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      From living in a tent to owning her own business, an uptight business owner hires a broke billionaire who’s never worked in customer service. His inexperience could cost her everything including her livelihood but firing him could lose her more than her heart.

      Tiffany Louise comes from humble beginnings and has clawed her way to owning a modest business on wheels. Ready to take on an employee, Tiffany can’t find anyone willing to work for her. Desperate to increase the hours of operation for her shave ice truck and also… not to feel so alone, Tiffany staples ads all over the place, which doesn’t win her any love in the community. She’s only gotten as far as she has through sheer force of will and monumental control – and the townsfolk know it.

      Just when she thinks nothing can go her way, her luck changes when she convinces the charismatic Kaelin Steed to take the job, the confident and charming beach comber she sees every day.

      Kaelin Steed has lost everything in a family legal battle for billions and he’s returned to his grandmother’s hometown in the small town of Getaway Bay. Unwilling to use his autonomy to get ahead, Kaelin takes the last job anyone in town will consider – working for the shrewish shave ice truck owner with green eyes and unruly red hair.

      Kaelin just wants a steady check but his inexperience and cocky attitude not to mention inability to be subservient could cost them both their goals and their dreams.

      Chaos won’t be tolerated, but around Kaelin, Tiffany feels more out of control than the storms over the ocean.

      Falling in love isn’t an option when eating their next meal is on the line.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter One

          

        

      

    

    
      Kaelin

      “You’re not considering the job, are you? I’d rather be homeless than work for Tiffany Louis.” A woman all-but sewn into her bright pink and green spandex running clothes and carrying a small silicone-covered dumbbell in each hand stopped in her bouncing jog beside Kaelin. She leaned over his shoulder, pressing her chest against his arm, flashing him a nosy smile which showcased the creases of her lipstick leaking from the cracks in her aging lips.

      Blue eyeliner and the neon green of her running clothes juxtaposed and gave off a screaming 1980s vibe. Her perfume didn’t do her any favors either.

      Kaelin didn’t smile as he stared at her. He hadn’t asked for her opinion or for her to stop and tell him what he should think about the advertisement for work. The flier was stapled to the telephone pole at the start of the beach entrance, its tags fluttered in the ocean wind. He arched an eyebrow and held his tone deadpan as he replied, “Thank you. I’m homeless. A job is a job.”

      The woman’s eyes widened as she stopped bouncing and scanned his form for signs of his poverty. Kaelin didn’t care that she would see his designer board shorts, seven-hundred-dollar button-up shirt, or his Italian leather flip-flops and doubt him. She hadn’t slept on the beach the night before or the night before that or even before that.

      If he gave her his name, she would even call him a liar about being homeless. Kaelin Steed was known for his money and his work on a job that joined multiple communities toward prosperity. The old Kaelin Steed, anyway.

      Kaelin turned from her with clear dismissal in his mannerisms. He might be poor now, but just a week or so ago he’d had billions at his disposal. He wasn’t going to change who he was in that short a time frame.

      The woman leaned in, thick perfume coming off her in an attempt to pollute his breathing air. She tapped the ad with a sparkly pink fingernail and narrowed her eyes. “Well, you belong together. If you do get hired, tell her it’s inappropriate to staple things to the poles. It’s tackier than that beat-up truck she drives around.” The woman sniffed at Kaelin’s lack of response and turned, restarting her odd bouncing movement that was supposed to be a jog, but looked more like a spastic dance carrying her forward.

      Kaelin sighed, staring at the black and white hiring sign. The paper had a weathered appearance and not for the first time, Kaelin wondered how long the advert had been out.

      He reached into his pocket and fingered the last few dollars he had left for food. He was down to seven. Seven. That wasn’t enough to buy him a can of Spam and bread. Not on the islands. He might be able to get away with it for a couple more days inland, but with everything shipped to the islands of Hawaii, nothing came cheap.

      Shaking his head, Kaelin tried to contain his panic – the panic that seemed to be ever-present since he’d stepped off the plane into the humid air. He’d never been without money. He’d never been without anything. Growing up as a Steed in a world where money mattered, he’d known where he belonged – on top.

      Now, though, with the death of his grandfather, everything was on its head. The will had declared no one would have access to anything they hadn’t earned themselves in the family company or saved from their dividends until a decision was made on who would take the lead in Steed Enterprises.

      Kaelin had worked in the VP offices but he’d spent everything he earned and then some. He’d never known about budgeting or known a shortage of money outside of what was necessary for the company. He’d been assured that his experience wasn’t enough to land him the role of running the company. His accounts had been frozen and he hadn’t been able to pay the lease on his Manhattan apartment.

      When Meema had hugged him goodbye at the airport, she’d looked him straight in the eye. Her own had sparkled with tears as she’d said, “What makes a person a better man is the time spent as a have-not, when they have to learn how blessed they are to be a have.” She’d patted his shoulder with a gnarled, beloved hand. “You have always been a have, Kaelin-son. It’s time for you to grow as a have-not.”

      Well, Kaelin had been thrust into being a have-not and he hadn’t learned anything except what hunger felt like and that he had to watch for the Getaway Bay police department’s morning searches for vagrants – no, searches for him – around six every morning. He was a vagrant. He was homeless. And once these seven dollars disappeared, he’d be forced to be a beggar.

      That’s what he had learned so far – that police were consistent and food cost money he didn’t have.

      He refocused on the ad with its handwritten call for help on faded, crinkly paper.

      

      
        
        Hiring! Work for the local shave ice company that is taking Getaway Bay by storm. Requirements – shirt, shoes, and attention to detail. Look for the truck by the beach entrance and ask for Tiffany.

      

      

      

      Tiffany. Kaelin ran his fingertips along the bottom edge of the paper that had been cut into thin strips with the name of the company written in bold on each strip for someone to tear off. None of them had been taken.

      

      
        
        Rainbow Shave Ice and Cones.

      

      

      

      Kaelin narrowed his eyes and lifted his gaze from the paper to stare in the direction the truck sat.

      Calling it a beat-up old truck was being nice. The white front box-style truck wasn’t large by any stretch of the imagination, but it gave off the feeling of the local ice cream truck from when he was a kid. It didn’t take much to pretend music would come from hidden speakers at any time, announcing it was there to collect their money and deliver goodness. If he looked closer, he would see the balding tires and the flaking paint. But he didn’t want to look closer. He just wanted a job.

      Kaelin tried catching a glimpse of the woman he now had a name for. Tiffany. That was the red-head’s name. Her spitfire green eyes had watched him in return as he’d claimed his spot on the bench every night before the sun dipped below the ocean’s line for the last couple weeks. Even his sense of time had slipped.

      If he had more than the last few cents to his name, he would have approached her and bought a shave ice and talked to her. But his confidence had left him. Apparently, he had more of his identity wrapped up in his money than he’d been comfortable admitting.

      How could Kaelin ask her out when she’d have to pay for their date or worse, he would have to take her back to his place? She’d see that his place was on the beach with sand for carpet and his electricity was powered by the sun. At least the view was enviable.

      No. As much as he wanted to introduce himself and get to know the woman who showed up every day precisely at ten and left no earlier than nine-thirty every night, he couldn’t. He wasn’t himself. He was no longer Kaelin Steed. He was someone he was ashamed to look at in the public bathroom mirrors. He was no longer the man he thought he was.

      The bouncing woman who had interrupted him by the pole wasn’t the first one Kaelin had heard from about not applying for the job. He’d been watching the fliers for the last week.

      Tiffany had posted them all over Getaway Bay a few weeks ago – according to the locals. She’d ignored their anger from her actions and looked the other way as she’d stirred up irritation throughout the community. She’d held her head high and continued about her business. Her business model wasn’t concerned with the locals. Her demographic was with the tourists and he could see how they adored the truck.

      Kaelin had watched as tourists clamored for the shave ice from the truck that was right by the beach. Her business model was strong – bring the product to the customers. Eliminate the need to leave the beach. She’d seen a need and she filled it. Why wasn’t anyone else amazed by this?

      Every time her red hair had slipped out the window of the truck as she’d delivered items to customers or taken their money, Kaelin held his breath, watching from his bench. Yes, his bench. He didn’t go far from it. He didn’t have anywhere else to go. Plus, he had the best view on the island when Tiffany would step outside the truck-style van and bend over the motor and refrigeration equipment.

      Her long legs led up into forever under shorts that were neither too long nor too short. She wore tank tops with a modest collar and her makeup was always precise.

      In fact, until he’d learned her name, he’d called her Precise in his head.

      What would he say if he introduced himself? Well, before the ad, before he’d lost everything, he probably would have asked her to take a helicopter ride with him. But his helicopter, plane, and boat were under lockdown while the company legal team figured out what was going on and which direction the company and the family money would go.

      Meema had asked Kaelin to check in with her once a week before sending him back to her hometown. He still hadn’t figured out how to acquire a phone to do what she’d asked. His pride had taken a hit and when he’d left in a huff, he hadn’t looked back even though his regret was instantaneous at leaving everything behind.

      The texture of the ad paper between his fingers pushed him to go. The paper he wanted to feel was green and valuable. If he could get over the menial part of the job, he wouldn’t have a problem feeding himself. And food. He needed food. His mind kept wandering and it had to be from hunger.

      Jerking the entire ad from its position on the pole, Kaelin stepped onto the pavement from the cement sidewalk. His sandals ground the sand against the blacktop as he strode across the filling parking lot. Barely afternoon in the middle of the week and the lot was half-full with rental cars, local beaters, and a tourist bus.

      The Sweet Breeze Resort shared their beach with public access. There was never any shortage of people walking amongst the cabanas and Adirondack beach furniture.

      Hotel security monitored the northern curve of the beach just in front of the resort while the police department monitored the southernmost end of the curve, just before the jut out of the lava rocks that created the majority of the bay atmosphere.

      Well, for the west bay. The east bay shared the small peninsula with the west, but it too had a natural land lock-style to its beaches and business area that was similar to the west bay but with a lot more sand and natural landmarks.

      The afternoon breeze blew calmly off the ocean, as if pushed along by the waves crashing onto the sandy shore. It ruffled Kaelin’s hair back from his forehead and he reached up to rub at the stubble on his jaw.

      If he was going for a possible job, his appearance wouldn’t do – at least he could button up his shirt and try to make his hair more manageable. Or he could just brush back his hair. He didn’t have a comb or anything except his toothbrush which he’d snapped in half and put the brush head into his pocket so he could carry it with him.

      His pride was constantly coming back to bite him. When he’d refused to take anything with him when he’d left, he’d had to grab a toothbrush from a convenience stand in an airport – costing him three dollars. He’d only had his ID with him which his secretary had paperclipped to his plane ticket.

      Leaving without anything of his own or even stopping for cash was a decision he wanted to smack himself for every time he thought about it. He’d let his grief over his grandfather’s death and his anger at the whole situation carry him along. He’d shown just how spoiled he really was in that final decision. His Opa would be disappointed in him, if he were alive still.

      Kaelin left the bottom and top buttons of his shirt open and rolled the sleeves up to his elbows instead of leaving them open at the cuffs and flapping around his wrists where he’d had them the last few days.

      Stepping to the side of the parking lot, Kaelin took a deep breath. Was he nervous? Were those butterflies flapping around in his stomach? He hoped it was nerves for the job and not because he was finally getting a chance – and actually had a reason – to talk to the attractive red head.

      Because a job wasn’t hard to get as Kaelin Steed.

      Wait.

      Kaelin cocked his head to the side, watching the pack of customers thin out as they were served. He couldn’t get hired as Kaelin Steed. He didn’t want anyone to know he’d fallen from his billions. As far as anyone could know, he was just homeless. He needed a job. Wasn’t that enough information for anyone?

      Would it be enough for Tiffany? Would she be the type of woman who would discount him simply because he didn’t have a place to stay? His mouth went dry. He’d never been homeless, but he’d been more than aware of the prejudices and the treatment he’d been exposed to since he’d landed in Getaway Bay.

      The group of tourists received their large white plastic cones of colorful shave ice and walked away, leaving the perfect opening for Kaelin. He suddenly wasn’t sure if he wanted the job more than he wanted to hold onto the remnants of his shredded pride. What would he say? What would he do? Once he approached her looking for a job, all chances at asking her out on a date were nonexistent.

      Tiffany stepped down from the truck, glancing his way as she turned, presenting her backside to his inspection as she bent low over the front of the truck.

      Did she know what she was doing? Her rear end was appealingly curved. Maybe she offered the view because she knew who he was. It wouldn’t be the first time a woman had thrown herself at him because of his money. Did Tiffany recognize him? Why would she? He had to stop thinking the world revolved around him. If she recognized him, then she would have read it in the papers or wherever she got her news that he’d lost everything. If she’d read it, she wouldn’t be showing her shapely rear end to him like that. At least not on purpose.

      Kaelin needed the job and with no resume or work history to his name that didn’t include working for the family empire, Kaelin had to convince Tiffany to hire him. He’d have to use his charm. He’d have to lie.

      Running his fingers through the longer hair on top of his head, Kaelin took a deep breath.

      What if he wasn’t what she was looking for?

      What if she was exactly what he needed?
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      Tiffany

      The Hawaiian breeze blew across Tiffany’s sweat covered brow, a welcome respite from the heat of the truck. When the truck was running correctly, the refrigeration equipment gave off more heat than an oven in a bakery. When it was giving her problems – which was eighty-five percent of the time – Tiffany felt like she was right next to the volcano’s cranky opening.

      Customers came with a higher influx rate since she’d looked up the parking and permit laws for Getaway Bay. She could park and sell anything as long as she stayed on public thoroughfares. The parking lot was a public spot. She got there every day before the beach began to fill up and claimed the same spot where the palm trees cast shade after twelve-thirty and it was right next to the walking path from town to the beach.

      So far, so good. She could do this. Anxiety clenched in her gut. She didn’t have any other choice. She’d panhandled and did odd jobs for so long, saving her money and anything she could get, that when she’d finally been able to afford the rundown truck, she’d felt like she’d risen to the top of the world.

      Four weeks. She’d been selling shave ice for four weeks in Getaway Bay. The south side of the island wasn’t as busy as the north for a shave ice company but Tiffany had been watching that side of the island for
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