
  
    
      Current to Trouble

      
        Wild Hearts Series

      

    

    
      
        Valerie J. Clarizio

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: Trailhead Consulting LLC]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      Dedication

      
        
        I’ve been incredibly fortunate to have so many amazing people come into my life—both personally and professionally—and I want each of you to know how deeply appreciated you are.

      

        

      
        To my readers who carve time out of their busy lives to read my books and leave reviews, thank you—you truly mean the world to me.

      

        

      
        A heartfelt thank you to my editor, alpha reader, and proofreader who helped bring this book to life and ensured it shines. Your talent and dedication does not go unnoticed, and I’m so grateful for each of you.
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      Every current hides a mystery, and every heartbeat hides a story.

      

      Cap never expected—or—wanted to find love on the water.

      Jilted once, Emma would sooner drown than fall for another man.

      Strong currents soon carry them toward life-threatening danger—and each other.

      

      A jilted bride’s revenge trip turns deadly…

      Emma Brown never imagined being jilted, or discovering her ex-fiancé’s appalling secret life. Her big day in ruins, Emma trades vows for vengeance and takes her bridesmaids on the charter fishing trip she’d booked for her ex. Perfect, until it’s clear the grumpy, gorgeous captain isn’t happy with his boat full of man-haters.

      

      No longer working as a drug investigator, Cap Samuelson left chaos and stress behind him. All he needs is open water and customers thrilled to catch the ultimate salmon. What he doesn’t need is a group of chatty women with no interest in fishing who boarded his boat. Especially the feisty beauty who pushes all his buttons.

      

      Certain that the charter couldn’t get worse, Emma’s ex turns up, along with drug dealers, and now a bridesmaid has gone missing.   

      

      Will Cap’s skill set from his days with the police force kick in before things turn fatal for his crew and customers?

      

      
        
        *****

      

      

      Want to stay connected?

      If you'd like to be the first to find out about my new releases or book deals, please sign up for my newsletter.

      

      Click Here:  SIGN UP for Valerie J. Clarizio's Newsletter!

      Or, go to my website to sign up: www.valeriejclarizio.com
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      “I’m moved beyond tears, and I’m pissed as hell,” Emma Brown said, calm settling into her bones.

      Her would-be bridesmaids stared at her wide-eyed.

      “We’re taking this trip, and we’re going to have fun. Got it?”

      Morgan nodded. Carly followed. Hailey hesitated, then nodded too.

      Emma tossed her thousand-dollar wedding dress, loaded with pearls and sequins, into the flames of her outdoor firepit. The veil followed.

      “Toss in your dresses! I want no remembrance of what nearly occurred. The biggest near-mistake of my life.”

      No one moved.

      Emma pointed at the fire.

      Morgan, Carly, and Hailey tossed their coral-colored dresses into the flames.

      Emma stared at the fire until every last piece of material had transitioned to ashes. How had it come to this? Dumped two weeks before her wedding. She’d worked so hard to perfect every little detail. For the past year, her life had revolved around making sure everything would be perfect for her and Jonathan on their big day. The most important day of her life. Now, here she sat with her three best friends, burning their dresses as if that would help to erase all thoughts of the wedding and Jonathan from her mind.

      When the flames died, she straightened. “It’s time. Let’s go.”

      Morgan grimaced. “Are you sure you really want to do this…a charter fishing trip? Can’t we just go to wineries or something?”

      “Yeah. Let’s do that instead,” Carly said. “I’ve done the wine tour in Door County before. It’s fun.”

      Hailey nodded in agreement.

      “No, we’re taking this stupid charter fishing excursion I paid for. It is non-refundable, and I’ll be damned if I let Jonathan and his buddies enjoy the trip I gave him for his bachelor party.”

      Jonathan had nearly lost it when she told him she’d canceled it, which she hadn’t. He’d paced around like a caged animal. She didn’t understand what the big deal was. He could take a charter anytime he wanted. Except for anytime soon out of Sturgeon Bay. It was June, and likely all charters were fully booked, even on a weekday. Even if Jonathan tried to rebook with Reelin’ In Charters, he’d be out of luck. Captain Samuelson was booked…by her.

      She glanced over at the black duffel bag lying next to her beach bag.

      “And that bag is coming with us.”

      Emma grabbed the black duffel bag from the ground. Jonathan’s fishing gear.

      The fishing gear meant nothing to her, but it meant something to him, so she swiped it when they split their belongings yesterday. He’d put it in the back of his truck, and she nabbed it when he wasn’t looking. It was heavier than she imagined it would be for fishing gear, but what did she know?

      The four of them loaded into Hailey’s sedan, and she set them on the course to Door County. The drive from Appleton would take just over an hour, so they had plenty of time to get to the dock for their two o’clock charter.

      Hailey pulled into the packed parking lot at Sawyer Park. The place swarmed with people and boats lined the dock.

      Emma shouldered her beach bag on one side and Jonathan’s black duffel bag on the other. Hailey carried their small cooler filled with snacks and drinks, Carly carried both of their beach bags, and Morgan flung her bag over her shoulder. It was likely they wouldn’t actually fish, as that wasn’t the plan. The point of taking the trip was to keep Jonathan from fishing.

      With her friends in tow, Emma walked toward the fish cleaning stations.

      The smell hit hard. Carly gagged.

      Men elbow-deep in fish guts laughed and one looked them over with open amusement. Emma shot him a glare. He looked away.

      “I’m not going any closer to that. And the boat better not smell like that or I’m not getting on it,” Carly muttered.

      “It’ll be fine. We’ll be surrounded by fresh air,” Emma assured.

      Emma stepped under the shelter and walked up to the nearest fish cleaning station, taking care not to breathe through her nose to avoid the horrid stench. That may have been a mistake as the taste of raw fish seemed to seep into her mouth.

      She focused her gaze on the first man who made eye contact with her. He was tall and lean. Though it was only June, his skin was sun-darkened. He wore a baseball cap with sunglasses perched on the brim. Judging from the white circles around his eyes, she assumed those glasses were normally perched on his nose. He pulled his gaze from her and dropped a large fillet into a bag held by a lanky young man who bore a similar tan.

      “I’m looking for Captain Samuelson from Reelin’ In Charters. My friends and I have the afternoon voyage with him,” she said.

      “Voyage?” she heard a nearby man repeat.

      Laughter followed.

      She cut her eyes in that direction, and all gazes landed on their feet.

      She turned her gaze back to the man she’d originally addressed. He wore a look of dismay.

      His broad shoulders slumped. “Are you sure your charter is today?”

      “Yes.”

      “On Reelin’ In Charters?”

      “Listen, I certainly know who I’ve booked a charter with. Now, do you know where I can find him and his boat, or not?”

      “Yes, I’m Captain Samuelson. Call me Cap.” His brows furrowed. “But there must be some mistake because my afternoon charter is already booked. We’ll find a way to work it out.”

      “No kidding. I booked it.”

      The man rinsed his hands and dried them with a piece of paper towel. Then, he pulled his phone from his shorts pocket, tapped at the screen, and studied it.

      “My records show that I’m taking four guys out. It’s a bachelor party. Jonathan Milbourne is the unlucky soul.”

      Heat rushed to her face. She lifted her hand and pointed at Cap.

      “What a horrible comment to make. I bet you’re still single. Aren’t you?”

      “Single and loving it, sweetheart.”

      His sarcastic tone sent fire through her veins.

      “Jonathan would have been lucky to marry Emma. The jerk doesn’t deserve her. I’m glad the wedding is off,” Morgan said as she slung an arm around Emma’s shoulders.

      Thank God for her friend stepping in, or she may have slapped that smug smile right off of Captain Samuelson’s face. Okay, no, she wouldn’t have because she wasn’t a violent person, but his heartless comment struck a nerve just now, so she wouldn’t mind if the machine spinning fish guts would spray him full of the nasty stuff.

      “Let’s go, Emma. This wasn’t a good idea anyhow,” Morgan said as she shifted her friend in the opposite direction of the captain.

      

      “Wait!” Cap called out.

      Emma was a slim woman of medium height with jet black hair, and her dark eyes slowly turned to face him again. Her dagger-shooting glare sliced through his eyes and heart. Now that he realized she was a jilted bride, he felt horrible about the comment he’d made.

      Emma’s friend’s gazes were on him. His fishing buddy’s gazes were on him. He knew he had to reel back, but totally didn’t want to in front of the other charter captains, first mates, and anglers. This was going to suck. His mother’s voice rang through his head, reminding him to be kind to others and do the right thing.

      “My apologies, Emma. I didn’t know. Your charter will be ready to leave at the scheduled time. About fifteen minutes.”

      Her almost black eyes softened a fraction.

      “Okay then. Where should we wait?”

      Disdain still laced her tone.

      He pointed to the dock wall. “That’s my boat right there. You can wait on the dock, and then I’ll help you onto the boat.”

      Emma and her three friends walked toward his boat.

      Cap rubbed the back of his neck. This was going to be a horrible afternoon. Four ladies on his boat, taking the charter out of spite and probably had no desire to fish. It was going to be a long afternoon and evening. Maybe they won’t want to stay out the entire time. That would be good.

      Tom slapped him on the shoulder blade. “It’s going to be a long afternoon for you, buddy. At least the ladies are easy on the eyes,” his old pal said.

      “You had your out, and you blew it. If you hadn’t said anything more, they would have left. But no, you called her back,” Steve, another charter captain, chimed in.

      Cap grimaced. He was well aware of that.

      All the men under the roof of the fish cleaning station shared a laugh at his expense.

      “What’s so funny?” Preston asked as he stepped under the pavilion.

      “Your next charter is here and ready to go, kid,” Tom said with a chuckle.

      Preston, his first mate, looked at him for an explanation.

      “Our bachelor party charter turned into a charter with the not-to-be-bride,” Cap said.

      Preston’s brows furrowed. “What?”

      “It appears the wedding is off, and the ladies have assumed the charter. I didn’t know until just now. They must have communicated that to Cici because there they are,” Cap said as he pointed to the women.

      This was the worst possible time for his sister and regular first mate, Cici, to be sick. She could have handled this situation, but now it would be just him and the kid he borrowed from another charter captain. He worked with Preston before and he was a good first mate, but Cici, would have probably been better under these circumstances. She was more of a people-person than he was. Well, he was just going to have to get used to working without her since she’d just gotten her captain’s license and now captained her own boat. It was the second one they’d added to their fleet.

      “Go get the ladies situated. I’ll be right there.”

      “Aye, aye, captain,” Preston replied.

      Cap pulled his cell phone from his pocket and called Cici.

      “Hello,” she mumbled as she cleared the frog from her throat.

      “You sound like shit.”

      “I feel like shit. What’s up?”

      “I’ve got four ladies here for a charter, not four men.”

      “Yeah, she called earlier and told me that. The groom dumped her. She paid for the charter, so she and her bridesmaids are taking it.”

      “You could have warned me.”

      “What’s the difference? A charter is a charter.”

      He supposed his sister was right.

      Cici laughed and coughed. “Take it they don’t look like anglers?”

      “Not at all, sis.”

      “You’ll be fine. It will all be fine.”

      “Easy for you to say.”

      “Loosen up a little. It might be fun.”

      “I doubt that.”

      He disconnected the call and looked toward his boat to find Preston transferring the ladies’ bags from the dock to the boat. Then, from inside the boat, he stretched out a hand and, one by one, helped each woman board.

      Two of the women peeled off their shirts without hesitation. Preston’s mouth fell open when he looked at the tall blonde woman in a skimpy bikini top.

      Cap exhaled.

      This trip was going to be trouble with a capital T.
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      The tall, model-grade blonde smiled flirtatiously when Cap boarded the vessel. What she didn’t know was that her effort was wasted on him. She totally wasn’t his type. Not at all. In fact, he wasn’t remotely interested in a relationship right now. He cringed. Not since Blythe. The woman who’d captured his heart five years ago and then stomped all over it.

      His gaze drifted to the jilted bride. He didn’t know her story, nor did he care to, but he felt bad for her and could relate, he supposed.

      “Alright, ladies, are you ready?”

      “You bet. I’m Carly,” the tall blonde said as she batted her eyelids at him while flipping her long strands over her shoulder.

      Judging from the length and thickness of her eyelashes, they had to be fake.

      “I’m Hailey,” the woman with short wispy hair said.

      “I’m Morgan, and you already know Emma,” the third lady said.

      Emma’s gaze hit the deck.

      Guilt pricked him again. He couldn’t take back the crack about Jonathan being unlucky.

      “How about a quick tour?” he said.

      The four of them nodded and followed him into the cabin through the narrow door.

      “Here’s the cabin. Come in here whenever you want or if you need to get out of the sun for a bit.”

      “Okay,” Hailey said.

      “The head, I mean bathroom, is through that door.”

      He pointed to the small galley refrigerator. “There’s room in there if you have anything that needs refrigeration.”

      Cap motioned for them to follow him back out of the cabin.

      “Oh, and the life vests are stored in that bench seat,” he said.

      “I hope we don’t need those. But, with my luck lately…” Emma’s voice trailed off.

      No kidding. That was the last thing he wanted to use during this charter.

      “We’ll get going then. I’ll need to pull into the marina and fuel up, then we’ll be on our way to the lake.”

      Cap climbed up into the wheelhouse and throttled up.

      It only took a couple of minutes to get to the fuel dock, which was less time than it took to fuel the boat.

      He’d just passed under the Bayview Bridge when his cell phone buzzed.

      The city dockmaster’s face popped up on the screen.

      “Hello.”

      “Hey. We’ve got a problem,” Tom said.

      “What?”

      “There’s a guy here saying he has a charter scheduled with you right now. I told him you just took off with some ladies, and he’s insisting you come back for him.”

      Cap pinched the bridge of his nose with his thumb and forefinger. He knew this charter was going to be trouble.

      “Is his name Jonathan?”

      “Yep.”

      “For chrissake. I’ve got his jilted bride and her bridesmaids on board.”

      “He knows that. He says this trip was for him, not them, so he’s insisting you come back.”

      “Not happening. It was her credit card that paid for the charter.”

      The last thing he needed was a domestic dispute on his hands, so there was no way in hell he’d return to the dock now.

      “I’ve told him five times already you wouldn’t come back, but he insisted I call you.”

      “Where is he now?” Cap asked.

      “Standing at the dock wall waiting for you. He’s already tried to get a couple of the other charter captains to give him a lift to your boat. They’ve refused and don’t want to be part of this drama.”

      “Tell him again that I’m not coming back. Call the cops if he gets out of hand.”

      “Will do, and I foresee a call to the cop shop in my near future.”

      Cap disconnected the call, then glanced over his shoulder to look at the dock wall even though it was practically out of sight. His gaze moved to Emma, who’d climbed up the ladder to the wheelhouse.

      “I’m sorry for that,” she said.

      “What?”

      “I’m sorry Jonathan’s causing a ruckus. I told him I had canceled the trip. He must not have believed me.”

      Cap wasn’t sure what to say. He didn’t need this kind of drama surrounding him. As a charter captain, he dealt mostly with men who just wanted to catch fish. Easy peasy.

      Having been a police officer and drug investigator earlier in his working life, he now realized how much he liked his drama-free life as a charter captain. He’d known from the time he was a teenager, guiding fishing trips for his Uncle Lee in the Upper Peninsula of Michigan, that he belonged in the outdoors, not in a squad car or in the investigation office of the City of Sturgeon Bay Police Department. But he was good at it, and there were parts of that job he liked. Busting drug dealers and getting them off the street gave him satisfaction, and he honestly didn’t mind the danger aspect of the job. Truth be told, the danger gave him a little thrill. It was the lying assholes and mind games he encountered every day that took a toll on him. That, and the fact the justice system went so easy on these drug-dealing pricks. He worked hard to bust them, and then they’d only get a slap on the wrist.

      Emma cleared her throat, drawing his attention back to her.

      “I am really sorry,” she repeated as if needing him to acknowledge everything was okay.

      But she was just another liar, having lied to her ex about canceling the trip.

      Her pleading dark eyes tugged at him, making him want to tell her what she needed to hear. After all, she couldn’t help the fact that her ex was a prick.

      “It’s fine. It’ll all be fine. We’ll be on the lake in no time and away from him.”

      Emma closed her eyes and drew in a long breath.

      “Did you need something?” he asked.

      Her eyes popped open. “Huh?”

      “Why are you up here? Do you need something?”

      “Preston said I could come up here,” she stuttered nervously.

      He arched a brow. “For?”

      “Nothing. I just wanted to watch from up here. Is that okay?”

      No, it wasn’t. He wanted peace and quiet. But he couldn’t tell his client that.

      “Sure.”

      He gestured to the seat next to where he stood.

      She hopped up onto it, leaned back, and crossed her slim, slightly tanned legs. The hot-pink shorts she wore rose, giving him a better view of her shapely legs. He’d be lying if he said he didn’t like what he saw.

      He hit a small wave, and the boat jostled, causing her to uncross her legs and readjust herself in the seat. Now she left her legs uncrossed and placed her feet on the footrail to stabilize herself.

      “Is it going to be bumpy today?” she asked, with a hint of concern in her tone.

      “It shouldn’t be. Weatherwise, it should be a great day to be on the water. No wind. No waves. No problems.”

      “Super.”

      “Once we’re through the canal, we’ll go faster and get to the start of our fishing spot.”

      “Start?”

      “Yeah. We’ll get to our spot, set lines, and troll.”

      “Set lines?”

      “Yes, get the rods ready for you ladies to reel in some monster salmon. That’s what we do.”

      She smiled, and he followed suit.

      Emma leaned back in the seat and stared forward. When they got to the canal, she leaned forward and looked from side to side.

      “I see people up there,” she commented as she pointed to the right side of the canal.

      “Yeah. Some people fish from the dock wall. There’s also a Door County Land Trust trail that goes along part of the wall.”

      “Land Trust?”

      “Yes. The organization has acquired substantial property over the years. They preserve the property for public use, creating a lot of nice hiking trails. If you and your friends have time while you are up here, you may want to check them out.”

      “We’re just day tripping it today, but maybe we’ll come back soon. I’ve visited Door County a lot, but it never crossed my mind to hike.”

      “What do you do when you are here?”

      “I’m sure you’ll think this is stupid, but we shop and go to the wineries.”

      “That’s not stupid if it’s what you enjoy doing.”

      Shopping and wineries were not his thing, but he understood what those two things meant to the local economy, so far be it from him to diss it.

      He pointed forward. “There’s the Coast Guard station.”

      “Cool.”

      “Once we’re past the piers, we’ll travel faster. If you want to go back down with your friends, now would be the time to do that. It will take us twenty minutes to get to our spot.”

      She nodded and slid off the tall seat. Misjudging the distance to the floor, she stumbled and fell against his side. Instinctively, his hand latched onto her tiny bicep, and he steadied her.

      “Sorry.”

      Her cheeks reddened.

      “It’s okay. Are you good?” he asked.

      “Yes.”

      He released her arm.

      “Hold tight to the rungs on your way down.”

      “Will do.”

      He watched her as she climbed down the ladder, and when she sat on the bench seat next to Hailey, he looked forward and sped up.

      Cap fought the urge to glance over his shoulder and look at Emma. She was pretty, and the tantalizing scent that she left in the wheelhouse was pleasant. It reminded him of the aroma after a fresh spring rain. Clean and refreshing.

      He looked over his shoulder and caught her gaze. She immediately looked away.

      
      Emma ran her hands over the gooseflesh on her arms. It was eighty degrees outside, yet she shivered. It was probably colder out here on the lake versus in the city; even so, goosebumps? She glanced at the captain and shivered again at the thought of the intensity of the gaze they’d just shared. When they left the dock, she had been mad as hell for the comment he’d made about Jonathan being an unlucky soul since he would soon be married, or so he’d thought.

      In Cap’s defense, he couldn’t have known what had happened, but to make a comment like that was uncalled for.

      What was his story? Why was he so bitter about marriage? Divorced? Left at the altar? Dumped right before the wedding like she’d been?

      Those warm chestnut irises of Caps made her feel comfortable and safe on this voyage. Having never been on Lake Michigan in a boat, she was apprehensive about this charter, but the man looked like he knew what he was doing. The slight peek into his soul through their shared gaze told her he was a good person, just maybe misguided, hence the mean comment about marriage and commitment.

      Emma stared out over the back of the boat. The wake they created mesmerized her. She thought about Jonathan. How could he dump her two weeks before their wedding? And without a proper explanation. Just some bullshit about not being ready for this kind of commitment and the timing being off. Why didn’t he think of that before he proposed? It wasn’t like she pressured him into the proposal. In fact, it surprised her how early it came in their relationship. Six months in, he popped the question. That was all on him.

      Her eyes watered. She was utterly humiliated. Thank goodness her mom offered to contact their three hundred guests to let them know the wedding was off. She wouldn’t have had it in her to say the words out loud to everyone. Many of the guests were business associates of her father, whom she’d never even met. In the social circle her parents were in, the one she grew up in, weddings were an event in which you invited the elite, no matter how well you knew them.

      Recalling part of the reason she took this trip, she glanced at Jonathan’s black duffel bag full of fishing equipment. She looked for Preston, who a moment ago had ducked into the cabin. As if Morgan read her mind, her friend stood, grabbed the bag, and handed it to her.

      “Do it!”

      Emma stood, took the heavy bag from her friend, and tossed it overboard.

      “There. Now the jerk will have to buy all new stuff.”

      Her friends clapped.

      She’d just hurt Jonathan where it counted. His pocketbook. He was obsessed with money. Why, she wasn’t sure. He had a good job as a commercial real estate lender and was building a great portfolio with her dad’s help.

      Preston returned to the deck.

      “What’s so exciting?” he asked.

      They all stopped clapping.

      “Nothing really. We’re just cheering for the awesome fishing to come,” Morgan said.

      The young guy shrugged. “I’ll do my best for you.”

      The boat slowed to a near stop, and Cap and Preston grabbed poles from their holders and went to the back of the boat, letting out line and hooking lines to small, red boards. She didn’t know what that was all about, but figured they knew what they were doing, so she wouldn’t move until they told her what to do.

      Cap looked at her, holding one of the red boards in the air. “This is a planer board. We clamp lines to them. The more lines I let out, the farther from the boat it will go, allowing us to have a bunch of lines out on each side of the vessel. It keeps the lines from tangling. We’ll start with three on each side.”

      She nodded even though that meant little to her.

      “More lines, more fish,” Preston added with a smile.

      Once all the lines were set. Cap popped back up into the wheelhouse and adjusted the boat’s speed.

      “Now we wait,” Preston told them.

      “Wait?” Carly asked.

      “Yes. Wait for a fish to take the lure. The pole will jerk. I’ll grab it and hand it off to one of you, and you’ll reel in the fish.”

      “Okay,” Carly replied.

      “So we just sit here until then?” Hailey asked.

      “Yep. Just enjoy the pleasant day,” Preston responded.

      “I can do that,” Hailey said as she sat down, twisted sideways, and stretched her legs out on the bench seat.

      “Anyone want a beverage?” Morgan asked.

      “I’ll have one,” Hailey replied.

      “Me too,” Carly added.

      Morgan reached into their cooler and pulled out four black cherry-flavored alcoholic seltzer waters.

      Emma took hers. She preferred the lemon lime flavor, but it didn’t really matter. They’d packed several flavors, and with the mood she was in, she’d surely sample them all.

      She took a sip of her drink and glanced up at Cap. He wore tan cargo shorts and a sage colored T-shirt with his business logo on the back. His broad shoulders led to a slim waist. The sleeves of his shirt pulled taut around his slightly bulging biceps. His skin was tanned. The baseball cap he’d pulled onto his head covered most of his short, Marine-looking haircut. She wished he would turn around so she could see his amazing eyes again. The ones that earlier had captured her attention. It wasn’t so much the chestnut irises; it was more those amber flecks that flashed when he looked at her. It was like the spark in them jolted her heart rate up a notch.

      Good heavens, what was she thinking? She’d just been dumped by her fiancé, and now she’s letting herself have feelings for this guy. A guy who obviously has no use for the institution of marriage.

      Feelings already? Was she just rebounding?

      “We’ve got one on the line!” Preston said excitedly, as he lurched toward the back of the boat, pulled the rod from its holder, and gave it a yank.

      He looked over his shoulder. “Who’s up first?” he asked.

      Carly scooted toward him and reached for the rod.

      “Hold tight. He’s a fighter,” Preston said.

      He released his grip on the rod and then stood behind Carly.

      “Start reeling.”

      Carly looked confused.

      Preston reached around her, placing one hand back on the handle of the rod, slightly above where Carly held hers, then he reached around her other side and started reeling.

      “Just like this.”

      “Okay,” Carly replied and then took over reeling.

      “Keep the tip up,” Preston instructed.

      Carly reeled and reeled and reeled. Then, the fish made a run. Emma could hear the hiss of the line as it let back out, undoing all the progress Carly had made.

      “Do you want someone else to take over?” Preston asked.

      “I think so. My hands are sore.”

      Preston grabbed the rod and handed it to Morgan. “Bring him in.”

      Morgan reeled and reeled and reeled. It felt like it took forever, and then suddenly the fish jumped out of the water right behind the boat.

      “It’s a nice rainbow,” Cap said as he leaped down from above.

      She wasn’t sure his feet even hit the rungs of the ladder.

      “Huh?” Emma asked.

      “It’s a rainbow trout on the line. Good eating.”

      How on earth could he tell what kind of fish it was when he’d only seen it for a second?

      Cap grabbed the large net from its holder and moved to the back of the boat as Preston helped Morgan with the rod.

      With ease, Cap scooped the fish out of the water and onto the deck, where the large fish flopped around. Effortlessly, Cap pulled the lure from the fish’s mouth and, in one swift movement, held the fish in the air with one hand supporting the lively fish under its belly and the other hand wrapped around the fish near its tail.

      “Come here, Morgan. Hold your fish, and we’ll get a picture,” Cap said.

      “I’m not touching that slimy thing,” Morgan replied as she stepped farther away from Cap.

      Cap’s smile widened, showing his nice, straight, white teeth.

      “Are you sure? Last chance before I put it in the live well.”

      Morgan nodded. “Oh, I’m sure.”

      Cap spun and put the fish in the live well at the back of the boat.

      Preston reset the line, and they waited for another bite.

      “Got another one!” Cap yelled as he yanked the rod from its holder.

      He stepped toward her.

      “Have you ever reeled in a fish before?” he asked.

      “No,” Emma replied.

      “Then this is your lucky day,” Cap said

      He stepped around her, then moved the rod in front of her. His scent was citrusy with a hint of cedar. She remembered it well from when they were in the wheelhouse together. She couldn’t seem to get enough of it.

      “Hold tight. I won’t let go until you tell me.”

      She reached for the rod.

      “Okay. I got it.”

      When he let go, her arm lurched forward with the rod, and he grabbed it again.

      “I wasn’t expecting it to pull so much.”

      “That’s okay,” he whispered into her ear.

      “I think I have it now.”

      He let go, and she held tight and started reeling.

      “There you go. You’re a natural.”

      She wished he hadn’t backed away from her. She liked the feel of his body heat. Not to mention the scent that surrounded her when he was near.

      Like with Carly, the fish made a run after what felt like an eternity of reeling.

      “Do you want someone else to take the rod?” Cap asked.

      “No, I’m good.”

      His warm smile encouraged her to keep reeling, sweaty palms and all.

      When the fish got close to the back of the boat, Cap netted it, and when he handed it to her, she held the slimy bugger proudly as Morgan snapped a photo.

      Cap informed her it was a salmon before he put it in the live well.

      He spun around and smiled at her. “Nice work.”

      “Thank you. And this is turning out to be a great day.”

      “I aim to please.”

      Preston reached for the rod. “I’ll reset the line.”

      “I got this one. Why don’t you hop up top and take the wheel?” Cap said to his first mate.

      The young man cocked his head to the side and furrowed his brow. “Drive?”

      “Yes. You know how.”

      “Okay.”

      “I trust you won’t hit any other boats or tangle the lines.”

      Preston climbed up the ladder.

      It suddenly occurred to her
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