fire, just me, my dog, Bones, and nature. Nobody around to mess with my head. It’d be just what the doctor ordered.

      “Beer and dinner cooked over an open fire. What could be better?” I lied.

      There were a lot of things that could be better, like winning this game tonight and advancing to the conference finals, but I didn’t voice my negative thoughts.

      “What’re you two talking about?” Cave joined us, always up for a party and not wanting to miss out.

      “Andy’s going camping,” Bryce blurted out.

      “Camping? You?” Cave threw back his head and hooted like a fucking dumb shit.

      “What’s so funny about that? Just because you were born in the woods and raised by wolves.” I glared at him, expecting a smart comeback or at least an insult or two. Instead, Cave frowned and looked away. I’d hit a sore spot and damned if I knew why.

      “You’ve gone camping before, haven’t you?” I asked Cave, fully expecting him to be an expert in the great outdoors.

      “Uh, no.”

      We gaped at him with open mouths at this surprising information.

      “Have you?” he said.

      “No, but I’ll fake it.”

      “Won’t be the first time,” Bryce muttered, leaving me to wonder if he was referring to my hockey expertise or what. This game today had me doubting everything and everyone.

      A getaway in the woods was just what I needed.
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            Welcome, Neighbor

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        ~~Kennedy~~

      

      

      I was born a trust fund baby.

      Knowing that fact made people all judge-y regarding who I was and what I wanted out of life.

      I wasn’t like that at all.

      My trust fund was miniscule but allowed me to live the nomad existence I craved. Travelling the world and then the country wasn’t for everyone, but I didn’t know any better. I’d been raised on a forty-foot sailboat. A few years after I was born, my parents had chosen sailing the world over the living hell of the corporate lifestyle that landed my grandfather in an early grave.

      I’d never lived in a real house, unless you counted the one year I lived in a dorm during my aborted attempt at a college degree.

      At twenty-four, there’d be plenty of time for growing up, if I ever did.

      Today, I had zero plans, no obligations, and I looked forward to spending a quiet day in the shade of a tree reading a good book. I’d pulled in last night to my relatively private campsite at Lake Sterling Campground on the Olympic Peninsula in Washington State. Last year I’d landed a great job as a brand ambassador for Journey RVs, the largest RV manufacturer in the country. My great-grandfather had founded the company and my uncle ran it, so the RV lifestyle ran in our family.

      I liked to believe I got the job due to my social media presence. I had a popular RV channel across all major social media platforms that featured campground reviews along with tips and tricks. I’d served as a guest camp host in various campgrounds. My distinctive red Journey motorhome was recognized far and wide in the camping community. I carried all kinds of camping swag, giveaway items, and Journey products for sale. In addition, I hosted camping classes for newbies at whatever campground I was at. The attendees were entered into a special drawing to win a brand-new RV from Journey.

      The Journey company, now a large corporation that owned several smaller RV companies, was the source of my family’s wealth and my modest trust fund. Being their ambassador gave me purpose, and I didn’t feel like such a freeloader. Besides, I loved this gig. It allowed me to travel and meet new people while educating campers on all things RV, from the basics to the more advanced topics, and previewing new products on the market. I was passionate regarding the power of travel to heal a person’s soul. I thanked my lucky stars every day I was paid to do something I loved.

      Today I’d taken a rare day off to settle in to a new campground, then I’d put out my sign and be open for business handing out freebies and talking shop with campers. Of course, I’d tout the latest line of Journey RVs, including motorhomes, fifth wheels, and travel trailers. Lots of people thought RV only referred to motorhomes, but the term stood for recreational vehicle and referred to all types. Terminology was part of the education I did as well. Singing the praises of Journey wasn’t difficult. They made the best RVs in the business and were constantly improving their brand. I was proud to work for them. My cousin had been the brand ambassador previously and had taken a two-year leave of absence to travel in Europe. After that I assumed he’d return to this job, and I’d be looking for something else. No worries. I’d deal with the future when it was time.

      I took a sip of wine and sat back in my chair, enjoying the warm afternoon sun seeping through the trees. Stanley, my ever-faithful golden retriever, lay at my feet as I reclined in my zero-gravity chair, book in hand.

      The birds chirped and the wind rustled in the trees. A bald eagle soared overhead in search of his next meal, while a squirrel nosed around at the perimeter of my campground hoping for a tidbit or two. In the distance, sunlight glinted off Lake Sterling.

      I was in heaven on earth.

      I filled my lungs with the scent of fir needles and nature.

      Leaning back in the chair, I closed my eyes and dwelled in the moment. Stanley snored softly next to me.

      I must’ve dozed off, because I was startled awake by the sound of a diesel engine and an even louder scraping noise.

      Shooting upward to a sitting position, I blinked several times, gaze darting around to determine the source.

      In an attempt to squeeze into the spot next to me, a large Journey travel trailer was being backed diagonally into its spot, one side wedged against the utility post and the backend against a small tree. The driver had scraped the hell out of the side to the point where I questioned whether or not the slide would work. The owner of the humongous truck and trailer didn’t seem to notice something impeded his backward progress and kept trying to back up. I marveled at the sheer nerve—or ignorance—it’d take to wedge that large trailer into that small spot at that angle in the first place.

      Newbies.

      I momentarily scowled at the interruption to my peace and quiet on my one day off. Anyone with a brain in their head would’ve taken that monster to a larger site.

      Putting my book aside, I stood with a sigh. Campers helped each other. It was part of the code. It was also an unwritten part of my job. Being helpful and kind paid dividends in mentions on social media and favorable impressions of the Journey brand.

      I loved to help people, and my innate cheerfulness took over. Squaring my shoulders, I pasted a smile on my face and motioned for Stanley to follow me.

      I strode over to the truck, giving it a wide berth as I crossed to the driver’s-side door. At least he’d chosen a truck capable of hauling his house on wheels. I’d give him that.

      I walked up to the driver’s door with Stanley hot on my heels. The truck’s windows were too heavily tinted to see the person behind the wheel. If I knew my RVers, he was probably recently retired and decided to go big or go home.

      Judging by how he was attempting to force the tall trailer under that tree branch, I’d say going home was a very viable option, but that wouldn’t be very civil of me.

      I prided myself on treating all RVers with respect, young and old, experienced and novice. I’d offer assistance, as this guy could use it. Somewhat sexist of me to assume the driver was a man, I countered with amusement.

      I looked up as the driver’s-side window slowly glided downward.

      Shocked, I staggered back a step.

      This was no older, retired person, this was…

      OMG.

      He pushed his sunglasses onto his forehead and regarded me with irritation. Deep blue eyes the color of a stormy sea gazed back at me. His mouth thinned into a grim, determined line, and irritation was etched from one strong cheekbone to the other. His rugged face belonged on the big screen or chiseled in stone for all eternity.

      Yeah, he was that hot.

      In all my twenty-four years, I’d never seen such an outrageously gorgeous man exude such raw, brooding sexuality with just one irritated glance. I stared at him like he was the last Krispy Kreme donut in the box, and I wanted to sink my teeth into his mouthwatering sweetness. Not that he was sweet. Not this guy. He was all male, bubbling over with testosterone and spiked with a shot of surliness.

      Resisting the ridiculous urge to fan myself, I straightened my shoulders and attempted to look taller than five foot three in my Crocs.

      The man gave me a slow once-over. I saw the moment he dismissed me. I got that a lot from guys and tried not to hold it against them. Their easy disregard for me as a woman had to do more with their shortcomings than mine. I was relatively comfortable in my own skin and didn’t need to be someone I wasn’t. His cold appraisal doused my purely primal interest in him somewhat.

      He arched a brow, which I met with a broad, welcoming smile, and he countered with a scowl.

      “Would you like some help backing in?” I offered in a cheerful, non-accusatory tone, ignoring his lack of friendliness.

      “What?”

      “Do you need help backing in?” I shouted in order to be heard over his diesel engine.

      “No, I’m good,” said Mr. Grumpy. “Thanks,” he added to terminate our conversation when I didn’t move.

      “Do you realize you’re wedged into this spot at an angle?”

      His frown deepened, and he turned partially in his seat to look behind him. Facing me again, he shrugged. “Yeah, I know. I thought I’d fit better that way.”

      I widened my eyes and gaped at him. Was he serious? He appeared to be dead serious. “Uh, you can’t park your trailer at that angle.”

      “What are you? The campground police?” he grouched. I was tempted to mind my own business, retreat to a safe distance, and watch the show, but he was pulling a brand-new Journey trailer, and I was a Journey ambassador. Besides, part of my self-proclaimed duties included making sure campers didn’t destroy RV sites due to ignorance or newbie arrogance. In his case, I’d choose the latter, but, damn, he wore that arrogance well.

      “I’m the guest camp host. It’s my job to make your stay pleasant.” I amped up my smile, working hard to win him over.

      “I’m good. Thanks.” He nodded at me from his high perch in the truck. I’d need a ladder to get into that thing. The bed of the truck was piled with camping gear, yet he appeared to be alone. Either he was going to be out for a month or he overpacked to the max. Every camping gadget and item known to man was visible, including a few things I hadn’t seen.

      He needed my help whether he liked it or not. I’d dealt with guys like him before, and I’d found ways to make their camping experience pleasant. I wouldn’t abandon him in his time of need. It didn’t hurt that he was easy on the eyes, way easy. Why were the good-looking ones always the jerks?

      “You’re forcing your trailer into a spot that’s too small for it.” I forced my tone to be light and non-accusatory.

      “It was the only spot left.”

      I breathed in a calming breath and counted to ten, make that twenty. “Okay, well, you’re damaging the utility post and tree, not to mention your trailer.”

      He glanced over his shoulder again as if to assess the damage. Of course, he wasn’t able to see anything from his viewpoint. Surprising me, he turned off the ignition and threw open the truck door, causing me to scramble backward or be knocked down.

      “Sorry,” he mumbled. At least he had the decency to apologize.

      I stared at him, dumbstruck. His face was a masculine work of art, but his body held me speechless. I’d never seen a man this fit and this gorgeous. He was about six two, with the well-defined muscles of an athlete, complementing the face of a very naughty angel. He wore cargo shorts and a T-shirt that hugged every muscular inch of his chest. Tats wound down one arm to his wrist, and I resisted the need to read what was written there.

      Used to women ogling him, he shrugged off my presence. I shifted my gaze and noticed an overweight brindle pit bull panting in the front seat. His gaze followed mine. He lifted the dog out and put him on the ground.

      “Please put a leash on your dog. Campground rules.”

      “Yours isn’t on a leash.” He pointed at Stanley, who was watching our interactions with interest.

      “He will be. I promise. Yours needs to be too.”

      “You’re not setting a good example.”

      “I know. I’ll leash him, but your dog…” I let the thought trail off.

      “Is a pit bull? Is that it? You have a thing against pit bulls?” He purposely goaded me and enjoyed every second of it. He was seriously testing my ability to remain cheerful and positive. Even his animal magnetism didn’t erase the effect of his cranky attitude.

      “I…I…” He had me there. “Please put a leash on him,” I said with exasperation.

      “Sure, I will once I find it. It’s in there somewhere.” He gestured toward the truck overflowing with camping supplies. My gaze swung to the dog, who’d ambled over to Stanley’s ass. “He’s harmless. A big cupcake,” he assured me. I didn’t believe a word that came out of this guy’s mouth, but I didn’t really know him. I was prejudging him based on his good looks and obvious wealth. That wasn’t very open-minded of me at all. Still…I knew my Journey RVs, and this trailer was top-of-the-line and expensive.

      “Stanley, go home,” I ordered. Stanley obediently trotted back to our campsite with his new canine neighbor hot on his heels.

      “Bones is friendly. Maybe too friendly,” the guy said, as if to alleviate any concerns. His gaze followed his dog, and his face softened momentarily with fondness. The guy loved his dog, and I melted a little at his obvious devotion.

      “What do you mean by too friendly?” I asked, more to distract myself than to hear his answer.

      He merely shrugged and cocked his head. One dark lock of hair fell across his brow, and he pushed it out of the way. I was mesmerized by the play of muscles in his biceps. He worked out and not just casually. Realizing I was staring, I sought for something to say.

      “Have…have you…ever backed a trailer before?” I stuttered, flustered by the intensity of those blue eyes focused on me.

      He rubbed his stubbled chin and considered his answer carefully. “No.”

      That much was obvious, but I bit my tongue. He wasn’t the type who’d appreciate his shortcomings pointed out, despite how obvious those shortcomings might be. At least he was honest.

      The guy stopped beside me and ran his fingers through his unruly hair. He studied the damage he’d done, mostly minor, but on what appeared to be a brand-new trailer.

      “Well, shit,” he said with a weary sigh. “I need to get into this spot. It’s the only one to be found at the last minute.”

      “I’m sure there are others.” I was tempted to pull out my cell and find him a spot far away from here. This guy was trouble with a capital T, and I was susceptible to his brand of trouble, judging by my body’s reaction.

      “Not for a three-week stay.”

      “That would be difficult considering how nice the weather is,” I admitted. Normally, western Washington was notorious for unpredictable spring weather. Rain in May happened more often than not, but the next week or so looked incredible, with sun and seventies.

      “Okay, I think you can squeeze into this spot if your trailer wheels are against the back curb and you park your truck elsewhere, but you’ll need to straighten the trailer out first.”

      He rubbed his chin and squinted at the spot in question. “I have no fucking clue how to do that.” He cast a disarming grin in my direction, suddenly the nice guy when he wanted something. Stuff like that rarely worked on me, but it did with him. I’d follow him anywhere like a… I squelched that thought.

      “Would you like me to back up the trailer for you?”

      The relief on his face told me all I needed to know. “Would you?”

      “Sure.” I climbed into his truck, almost needing a ladder, turned on the ignition, and pulled forward. After a few tries, I finally had the trailer parked with six inches to spare from the front of the tongue to the road.

      “Thanks,” he said as I climbed out of Mount Everest. “I’m Andy. Andy Staples.” I caught a moment of puzzlement in his sea-blue eyes, almost as if he expected the name to mean something to me. I searched my memory banks and came up with a big, fat zero.

      He held out a hand. His handshake was firm and dry, all fitting in with his blatant masculinity. A bolt of electricity shot through me at the contact, surprising me with the sheer animalistic power of his touch, I stared at him, stupefied for a moment, caught off guard by the sizzling connection between us. When I realized I was clinging to his hand, I dropped it immediately, shaken to my core by the powerful emotions I’d experienced in a few short seconds.

      “Hi, uh, Andy, I’m Kennedy. Do you need help unhooking?” He avoided my gaze, and I wondered if it was possible he’d felt something too.

      “Nah, I got it. Thanks, again. I won’t trouble you for anything else.” In other words, don’t call me, and I won’t call you. He turned to stare at the hitch. He hadn’t a clue what to do next. I saw it in his eyes, but he’d given me my marching papers, and I had to respect his wishes. Some people only learned from their mistakes. He might be one of those.

      Dismissed, I turned to go, pausing briefly to rescue Stanley. Bones was currently humping Stanley’s head, and my boy wasn’t very happy about it. I shooed the horny beast off Stanley and back to his campsite. After which I retreated to the emotional safe zone of my own space.

      Unable to stop myself, I glanced at Andy, concerned he would get himself into trouble again, and decided I’d watch out for him whether he liked it or not. At least that was my excuse for keeping an eye on him.

      Who was I fooling?

      I positioned my chair where I’d have a good view of my neighbor without being obvious and sat back to watch.
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      I prided myself on being one of those guys who didn’t have a problem with a woman taking the lead, especially in the sack, but perhaps I wasn’t as enlightened as I thought I was. I was a little emasculated when Kennedy backed my trailer into its spot with calm expertise, while I’d been a bumbling fool. My ego had been bruised enough by losing out in the second round of the playoffs and being rebuffed by my brother and the team captain. Displaying ineptness with the new RV added to my insecurity.

      Maybe I should’ve stayed home.

      Hockey players were a bit superstitious, and this trip hadn’t set a good tone from the second I picked up the trailer from the lot. I was a half hour late for my walk-through. The tech didn’t seem too happy with me. I felt like a shit, so I rushed through everything. I’d figure it out on my own. How hard could it be to pull and use a travel trailer? Nobody gave me instructions on using my condo, so I could handle this home on wheels. Next, I’d purchased the wrong hitch and ball thingy. The slide out didn’t work—blown fuse. The trailer jack had a short in it.

      An hour later, I was on the road, looking forward to peace, quiet, and some personal introspection. I’d never been one of those kids whose family went on camping vacations or one who went to summer camp, but I’d gone to hockey camp every summer. I’ve got this, I told myself. I knew how to camp. Staying in a large travel trailer with all the amenities of home was hardly camping anyway.

      I hadn’t anticipated backing the trailer into this tiny spot to be so difficult. I mean, I can back a car, even a large truck. How was this any different?

      Turned out I was wrong.

      Yeah, I, the rookie not-so-sensation of the Seattle Sockeyes, was wrong.

      Hard to believe.

      I might’ve overestimated my abilities a tiny bit in both RVing and hockey. If anyone was our rookie sensation, it’d be my partner in any crime, Bryce Wilcox, not me. I’d been a puck hog and dubbed a selfish player.

      Fuck.

      How had I not seen my lack of team play?

      I’d been desperate to prove my worth and done the opposite.

      I looked forward to, but dreaded, these next three weeks to adjust my attitude, make necessary changes, and just hang out with only myself for company. I’d never done that before, and it was long past time. I was the social guy who always surrounded myself with people, hating to be alone, probably because I might not like the person I was alone with…myself.

      My gaze slid to the helpful, too-cheerful camp host next door, who was currently sitting in a chair and pretending not to gawk at what I was doing or not doing. She didn’t fool me. Concern had been written all over her pretty face. She didn’t think I was up to the task of unhooking my trailer and setting up camp. I wasn’t sure I was either.

      She was cute, even though she downplayed her appearance. She had kind brown eyes, shiny brown hair, and wore a too-big sweatshirt and baggy sweats. No makeup. Short and athletic. Not really my type as of late. This past year, I’d gone for the svelte model types who wore as few clothes as they could get away with and wanted to be seen on a hockey player’s arm.

      Not that any of this mattered. I wasn’t here to find a girlfriend or even a date. I was here to figure out my life and fix what I’d so handily broken. Sex would only distract me from my mission. My gaze slid next door again at the thought of sex. I bet she’d be a lot of fun in bed. Probably enthusiastic and adventurous. My mouth watered and my dick responded just thinking about what kind of adventures I might have with her.

      I blew out a deep breath and shook my head to clear out the carnal images my dirty mind conjured up when in the presence of a delectable female. So much for her not being my type. Tell that to my dick. I wasn’t sure it had a type.

      Still, she was cute and bubbly and…

      I had to stop this.

      I glanced around the campsite as I debated what to do next. Kennedy had returned to her site. With a shrug, I pulled a camp chair from the trailer and a beer from the cooler and sat down. Bones, who I often referred to as Boner given his penchant to hump anything that moved, plopped down beside me on the grass. He’d been my faithful companion since I’d spotted him on a city street digging through garbage as a puppy a few years ago. We’d been inseparable ever since. Bones had my back, and there weren’t too many people I could say that about.

      I sucked in a long pull and blew out a sigh.

      Yeah, this was the life. Just me and nature and…

      What the fuck did a guy do when out camping by himself? Go fishing? Nah. Crabbing? No idea how to do that. Swimming in the ocean? Not on your life. That shit was freezing cold. Nothing like California oceans. I’d found that out the hard way.

      Bones glanced up at and wagged his tail. He was always up for an adventure. Maybe we’d stroll down to the lake, check out the place, and enjoy our solitude, and stop thinking about the neighbor.

      I motioned to Bones, and he hopped to his feet, ready to go.

      Within thirty minutes, we’d scoped out the entire
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