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  THREE YEARS EARLIER








  
  Dorian


Most people come to Hawaii for vacation, but not me. I came here to kill a man. The twilight air is still as I wait for my target to exit the side entrance of the building. Every evening, like clockwork, he leaves to walk his wife's yappy little dog. 
After several weeks of surveillance, I'm more than ready to get this job over with and get back to Aubrielle. We've been married for nine years and I've never missed her birthday. I don't intend to start now. She'd understand. Growing up in this life, she knows how jobs go, but it's the principle.
The side door opens and my target steps into sight, nearly tripping over the chihuahua weaving in and out of his legs, tangling him up in the leash. Once the man gets the dog sorted out, he turns my direction to head down the sidewalk. Lining up the shot, I squeeze on the trigger. You can account for a lot of things when you plan a hit, but the human factor is always a wild card. Seemingly out of nowhere, a man steps in front of my target, right into the path my bullet will take. I've got good reflexes, but I'm already too far into the shot to pull back. The only thing for me to do is shift my weapon and hope for minimal damage. Yes, I'm a killer, but I only kill those who deserve it. I can't have the death of an innocent on my hands.
The unexpected man falls, and I fire a second shot to get my target before he realizes what's happening. The dog runs around his owner's body, barking. So much for stealth. Packing up my weapon and double-checking for any wayward evidence takes no time at all. I could do this in my sleep. It's time to get the hell out of Dodge before the cops show up.






  
  Augustine


Staring at the wall in my hospital room, the doctor's words echo through my brain. 
You were shot… lucky it missed anything vital… should recover nicely with some physical therapy, but likely won't ever entirely have full use of your arm.
The cops have been in to question me. Apparently, the guy with the dog was shot too and didn't make it. They have no suspects and no answers to any of my questions, just like I have no answers for theirs. I came to Hawaii to meet a potential client. I'm a graphic artist, for crying out loud. I lead a pretty quiet life—just me, my wife, Magnolia, and our hedgehog, Spike. No one would have a reason to hurt me.
Shit! Magnolia. I need to call her. Between coming out of the fog of anesthesia from the surgery, the doctor giving me a prognosis, and the cops' endless questions, I haven't had a chance to even think about anything else.
Looking over to the cabinet near the bed, I search for my phone but don't see it. Thankfully, Magnolia's number is one of the few I have memorized, so I can use the phone in the room. Well, I could if it wasn't on the other side of the cabinet, out of reach. Whose brilliant idea was that?
Still too discombobulated to want to attempt maneuvering myself out of the bed, I push the call button to get someone to help. A few minutes later, a nurse with way too much energy comes bouncing into my room.
"What can I help you with?"
"I need to make a call, but I can't reach the phone. Would you move it closer, please?"
"Sure thing!" she says, skipping to the cabinet. Dear heavens, it's like someone hooked her up to an IV drip of pure sunshine. I suppose it's better than getting a grouchy nurse. I'm definitely in no mood for that.
She slides the phone over to me. "Can I help you with anything else?"
"Not right now, thanks."
"Okay. Oh, I almost forgot. Your physical therapist will be here in a few hours to go over treatment with you." A nod of acknowledgement is all I can muster. My energy is fading fast and I want to call Magnolia before I've got nothing left in the tank.
Once the nurse is gone, I dial Magnolia and wait for her to answer. I can't remember if anyone from the hospital or law enforcement called her already. They may have told me, but I've been so out of it, I don't recall. At this point, I don't know what to expect when she answers.
"Hello."
"Lia, it's me."
"How dare you almost die on me, you bastard!"
"I didn't almost die," I say in amusement.
"You. Were. Shot."
"The doctor says I'm going to be fine. I'll need physical therapy, but I'll recover." Mostly. But now is not the time to get into the details of the limited use of my arm.
"I'm trying to get a flight, but I have Willow's kids for another two weeks, so it's taking some maneuvering."
"Lia, don't fly down. Really, I'm fine. I'll be a little later coming home because I'm going to get in some physical therapy before I travel, but I'll be back soon. Just have a good time being the fun aunt. I'll keep you updated."
After letting out an exasperated huff, she says, "Okay. If you're sure."
"I'm sure, baby. I'll call you later. Love you."
"I love you, too. And you're still a bastard for making me worry."
Smiling, I hang up the phone, feeling better now that I've talked to Magnolia, and she's taking the situation fairly well, all things considered. But, as relieved as I am, the call used up the last of my energy, and I quickly drop into a dreamless sleep.






  
  Dorian


It took some doing, but I tracked down the guy I accidentally shot and set things up to get in to see him as his physical therapist. I need to see for myself that he's recovering. The only upside to this situation is that the man I was actually targeting died, so I achieved my goal, keeping my reputation intact. Efficiency, success, and reputation are what keep me in business, and alive. I can only hope no one goes digging too deeply into my backstory since this time around, it was a rushed job. 
Standing in front of the door to his room, I knock and wait for a response. Nothing. Knocking again, I listen more closely for any kind of sound, but everything is silent. Easing the door open, I listen for movement. The TV is off and the room is still. Stepping further in, I notice he's asleep.
Augustine Evans. The only thing I can see about him at first glance is his copper hair, fine facial features, and that he looks fairly fit. The blankets make it difficult to see any more detail. But he's definitely handsome, which is not something I need to be noticing.
He must sense my presence because he opens his eyes. They remind me of pumpkins with deep orange tones. A man could get lost in them.
"Um, hi. Can I help you with something?" he asks, drawing me out of my trance.
"I'm David," I say, giving him my alias. "I'm your physical therapist while you're here in Hawaii."
"Augustine. But I'm sure you already knew that. Pull up a chair and tell me all the ways you're going to torture me."
I can think of a lot of things I'd like to do to him, none of it torture of the painful kind—unless he's into that sort of thing. God, I need to cut this out and focus. Not only am I coming off of a job, I'm married. I'm bisexual, but haven't felt attraction to a man in years. Why now? What is it about Augustine that's tripped that trigger?
We spend the next hour talking and going over his temporary treatment plan. He's easy to talk to, and it's difficult to keep thoughts of attraction at bay. I've been travelling a lot lately and I miss Aubrielle, that's all it is. I just need to wrap this up and go back home to her.






  
  Augustine


I've been out of the hospital a few days and today is the first day that David is coming to the apartment for a physical therapy appointment. Glancing around the space I check for any random pieces of clothing I may have left lying around. With my shoulder and arm out of commission, I've been lax on tidying up. The cruise line I'd come to Hawaii to talk business with is putting me up in an apartment, and I'm grateful for it. I don't think recovery in a hotel would be as comfortable, although the room service  and cleaning service would be nice. I've been eating takeout in order to not have to wash dishes. It doesn't work out well when you've only got one working arm. 
Lifting my shirt a little, I take a sniff to make sure I don't stink. Bathing has been a challenge, just like everything else, but somehow I've managed to keep myself clean and presentable. Why am I even worried about any of this? David is a physical therapist, he's probably used to seeing people when they aren't at their best.
I don't have time to analyze it, because a knock sounds. After taking one last look at myself in the small mirror by the entrance, I open the door. David pulls his sunglasses down to look me in the eye. "May I come in?" His eyes are a similar color to mine, only a shade lighter with flecks of yellow. "Augustine, may I come in?" he asks again when I haven't responded to the first inquiry.
Nodding my head, I step back out of the doorway, hoping he doesn't say anything about me staring. "Yes. You can set your stuff in the living room."
David walks in and sets his bag of equipment down, then looks at me. "How have you been managing so far?"
"I have painful times and less painful times. The pain meds help, but I don't like the idea of being on them long term." Something flashes through David's eyes, but it's gone before I can decipher it.
"Well, let's get to work, shall we?" he asks, turning away to dig around in his bag.
Let the torture begin.

      [image: image-placeholder]"Let's call it a day," David says.
Sighing in relief, I relax back onto the couch. Even the simple exercises he has me doing wear me out. I'm lucky I didn't lose my arm entirely, but the recovery road is going to be long and painful.
"Would you get me a bottle of water out of the refrigerator, please? I don't think I can move just yet."
"Sure thing," David says as he zips up the equipment bag.
Leaving the living room, he heads to the kitchen. I hear the refrigerator open, then he says, "Augustine, what have you been living on? There's no food in here."
"Takeout, mostly. It's challenging to cook with one hand when you're not used to it. Haven't quite adapted yet. Not to mention the trickiness of doing dishes."
The refrigerator door closes and David walks back to me, handing me the water bottle. "I'm going to go drop my stuff off and then go to the grocery store. I'll be back to cook you some lunch. You need some decent food to keep up your strength and help with recovery."
"You really don't have to do that."
"I know. I want to." I don't know what to say to that, so I just nod and agree.
David picks up his bag to head out. "I'll be back in an hour."
I stare after him as the door closes. David is cooking for me. I'm not sure what to do with that or why it makes me feel… something I can't find a name for at the moment. But it's definitely something good.
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