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  Wild & Free


Stacie wanted to strip on the beach. Theo didn’t allow it, but the wild beauty with hazel eyes was hard to forget. Something twisted at his gut whenever she was around. Theo wasn’t good at expressing his feelings, but he’ll battle his heart and mind to be with Stacie. 








  
  Ex Drama

Stacie


Wild & Free Beach Shoppe 

“One can be made,” I was checking the porcelain shards for the company’s name, but the guy was about to lose it. 
“Are you sure it’ll look like the original?” he asked. 
“Absolutely positive. They need the information to make a comparison. It’ll be expensive but worth it.” 
“I don’t care about the cost. I need another one,” he quickly glanced around like someone would find out. 
I asked for his name and number. He rattled off his info but his eyes kept darting around. 
Mr. Calder was in the shop with his family a few days ago. I remember talking with his wife and their kids were well-mannered. I wanted to help, but the pieces couldn’t be glued back together. 
I glanced at him, “You can save yourself the hassle and cash by telling your wife it was an accident.” 
“The doll has been in her family for generations. She’ll want a divorce,” he paused. “I should tell her I broke it.”   
I laughed, “You’re trying to take the easy way out. Well, these dolls aren’t hard to find. I can put in an order.” 
“Please do whatever you need to. Hopefully, she won’t notice it’s missing,” his voice shook. 
I double checked his number but didn’t get a chance to say anything else. Mr. Calder left the shop in a hurry. The door shut behind him. 
I shook my head. He didn’t seem like the lying type, so his wife would find out about the broken doll soon. 
I packed the shards into a cushioned box, filled out the order slip, and relaxed against the counter until the next customer was ready to check out.
Wild & Free was open seven days a week. People came to surf or relax on the beach. Business was good. 
“Is this the only size?” A woman held up a coverup.
“Yes. You can wear it different ways too,” I showed her how to tie it for three different looks. She purchased five in different colors. 
The bell chimed to signal someone walking in. 
I smiled at Dorian. “Surfboards are a few doors down.”
He grinned, “Are you kicking me out? I could be here to buy something.” 
“Right, well, holler if you need help,” I laughed when he started trying on sunglasses. 
“What do you think?” Dorian modeled the pair he was wearing. “Are these perfect for me or what?” 
“Or what,” I told him. 
He laughed and kept trying on glasses. He drew the attention of a woman nearby. I walked away to give them privacy. 
I was stocking shelves behind the counter when Dorian came over minutes later. “Why did you leave?” 
“I’m working if you haven’t noticed,” I glanced at him. “And I’m sure you could handle one woman who wants your attention.”  
He blushed, “Is this about my screw up with Laura?” 
“No. She’s in a relationship, so it’s your loss.” 
“I like her, but I couldn’t make it to Savage Paradise that night. I was caught up.” 
“More like tangled up in bed sheets.”  
Dorian laughed, “That too, damn, you’re brutal.”   
“Nope, I’m honest. What brings you in?” 
“I was having lunch with my brother.”
“Cool, tell Dash I said hello.”  
“I will. He says nothing but good things about you.”  
“Liar,” I laughed. “What did Dash say?” 
“You’re wild in bed but off in the head,” he repeated. 
“Aww. Dash knows me so well,” I sweetly replied. 
A customer tried not to react but failed. A low chuckle happened, so I checked him out. He was easy on the eyes with an attractive beach look. I winked at him.
Dorian noticed the guy’s reaction to my flirting. 
“See, some of us know what’s up. We don’t mind having a woman who’s out of control.”   
“Don’t try to compliment me. The answer is still no.”  
Dorian tried his best innocent look, “I didn’t ask you anything yet, so why are you shutting me down?” 
“You’ll ask if I have more single friends. No, you can’t be introduced.” I checked the price tag on the glasses and held out my hand for payment. 
He took out his wallet and offered cash. “Stacie, come on. I screwed up one time.” 
“Dorian, you had a chance with my best friend. One time was enough, but you don’t have trouble dating.” 
“That’s true,” he admitted. “I really should’ve told you to give Laura my number back then.”  
“You were too busy playing it safe and getting the wrong advice from your brother,” I glanced at Dash. “He’s hiding in plain view. What the hell is he doing?” 
Dorian chuckled, “He thinks you’re mad at him.” 
I sighed, “I can’t believe you’re his younger brother. Tell Dash, the next time he wants to talk. He can text, call, or come in like a normal person. It’s damn stupid to stand out there looking in.” 
Dorian and my customer started laughing. 
“Don’t encourage your brother,” I told Dorian and then eyed handsome. “Don’t agree with him. He’s trouble too.”   
“You’re trouble. That’s why his brother is afraid to come in,” he replied. 
“I’ll be whatever you want, if you’re a loyal customer.” 
“I love this place,” he held up his wooden basket. “As you can see.” 
“I see, and I like it. Keep shopping. I’m here if you need help.” He nodded and walked down the aisle. 
Dorian whispered, “He’s attracted to crazy. He’ll pile all kinds of shit in his basket. I bet he’ll ask you out.”  
“Did you call me crazy?” I stared at him. 
“Dorian blushed. “Yeah, but in a good way.” 
He and Dash looked similar with sandy-blond hair and irresistible smiles. They were born and raised near the shore. I had a soft spot for men who were rough around the edges, but Dash was on my last nerve, so his brother wouldn’t be able to smooth things over. 
I waited on the next customer. “Dorian, tell your brother to figure it out.” 
He chuckled, “Dash will ask about our conversation.”
“Say whatever you want,” I started ringing up items. 
Dorian pulled the tag off his sunglasses and put them on his head. “Will you be at Jack’s tonight?”  
“I have plans,” I said with ease. 
“Okay. Can I hang out with you and Laura sometime?”  
“Dorian, her boyfriend owns Savage Paradise, so if you’d like to come out for a drink, feel free.” 
“I’ll pass,” he quickly said, and my customer laughed. 
“See,” I teased him. “She knows what scared looks like, but you’re adorable.” 
We laughed. Dorian wanted to correct my statement but started laughing too. “Well, at least I’m cute.” 
“Yeah, you got that going for you. I’ll stop by Jack’s at the end of the night if I don’t have plans.”  
“Cool, catch you later,” Dorian left the shop. 
Dash was still lurking around outside. He asked his brother something. I shook my head and kept working. 
“They’re both cute,” the woman at the register said. 
“Yes, for sure, but they have commitment issues, especially the older brother. He’s good in bed, so if you don’t mind it then see what’s up with him. The younger one is stable and outgoing. Can’t say how he is in bed, but anything is worth trying once. Right?”  
“Absolutely. Thanks for the info,” she left the shop and sashayed to Dorian and Dash. 
The handsome customer was at the counter. 
“Did you hook her up with your ex?”
“I like her confidence. She can handle both brothers. I’m sure of it.” 
He laughed, “I’m scared of you.”  
“You wouldn’t believe how often I hear that,” I smiled. “Will this be all today?”  
“Maybe, for now,” his eyes locked on mine. 
Dorian’s statement about my being crazy must’ve sparked his interest. The guy left his number and a generous tip. I watched him leave and then looked at his number. Finn was definitely eye candy. 
Movement outside drew my attention. Finn and Dorian were laughing about something. Dash didn’t look thrilled. He was staring at me, so I flipped him off. 
Dash pointed to the door. Maybe he wanted to come in and have a word. I was all for it. 
I motioned for him to come on. I was working. Dash wouldn’t be interrupting my business, that was for sure. 
I placed a hand on my hip and waited. Dash didn’t want to risk it. He slowly backed off. Dorian couldn’t stop laughing. I wasn’t in the mood for Dash’s hot and cold attitude. Life was too short. 
I kept working. The guys were gone the next time I looked. The afternoon passed, and seven o’clock was closing time. I flipped the sign, locked up, and spent the next hour and twenty minutes cleaning up. 
I wasn’t in the mood for stock but planned to do it in-between customers the next morning. My business was finally where it needed to be, but it’s been nonstop work for three weeks. I couldn’t even think about hiring someone until my rainy-day fund had more cash in it. 
I finished around eight, went upstairs to shower and then padded into the bedroom wrapped in a comfy robe. My bed was tempting me. I wanted to curl up and say to hell with it, but my phone was vibrating like crazy. 
I checked my texts, replied to a few, and ignored Liam. Our random nights of sex were over. He didn’t believe it because he was asking about my plans. I didn’t bother to text him back even when the second one came through. 
I needed to get started or a night out wouldn’t happen. I chose a vintage sundress that tied on my shoulders, let my thick curls fall free, and put on sandals. 
My phone chimed at exactly nine-thirty. 
I answered Laura’s call, “Are you ready? You probably tried on half your closet.” 
Laura laughed, “I’m dressed and coming to get you.”  
“They’ll be no Blue Hawaiians for you.” I teased her. 
“I’m not driving. We’re using a car service.” 
“Ah, you’re learning,” I fluffed my curls. 
“Hush, I’m glad you’re coming out tonight. It’s been awhile. Will Liam meet us there?” 
“He texted a few minutes ago, so he’s available, but I’m not in the mood.” 
Laura laughed, “You two were insane together, but you said it was getting boring. We’ll have fun tonight.” 
We ended the call. I tucked my phone into my bag and checked out my outfit. It wasn’t the sexiest thing in my closet, but it was comfy, and I looked cute. 
I took my time on the stairs and locked up on my way out. Ocean breeze lifted my curls. The warm air felt good after spending the day in air conditioning. I enjoyed it for a few minutes until a sedan turned into the parking lot. The window slid down and Laura came into view. 
“Aren’t you a bohemian beauty,” she teased. 
I laughed and got into the car. “Thanks. I can tell you’ll be in rare form tonight.”  
Laura replied with a sassy shrug, “I want to start the weekend off with naughty fun.”  
We laughed and chatted. The plan was to have dinner and then hang out at Savage Paradise.  Theo came to mind. I wondered if he was on shift. 
“Hey, do you know if Theo is working tonight?” 
“I’m not sure, but he’s there most nights.” 
“Right. I didn’t want to ask. It’s, well, never mind.”  
Laura wasn’t fooled by how easily I brushed it off. And my crush on Theo wasn’t going away. I wanted him. 
The car stopped in front of the restaurant. 
We thanked the driver and went inside. Laura spoke to the host and then whispered. “Ask Theo out if he’s there.”
“You know I don’t handle rejection well,” I replied in a hushed tone. “I don’t want to get my feelings hurt.” 
We were settled at our table. 
Girl talk happened over dinner and wine.








  
  Not in the Mood for Bullshit

Theo


Executive Estates & Gardens 

Sleep never came easy, and my phone was pissing me off. I rubbed my face and glanced at the screen. The woman’s name was familiar, but we never hooked up. I couldn’t remember where we met. It had to be involving sex. 
 Hell, it was the only reason for her to call. 
I replied to her text and then sat up. I’ve been in San Diego for a year. My time was spent working at Savage Paradise until the Grand Opening. Business sky-rocketed during the first week and stayed that way. 
Tourist season happened, and the noise was a bitch to deal with at the rental. Rex purchased this house. He asked if I wanted to move in. The place was secluded. I slept more but never felt rested. 
I glanced at the time. It was after nine o’clock. I left work a few hours ago, but Mischa was sending texts back to back. She kept asking if I was on my way. I left the house minutes later. The drive to Savage Paradise didn’t take long, but the place was packed. 
A woman glanced in my direction. She whispered to her friend. I kept it polite on the way in. 
Kayson, Amara, Dee, and Jonah were on shift. 
Mischa was behind the bar. “I sent you like ten texts.”  
“And you didn’t say a damn thing. What’s up?” I walked around the bar to make sure everything was stocked. 
Mischa finished a drink order and hurried to explain. 
“Kayson was running late, and Jonah needed a break, so I asked Derek if he could stay.”
I gave her my full attention, “Mish, what happened?”  
“Derek said his shifts are always shitty unless he gets overtime. I tried talking to him, but he mouthed off. His friends came in. Derek was done for the night.” 
Mischa was holding back. I motioned for her to get to it. She lowered her voice, “Derek said I only got this job by fucking you and Rex. I fired him. Derek said he’d tell y’all I wanted to have sex. Jonah heard him. He wanted to handle it, but I couldn’t risk it. I texted you. I didn’t want to do something I couldn’t come back from.”  
My jaw tightened, “Where is he?” 
Mischa pointed to the entrance near the bay. I went out there and across the sand. The music pulsed. Someone laughed, but I moved through the crowd until I found him. Derek was with his friends, but I didn’t give a shit.
He said something that made a guy nearby stand up. I ignored him because I wasn’t in the mood for bullshit. 
“Derek, apologize to Mish and grab your shit.”   
“What?” he smirked. “Is she in there, lying? I don’t have to work overtime. My shift was over at nine.”   
“I won’t ask again,” I warned him. His friend didn’t like it, but I didn’t care about that either. The guy near him said something dumb. He stepped in my personal space. Maybe he thought the chest to chest bullshit meant something. It didn’t. 
I shoved him and gripped Derek up. The guy took a swing and missed. I punched him in the jaw and kept moving. Derek was begging me not to hurt him, but I yanked his ass around like a rag doll until we reached the bar. I shoved him. Dereck stumbled but regained his balance. Mischa was waiting with one hand on her hip. She wasn’t in the mood to hear his apology but he needed to give one. Derek glanced back and forth. 
“Do you need a reminder?” I stepped closer to him. 
“No, I’m good,” he cleared his throat. “Mischa, I’m sorry for being disrespectful.” 
She gave him a dirty look and went back to work. Mischa was done with the situation. 
Derek glanced at me.
The guy didn’t have a fucking clue. 
“Why are you still standing here?” I asked him. 
Derek left to grab his shit. He returned with his swipe card, badge, and whatever else. 
Kayson was nearby. I signaled for him. “I need you to round up his dumbass friends. They’re out by the bay.”  
Kayson headed in that direction. Derek kept looking around like someone would kick his ass at any minute. 
“It’s time to go,” I made my way to the exit. 
Derek wasn’t moving fast enough. My patience was so damn low, but I waited until we were near the parking lot to speak. Derek was about to say something but decided against it. Kayson came with his friends. 
“There will be a misunderstanding if I ever see any of you again,” I snatched up the jackass that took a swing at me. “I’ll make an exception for you. Come back whenever you feel courageous enough to finish what you started. Until then, get the fuck out.” 
I pushed him. They hurried to leave, but I waited in case they were amped enough to turn around. 
Kayson shook his head, “What was that about?” 
“Derek was talking shit to Mish.”  
“Well, fuck him. She’s good people,” Kayson waited until their cars pulled out the lot. He went back inside. 
I stayed by the entrance for a bit and then checked out the beach and garden areas. Two new guys started working security. Steve was holding things down on his end, but I wasn’t sure if Tucker would make it. He was flirting with a woman in a pink bathing suit. She had on shorts and sandals, so extra coverage wasn’t needed. 
Tucker was having a hard time focusing on anything but her. He straightened up when he saw me. Yeah, he wouldn’t last a week. 
My phone chimed.
Rex texted to say he was coming in.
Everything was cool, so I went back into the bar. 
Laura rushed toward me. “Teddy, are you okay?”
I smiled, “I didn’t see you come in. Yeah, I’m cool.” 
I was surprised to see Laura and wondered how much she saw. I glanced around. Stacie was there. She looked really pretty, but I didn’t let my eyes linger on her.
 “I was worried when I saw you with Derek.” Laura kept rambling for a second. She took a breath and then looked me over. “Are you really okay?”
“Yeah, go relax with your friend,” I motioned to Stacie. 
“Okay. I’ll talk to you later,” Laura went back to the bar. 
Stacie looked in my direction again. It was only a second. Maybe she wasn’t interested. We didn’t meet on the best terms. Things went sideways the first night she was here. We argued, and the situation was damn crazy. Stacie didn’t back down when I said she wouldn’t be stripping on the beach. Her playful teasing put me in a different space, so I felt some type of way when she left with her friend. The girls knew him, but I didn’t like it. 
Stacie was alone the next time she came in. I kept my distance, not wanting to overstep. We exchanged a few words at the most, but it was good to see her. 
A few weeks passed. Stacie wasn’t around. We didn’t know each other, so it should’ve been okay, but it wasn’t.
I asked Rex about Stacie. He didn’t say much, so I figured she was avoiding me. I wanted to forget about her, but Stacie came to the Luau. She looked good with flowers in her hair. Stacie was learning to Hula Dance but didn’t need lessons from what I saw.
 She had fun, and I stayed in the background, wanting to say more, but never finding the right words. 
The feeling twisted at my gut when I glanced at her. Stacie’s eyes locked on mine. I broke eye contact and used the garden exit. I took the path to the beach. People were sipping drinks near the fire pits. Nothing was out of the ordinary.
I rounded the building and scanned the lot. Part of the beach was closed off near the fence. It was a nice place to relax in-between making rounds. Rex’s car pulled into the lot. I waited until he was close by to speak. 
“Derek is fired. We kicked his friends out too.” 
“Mish called. She explained how things went down,” Rex glanced at me. “Are you cool?” 
“Yeah. His friend missed by a mile.”  
“I didn’t know the guy tried you.”   
“He shouldn’t have, but he’s welcome to come back whenever he’s ready.” 
Rex chuckled, “I doubt that’ll happen. How’s Mish?” 
“Better, but she was pissed about it.”
“I’ll check on her,” Rex replied. “She could’ve let Jonah take care of it. He would’ve been covered from our end.” 
“Yeah, but he don’t have to take shit from Derek. I’m paid to do it.” 
We were walking toward the entrance, so I kept my voice lowered. “Stacie is here with Laura.”
Rex glanced at me. “Did you speak to her?” 
“Nah. I don’t want to interrupt her night.”   
“You’ve been asking about her for weeks but avoided her at the Luau. She’s here and you still won’t talk to her.”
Rex didn’t say more because we walked into the bar. I tried not to look in Stacie’s direction but glanced at her anyway. She was a natural beauty with a lush pout and hazel eyes that sparkled whenever she smiled. 
I was attracted to her from the start, and the stunt she pulled the night we met was imprinted in my mind. 
I ignored the sensation tearing at my gut and tried looking at her like she was any other woman. 
Stacie laughed and pushed a stray curl away from her face. It sprung back, so she tucked a handful of curls behind her ear. I was enjoying her movements more than she knew. I was cool with checking her out from a distance until she said something to Kayson. 
He laughed and shook his head. 
My jaw tightened. I was pissed because Kayson had her smiling when all she did was avoid me. 
The urge to interrupt their conversation faded when Stacie redirected her attention. I didn’t get involved with women longer than late-night or morning sex. 
What was up with my feelings? 







  
  Checking Him Out 

Stacie


Laura was worried, but Theo could handle whatever came his way. She came back to the bar, “Teddy’s okay.” 
“He looks great from where I’m sitting, but it’s his job to protect the place.” I sipped my drink to hide my feelings. 
Laura relaxed on a stool next to me, “You’re right, but I was surprised to see him get into it with Derek.”
 I glanced at Theo, and my eyes swept over his gray shirt, dark denims, and worn-out leather boots. His brown hair was nice and thick. I wanted my hands tangled in it. He could relax between my thighs and let me take control. I could imagine it. Theo would probably do it all night long. His eyes locked on mine. Yeah, those cerulean blues didn’t miss a thing. 
Our connection broke seconds later, but the look he threw my way said more than words ever could. I didn’t want to glance in his direction but another peek couldn’t hurt. Theo was leaning on the bar, keeping an eye on everything around him. He chuckled at something a woman said. I didn’t bother to look at her. I wasn’t jealous and could please a man with the best of them. 
Kayson was flirting with me. 
That called for a little sass. 
He laughed, “Pretty Girl, I’m still scared of you.”  
“You should be,” I teased him. 
Kayson moved onto the next drink order. 
Laura couldn’t stop laughing, “He’s trying you out.”
I smiled, “Kayson is a flirt. I’m glad you talked me into this.” 
“You needed a night out.” 
“You have no idea,” I swayed in rhythm with the beat.
Savage Paradise had a sexy theme. I felt naughty sitting there. A guy wanted to send drinks, but Kayson kept it from happening. Amara said something to make him laugh. She was a pretty distraction. The guy started flirting with her. 
I scanned the bar for Theo. He wasn’t around. I was disappointed. Mischa came to chat. We talked, but I kept looking for Theo. 
“I’m taking a walk,” I eased off my stool. “I’ll be back.”
Laura glanced at me. She probably figured I’d stalk Theo. We tried with her boyfriend. It didn’t work out, and I got on Theo’s last nerve, but I was lusting after him before I knew his name. 
Maybe my infatuation would end if we had sex. 
I sipped my drink and wandered away from the bar and down the stone steps. The firepits and torches were lit. Music and laughter drifted on the air. The beach was crowded as usual, so I used the garden path. The flowers and vines made it feel like a hidden place in the jungle. 
People were hanging out in the garden, so I went inside and down the hall to relax on the wooden deck. The bay shimmered, and it felt like I could see every star in the sky. Peace and quiet was all I needed.
My phone vibrated. I glanced at the text and tried to think if I ever hooked up with the guy. Probably not, but a ten o’clock text meant there wouldn’t be talking involved. My dating life was casual sex and good times. 
“Hey,” Theo’s sexy voice surprised me. 
I glanced over my shoulder. “Are you here to see if I’m following the rules? I’m wearing clothes. I learned my lesson the first time.” 
He chuckled, “I doubt it.”  
I smiled. “You’re right, I didn’t, but you were mad, so I’ll be on my best behavior tonight.” 
“I like you wild. I didn’t want to kick someone’s ass.”
I didn’t expect him to say that, so I didn’t have a sassy comeback for it. I blushed and stared at the water. 
Theo was temptation wrapped in a rugged package. He was inches away and his scent was sandalwood mixed with something deep and rich. 
I resisted the urge to move closer to him.
Theo placed his hands on the railing. “Listen, I’m not trying to start shit with you.” 
I wasn’t fazed by his gruffness at all. Theo didn’t know how good he sounded. It was a turn on, but I couldn’t let him know. “I figured you didn’t want me around.”
“Nah. I don’t know what to do with you.”  
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