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To all the eldest daughters who wished for an older brother with cute friends.








  
  Book Description:


Moving in with my brother’s best friend was supposed to be temporary. Too bad attraction doesn’t follow house rules. 
I’m done being everyone’s delicate flower. Especially Lee Murphy’s. He’s spent years glaring like he’s the last line of defense between me and the world. He’s a broody author with a hero complex, convinced it’s his job to keep me safe.
When a search-and-rescue call leaves him injured, suddenly I’m the one calling the shots. Cooking his meals, bossing him on crutches, watching him squirm every time my family meddles—it’s all part of the fun. But beneath the teasing, the pull between us is an undertow I can’t fight.
Living under the same roof turns into a standoff: his shields versus my stubborn heart. And if we give in to the current pulling us under? Our friendship may not survive.
Wild Tides is book 4 in the Evergreen Rescue Series but can be read as a stand-alone. 
	Grumpy x Sunshine

	Brother’s Best Friend

	He Falls First

	It’s Always Been You 

	Protective Hero

	First Responder Hero 

	Banter and Spice

	Found Family Shenanigans

	Small Town Romance

	Dual POV










  
  WNFH - Catch up with What’s New in Friday Harbor


Every town has a rumor mill. Friday Harbor just happens to post theirs online. Consider this your catch-up scroll through the island’s unofficial community page: a roundup of small-town updates, half-truths, and a whole lot of opinions - just the way the island likes it.
Sweetheart Dance Tickets Go on Sale 1/15! 
Grab your special person and join us for a night you won’t forget! We’ll have a DJ, an open bar, and all the fun our small town can handle. Tickets on sale at King’s Market. – Mary Oliver
Local Man Charged with Art Fraud
Sheriff George Walker has confirmed via press release that Chaz Underwood, proprietor of the Island Muse gallery in Roche Harbor, was arrested on charges ranging from art fraud to money laundering. If you have information to share with the authorities, please contact the Sheriff’s Office.






  
  Chapter 1 – Violet


Apit opened in my stomach when I saw Lee’s name on my caller ID. 
“Hello,” I said cautiously. If this wasn’t a butt dial, something was seriously wrong. I wasn’t sure Lee even knew his phone could make phone calls.
“Vi, don’t panic.” 
Easy for him to say. Lee had ice in his veins. No one could write the books he did with a weak stomach. I was the marshmallow in our friendship. And when in the history of ever had the phrase “don’t panic” worked? It was code for “brace yourself for bad news.”
“Lee, what is it?”
“I need a ride home from the ER.”
My fingers clenched around my phone. “Are you okay?”
“Yes.” His tone was firm, but that didn’t stop the storm of anxiety from gripping my ribs and twisting. “I busted my ankle, so I’m on crutches and can’t drive myself. Can you come get me?”
Relief tumbled through me so fast, it made me dizzy. “I’ll be there in ten.” The shop was dead today, anyway. I’d sold out my morning pastries but hadn’t seen a soul since nine-thirty.
I flipped the sign in my window at The Salty Pantry to “closed” and drove to our island’s tiny medical center. Two stories and about the size of an off-island grocery store, at least it still boasted the basics in emergency care.
Lee perched on crutches at the front door, scowling at his leg. Other than the walking boot and crutches, he looked like his cantankerous self. His dark hair was shaggy and needed a cut. The shadow of a beard emphasized his strong jaw. Clad in a navy San Juan Island Fire Rescue Volunteer shirt and cargo pants, he looked officially pissed off.
He awkwardly maneuvered to my car as I swooped around the hood, holding the passenger door open. “Thanks,” he said gruffly, sparing a quick smile for me.
That rare flash of lips and teeth unspooled the tension in my chest. Lee Murphy’s smile was dangerous—reckless, even. Maybe that was why he rationed them like I rationed chocolate around my period.
Watching him struggle to fold himself into my front seat without knocking his right leg around made me wince. I knew better than to offer more help.
“I’ll put the crutches in the back.” I slid into the driver’s seat after stowing them. Lee was quiet at the best of times. Today, the skin around his eyes was tight, and he was paler than usual.
“What happened?”
His grumbled response was too low for me to hear. But with three older brothers, I knew how to speak wounded male.
“Lee.”
He crossed his arms over his chest, scowling. “The author in me hates that my story is so lame.” 
I arched a brow. Again, three brothers. I could wait him out. And he knew it. 
He huffed. “Fine. We got called out, a vehicle went off the road near Pear Point. I was helping rig the tow cables and tripped on a rock.” 
He looked so morose, it was hard not to laugh at his hangdog expression. He was still plenty heroic – I hadn’t been out with Search and Rescue this morning. The way he downplayed his importance and the selflessness it took to volunteer in dangerous situations bothered me, but arguing with him would be useless. Lee Murphy could be more stubborn than my Gran when he wanted to be. And anyone who’d fetched her from the sheriff’s office after her fifth streaking offense recognized debating him was a lost cause.
“I hope you gave that rock hell,” I said instead. “How long will you be in the boot for?”
His irritated grumble shouldn’t have been cute. “Three weeks,” he finally said louder.
He’d hate that. And I couldn’t blame him. Even if he could still work, he couldn’t run. Always a little grumpy, he was about to become unbearable without the ability to lace up his shoes and clear his head. Which made my next offer friendship suicide.
“Where to?” I asked. Maybe he’d already made other plans. 
“Home, I guess.” Glumly, he stared down at his leg.
There was no way that’d work.
“You’ve got a lot of stairs at your place. Do you want to crash at mine? Now that Anya has moved out, I’ve got space for a new roommate.”
Lee shook his head, the quick negative sending his dark hair tumbling across his eyes. “I need my office to write.” He scrubbed his fingers across his temples, dragging his hair back into place. “I’m going to have to figure it out at my house.”
I almost argued. Lee was stubborn enough to make it work at home, but at what cost? His house was modern and gorgeous, perched on Harrison with views of the bay and Brown Island in the distance. But three stories of living space didn’t exactly equal an ideal location to recover from an ankle injury.
“If you break your neck on the stairs after I offered to help, I’m not coming to your funeral.”
He rolled his eyes as if I was being overdramatic instead of concerned. “Vi, I’ll be fine. My office couch is a pullout. There’s a bathroom on the main floor. I can manage.”
I arched a brow. “What about food? The kitchen, bedroom, and full bathroom are all upstairs.”
“Who needs to eat?”
“Why do you say things to hurt me like that?” I scolded. If food was love, then I was polyamorous to the core. I baked for work, cooked for our friends, and loved experimenting in the kitchen and sharing my creations. “You won’t heal right if you don’t have good nutrition. You need real food.” 
I held up a hand to forestall the inevitable argument. “Those stupid protein bars don’t count.”
Lee’s expression turned mulish. “I don’t need a nurse. Dr. Underwood offered me a referral to a home health aide, but I’ll get along fine on my own. I don’t want anyone underfoot.”
“I’m not talking about hiring a stranger. I’m talking about me.”
The idea popped out before it was fully formed, but the more I mulled it over, the more I liked it. Lee could wallow in his office and suffer through the pullout couch. I could take over his bedroom upstairs and make sure he ate right without tripping and breaking his fool neck.
“I’m unaccustomed to sharing my space.”
“Well, I’m not used to living alone. Anya was my fifth roommate in five years to hook up and move out.” Watching him steadily, I played my ace. “I don’t really feel safe on my own after everything that happened with Anya’s ex and Rae this summer, but I haven’t found a new roommate yet.”
That got his attention. Three…two…one. “You should stay with me.”
I rolled my lips between my teeth to hide my smile. It wouldn’t do for him to see me gloat. Lee couldn’t stop himself from helping someone in need. It was what made him such a good volunteer for the local search and rescue team. And such an easy mark for me. 
Lee erected a shield between him and the world that seemed impenetrable. He was the inscrutable author, hiding out in his office, scribbling away on his latest bestseller. Only those who’d known him since childhood recognized the heart of gold beneath his crusty exterior. He did his best to hide it, but I’d seen proof with my own eyes.
“It’s settled,” I said grandly. “I’ll drop you off at home, then go to my place to pack a few necessities.”
“Wonderful.” His dry tone didn’t exactly shout excitement.
I grinned, fluttering my lashes. “You’ll hardly know I’m there.”
“I doubt that,” he muttered.






  
  Chapter 2 – Lee


Violet settled me on the couch in my office with my laptop and an ice pack before leaving to get her things. My ankle ached, but that was nothing compared to the discomfort of having her in my space. Touching me. 
I shifted, settling the ice pack more firmly inside my boot. Where I really needed it was my lap, but Vi would have questions if she came back and spotted me cooling my dick.
She had no idea what she did to me. It was awkward. And a habit I was trying to break. She treated me like furniture half the time. Like another one of her brothers – which made my reaction to her border on creepy. 
Meeting the half-my-age-and-seven rule a few years ago wouldn’t matter to Drew and Zach. Violet was their baby sister at any age. But I’d stopped picturing her in pigtails years ago. 
At nearly thirty, she’d gained the maturity of adulthood. It tempered her naturally bubbly personality just enough that I didn’t feel like I was crushing a butterfly when my Oscar the Grouch side came out. 
Some days, just her broad smile was enough to bring me out of a funk. She didn’t have the Fenwick dimples, but the way pleasure bloomed across her lips, rounding her cheeks and deepening the creases around her chocolate brown eyes still melted something inside me. Pair that with her soft dark hair and curvy body, and it was no wonder I was in danger of destroying my longest friendships for her.
Mostly, we hung out at her place with her brothers. It made it easy to remember she was off-limits. Violet’s tiny house perched at the top of Nichols Street had become the social hub for our friend group. She was a natural hostess, easily cooking up feasts with her roommate of the moment. Charming like a fairytale princess and just as unobtainable. 
I was a natural hermit. And apparently, a fucking cliché. Captivated by my friend’s little sister, even though we couldn’t be more different.
I scowled down at my laptop. Focusing on the words on the screen was nearly impossible between the throbbing in my leg and the throbbing in … other places. Violet Fenwick was going to be sleeping in my bed. Eating in my kitchen. Taking care of me. It was a dream come true and my worst nightmare.
My phone buzzed.
Zach: They get you patched up at the hospital?
Lee: Yes. No running for a while.
Zach: Damn. Sorry.
Zach: Don’t worry. I gave that rock a swift kick in solidarity.
Classic Zach – the same guy who once helped me fill a teenage boy’s truck with manure for daring to date Violet. Hell, I’d been the one shoveling right beside him. I knew exactly what they did to men who went sniffing around their sister. The fact that we were in our thirties now didn’t really change things. They were still protective. And Violet was still the most beautiful woman I’d ever met.
Suffering through her gentle care might finish off the last of my good intentions. 
Zach: Need me to pick up a prescription or anything?
Lee: Nope. Vi has it covered.
Zach: Brave man.
Brave for letting her sweep in and run the show, fussing over me? Or brave for letting her within arm’s reach when I already wanted her too much. Either way, he wasn’t wrong.
Writing would be my only salvation. I wouldn’t have running to cleanse the tension. No SAR calls to distract me. Just getting my word count goals met and Violet. 24x7. In other circumstances, it might be heaven. Like if she were an only child.
Being forced to focus on writing would make my editor happy, at least. If I couldn’t go haring off to search for missing hikers or rappel down a cliffside, then I had no excuse not to get my latest draft done. 
Thank god my books sold. Finding out you had an affinity for planning murders was only helpful in a few very narrow circumstances. At least the childhood pranks I planned with the Fenwicks became useful life skills. I stretched, spine popping, before turning back to my keyboard.
Like some sixth sense told her I was contemplating trouble, my phone rang, Mom on the caller ID.
“Hi, Mom.”
“Why did I get a text from Monica at the clinic that you’re hurt and not a call from you?”
Apparently no one on this island had ever looked up the word “privacy” in the dictionary. Or read the damn policy paperwork they made every patient sign. My parents didn’t even live on San Juan anymore, yet somehow the gossip grapevine worked just fine.
“It’s a minor sprain.”
“Do you need me to come take care of you? Or better yet – take the ferry. I’ll pick you up, and you can stay with your dad and me for a few weeks. We never get to see you.”
A shudder racked my body. Thankfully, we weren’t on a video call. I didn’t want to hurt my mother’s feelings, but staying with her and Dad wouldn’t exactly be restful. The TV volume alone would be enough to drive me nuts.
“That’s a sweet offer, Mom, but I’ve got it covered.” For the first time, I was relieved by my predicament with Violet. It wasn’t ideal, but I was strong enough to resist temptation.
“Are you just saying that, Lee? Because if I can get a concerned text about your injury within hours of it happening, your chances of lying to me about this are slim and none.”
“Vi offered to stay and help me,” I ground out.
I wasn’t sure what I expected, but my mom’s laughter burst through the line like a punch to my eardrum. I jerked my phone away, regretting not putting it on speaker. Her booming laugh turned into a gentle cackle, eventually fading away to a contented sigh.
“Wait until I tell your father.” The undercurrent of mischief in her tone made me shift on the couch.
“How is Dad? He watching his cholesterol?”
“He’s out golfing.” She snorted. “Claims eighteen holes a day keeps the doctor away.”
My lips curled at the edges. Golfing also kept him out of my mom’s hair. They’d been married long enough to view it as a win-win. 
“It can’t hurt.”
Her long-suffering sigh gusted through the phone. “I know. It’s good for him. Plus, it leaves me free to walk with Christine.” 
I bit my lip, something about the edge in her tone warning me that keeping up with Christine was about to become the focus of the next few minutes. 
“Did I tell you her daughter is pregnant again? This is baby number three.” 
There it was. The other reason for her call.
“How nice for her.”
I listened for a few minutes more as my mom detailed Christine’s daughter’s pregnancy. Why I needed to know that mint gum cured her morning sickness was a mystery. But mom’s subtext was clear: where was her grandbaby? Answer: only in her dreams. Babies were messy. Loud. Required constant attention. Come to think of it, they were a lot like Gran Fenwick. The errant thought made me chuckle.
“What’s so funny?” Suspicion laced my mom’s tone.
“Just thinking about the parallels between Barbara Fenwick and an infant.”
“I don’t know if I should be excited you’re thinking about babies at all or alarmed that Barb is where your mind went.” My mom cleared her throat. “Her granddaughter, on the other hand, would be an excellent use of your time and attention.”
“Nice try, Mom. Pretty sure Zach, Drew, and Cole would disagree.”
“Maybe when you were teenagers, but you’re all grown now. It’s time to act like it.”
Part of me bristled. Thirty-five was adult enough. And respecting my longest friendships didn’t make me a coward. A fool, maybe, but not a coward. Some days it felt like I was still waiting for my real life to start – and watching Violet settle into my house like she belonged wasn’t going to make it any easier. 
There was a difference between holding the line for loyalty… and hiding behind it. And maybe, just maybe – I ‘d been doing the latter a little too long.






  
  Chapter 3 – Violet


“Are you finally fleeing town?” 
Gran’s question startled me as I was sliding my bag into my car. I flinched, banging my head on the doorframe. Scowling, I rubbed my tender head. It wouldn’t help Lee if I knocked myself silly and was too concussed to take care of him.
“Gran, you scared me.”
My grandmother, glorious in a long red jacket with faux fur edging the hood, gave me a pitying glance. “If that’s true, your life really is too boring for words.” She shook her head slowly from side to side. “So, are you ditching island life and heading off to the big city to meet the man of your dreams?”
“I’m not living in a Hallmark movie.”
“You sure about that? Your life seems about as tame as one.”
I bit my tongue. There was no need to debate Gran over my love life, or lack thereof. Ever since she turned her years-long feud with her next-door neighbor into a full-blown romance, she seemed eager for me to be more adventurous. Her new relationship had already forced me to witness the horrifying sight of Mr. Reyes in a bodysuit and fig leaf at Halloween, and, frankly, I wasn’t ready to forgive her.
“I’m moving in with Lee for a few days. He got hurt on a rescue and needs help at his place.”
Offering Lee as a sacrificial lamb was dirty, but it was better than Gran dissecting my life choices. She kicked my oldest brother, Drew, out of the family farmhouse last spring. She wasn’t above manipulation to get what she wanted. I didn’t want to present her with a target. She’d deny it, but I suspected she was bored, and meddling in her grandkids’ lives seemed to give her a thrill.
Gran’s eyes glittered with interest. “Moving in with Lee, hm?” She grinned. “What are your brothers going to say?”
“Nothing, if they know what’s good for them. I’m an adult, and I’m helping out a friend.”
She reached out a weathered hand, patting my cheek, her expression skeptical. “Keep telling yourself that, Vi.” She winked. “Just remember: fight fire with a flamethrower. You’re not a wisp of smoke; you’re a dragon trying to sneeze politely. Some days, you gotta let your dragon breathe. Your brothers can handle a little singeing.”
Coming from a woman who prided herself on being nicknamed the San Juan Dragon, I took her advice with a grain of salt. 
I hadn’t even made it out of the driveway when my phone buzzed, a notification lighting my screen. The family chat had a new message.
Gran: PSA - Little V is shacking up with Lee. Will have manure on standby. 
I groaned. Maybe I should move away. Though, as soon as the thought landed, I knew I’d never leave. I was born here. Built a small business I loved in the Salty Pantry. Sure, my family was full of interfering schemers who didn’t know when a prank went too far, but I adored them anyway. At sixteen, I didn’t have the resources to fight back against their overbearing ways. But now? Watch out.
Lee lay scowling at his laptop from his office couch. I forced a bright smile as I carried my duffel toward the stairs.
“Hey! Need anything? If not, I’ll settle in.”
“Nope.”
Used to his monosyllabic responses when he was writing, I carried my things upstairs.
The second floor of Lee’s house had a large kitchen and living room with magnificent views of the water. Sailboats moored like tiny islands in this part of the Salish Sea, bobbing peacefully in the protected waters. I bypassed the kitchen, heading to the third floor and Lee’s bedroom. In all the years we’d been friends, I’d only been inside his room on the day he moved. Then, it had lacked any personality, essentially a blank canvas for Lee to make his own. 
Staring at it now, if I hadn’t helped haul furniture five years ago, I’d believe he moved in last week. The walls were still bare. A king-size bed took up most of the floor space, neatly made with gray bedding that looked soft enough to sink into. But that was the room’s only touch of comfort. His dresser was free of any knickknacks or photos. There were no stray socks on the floor, no discarded cups or plates on the bedside table. It felt more like a hotel room than a bedroom.
Something about that struck me as sad. Lee would probably argue that the room was tranquil, but it just looked unlived in. 
A large window looking out over the bay drew my eye. The view of the water was stunning. Bright blue and magnificent. If he’d wanted to keep the focus of every room on the water, he’d succeeded. 
Lee was tapping away on his laptop when I returned downstairs.
“What would you like for lunch?” I asked.
He pointed to his desk. “I’ve got protein bars in my top drawer.”
“Not good enough, Lee.”
“I don’t need you to wait on me, Vi. Go back to work. I’ve got this.” His words would have been more convincing if they hadn’t ended on a wince.
“I’ve already closed the shop for the day. If I’m not helping you, I’m grabbing my laptop to see if Harry’s online for a game.”
He looked relieved, and I tried not to take it as an insult.
“That sounds like a great idea. Help yourself to anything in the fridge.”
Recognizing the hunger gnawing at my belly, I faded out of the room and went to inspect his kitchen. It was gorgeous –beautiful white cabinets, a huge island for prep, and top-end appliances. A chef’s dream. And like the rest of the house, it looked like Lee barely touched it.
I pulled open cabinets, excitement turning to dismay as each cupboard was nearly bare. No spices. Hardly any staples like flour or rice. What did the man eat? If I asked, he’d probably roll his eyes and point to his drawer of protein bars. I had no idea that eating with me constituted the bulk of his real nutrition. Lee wasn’t built like my brothers, but he had muscle in all the right places. I couldn't believe he managed a body like that on protein bars and a few sad cans of soup.
I grabbed my keys, calling out, “I’m headed to the grocery store. Any requests?”
Frowning, he dug out his wallet, extending a card. “Yes. Use my card.”
“You don’t need to do that,” I protested.
His frown turned to a glower. “Yes. I do. That glint in your eye tells me this isn’t a run for milk. Take my card. I can afford it.” His expression softened. “Have fun, Vi.”
For anyone else, it would have been a chore. But for me? Heaven. He’d as good as given me permission to outfit his entire kitchen.
I grinned. “Text me if you think of any requests. I may be a while.”
“I really would be happy with more protein bars. Maybe a loaf of bread for grilled cheese.”
“Where’s your imagination, Lee?”
He glanced down at his laptop. “Figuring out how to murder this truck driver and make it look like an accident to keep my readers guessing.”
“Gotcha,” I said dryly. “Let me know if you need a brainstorming buddy.”
His lip quirked up at the corner. “You think about murder a lot?”
“Only when it comes to my family.”
His chuckle echoed behind me.
The secret supermarket in Friday Harbor wasn’t my first choice for doing a full kitchen overhaul, but I didn’t have time to take the ferry to Anacortes to really stock up. Friday Harbor boasted two grocery stores, the King’s Market downtown for tourists, and the unsigned store for locals—both owned by the same family. It never failed to amuse me that they kept the larger store on the down-low. If I felt like bougie cheeses and wine, the downtown location was my best bet, but for basics, the locals store was better.
I spent a solid hour filling my cart with flour, milk, eggs, and enough vegetables and meat to craft dinners for a week. Even if Lee bounced back quickly, I could make up a few freezer meals to keep him fed. He had to get tired of protein bars.
Darlene laughed when I handed her his credit card at checkout. “That explains it. I couldn’t figure out why you needed so much food. I checked What’s New, Friday Harbor at my break and saw the post about this morning’s rescue. Is Lee doing okay? I’m guessing he’s the unnamed volunteer injured in the line of duty, given you’re carrying his credit card?”
The joys of small-town living. Everyone knows your business. Especially in the age of the internet. What’s New, Friday Harbor was our local source for official news and unofficial gripes. Usually about the ferry. Sometimes about a miles-long trail of mysterious hot dog buns. Our island contained multitudes.
“I’m just helping Lee out for a few days.” He wouldn’t thank me for sharing his business. Lee was too private for that.
Darlene arched one blonde brow. “I hope he realizes he’s a lucky man if you’re planning to cook all this for him.”
Darlene’s words echoed as I pulled out my phone after loading the groceries into my trunk. If she knew my family better, she might not consider Lee so lucky. Gran’s opening shot had started a cascade of messages.
Drew: I have other ways of inflicting pain on Lee. I’ll talk to him.
Mom: Leave your sister alone.
Zach: No one said anything about bothering Vi.
Mom: Leave that poor boy alone too.
Mom: It sounds like he was a hero today. He deserves some TLC.
My mom’s defense was welcome, even if I doubted my brothers would listen. I loved them. Most of the time. I just wished they could remember that I wasn’t a naïve sixteen-year-old anymore. I’d been managing my life and affairs for a long time. All their butting in didn’t really help.
Gran shooting her mouth off about manure was on brand. I’d expected more maturity from Drew and Zach. Especially when it came to their friend. It wasn’t like Lee had ever expressed any interest in me. Pretty sure he saw me as the fourth Fenwick brother, just with boobs, glasses, and longer dark hair.
My brothers had nothing to fear. Except me. If they messed up Lee’s recovery, they’d answer to me. And I’d learned a trick or two from their teenage shenanigans. Gran wasn’t the only one with a manure source.
Vi: Y’all are protecting the wrong person. Lee needs to heal. Knock it off.
I tossed my phone aside and drove the short distance to Lee’s house. My phone buzzed incessantly on the seat beside me. I parked and reached for it.
Drew: Wait. Do we need to have the birds and bees talk?
Zach: Gran makes a great chaperone.
Zach: Real boner-killer.
I snorted. Gran had moved in temporarily with him and Rae during a run of trouble last summer. To hear him tell it, Gran could cock-block like no other.
Mom: What – you think I’m a total failure as a mother?
Mom: Your sister knows her business.
Dad: Can second Gran as a boner-killer.
Mom: Gary.
A giggle burst out. I could practically hear my mom’s gentle disparagement. But as far as I was concerned, Dad was a saint, putting up with Gran full-time.
Gran: Lucky for you punks, Ollie and I are too busy *getting busy* to chaperone.
Gran: You’re on your own, kid.
Thank God for gentle mercies. And little blue pills. I shuddered. I didn’t need details of Gran and Ollie’s sex life, but if it kept her out of Lee’s house, I was all for it. He’d really lose his shit if two Fenwicks invaded his space. I’d barely convinced him to let me stay. If Gran tried to barge in, he’d have us both on the curb in seconds, bad ankle or no bad ankle.






  
  Chapter 4 – Lee


Itried to ignore Violet’s trips from her car to the kitchen. She carried bag after bag up the stairs. Languishing on the couch while she did all the work didn’t feel right, but there wasn’t a hell of a lot I could do. My ankle throbbed. 
The only good thing that came out of the morning was we’d successfully rescued the couple in the car before I ate it and hurt my ankle. San Juan Island had gorgeous, scenic roads. But part of what made them so beautiful was the view of the water, which meant cliffs. Every year at least a few drivers found out that the turn at the north end of the island meant business. 
A Honda Civic went over the rail early this morning, leaving the middle-aged couple dangling precariously over the edge. It’d taken a few hours to set up the winch and rescue the man and woman. Once we’d cleared the civilians, we helped the tow truck hook up to lift the car, and that was when I’d done it. Missed a rock, tripping. My tie-off kept me from pitching over the cliff, but I still sprained my ankle in the fall.
I was disgusted with myself. I wasn’t usually a klutz. There’d be no running for a few weeks until I healed. Between that and having Vi in my space, I didn’t know if I could survive. Already, she was subtly changing my home. Bringing in food, filling the place with delicious smells. I was used to the stark simplicity of my surroundings. It helped me focus. Keep writing. But now? Concentrating with her in the house was nearly impossible.
I wanted to be where she was. Violet had a natural kind of gravity that made the world bend toward her. Some would call it charm. Others might recognize the quiet beauty of the gentle brown eyes behind her glasses, the intelligence clear in the way she listened and asked thoughtful questions. But I knew her real superpower was her kindness. She was naturally friendly in a way I admired but could never replicate. She fabricated conversation out of the slimmest shared moments, and I stumbled in the dark bumbling into black holes. To be near her was to feel her warmth. Bask in it. 
I shut down for the day, resting my head against the couch. My ice pack had long melted, but I didn’t want to interrupt whatever Violet was doing upstairs. Soft sounds of her opening and shutting cabinets echoed down the staircase. Music, a local alt-rock station, joined the mix. 
She was cooking something up there, but I couldn’t quite name the scents. Garlic for sure. Knowing Vi, butter would feature heavily. The other aromas were more difficult to identify, but they made my stomach growl.
My phone buzzed, and I flipped it over on the coffee table.
Drew: I heard Vi is staying with you.
Joy.  Violet’s oldest brother and my search and rescue volunteer colleague usually kept to himself. It made him peaceful to be around. But ever since he’d fallen for Anya, he’d become insufferable. Zach, the younger Fenwick sibling had become similarly annoying in the last few months. One by one, our friends were coupling up, leaving Vi and me the lone singles in our friend group. Even Clay and Lucy, relatively new to our core group, had paired off.
Vi and I had been friends long enough to avoid any overt matchmaking attempts from her friends. Maybe they didn’t think I was romance material. 
Drew and Zach were predictably against their baby sister hooking up with anyone. Though I had to wonder when the statute of limitations on their protectiveness would run out. Would they still be running off potential suitors when she was fifty? 
We were too old for this shit, but they acted like she couldn’t manage her own life. Ridiculous, since, of the three of them, she was easily the most adult. While Drew ran the family sea salt business, he’d been living at home with his parents and grandmother until recently. And Zach? He was an overgrown kid at heart, living on his sailboat in the harbor. 
Violet had established a thriving business in the Salty Pantry. She maintained a real home. At thirty, she was more than capable of making her own decisions without their meddling. But that didn’t stop
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