
	Twins Alex and Zeca love to switch identities. It’s harmless fun until Alex wants to date a hot tourist visiting their home of Capri and asks Zeca to take his place on a date with Alex’s current beau, Antonio.

	After a day in Antonio’s arms—followed by a long, lusty weekend in his bed during a trip to Naples—Zeca discovers switching places with Alex isn’t so harmless after all. Especially when he realizes he’s falling hard for his brother’s boyfriend.

	While struggling with his feelings for Antonio, consoling his semi-celebrity father (who’s having woman troubles) and trying not to upset Alex (who might be in love with Antonio...or his tourist tryst...or maybe the neighbor lady), Zeca wonders how any of them will make it through all the relationship woes with hearts intact. As Antonio says, “Love has a way of fixing things itself.”
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Chapter One

	 

	 

	“So, what do you think?”

	“What do I think about... what?”

	It was hard to tear my gaze away from the handsome man walking away from the break table outside our father’s restaurant. The sun shone, and I could hear imaginary violins in the air as my eyes made love to the sexy man with the perfect ass. His white jeans showed off his masculine attributes as he strolled along the terraced piazza. Aware of our gazes, he turned and winked.

	I almost swallowed my spoon.

	“Dang,” my brother Alex said.

	I heard my father cursing as the coffee grinder fritzed again. “Zeca!”

	Yep, I was Dad’s go-to guy. Pity he wouldn’t be mine. I wanted to try out his incredible, new—to him—snow-white 1960 Triumph Herald coupe. It was only one of one hundred and sixty-two left in the world, but he said I was reckless. That galled me, considering my twin, Alex, was a far worse driver than me.

	“But he’s older than you, more reliable,” my dad loved to say. Yeah, older by two whole minutes.

	I got up from my seat, imagining myself with the hottie in the white jeans, driving around Capri, the sun in our faces, the wind in our hair...

	And the coffee grinder, for all intents and purposes, dead on arrival.

	“Congratulations,” I told my father.

	He beamed. “You fixed it!”

	“No, Dad. You killed it.”

	“Why the congratulations, then?”

	“You have no more excuses. You can finally donate it to the Smithsonian.”

	My father’s eyes narrowed. “It’s not that old.”

	“Yes, it is. Face it. It had a long life, never met a cup of coffee it didn’t like. Let’s give it a decent burial.”

	“What, you don’t even think it’s a museum piece now?”

	I unplugged the unit, which had made more comebacks from the grave than your average atomic-fueled zombie, and swept up all the coffee grounds with the little wicker broom we kept for the countertops. I emptied the coffee into the container of grounds that would later be used on our plants.

	My father’s pride and joy, apart from his coffee, was his green thumb. Short of chopping it off and selling it, he marketed Toppy’s Homemade Fertilizer. Tourists bought it by the bag, partly because of my dad’s semi-celebrity status. Toppy Colombo had played a café owner in a British TV soap opera for twenty-five years. He was a handsome man, still in damn fine shape. His dark hair had no gray in it, thanks to a close relationship with infinite bottles of Clairol’s Natural Black. He also had sparkling white teeth. Since he considered them one his most valuable assets, he made sure they showed each time he smiled, when he wasn’t bullshitting the ladies with his flirting.

	The locals rolled their eyes. They felt Toppy could have marketed his brand of BS along with everything else we stocked on our shelves.

	Like everybody else on Via Camerelle, the main shopping strip on Capri, we sold a lot of lemon products. The whole island was geared toward the manufacture of anything to do with lemons. And lots of designer boutiques had luxurious addresses on Via Camerelle, but for my dad, his dream of a restaurant had come true. He was a big success. The guidebooks all listed his café as a highlight of Via Camerelle. Sandwiched between a gourmet chocolate shop and a shoe store, the café got a lot of cross traffic. Hence, we never stopped moving behind the counter at Café Toppy.

	Alex followed me to the back room, where I dumped the grinder into a box to toss out later. I hunted out a good hiding spot, knowing the second my dad got some extra time he’d repair the thing with super glue, rubber bands, chewing gum... you name it. Alex and I had bought a new industrial-strength grinder, and I removed it from its hiding place, ripping open the elaborate packaging Italian coffee companies seem to love so well.

	“So... will you do it for me?”

	“Do what?” I asked, exasperated.

	He slapped his head, one of the least attractive traits he’d picked up from Dad. “Will you go out with Antonio for me tonight?”

	I stared at him. Is that what he’d been blathering on about outside? I’d been so busy bulge and ass watching I hadn’t heard a word Alex had said.

	Antonio was a good-looking guy. Damn good-looking, in fact. Alex and I had always loved pulling pranks on prospective dates by switching identities. It was usually harmless fun since nobody could tell us apart, even our dad, for that matter, but Antonio was a hot mofo.

	“You sure?” I asked him. “He’s...”

	“Gorgeous. Yeah, I know.” Alex grinned. “Truth is, I’ve met an even hotter guy.”

	“Who? Where?”

	He gazed at me, and I wanted to scream. “Not the cutie in the white jeans?”

	He lifted his shoulders. “Yeah. Sorry.”

	“How? When?”

	“He slipped me his number while you were busy licking foam off your cappuccino cup. You know, you really oughta get a life. You licked that cup clean.”

	“I know, I’m pathetic. How bad is Antonio if you want me to date him?”

	“You’re not pathetic. Neither is he. I don’t want to blow him off. He’s nice... I’m just...”

	“Greedy?”

	“Lucky,” he insisted. This was true. “Listen, it’s just one date. Hugh’s only in town a couple more days. I really want to see him... please?”

	“Hugh.” I swallowed. “You know his name.”

	“Of course I know his name. He hit on me. I can hardly call him ‘hey, you’ all night.”

	“I don’t know.” I liked Antonio. He certainly seemed smitten with my brother, and that was the problem. He liked my twin, not me. And that was common. Guys always went for Alex before me because, for all our physical similarities, his personality was amazing. Mine wasn’t. I was shy; so shy that, by the time I worked up the courage to hit on a guy, he was three time zones away getting married to some other man.

	Alex and I were blessed with Dad’s dark hair, his appealing looks, brown eyes, vibrant health, and all our own teeth. In fact, we took pride in being the exception to all the jokes about the British and their teeth. And I guess since Alex zoomed out of our mother’s womb first, he snatched up all the charisma.

	“No,” I said.

	“Why not?”

	Antonio was handsome, sexy, fun, smart, and, I thought, probably successful and charming. All the things Alex and I liked in a guy. They hadn’t dated enough that Antonio could really tell us apart, but still, there was something about the guy that made me wary of trying to pull a fast one on him.

	“Well... he’s smart,” I said. “He’ll know I’m not you.”

	“A little limoncello in you, buddy, and you’ll be so relaxed, just like me. Just smile a lot and laugh at his jokes.”

	“You make this sound like a pity date.”

	“It’s not. Well... he’s not in need of my pity. You are. When was the last time you had some action?”

	Too long. “Are you sure?”

	“Sure I’m sure.”

	Something still didn’t sit right with me. “Okay, what’s wrong with him?”

	“Nothing wrong with him.” Alex shrugged again. “The new guy is hotter.”

	“How far have you gone with Antonio?”

	“Nothing, just kisses. It’s only been three dates.”

	“And what does he do for a living?”

	“He owns a restaurant in Naples.”

	“Oh, okay.”

	Naples was one of the three closest cities people came from every weekend, storming the island of Capri in search of unspoiled, relaxed magnificence. If he was in the restaurant business, we could talk shop. That would give us some common ground. I wondered if he, like me, ever had recurring nightmares of running out of teaspoons.

	Alex clasped my arm. “He’s getting the ferry across from Naples this afternoon. I’m supposed to meet him at the funicular when it comes up to the village.”

	“No... I don’t think so. This guy’s going to a lot of trouble to see you. I think you’re being kind of tacky, Alex.”

	“Dad’s letting me drive the Triumph tonight. If you do this, I’ll let you drive it instead.”

	I blinked. “Give me the keys. Now.”

	 

	* * * *

	 

	Sunday afternoons in Capri are my favorite times in the world. Everyone is having a siesta. Even the island dogs stop barking. Everything is closed for at least three hours. The sun is warm, not too hot, most of the year. You can smell lemons growing even in tiny containers on many people’s balconies. Without fail, somebody will pop their head out of their store or house and offer me a taste of the local liqueur, homemade limoncello, a lemon peel cookie or, if I’m really lucky, a sliver of lemon tart. I always accept. Just to be polite, you know. It’s a useful way to numb myself as I climb the eighty-eight limestone steps from the piazza to our street, which is nestled high in the hills.

	That’s the thing about Capri. You just keep climbing. More stairs? Another long and winding road? Here, have a drink.

	Our nearest neighbor bakes succulent combinations of lemon, olive, and rosemary bread on Sundays and you can smell the results up and down the entire street whilst you nap. My father always says you can tell when it’s time to wake up when you no longer smell the bread baking. But then, my father’s keen sense of smell has a lot to do with the fact that he’s bedding the baker, the recently widowed Angelina Langoni. It’s one of the worst-kept secrets on the island.

	His Capri Town home is right next door to hers. Their siestas and nighttime frolics are conducted in private in her home, but he isn’t fooling anyone, sneaking in and out of our house via the back door morning, noon, and night.

	Divorced from our mother for twelve years, our retired actor father had pined for love after a series of romantic disasters. He moved
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