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            Chapter One

         
         I am the number one Wells Whitaker fangirl.

         
         Sure, golf’s resident bad boy has seen better days, but that’s the thing about being a fangirl.

         
         Be in it for life or keep walking, pal.
         

         
         There are three qualities one must possess to make an impact as a fangirl.

         
         Number one: Enthusiasm. Let them know you’re there, baby. Otherwise blend into the polo shirts and khakis like everyone else.

         
         Number two: Persistence. Skipping tour stops in one’s home state isn’t an option. Fangirls show up and show out.
         

         
         Number three: Bring snacks. Food at a golf course is expensive and no one is cheerful after shelling out fourteen dollars
            for a hot dog.
         

         
         To be fair, it hurt to drop five bucks on lunch these days, but Josephine Doyle wasn’t thinking about that now, because Wells Whitaker himself was making his way
            to the tee box of the ninth hole. And oh, he was in rare form today. Surly as a snake, unshaven, ignoring the outstretched
            hands of spectators hoping for a high five from the once-promising golfer. He raked a hand down his handsome face, shook out
            a tattooed forearm, and yanked the driver out of his bag with all the ceremony of a lint flick.
         

         
         Utterly majestic.

         
         Josephine popped in one of her AirPods and tapped on the tournament livestream, her ear flooded by the jocular tones of the commentators, Skip and Connie. 

         
         
            
               
                  Skip: Well, it’s a beautiful day here in Palm Beach Gardens, Florida. Unless, of course, you’re Wells Whitaker. In which case the
                     sunlight is probably irritating your hangover.
                  

                  Connie: This year’s tour has presented quite a challenge to the golfer, who has already seen better days at twenty-nine. He swung
                     into the tour on a wrecking ball five years ago, won three majors. Now? Most weeks, he’s lucky to make it past the opening
                     round.
                  

                  Skip: Today . . . well, let’s put it bluntly, there isn’t a chance on God’s green earth Wells makes it through to tomorrow. And
                     frankly, Connie, I don’t think he cares.
                  

                  Connie: Not if his nocturnal activities are any indication, Skip. Take to the internet for proof that golf is the furthest thing
                     from Whitaker’s mind. A mere six hours ago, he was questioned by police after a bar brawl in Miami—
                  

               

            

         
         Josephine plucked out her AirPod and shoved it into the pocket of her official Wells Whitaker brand pants. It wasn’t so long
            ago that Skip and Connie worshipped Wells. In the fangirl business, they were called Fair Weather Fans. They showed up for
            a player only on his best day. When the window into success wasn’t even a smidgen grimy.
         

         
         That’s fine. Josephine would more than compensate for those Judases.

         
         And today?

         
         Today she would finally get the chance to tell Wells she hadn’t counted him out. Down? Sure. But never out. She’d look right into those bloodshot eyes and remind him that his greatness wasn’t something that could go away. It had simply gotten hidden beneath self-doubt, alcohol, and a frown that could scare the feathers off a duck. 

         
         Josephine still couldn’t believe she’d won the contest.

         
         Even if she had entered it sixty-one times.

         
         Lunch and Lessons with Wells Whitaker. One lucky fan would share a meal with the once-great and soon-to-be-great-again Wells, followed by a putting lesson. Technically,
            Josephine didn’t need the lesson, as she’d grown up on a golf course, worked in a pro shop, and spent her days teaching proper techniques to customers.
         

         
         Golf was her life. She was more stoked for her chance to shake some sense into the defeated athlete. No one else seemed inclined
            to take on the task. Especially his caddie, who appeared to be watching Vanderpump Rules on his phone.
         

         
         Really, the sparse crowd that had followed Wells to this hole seemed inclined to knock off early or find a more popular player
            to watch, a couple of them breaking from the pack and wandering toward the clubhouse before Wells even took his shot. A bunch
            of Fair Weathers if Josephine had ever seen them.
         

         
         Unfortunately, Wells looked like he was considering dropping out of the tournament altogether, too. On one hand, that would
            mean Josephine would get lunch sooner. Her waning blood sugar could use the boost.
         

         
         On the other, she’d rather see him finish the day on a high note.

         
         Time to make an impact.

         
         Josephine reached down deep for her fangirl wail and set it loose, startling many a khaki-pants-wearing man in the process. “Let’s go, Wells. Put it in the hole!”
         

         
         The golfer gave her a stone-faced look over his generously muscled shoulder, affording her a view of his light brown eyes
            and square jaw. “Oh, look. It’s you. Again.”
         

         
         Josephine gave him a winning smile and held up her sign, which read wells’s belle. “You’re welcome.”
         

         
         A line popped in his stubbly cheek.

         
         “You got this,” she mouthed at him. Then couldn’t resist adding, “I’m excited about our lunch today. You remember that I won
            the contest, right?”
         

         
         His sigh could have knocked over a small child. “I tried to forget, but you tagged me in your Instagram story. Eight times.”

         
         Had it been eight times? She could have sworn she’d limited herself to six. “You know how the important things get swallowed
            up on that app.”
         

         
         “Well. It didn’t.” He prodded at a lip that looked suspiciously split. “Do you mind if I concentrate on this shot now? Or
            do you want to go over the specials menu?”
         

         
         “I’m good. Great, actually.” Josephine pressed her lips together to stop the smile from bursting straight off her face and held up her sign
            with renewed purpose. Everyone in the crowd was gaping at her—something that used to be a lot easier when she had her partner
            in crime. Her best friend, Tallulah, used to accompany Josephine on these fangirl outings for moral support, but she was currently
            on a research trip out of the country, leaving Josephine to hold down the sidelines alone. But Josephine was okay with that.
            She was thrilled her friend had gotten the once-in-a-lifetime opportunity. Didn’t mean she didn’t miss her terribly.
         

         
         Swallowing the goose egg in her throat, Josephine ignored the man furiously brandishing a paddle at her that read quiet please and shouted, “Keep it in the short grass, Wells, you absolute legend!”
         

         
         “Ma’am,” the paddle man snapped.

         
         Josephine winked at him. “I’m done.”

         
         “Good.”

         
         “For now.”

         
         Wells watched the exchange while shaking his head, then turned back around, shifted down into his stance, and . . . look,
            there was simply no ignoring the gas in the man’s tank. Glute strength gave a golfer driving power and Wells’s posterior was
            the one part of his career that remained a champion. Bounce a quarter off that thing? Nah, try two silver dollars. They would
            rebound off his well-rounded booty and knock a fangirl out cold. And she’d go down smiling.
         

         
         “Once upon a time, Whitaker would have birdied this hole in his sleep,” a man standing behind Josephine whispered to his son.
            “Shame he let it all go down the drain. They should take his tour card before he embarrasses himself more than he already
            has.”
         

         
         Josephine glanced back over her shoulder, giving the spectator the most disdainful look she could muster. “He’s right on the
            verge of a comeback. Too bad you can’t see it.”
         

         
         The man and his son issued an identical scoff. “I’d need a microscope, honey.”

         
         “To those with an untrained eye, maybe.” She sniffed. “I bet you guys spend fourteen dollars on hot dogs.”

         
         “Ma’am,” begged the paddle guy. “Please.”
         

         
         “Sorry.”

         
         Wells flexed his grip around the club, squinted out at the fairway, and hauled back, his once-famous drive missing its former
            finesse.
         

         
         The ball sailed straight into the trees.

         
         Disappointment rippled all the way down to Josephine’s toes. Not for herself, because she hadn’t gotten the privilege of witnessing something great, but for Wells. She watched the way his shoulders tensed, his head dropping forward. The hushed murmurings of the crowd might as well have been cymbals crashing. The last remaining spectators wandered away, off to find pastures that didn’t need so much watering. 

         
         But Josephine stayed. It was the fangirl way.

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter Two

         
         How did that saying go?

         
         You’re the hardest on the ones who love you the most?

         
         Apparently, it was true. Because Wells had one fan left—one single, overzealous, and annoyingly cute fan—and his first instinct
            was to blame his botched shot on her. That wasn’t fair; he’d botched plenty of shots lately without her standing on the sidelines.
            Maybe he’d finally reached his capacity for self-disgust. Or maybe he was simply the shithead so many friends and admirers
            had written him off as over his two-year decline.
         

         
         Whatever the reason, the fact that she remained there even now, steadfast and smiling encouragingly after he’d shot straight
            into the fucking trees? Wells couldn’t bear it. She needed to go, like the rest of them. Get lost. This auburn-haired sideline
            warrior wearing his merch was the only thing that had gotten him out of bed this morning—because she was always at his Florida
            tour stops. Always. Without fail. Didn’t she know they’d discontinued his clothing line last year? He’d been dropped by Nike,
            too. At this stage, he would be lucky to get a sponsorship from a dandruff shampoo brand.
         

         
         His mentor, the legendary Buck Lee, wouldn’t even return his texts.

         
         The world had counted him out long ago.

         
         Yet, there she stood, holding the sign.
         

         
         Wells’s Belle.

         
         Jesus Christ. He needed to put this girl out of her misery.

         
         The only way to do that was to put himself out of it first. Otherwise, she would show up next week, next month, next year.
            Fresh and unfailing and staunchly supportive, no matter how low he finished on the leaderboard at the end of the day. She
            kept coming back.
         

         
         Therefore, Wells kept coming back, not wanting to disappoint her.

         
         His last remaining fan. His last remaining . . . anything.

         
         Josephine.

         
         But he didn’t want to do it anymore. Didn’t want to show up and try uselessly to recapture the glory days. He’d lost his magic
            and would never find it again. It was somewhere out in the trees with his ball. She needed to go, so he could pull the plug. So he could stop waking up every morning trying to locate his missing optimism. He could finally drink
            himself to death in peace and never see another golf green for the rest of his life.
         

         
         None of which would be happening if he followed through on this ridiculous contest.

         
         “Go.” Turning on a heel, he ripped off his glove and waved it in the general direction of the fans streaming toward the clubhouse.
            Looking her in the eye was hard, which was ridiculous because he didn’t even know her. Not personally. And he never would. They’d had many brief exchanges on the course, but all their conversations were
            golf-related. Quick, if somehow . . . meaningful. More important than the average interaction with a spectator. He couldn’t
            dwell on that, though. It was over. “Go. I’m dropping out.” Finally, he found the balls to lean across the rope and meet her
            widening green eyes. “It’s over, belle. Go home.”
         

         
         “No.”

         
         Laughing without humor, he chucked his glove down the fairway. If only he could play a ball that straight. “Well, you’re going to be cheering for a ghost, because I’m done.” 

         
         Slowly, she lowered her sign.

         
         The sight made his chest lurch, but he didn’t let himself flinch outwardly.

         
         “You’re down but you’re not out, Wells Whitaker.”

         
         “Listen to me. I’m out. I’m quitting the tour. There is no reason for you to come here anymore, Josephine.”

         
         All at once, her smile brightened and, God help him, she went from cute to stunning—an observation that could mean absolutely nothing, since they were cutting ties right here and now. “You called me by my
            first name. You never have before.”
         

         
         He knew that fact well, didn’t he? He’d refrained from calling her anything but her self-selected nickname, because anything
            else felt too personal. And there was nothing personal here. They were athlete and number one fan—and they needed to be done.
            Over. He had to sever this remaining tie to golf or he’d never be able to get on with the rest of his miserable has-been existence.
            At twenty-nine.
         

         
         Goddamn this sport.

         
         And goddamn her for making him want to show up and try.

         
         Utterly ridiculous, considering this was the first time Wells had even said her name, despite the fact that she’d been cheering
            him on from behind the rope for the five years he’d been on the tour.
         

         
         “What about the contest?” she said, folding up her sign and holding it to her chest. “Lunch and Lessons with Wells Whitaker.
            I won.”
         

         
         He gestured to the trees. “Obviously I’m in no position to give you a lesson.”

         
         She stared off down the fairway for a moment. Then said, “I’m a coach, myself. Maybe I could give you one.”

         
         Wells did a double take. “Excuse me?”

         
         “I said, maybe I could give you one.” She winced, as if she’d finally run that presumptuous suggestion through a filter. “My
            family owns a little pro shop nearby and I know everything there is to know about golf. My first pair of baby shoes had spikes
            on the bottom.” She took off her visor and now . . . her eyes looked even bigger. More compelling. And he didn’t know why,
            but letting this loyal girl down wasn’t sitting well. “You don’t love the sport anymore. Maybe I can help you love it again.
            That’s what I meant by giving you a lesson—”
         

         
         “Josephine, listen to me. I don’t want to love it anymore. I’ve lost my soul to this game and it has given me nothing in return.”
         

         
         She gasped. “Nothing except three majors titles.”

         
         “You don’t understand. The titles start to mean nothing when you’re incapable of doing it again.” He closed his eyes and let
            the truth of those words sink in. First time he’d said them out loud. “The best thing you can do for me is leave. Pick some
            other golfer to harass, okay?”
         

         
         His only remaining fan tried to keep her features stoic, but he’d inflicted some hurt with that suggestion. Keep going. Get it over with. Even if the idea of her cheering for another player made him want to impale himself on his wedge.
         

         
         Wells bit down hard on his tongue so he wouldn’t take it back.

         
         “It’s a bad day. Shake it off and get back out here tomorrow.” Her laugh was incredulous. “You can’t just quit golf.”

         
         He laughed as he turned and strode for his bag, his caddie nowhere in sight. “Golf quit me. Go home, belle.” There was a note
            stuck between his clubs. Frowning, he plucked it up between two fingers to find a resignation letter from his caddie. If one
            could call a scrawled note on a bar napkin a resignation letter. Instead of being angry, Wells felt nothing but relief.
         

         
         Excellent timing.

         
         That saved him having to fire the son of a bitch.

         
         “Wells, wait.”

         
         His back muscles tightened at the sight of Josephine ducking under the rope and jogging in his direction, her deep, reddish-brown
            ponytail swinging side to side. Such a move was wildly against the rules, but there was no one left to care. He’d leave the
            club and no one would even notice, would they? Except her.
         

         
         “There are people who still believe in you,” she said.

         
         “Really? Where?” He hefted the bag onto his shoulder. “All I see is you.”

         
         Again, hurt trickled into her gaze and he ignored the impulse to throw down his bag, tell her everything. How his mentor had
            abandoned him after one bad season and he’d realized his support system was all smoke and mirrors. At the end of the day,
            he was alone, like he’d been since age twelve. All anyone cared about now was how well he hit this little white ball and God, he resented that. Resented the game and everything about it.
         

         
         “I’ll stay right here until everyone comes back,” she said.

         
         Frustration raked down his insides like a pair of fingernails. He just wanted to throw in the towel and she was the only one
            preventing him from doing it.
         

         
         Wells steeled himself against the urge to set down his bag and select a club one more time, for this person who unwisely continued
            to believe in him. He reached for her sign instead, calling himself ten times a bastard as he tore it straight down the middle.
            He threw the two sides onto the grass, forcing himself to look her in the eye, because he couldn’t be a bastard and a coward. “For the last time, I don’t want you here.”
         

         
         Then it finally happened.

         
         She stopped looking at him as if he were a hero.

         
         And it was a million times worse than hitting into the trees.

         
         “Sorry about lunch,” he said thickly, wheeling around her. “Sorry about everything.”

         
         “What about your green jacket?”

         
         Wells stopped in his tracks, but didn’t turn to face her. He couldn’t let anyone see what those two words—green jacket—did to him. Especially her. The tournament held in Georgia every year was widely regarded as a kingmaker. You win the Masters
            Tournament? You are an automatic icon. The winner was traditionally awarded a very distinct green jacket and lorded over anyone
            who didn’t have one. Aka the dream. “What?”

         
         “You said once that your career wouldn’t be complete without winning a green jacket at Augusta. You haven’t done it yet.”

         
         A shard of ice dug into his gut. “Yes, I’m aware of that, Josephine. Thank you.”

         
         “Goals don’t just stop being goals,” she said adamantly. “You can’t just stop wanting something after working so hard for
            it.”
         

         
         “I can. I have.”

         
         “I’m calling bullshit, Wells Whitaker.”

         
         “Call bullshit all you like. I won’t be here to listen.”

         
         With that, he left the course for the final time—and he was right, no one noticed.

         
         No one except for Josephine. The last person on planet Earth pulling for him. He would very likely never see her again. Never
            overhear her defend him in the crowd or see her signs pop up reassuringly among the baseball caps, her unusually colored hair
            a perfect complement to the green surrounding her.
         

         
         Acknowledging that was a lot harder than he expected, but he kept walking. Halfway to the parking lot, he dropped his golf
            bag and let the clubs spill out, not giving a shit what happened to them. The lack of weight should have made him feel lighter.
         

         
         The sense of freedom would come eventually. Right?

         
         Any second now.

         
         But when he looked back at the course and saw Josephine still standing in the same spot, facing away from him, the heaviness
            intensified so swiftly that his gait faltered. Still, he commanded himself to get into the driver’s side of his Ferrari, giving
            the ivy-covered establishment the finger as he peeled out of the lot.
         

         
         Wells Whitaker was done with golf and everything that came with it.

         
         Including green-eyed optimists who made him wish he could win again.

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter Three

         
         Three weeks after quitting the tour, Wells cracked open one stinging eye and had no idea what day it was. It might have been
            June or December. For all he knew, he’d gone backward in time. He’d disconnected from reality as soon as he left that golf course in Palm Beach Gardens and returned to his condo
            in Miami. Drinking. Lord Jesus, there had been so much drinking, his lungs and guts felt like they were caked in fresh tar.
         

         
         Despite the wicked stepmother of headaches currently crushing his skull beneath the toe of her boot . . . his limbs were kind
            of jumpy. An indistinct memory poked the back of his neck like a bony finger. He needed to get out of bed and do something.
            But what? There was no tee time, no practice round, no press conference. Nothing to do but get lit again.
         

         
         Hurricane Jake.

         
         “Fuck.”

         
         His arm shot straight out to grab the remote control, his body twisting around in the sheets to sit up. There was a hurricane
            last night. Apart from some strong winds and lashing rain, he hadn’t really felt the effects in his high-rise condo. Last
            thing he remembered, it was going through Palm Beach and goddammit, he’d thought of her. Josephine. She lived there, right?
            My family owns a little pro shop nearby. He recalled her saying that. So if she didn’t live in Palm Beach, then close. Close enough to get hit.
         

         
         And he must have been a stupid level of drunk, because he’d had the irrational worry that she might still be standing on that golf course watching him leave when the hurricane landed. A ridiculous notion that he wasn’t any less stressed about in the light of day. 

         
         He had no obligation to that woman.

         
         It wasn’t as though he’d formally invited her to be his number one fan.

         
         His only fan.
         

         
         At this point, she’d probably started cheering for someone else.

         
         Good.

         
         Stomach gurgling with acid, Wells turned on the seventy-inch flat-screen opposite his bed and flipped to the news, his heart
            sinking like an anchor when the destruction appeared. The coast had been clotheslined by hundred-and-fifty-mile-an-hour winds,
            torrents of rain. Blackouts and flooding. Cars overturned. The sides of buildings had been ripped clean off.
         

         
         Was she affected?

         
         Wells muted the television and fell back against the headboard, his finger tapping anxiously on the remote. This wasn’t his
            problem. There were emergency services who helped people after weather disasters. Not to mention, he wasn’t in any shape to
            help anyone.
         

         
         He needed the help.
         

         
         Cautiously, he turned his swimming head and glanced around the room. Discarded clothing, bottles, glasses, and plates holding
            half-eaten food. He’d gone full rogue, abandoning his protein diet and exercise routine. Also, shaving and showering and productivity.
            A few nights ago, he’d forced himself to venture outside, but that decision had led to yet another bar fight with some clown
            who’d lost fantasy sports money thanks to Wells’s bad performance. So his right eye was purple and swollen. It provided little
            comfort that the other guy looked worse.
         

         
         Getting sucker punched hurt like hell, but the brawl itself was a relief. He’d grown up fighting. In school, he’d spent more time in the principal’s office than the principal herself. An angry kid—that’s what he’d been. Resentful over being abandoned by his parents. Turbulent and hot-tempered. 

         
         Then Buck Lee had gotten ahold of him.

         
         The summer Wells turned sixteen, he’d scored a job shagging balls at the local golf course and mainly, he’d been excited for
            an opportunity to silently mock the rich kids while he earned a few bucks. Where would he be now if he’d never picked up that
            driver and smashed a ball three hundred yards while Buck watched from the clubhouse?
         

         
         Probably not sitting in a five-million-dollar condo.

         
         Stressing about a girl he barely knew.

         
         Wells’s Belle.

         
         A pressing sense of responsibility had him growling and reaching for his phone. His manager had quit weeks ago and they’d
            had zero communication, but he’d bite the bullet for some information. Otherwise, he’d always wonder if something bad had
            happened to her on his watch—
         

         
         On his watch?

         
         “Stop acting like she’s your girlfriend. She’s a fan.”
         

         
         Big, optimistic green eyes shining up at him.

         
         I’ll stay right here until everyone comes back.

         
         “Dammit.” Was his head pounding with the force of his hangover or was it something else? Wells didn’t know, nor did he care
            to explore the reason he felt a responsibility to a certain redhead. So he just dialed.
         

         
         His ex-manager, Nate, answered on the third ring, sounding groggy. “You better not be calling me to bail you out.”

         
         “I’m not.” On the screen of his television, the news was showing a shelter full of people displaced by the storm and he furiously scanned the faces for one full of hope and humor. “Listen, remember that contest? People entered to have lunch and a putting lesson with me.” 

         
         “The contest only eighty-one people entered?”

         
         Wells winced. “I’m not sure it was necessary to give me that number.”

         
         He could almost see his old manager giving a negligent shrug. “Why are you suddenly concerned about the contest? The clubhouse
            restaurant called to let me know you’d blown off the reservation. I’m telling you, I was shocked.”
         

         
         “You shouldn’t be. Their food sucks.” He pictured himself sitting across from Josephine in the brightly lit clubhouse restaurant
            and felt his stupid pulse move just a little faster. “Christ. I could have taken her somewhere nicer.”
         

         
         “The quality of their niçoise salad is neither here nor there, because you didn’t hold up your end of the bargain, my man.”

         
         “You don’t need to remind me,” Wells snapped, triggering an ache behind his eye.

         
         Had Josephine been really disappointed he didn’t take her to lunch?

         
         Of course, she had. He’d done nothing but let her down. For years.
         

         
         “Just give me the winner’s number and I’ll leave you alone,” Wells rasped.

         
         “What?” Nate laughed. “I can’t do that. Ever heard of privacy laws?”

         
         The pinch of panic he experienced really didn’t agree with him. “I’m taking her to fucking lunch, all right? I don’t like
            the loose end.”
         

         
         “She doesn’t want lunch. She doesn’t want anything from you.”

         
         Wells’s hand tightened around the remote, the sound of the news reporter’s voice turning muffled in his ears. “What the hell does that mean?” 

         
         “It means . . .” Nate groaned, followed by the sound of bed springs creaking in the background. “I don’t like loose ends,
            either. After I found out you pulled a no-show on the reservation, I called the winner and offered to set up the same deal—lunch
            and a lesson—with another, less grouchy golfer.”
         

         
         “You what?” His hangover leaked out of his ears, leaving him so painfully sharp and clearheaded, it was almost disorienting. “She’s
            my fan.”
         

         
         “Not anymore. I offered to send her some Wells Whitaker memorabilia and she turned that down, too. Your beer koozies hath
            no power here.”
         

         
         Wells was out of bed and pacing now, but he couldn’t remember standing up. Was the floor tilting or was he still drunk? “I
            don’t give a shit about privacy laws. Just give me her number.”
         

         
         “Not a chance. I escaped your employment without getting sued and I don’t intend to open myself up for those legal ramifications,
            especially now that I’m not on your payroll.”
         

         
         “This is crazy,” Wells shouted into the phone. “I’m trying to do the right thing.”

         
         “It’s too late, man,” Nate said back, his voice elevating to match Wells’s. “You’ve ignored obligations and behaved like a
            royal prick for two years. You’ve always been a royal prick, but now that you don’t have the golf game to back it up, no one has to deal with you. Especially me.
            Goodbye, Wells.”
         

         
         Silence swam in his ear.

         
         God, he needed a drink. Badly.

         
         But he couldn’t seem to make the move to the kitchen to get a fresh bottle of scotch. Everything Nate had said was true—he had behaved like a relentless prick his entire career. Trash-talked the other pros instead of making friends. Been indifferent toward the fans. Either outright ignored the press or gave them answers they couldn’t air on television. 

         
         More than anything, he wanted to give the world his middle finger and go back to bed. No one expected anything from him. He
            had no family to let down. No real friends to piss off. No mentor to disappoint.
         

         
         But as loudly as oblivion called to him, the crystal-clear memory of her sang louder.
         

         
         God, it was annoying.
         

         
         “We’re getting lunch, Josephine,” Wells shouted on the way to the shower. “Dammit, we’re getting lunch.”
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter Four

         
         Josephine hung up the phone with a shaking hand, a wounded sound escaping her mouth as she surveyed what used to be her family’s
            pro shop. When law enforcement had officially declared it safe to drive on the roads, she’d jumped into her ancient Camry
            immediately, steeling herself for the worst the entire way. Yet she still hadn’t been prepared.
         

         
         Half of the inventory of clubs was gone. Floated away in the flood waters or possibly looted. The cash register was on its
            side in a bank of sludge. The display of rangefinder binoculars she’d arranged only last week was sticking out through the
            broken back window.
         

         
         All she could do was stare at the mess. She had no idea where to begin cleaning up. If there was a place to sit down, she
            would do it now. In her haste to get out of her apartment, she’d forgotten to eat breakfast and the beeping on her phone reminded
            her of that now. Her low-blood-sugar alert was going off.
         

         
         Movements lethargic, Josephine rooted in her purse for her plastic roll of glucose tabs and popped a few into her mouth, chewing,
            willing the sugar to bring her back up quickly, though the movements of her jaw felt unnatural. At least the deafening buzzing
            in her head had one advantage—it was drowning out the conversation she’d just had with the insurance company. The one who
            was no longer providing coverage.
         

         
         She centered herself with a deep breath and called her parents.

         
         “How bad is it, kiddo?” asked her father right away.

         
         “It’s bad, Dad.”

         
         Her parents both let out breaths that brushed up against her eardrum. She could picture them standing right beside each other
            in the kitchen, sharing the single phone they owned. Her mother would still have a pink towel on her head from the shower,
            her father sans pants. “That’s okay, you two. We knew it was going to be a challenge, but the Doyles are up for it,” said
            her mother, always the optimist. Forever finding the bright side. “We have flood insurance on the shop. It’ll take a while
            to come through, but that’ll just give us time to plan our grand reopening.”
         

         
         Josephine’s legs turned so rubbery, she almost sat down in the foot-deep water.

         
         She could see the late notice in her hand, remember reading the order to renew four months ago. Where had she stuffed it?
            Was it floating in the debris somewhere?
         

         
         Oh God. Oh God.

         
         Josephine looked around, swallowing hard at the sight of black-and-white pictures stuck in the sludge, their frames shattered,
            along with the frame holding the first dollar bill ever spent inside those walls. Her grandfather had opened the Golden Tee
            Pro Shop in the mid-sixties. It was attached to Rolling Greens, a landmark golf course in West Palm Beach that was open to
            the public. The little shop, where customers could rent clubs, buy merchandise, and talk golf, had seen much better days,
            before the ritzy private clubs had started popping up all over southern Florida, but Josephine had aspirations to change that
            in the coming years.
         

         
         A putting green out front, more on-trend merchandise, a beverage bar.

         
         She’d been giving extra lessons lately to save up the money to make those dreams a reality, but in one fell swoop, those possibilities had been swept out to sea by Mother Nature. 

         
         The Golden Tee belonged to her family, though she largely ran it solo these days. She’d been a late-in-life baby for her parents
            and they’d retired a few years ago. But the shop was still their very heart and soul. How would they react if they knew business
            had dwindled so drastically that she’d used the insurance money to buy insulin, instead?
         

         
         She absolutely, 100 percent, could not tell her parents that. They were hoverers by nature. Throw in the fact that she’d been diagnosed with type 1 diabetes at
            age six and she’d grown up with two full-time human helicopters that watched her every move. In her late teens, she’d managed
            to convince them that she could take care of herself. They’d stopped following her on the app that allowed them to see her
            blood glucose number. They’d trusted her to make good decisions.
         

         
         Failing to renew flood insurance in Florida was soooo not a good decision.
         

         
         Nor was forgoing her own private medical insurance at age twenty-six so she could afford the monthly rent on the Golden Tee.
            Buying insulin out of pocket did not fall under the category of smart moves. Sure, several drug companies had capped insulin
            at thirty-five dollars recently, which was a tremendous help, but those vials were small and the costs added up. And insulin
            was only one component of living with diabetes in the age of smarter technology. Medical devices, such as her glucose monitor,
            had an astronomical price tag out of pocket. Necessary trips to the endocrinologist weren’t cheap, either, without that little
            white card with numbers on it.
         

         
         She’d hoped to skate by for a super brief period of time without a policy, borrowing supplies from the doctor when possible, but she’d leaned on that goodwill too long . . . and now her chickens were coming home to roost. 

         
         “Joey?”

         
         She gulped at the sound of her mother’s voice. “Yes, I’m here.”

         
         “Do you want us to come down?” asked her father.

         
         “No.” She molded her palm to her forehead. “You don’t want to see it like this. I’ll, um . . .” She turned in a circle, ordering
            the prickle behind her eyes to cut it out. “Let me clean up a little before you come by. Maybe a few days?”
         

         
         “Joey, you don’t have to take this on alone,” her father said sternly.

         
         “I know.”

         
         That’s what she said out loud. However, the truth was that she took on everything alone. She didn’t know any other way to feel like a capable adult. Growing up as a diabetic meant a lot of people assuming
            she was incapable of certain things. Are you okay? Do you need a break? Should you eat that? That constant concern from others had led to Josephine’s being determined to prove she could do anything without issue or assistance. And she could do mostly anything—except for be in the military or fly a plane.
         

         
         Unfortunately, staring at the mess that was her family’s shop and having no clue if she’d be able to salvage it, she didn’t
            feel capable of diddly-squat.
         

         
         “I’ll call you guys back in a while, okay?” she said brightly. “Love you.”

         
         “We love you, too, Joey-Roo.”

         
         That prickle behind her eyes got stronger and she hung up, blowing out a pent-up breath. She’d give herself five minutes to
            gather some courage, then she’d come up with a plan. Surely the government was allocating funds for disaster victims, right?
            Although she knew from past experience with hurricanes that it could take years to see that money—
         

         
         “Hello?”

         
         Josephine froze at the sound of that voice, calling from outside the shop.

         
         She would know that raspy baritone in the middle of a monsoon.

         
         It sounded like Wells Whitaker, but she had to be mistaken. Low blood sugar tended to make her slightly dizzy, her thoughts
            fuzzing together like cotton. The man who had fallen off the face of the planet three weeks ago was not knocking on the last
            remaining intact window of the Golden Tee Pro Shop.
         

         
         “Belle, you in there?”

         
         Belle.

         
         No one called her that but Wells.

         
         No. No way.

         
         No.

         
         She turned around and nudged the door open with her toe, which wasn’t very difficult, since it hung by a single hinge. “Uh . . .
            hi? Whoever you are?”
         

         
         A rush of breath. “Josephine.”

         
         None other than Wells Whitaker’s face appeared in the doorway. Also, his body. It was there. All of him was there. He wasn’t
            dressed for golf, as she was used to seeing him. Instead, he wore a black hoodie, jeans, his signature backward ballcap, dark
            hair sticking out from every side. His sideburns were overgrown, on course to collide with his unshaven facial hair where
            it scaled the sides of his sculpted face. His eyes were bloodshot and the smell of alcohol was basically the third occupant
            in the room.
         

         
         Yet, despite the fact that he currently looked like human roadkill, he somehow retained his mystique. His Wells-ness. This was the guy who would lead the ragtag group of strangers in a dystopian universe. Everyone would just follow him without question. No one would be able to help it, because he had this way of moving and observing that said, Yeah, okay, civilization is dead, so what?

         
         And he was here.
         

         
         “What . . . is going on?”

         
         His eyes moved sharply over her body, as if assessing for injury. “You’re okay.” A beat passed, his gaze meeting hers and
            holding. “Right?”
         

         
         Physically, she was fine.

         
         Just a little worried about the obvious hallucination taking place.

         
         “Yes. I’m . . .” She blinked several times, trying to get her eyes to stop playing tricks on her. “What are you doing here?”
         

         
         He rolled a single shoulder. “I just happened to be staying with a friend, not too far away. I remembered you saying something
            about your family owning . . . a pro shop? While I was out walking around, looking at the damage, I kind of just stumbled
            on this place by accident.”
         

         
         Josephine gave all of that a moment to sink in and none of it made the remotest lick of sense. “But . . . really? You came
            to stay with a friend in the direct path of a hurricane? And . . . this course is two miles from any residential area. You’d have to walk—”
         

         
         “Josephine, you know a lot about me, right? Probably way too much.”

         
         “A Sagittarius raised in southern Georgia, you were discovered by one of golf’s most legendary masters, Buck Lee, while—”

         
         “Then you also know I hate answering questions.”

         
         That was the understatement of the century. Wells had once spent a full thirty minutes scrolling on his phone during a post-tournament press conference, completely ignoring the rapid-fire questions about a shouting match that had ensued with his caddie on the sixteenth hole. When his time was up, he’d calmly gotten up and swaggered out of the media tent, earning himself the nickname the Media unDarling. 

         
         “Yes, I do know that about you.”

         
         “Good.”

         
         Leaving that single word hanging in the air, Wells waded into the water left standing in the shop, charting the damage from
            beneath a furrowed brow. Josephine was grateful for the break in conversation, because now that her initial shock over Wells
            Whitaker appearing out of the blue had worn off, she was remembering all the reasons she’d made the painful decision to relinquish
            her fangirl status.
         

         
         True, fangirls didn’t quit. They were loyal to the end. But that day on the golf course, when he’d torn her sign in half,
            he’d ripped apart something inside her, too.
         

         
         Apparently there came a point when a fangirl needed to be more loyal to herself.
         

         
         And she didn’t deserve to be treated like yesterday’s garbage.

         
         Her faith in that decision was stronger than ever that morning, faced with the potential loss of something that truly mattered—her
            family’s legacy and livelihood.
         

         
         “Have you called the insurance company yet?” Wells asked, hands propped on his hips, slowly bringing his attention back to
            her. “Were they able to give you a timeline?”
         

         
         “Um.” Oh no, her voice was shaking. She swallowed the thick feeling in her throat and looked down at her hands. “Um . . .”

         
         “Hey.” He stabbed the air with a finger. “Uh-uh. Are you crying?”
         

         
         “I’d give it a sixty percent chance,” she said on a sucked-in breath, blinking rapidly at the ceiling. “Can you please go?”

         
         “Go?” She heard him shifting in the water. “I see what you’re doing here. You’re telling me to leave this time. You’ve gotten it out of your system, okay? We’re even.”
         

         
         “I’m not keeping score. I just have a lot of important things on my mind and you are not one of them.”

         
         He caught that statement on the chin, his jaw giving a sharp flex. “Tell me the important things on your mind,” he said in
            a lower tone.
         

         
         “Why would I do that?”

         
         “I’m asking you to.”

         
         “Do you even remember what happened last time I saw you?” Her curiosity was genuine. Did he think he could just walk into
            her shop and demand that she detail the way her life had taken a catastrophic left turn? She couldn’t even tell her own parents.
            “Do you?”
         

         
         Briefly, his gaze flickered down to the water. “Yes, I remember.”

         
         “Then I don’t think it should come as a surprise that I’m kicking you out.” How symbolic that her attention should be drawn
            to a framed poster of Wells on the other side of the shop. His image was water damaged to the point of distortion. “I’m not
            your fan anymore.”
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter Five

         
         Wells stared down at the green-eyed girl who was—very inconveniently—even prettier than he remembered, a corkscrew winding
            into his chest cavity. He kept his jaw tight, gaze unconcerned, but let’s face it, he was starting to get pretty damn concerned.
         

         
         Unusual for him. To say the least.

         
         Wells Whitaker didn’t need anybody. After his parents got jobs on a cruise ship and started sailing nine months out of the year, he’d been raised by
            his NASCAR promoter uncle, who didn’t take much of an interest in his nephew beyond allowing him to sleep on the pullout couch
            in his one-bedroom apartment in Daytona Beach. Wells had engaged in a lot more than the typical childhood mischief growing
            up, shoplifting and fighting his way to two school expulsions, and his behavior only escalated when his parents decided he
            wasn’t worth the constant aggravation.
         

         
         After getting caught with a stolen bike he’d intended to pawn in order to buy a new pair of sneakers, he’d ended up in juvenile
            court and the judge had given him one more chance to turn his act around. Since he was sixteen, that included getting a job.
            Looking back, that judge could have come down a lot harder on Wells, and he appreciated what the man had been trying to do.
            Getting that job shagging balls at the local course had led to his career, his mentor-apprentice relationship with Buck Lee,
            and eventually his spot on the PGA tour.
         

         
         And he’d let himself begin to need that friendship. That bond.
         

         
         He’d allowed himself to need the roar of the crowd after sinking a putt.

         
         But their attention had been quickly diverted to the newest hotshots on the tour.

         
         At the end of the day, though, Wells was pissed only at himself. For believing that people were capable of anything unconditional. There were always contracts or understandings that allowed your colleagues and “friends” to wiggle out, if
            you turned up lacking one day. He’d fallen victim to the classic has-been plight and that, more than anything, pissed him
            off.
         

         
         This fierce girl, who’d gone from holding back tears to looking like she wanted to grind a golf cleat into his guts, couldn’t
            be any different than anyone else. She’d dropped him, too.
         

         
         Something inside Wells refused to let him put her into the same category as the ones who’d come and gone, though. Josephine
            was in a class by herself and goddammit, she wouldn’t seem to budge from it. Not an inch.
         

         
         I’m not your fan anymore.

         
         “Yes, you are. You’re just having a bad day.”

         
         She started to blink very rapidly. He shuddered to think what she might have said to him if a series of beeps hadn’t filled
            the room in that moment. She sighed, reached into her pocket, and pulled out a small plastic tube, emptying two quarter-size
            tablets into her mouth.
         

         
         “What’s beeping? What are those?”

         
         Absently, she lifted her arm until her elbow was pointing up at the ceiling. For the first time since he’d “known” Josephine,
            he noticed a small, gray, oval-shaped button on the back of her arm. “The beeps are letting me know my blood sugar is low.”
            She dropped her arm. “I’m a diabetic. Type one.”
         

         
         “Oh.” He should have known that. Why didn’t he know that? Wells searched his mind for any knowledge whatsoever that might be lurking about diabetes and came up empty. They weren’t supposed to eat anything with sugar, right? “Are those things . . . all you need right now?” he asked, tipping his head toward the tube as she stowed it back into her pocket. 

         
         “Yes. Right now.” Under her breath, she added, “Better to have low blood sugar than high.”

         
         “Why is that?”

         
         She pushed a hand through her hair, turning away from him slightly to survey a damaged display rack. “High blood sugar requires
            me to give myself insulin to come down and I need to spread my supply out.” A slight flush appeared on her cheeks. “My health
            insurance isn’t up to date at the moment.”
         

         
         “Oh.”

         
         The knowledge that this person was so much more than his most loyal fan came crashing down on Wells’s head like a ton of bricks.
            Josephine had problems to contend with. Serious ones. Her family’s shop was underwater and she had to worry about blood sugar
            going up and down. And he’d ripped her fucking sign in half? What kind of a monster am I?

         
         Wells cleared his throat hard. “Health insurance seems like it might be pretty vital when you’re a diabetic.”

         
         “Trust me, it is. But . . .” Her throat worked. She paused, coughed, and kept her voice even. Brave? Or was she just trying
            to avoid getting emotional in front of him because he’d demanded it? Both? “Everything just snowballed so fast, you know.
            Ironic in Florida.” Why did that joke make him want to splash through the water and . . . hug her? Jesus, he was not a hugger.
            He wasn’t even a shoulder patter. “I fell behind on rent payments for the shop. At first, it came down to paying for rent
            or the commercial insurance . . . like, flood insurance? I paid the rent.”
         

         
         A weight sank in his stomach. The shop wasn’t covered.

         
         “Shit, Josephine.”

         
         “Mega shit.” She closed her eyes, shook her head a little. “Last year, I put my health insurance on pause so the payments
            wouldn’t be a burden on the shop. Started taking on more golf lessons, so I could just buy my medical supplies out of pocket.
            But like I said, everything just seemed to snowball and . . .” She trailed off. Took a breath, lifted her chin, and pasted
            on a determined smile. “I’m going to figure it out, though. I always figure it out.”
         

         
         He hadn’t deserved to have this girl in his corner for the last five years.

         
         That fact was growing more obvious by the moment.

         
         Someone should have been cheering for her, instead.

         
         “I can give you the money,” Wells said, easing the worst of the pressure in his chest. Okay. Yes. He had the solution. She
            wouldn’t have to spread out her insulin or be forced to take any other measures to remain healthy. He might not be the number
            one golfer in the world anymore, but he had tens of millions banked from those earlier, successful days. Might as well give
            the cash to someone who needed it, before he spent it all on scotch. “I’ll write you a check. Enough to repair the shop and
            cover your health insurance for a year. Just until you’re back on your feet.”
         

         
         She stared at him like he’d suggested they take a vacation on Mars. “Are you serious?”

         
         “I don’t say things I don’t mean.”

         
         Silence passed. “Neither do I. So believe me when I say, there isn’t a single chance I’m taking your money. I’m not a charity case. I can take care of myself. And my family.”
         

         
         “What is this? A pride thing? You’re too stubborn to accept?”
         

         
         “Are we really pointing out each other’s flaws, because I don’t think you have that kind of time on your hands.”

         
         “I have nothing but time on my hands.”
         

         
         “Fine! Then your backswing is timid.”

         
         “My—” His neck locked up like a prison cell. “What did you say?”
         

         
         “I said . . .” She stomped through the water and got right in his face—and damn. It had been a very long time since he’d wanted
            to take a woman to bed this badly. In fact, maybe he’d never wanted that outcome more in his life. At this exact point in
            time, it would have been the angry kind of sex that ended with nail marks down his back and her in a stupor, because yeah,
            she’d just taken a shot at his technique. And she wasn’t done. “You used to swing like you had nothing to lose. It was glorious
            to watch. Now, you handle the driver like you’re worried the ball might yell at you for hitting it too hard.” She stabbed
            him in the chest with her index finger. “You swing like you’re scared.”
         

         
         No one had spoken to Wells like that. Not since Buck.

         
         Not since those early, early days when he’d picked up the club and felt magic race all the way up into his shoulder and a
            sense of purpose in his fingertips.
         

         
         It was like coming up through the surface of the water and taking a deep breath.

         
         Her honesty was oxygen.

         
         But breathing it? That part was terrifying.

         
         “You think you could show me better? I had no idea you were a professional.”
         

         
         “I might not be a professional—”

         
         “No. Because if you were, you would know that once you lose your stroke, getting it back is like trying to find a needle in
            a haystack. I’ve looked, Josephine. One day, a player has formula and the next, he’s forgotten how to pronounce the ingredients. That’s why these
            greats go on winning streaks that seem endless, but they always end. Success in golf is finite.”
         

         
         “Do you really believe that or are you just making excuses to be a quitter?”

         
         “I don’t need this shit.”

         
         “Then leave.”

         
         “Oh, don’t worry. I will.”

         
         He didn’t move an inch. The dumbest, most harebrained idea of his life was occurring to him and the more he allowed it to
            invade his mind, the more oxygen he breathed. Her oxygen. She was an endless supply, standing right in front of him and, Jesus,
            he couldn’t walk out of there knowing the obstacles she’d have to face by herself. Leaving her to deal with everything alone
            would haunt him day and night, along with her . . . mouth. God, her mouth. It was the most stubborn and kissable mouth he’d
            ever seen.
         

         
         Whatever you do, don’t voice this ridiculous idea out loud.

         
         It probably wasn’t even possible. The longest of long shots.

         
         But maybe . . .

         
         Maybe one last time, he’d swing like he had nothing to lose.

         
         “If I can get back on the tour, if they’ll allow me back on, why don’t you put your money where your mouth is and caddie for
            me? Since you know so goddamn much.”
         

         
         Josephine went so perfectly still, she might have transformed into a mannequin. “Wait . . . what? Wh-what did you say?”

         
         “You heard me. Next stop on the tour is San Antonio. You in?” He crossed his arms in defense of her shock. Hell, his own shock. “If you won’t just take my money, earn it, instead.”
         

         
         She stepped back from him, her chest rising and falling. “Are you messing with me?”

         
         “Let’s get one thing straight, belle. You will never wonder where you stand with me or if I’m bullshitting you. You get exactly
            what you see. I don’t mess around with people, but especially you.”
         

         
         Heat singed the back of his neck.

         
         Fuck.

         
         That last part had slipped out.

         
         “Because I’m potentially going to be your caddie,” she tacked on, mercifully. “There can’t be any secrets or pretenses between
            a golfer and his caddie. A caddie is a chauffeur, coach, and priest all in one package.”
         

         
         “Is that a yes?” Wells asked gruffly, holding his breath.

         
         “I . . .” She looked around the flooded pro shop, as if searching for someone to talk her out of his wild idea. “I mean, I
            would have a couple of conditions.”
         

         
         “Name them.”

         
         “I can’t caddie for you indefinitely. When and if I make enough money to remodel the shop the way I’ve always wanted, I’ll
            have to . . .”
         

         
         Wells waited. And waited. “You can’t even say the word ‘quit’ can you?”

         
         She made a face. “I’ll have to come home, is what I’m saying.”
         

         
         “Got it. What else?”

         
         Green eyes zeroed in on him and he sensed the gravity of what came next. “I meant it, Wells. I won’t be pitied. Okay? I’ve
            been coddled and treated like a charity case many times before, all because of my T1D. But I’m not one. If we make this agreement,
            it’s because it’ll benefit us both. Not just me.”
         

         
         Whether this arrangement would benefit him remained to be seen—nothing he’d tried to bring his game back on line had worked,
            so why would this? But he’d bite. Hell, he didn’t want her to feel like a charity case, either. “Done.”
         

         
         “Then . . . I don’t think I can say no.”

         
         Wells tried not to be obvious about his breath escaping. “Fine.” He shrugged. “Good.”

         
         “Do you really think you can get back on the tour?”

         
         “You let me worry about that. You just show up and carry the bag.”

         
         Several beats of silence passed while she looked at him, almost appearing bewildered.

         
         “What is it, Josephine?”

         
         “You didn’t even . . . consider that diabetes might make it hard or impossible to carry your bag all over a golf course for
            eighteen holes.”
         

         
         “You’ve done harder things than carry a bag. Haven’t you?”

         
         God help him, the sheen that appeared in her eyes made him utterly fucking determined to get his ass back on the tour, even
            if it meant swallowing his pride—and he’d be doing that by the mouthful. “Yes,” she finally answered. “I . . . yes. Thank
            you.”
         

         
         Before Wells could do something out of character, like ask if she perhaps needed a tissue or a comforting shoulder pat, he
            turned and stomped out of the water.
         

         
         “Wait!” She splashed after him. “I have one more condition.”

         
         “What now? A kidney?”

         
         “Maybe later,” she responded, without missing a beat. “For now, let me take you to get a haircut and shave. I’m not being
            seen on national television with a guy who looks like he just survived six months in the Amazon.”
         

         
         Wells cast her a dark look over his shoulder, despite the bubble of amusement lurking near his collarbone. Honestly, he shouldn’t
            have given up any more ground, but the PGA wouldn’t allow him onto the green looking like an ungodly mess, anyway, so might
            as well concede the point to Josephine. “Is that the final item on your list?”
         

         
         “Yes.”

         
         He sighed. “Fine. Let’s go. I’ll give you a ride.”

         
         “A ride? Didn’t you say you walked here?”

         
         “What did I say about questions?” Sliding on his shades, he unlocked the door of his Ferrari with an expensive-sounding beep.
            “Get in and hold on.”
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter Six

         
         Watching the barber whip a teal cape around Wells’s shoulders and fasten it behind his neck was nothing short of surreal.
            Wells was a mysterious celebrity creature she observed from a safe distance or on television. Now she was watching him gripe
            under his breath about being required to take his hat off. A moment later, it became obvious why.
         

         
         He looked like he’d miraculously survived a trip to the electric chair.

         
         His chocolate-bark hair was flat in some places, pointing like a broken spring in others.

         
         And still, still, he managed to retain his beastly attractiveness.
         

         
         Not that she would let him know that.

         
         “Wells.” Josephine walked to the front of the barber’s workstation and laid a gentle hand on the reflective surface. “Let
            me introduce you to this incredible, new invention called a mirror.”
         

         
         He flashed her his teeth. “Did I hire a caddie or a comedian?”

         
         “Seriously.” She let her hand drop. “When is the last time you brushed your hair?”

         
         “I’ve been busy.” He waved a hand at her, disrupting the fall of the cape. “Sit down and be quiet, would you? You’re distracting
            the barber.”
         

         
         Josephine remained standing. “I’m going to take a shot in the dark and say you don’t have a woman in your life.”

         
         “Thank God.”

         
         “What does that mean?” she asked, tilting her head.

         
         Wells glanced around. “You’re answering your own question by dragging me to get a haircut.”

         
         “I should have let you be your own worst enemy in peace?”

         
         “Exactly.”

         
         She hummed while trading an amused glance with the barber. “Don’t forget to shave his neck.”

         
         A few beats of silence passed, the spritz of the spray bottle filtering in between the sound of hair dryers and muted conversations
            throughout the salon. Wells flicked her a curious look and sat up a little straighter, earning him a sigh from the barber.
            “What about you? You got a boyfriend, or what, Josephine? I’m guessing not.”
         

         
         The barber whistled under his breath. “Brave.”

         
         Josephine covered her wave of embarrassment with an eye roll.

         
         “What?” Wells jerked a shoulder. “I’m not saying she isn’t . . .” He trailed off, visibly searching for a new direction. “I’m
            not saying she doesn’t have one. But if you had a boyfriend, I’m guessing he wouldn’t love the fact that you spend entire
            afternoons cheering me on so enthusiastically. That’s all I meant by guessing you’re single.”
         

         
         “You’re saying I can’t be an avid spectator and have a boyfriend?”
         

         
         He gave a brief headshake. “Not if I was your boyfriend.”

         
         “No chance of that,” the barber commented. “You’re digging a pretty deep hole.”

         
         “Could you mind your own business and just cut my hair?” Wells griped, before shifting in his seat and retraining his attention
            on Josephine. “Boyfriend or not, belle?”
         

         
         “Not,” she said sweetly. “Thank God.”

         
         Why did he seem weirdly pleased by that? “Now it
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