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      He’s a fierce Marine. An expert marksman. A counterintelligence pro.

      And also…a wedding photographer?

      Acting on instinct, Grant Patton tackles a cameraman assaulting a pretty redhead.

      Now he’s stuck taking pics for Anna’s Wild Weddings.

      Not a huge stretch for a guy good at everything.

      Literally everything.

      From rescuing cats to looking hot in a tux as the best man in his sister’s wedding,

      Grant’s almost too good to be true.

      That’s intimidating for a woman whose life is a bit more…unconventional.

      Anna Keebler plans weddings ranging from nudist ceremonies to paintball nuptials.

      Funny thing is, she’s sworn off marriage herself.

      She has that in common with Grant, who’d rather eat glass than get hitched.

      Seems odd for a guy so perfect he’s basically a well-armed Boy Scout.

      A Boy Scout with ripped abs and insanely good bedroom skills.

      But something tells Anna the good-guy routine is a cover.

      Grant’s hiding something dark in his past.

      And if there’s any hope for a future beyond their vacation fling,

      Grant needs to come clean with his secret.
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      For my husband. Because I can actually call you that now, though you will always remain “my gentleman friend.” Thank you, Craig, for being a daily source of support, laughter, inspiration, and all the things that make my toes curl.
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      Anna clicked her purple ballpoint pen and smiled at the couple twined together like sticky linguine on her office love seat. “So you want a fairy-tale wedding,” she said.

      It was a phrase uttered in the office of every wedding planner in America at least once a week. But at Anna’s Wild Weddings in downtown Portland, Oregon, it meant something different.

      “We’re thinking Little Red Riding Hood,” announced the bride, a twiggy blonde named Marci, who’d been referred to Wild Weddings by a couple whose frog-themed wedding Anna had orchestrated in August. “Darin already has his wolf costume from last Halloween, and my mother has this great vintage red cape, and the groomsmen can be woodsmen, and my grandmother can walk down the aisle carrying⁠—”

      Anna jotted brisk notes in her pink steno pad, pausing to murmur, “that sounds reasonable,” or “how lovely” to requests she knew most wedding planners would deem neither reasonable nor lovely.

      “And we want to include the phrase, ‘all the better to eat you with, my dear’ in the vows,” the groom announced, giving his bride’s knee a squeeze. “And maybe ‘I’ll huff, and I’ll puff and I’ll blow you⁠—’”

      “That one’s actually The Three Little Pigs,” Anna interjected. “Not that ‘eat you’ and ‘blow you’ aren’t charming phrases to include in your nuptials. So do you have a date and place in mind?”

      Marci nodded and caressed the groom’s shoulder, her orange and blue-polka-dotted manicure clashing terribly with his green shirt. “Darin and I were thinking springtime in Hawaii,” she said. “I know it’s soon, but that’s our favorite time of year there, and we want to do this before my grandmother is too feeble to travel.”

      “Hawaii?” Anna tapped her purple pen on her teeth and glanced at the calendar. “Any island in particular?”

      Darin shrugged. “Not really. My family owns property on Maui, Kauai, and the Big Island, so any of those would work.”

      Anna glanced at the bride’s handbag perched on the love seat beside her. A Louis Vuitton Alma Satchel, about eighteen-hundred dollars if Anna remembered right. Though they hadn’t talked budget yet, Anna would bet her left butt cheek money was no object with this couple.

      “Tell you what,” Anna said. “I’m actually doing three other ceremonies on Kauai at the end of March. If you two wanted to aim for a few days on either side of that, I can cut you a deal on airfare for my assistant and me.”

      Darin perked up, solidifying Anna’s theory that the wealthiest clients were always the ones most excited by a bargain. “We can do that,” he said, beaming at his bride. “Right, honey?”

      “Absolutely.” Marci looked at Anna. “Just out of curiosity, what are the other weddings?”

      Anna shrugged. “One nudist ceremony, one paintball wedding, and one totally normal ceremony.”

      “Normal?” Marci scrunched up her face in a way that reminded Anna of a first grader learning a new vocabulary word.

      “Well, pretty normal,” Anna amended. “The bride is a friend of a friend who comes from this big military family, and her overprotective brothers tricked her into hiring a Marine sniper as her nanny, but now she’s marrying the manny and⁠—”

      “I like the sound of that paintball wedding,” the groom interrupted, squeezing his bride’s knee again. “The nudist one sounds cool, too. Maybe we could combine them?”

      Marci frowned, clearly unwilling to give up her Red Ridding Hood dreams. “I don’t know⁠—”

      “I don’t advise it,” Anna offered. “Those paintball weddings always turn vicious, and if you combine it with the nudist theme—well, you can imagine the welts.”

      Anna shot a pointed look at Darin’s groin. His eyes widened. He clearly didn’t like imagining the welts. The man gave an uncomfortable laugh and crossed his legs. “That sounds crazy anyway. People shouldn’t do weird stuff like that for weddings.”

      “Totally,” Marci agreed, beaming at Anna in silent thanks.

      “Okay then,” Anna said, clicking her purple pen. “How many axes will your woodsmen be needing?”
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        * * *

      

      As soon as the happy couple linked arms and waltzed out the door—unlinking briefly when they got wedged in the doorframe—Anna kicked off her heels and grabbed her idea book. It was packed full of pictures and articles about weddings, and it never failed to get her brain simmering for the ones she was hired to plan.

      She flipped the book open, her eyes falling on a photo of a tea-length white dress with beaded cap sleeves. A familiar lump lodged in her throat, but she swallowed it back and turned the page. An array of whimsical cake toppers lined up one row after another. One featured a bride pinching the groom’s butt, while another had a groom dipping his bride mid-waltz.

      The lump fought its way back up her throat.

      “The hell with you,” Anna said, swallowing it back down as she tore her gaze from the book and fumbled for her phone. She hit the first speed dial number and waited for Janelle to pick up.

      “Oh, thank God it’s you!”

      Anna smiled. “Because I’m your favorite sister in the whole world?”

      “Absolutely,” Janelle agreed, and Anna felt pleased at beating out the nonexistent competition. “Also, you’re not Jacques. That’s a definite mark in your favor.”

      “He’s still calling?”

      “All the time,” Janelle said, her voice sounding more tired than Anna had heard it in a long time. “It’s fine, I’ve got it under control. You didn’t call to talk about my idiot ex, though. What’s up?”

      “I have a proposition for you.”

      “Does it involve cabana boys feeding me frozen grapes and giving me a pedicure?”

      “Not quite, but close,” Anna said, absently flipping the page on her wedding-idea book. “How would you feel about a free trip to Hawaii?”

      “Hawaii?”

      “I’m doing a bunch of destination weddings there back-to-back in March, and I need an assistant. I’ll cover your airfare and hotel, of course.”

      “Which island? There’s some pretty good shopping on Oahu.”

      “Not Oahu. Kauai, the garden island.”

      “The quiet one. I don’t know, Anna. It’s Hawaii.”

      She spoke the word the same way most women would say prison or pap smear.

      “It’s not prison, and it’s not a pap smear,” Anna said in case there was any confusion. “It’s a warm, tropical place with palm trees and beaches and snorkeling.”

      “And bugs. And no subways. And hardly any people.”

      “That’s part of the appeal. Well, maybe not the bugs.” Anna flipped another page in her book, her fingers trailing over photos of colorful flower-girl dresses. “Come on, Janelle. You need the vacation, I need the help. Besides, you really ought to take a break from San Francisco. Get away from the city. Away from him.”

      “Him,” Janelle repeated, sounding even less enthusiastic about Jacques than she had about Hawaii. “Do you really need the help, or are you being overprotective again?”

      “If I admit it’s a little of both, will that get you on the plane?”

      “No. But if one of my jobs can be sampling wedding cake, you’ve got yourself a deal.”

      Anna smiled, resting her palm on a photo of a bride carrying a shotgun adorned with pink camouflage for a hunting-themed wedding. “Come to Kauai and you can have all the wedding cake you want.”

      “Deal.”
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        * * *

      

      “Sheri says I need to pick a best man,” Sam said.

      Grant looked up from the beer bottle in his lap and regarded his soon-to-be brother-in-law with curiosity. “Didn’t you say the twins are walking now? Have one of them do it.”

      “Charming as it might be to have to change the best man’s diaper mid-ceremony, there can only be one best man, and I’d rather not have to pick a favorite among my two new stepsons,” Sam said. “The therapy could get expensive.”

      Grant grinned and propped his feet up on the railing of the tiny porch at the back of his small Kauai cottage. He’d bought the place years ago when PACOM first stationed him on Oahu. It was a quiet retreat when the Marines gave him leave, and a good source of rental income when they didn’t.

      He took a swig of beer and turned back to his fellow Marine and longtime pal. “So if it’s not toddlers in tuxedoes, who’d you have in mind for a best man?”

      Sam folded his arms over his chest and regarded Grant over the top of his sunglasses. “How about one of the bride’s brothers? God knows she has enough of them, and you’ve been a pain in my ass for the better part of a decade.”

      Grant turned to the black-clad figure to his left and delivered a sturdy kick to Mac’s shin. “Pay attention, MacArthur. One of us is getting drafted into service.”

      “What?” Mac looked up from his phone, and Grant wondered if his brother was plotting an arms deal or sexting his wife. Both required the same stoic concentration from Mac.

      “A best man,” Sam repeated, folding his arms over his chest and regarding his two future brothers-in-law with a look that made Grant want to jump off the balcony. “On one hand, Mac played a bigger role in fixing me up with Sheri.”

      Mac frowned. “I told you not to touch my sister, asshole.”

      Sam ignored Mac and turned back to Grant with a grin. “On the other hand, you and I served two tours together in Iraq. That counts for a helluva lot.”

      “Are you going to make us arm wrestle for this?” Grant asked, setting his beer down. “Because Mac cheats.”

      “I merely utilize superior tactical skills and strategic thinking,” Mac retorted, picking up his beer.

      “By punching me in the nuts?”

      Mac shrugged and turned back to Sam. “Pick Grant. At the rate he’s going, this is the closest he’ll ever be to taking a walk down the aisle.”

      “Pick Mac,” Grant argued back. “His quickie wedding on the beach in Mexico deprived him of a proper church ceremony of his own. You need to save his soul.”

      “Your souls are both beyond hope,” Sam said. “Still, I’m glad you both made it here for the wedding.”

      “Wouldn’t miss it for the world,” Grant said, meaning it. “It was great of you guys to time it with my leave.”

      “You already reported to command in Honolulu?” Sam asked.

      “Yeah,” Grant said. “I’ve got a couple weeks to hang out here getting this place cleaned up and ready for some new renters, plus I volunteered to teach a self-defense class at the Women’s Center.”

      Mac rolled his eyes and looked at Sam. “The disgusting thing? He’s not even doing it to get laid.”

      Sam took a swig of his beer. “Come on, guys, focus. I need a best man. How about we do rock, paper, scissors for it?”

      Mac shrugged, and Grant set down his beer bottle on the little table that separated his lounge chair from his brother’s. “Works for me.”

      “Okay then,” Sam said. “Ready?”

      Both brothers put out a flat left palm. Sam nodded as Mac and Grant each balled up a right fist and began pounding it against the heel of their hand with more force than necessary.

      “On three,” Sam said. “One, two, three.” He frowned. “What the hell is that?”

      Mac held up his pointed index finger and thumb. “A pistol. A Browning 9-millimeter semiautomatic, to be precise.”

      “Ha!” Grant shouted, raising his fist with a thumb protruding. “Grenade beats pistol. I win, big brother.”

      Sam shook his head in disgust. “That doesn’t count. Leave it to the Patton brothers to totally fuck up rock, paper, scissors.”

      Grant smiled and high-fived Mac. “I like to think we’re improving it.”

      “You keep thinking that. It doesn’t fucking count, and I still don’t have a best man.” Sam paused, frowning. “Has anyone heard from Schwartz?”

      Grant felt all the air leave the room. He forced himself to keep a smile in place, but inside he wanted to curl up in a ball. Or punch something. Punching something would be more manly, definitely more fitting of a Patton.

      Beside him, Mac grunted. “Ask numbnuts here. Grant’s the only one who ever hears from him.”

      “He called Mom on her birthday,” Grant protested, not sure why he felt the need to defend their reclusive brother. “And he sent a card when Sheri got engaged.”

      “No return address,” Mac pointed out. “You’re the only one who even knows where he lives.”

      “Must be a twin thing,” Sam said. “Like when the boys decide to crap their pants at the same time.”

      “Exactly like that,” Grant muttered, suddenly eager to escape. He picked up his beer bottle and stood, though he had no earthly idea where he planned to go. “We’re Irish twins, remember? Eleven months apart.”

      Sam picked up his beer and took a slug. “You think Schwartz will make it to the wedding?”

      Grant shook his head and walked over to the kitchen, his gaze landing on a framed photo from Mac’s wedding. He and Sherri and Mac stood side by side on a beach in Mexico. Mac looked gruff and in love. Sheri looked windblown and beautiful. Grant looked cheerful, friendly, happy, and completely, utterly, full of shit.

      Schwartz wasn’t in the picture.

      “No,” Grant said, forcing his face into a neutral expression as he looked up from the photo and back to where the other men waited on the porch.

      Even through Mac’s dark sunglasses, Grant could feel his brother’s gaze boring into him. He forced himself not to look away as he gripped the edge of the picture frame and ordered himself to keep breathing.

      “How about a coin toss?” Sam suggested, clearing his throat. “For the best man gig?”

      Grant swung his gaze to Sam and nodded. “Sure.” He set the photo down and turned to the fridge. He grabbed two more beers, then trudged back to the porch, leaving the door open.

      “A coin toss,” Mac repeated, reaching up to grab the beer Grant offered him. “That’s fair.”

      “Sure,” Grant agreed, handing Sam the other beer. He leaned against the side of the house and folded his arms over his chest.

      “Okay then,” Sam said, fishing in the pocket of his shorts. “Heads or tails?”

      Mac frowned. “What the hell kind of coin is that?”

      “A foil-wrapped condom,” Sam said, turning it over in his palm. “It’s supposed to look like a coin. They handed them out at the bachelor party last night.”

      “That’s disturbing on many levels,” Mac said, taking a sip of his beer. “Not the least of which is that you’re sleeping with our sister.”

      “I’m sleeping with my fiancée,” Sam said, grinning. “She just happens to be your sister. Heads or tails, asshole?”

      “Tails,” Grant said, wanting to bring a quick end to the conversation. “Flip.”

      Sam tossed the condom in the air, and Grant watched it spin, thinking about love and loss and life and a lot of other things that were way to serious to ponder in the space of time it took a tacky prophylactic to arc its way back to his future brother-in-law’s grip.

      Sam clapped his hand over it the instant it landed. He drew his palm back and looked at Grant. “Tails it is. You’re it, buddy. You’re the best man.”

      “Fitting,” Mac said, nodding over his beer. “You’ll do us proud.”

      “I agree,” Sam said, clapping Grant on the shoulder. “Between the brother who’s a reclusive curmudgeon, the brother who’s an overbearing control freak, and the brother who’s a cheerful Boy Scout, I think I lucked out getting the Boy Scout.”

      Mac grunted and glanced down at his phone again. “I couldn’t agree more.”

      “You guys are dicks,” Grant said, pushing away from the wall. “But I’m honored anyway.”

      “You’ll be a great best man,” Sam said.

      “The best,” Mac agreed.

      “I’m going for a walk,” Grant said. “Try not to steal anything.”

      He headed for the front door, pausing just long enough to stuff his feet into a pair of tattered flip-flops before flinging the door open and escaping into the salt-scented breeze. He kept walking until he hit the beach, then kicked off the shoes beside a piece of driftwood. He spotted a broken bottle in the sand and nudged it next to his shoes so he’d remember to take it back with him to keep litter off the beach.

      He stood up and hesitated a moment, then turned west and started walking. His pace was brisk, but he couldn’t outrun his thoughts.

      Best man? In what world could you possibly be the best man for anything?

      Grant kicked his toes through the sand and began to run. The sea air felt good on his arms, and the sand was soft and warm underfoot. He passed a couple playing Frisbee near the water and offered them a friendly smile.

      “Afternoon,” he called. “Beautiful day.”

      “Sure is!”

      He kept running, his pace strong and even. Rows of condos gave way to thick palms, and soon he’d lost sight of any other human life. This was his favorite part of this area of Kauai. His favorite spot on any of the Hawaiian Islands, really. It was possible to lose yourself completely.

      Almost.

      He’d been running at least thirty minutes when he spotted a cluster of people. Odd, considering few people even knew this section of beach existed. The tourists sure as hell didn’t know about it, and most locals stayed away on weekdays. He slowed his stride, frowning. Was he imagining things, or were all of them buck naked?

      No, not all of them. His eyes landed on a woman in a bright yellow sundress. She had shoulder-length hair that glinted reddish-gold in the sun. As she turned toward him, her grass-green eyes lit up with something that looked like relief. Grant kept moving forward, almost without realizing his body was carrying him toward her.

      For the first time in his life, Grant’s brain tuned out the naked breasts around him and zeroed in on the one fully clothed woman in sight.

      “Thank God you’re finally here,” she said, grabbing his arm.

      Grant blinked at her, too stunned to reply.

      Not that he had a chance to get a word out anyway. She kept talking, her words coming out in a jumbled rush.

      “We were starting to get worried. Well, everyone except the rest of the groomsmen, who were all taking bets on whether the best man would make it, but now that you’re here⁠—”

      “Best man,” Grant repeated, his brain trying to wrap itself around her words.

      “I don’t mean to rush you, but you’ve got three minutes to take your clothes off and get oiled up,” she said. “You can use that tent over there if you want, though I don’t really see the point since you’ll be running around naked for the next few hours.”

      He stared at her. He knew it wasn’t polite, but it was hard not to admire the lush curve of her breasts beneath the yellow sundress, and the taut muscles in her calves. Her toes were bare and tipped with bright orange polish, and the inside of her right ankle bore a small tattoo of a feather. Her arms were long and pale, but shapely. He looked back up at her face, which was framed by straight, shoulder-length hair the color of carrot cake.

      She frowned at him and spit out a lock of it, and Grant wondered if it tasted like cinnamon and nutmeg. He was thinking of running his fingers through it when gust of wind blew her hair across her face, showing two bright blue streaks mixed in with the auburn strands.

      Interesting.

      The woman tightened her grip on his arm, and Grant lost his breath for an instant.

      “Come on, buddy,” she said. “We’ve been waiting on you. Off with the clothes already.”

      Another woman joined them, wearing nothing but a short veil and pair of sunglasses. She touched the redhead’s arm and leaned close. “Actually, Anna, this isn’t⁠—”

      “Sure I am,” Grant said, and reached for the hem of his shirt.
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      “You’re not the best man,” Anna said flatly, trying to keep her cheeks from flaming, her voice from shaking, and her eyes from drifting to anything that would make either task harder.

      Harder.

      “Well, that all depends,” he said, smiling down at her in a way that made her insides turn molten. “Whose wedding are we talking about here?”

      “Th—this wedding,” she stammered, swallowing hard. “The one right now.”

      “This is a wedding?” He pulled his gaze from hers and surveyed the scene around them. Anna swallowed hard, trying to imagine how it looked to his eyes.

      His eyes.

      God, they were the most remarkable shade of blue gray, almost like the ocean on a stormy morning.

      And at the moment, they were taking in the sight of four naked bridesmaids playing Frisbee with three equally naked groomsmen. Anna swallowed and tried to pull his attention back to the matter at hand.

      “So if you’re not the best man, why do you have your shirt off?”

      He looked back at her and gave a halfhearted shrug, while Anna did her very best not to notice the ripple of muscle in his broad shoulders. His left biceps bore a tattoo of some sort of military insignia, and Anna squinted for a better look.

      “You told me to take off my shirt,” he pointed out as he reached for his belt buckle. “My pants, too, if I recall. Just following orders.”

      His eyes glittered with laughter Anna could tell he was working to contain. She wondered what it would be like to tickle him until he gave up and burst out laughing. Before she knew it, she was imagining her fingers stroking those hard, glorious abs as she twined her nails in that dark chest hair and rubbed her⁠—

      “I see,” Anna said, taking a step back. “That is, I’m seeing a whole lot more of you than I probably should. I’m very sorry for the confusion, Mr.—”

      “Patton. Grant Patton. You can call me Grant.”

      “Grant Patton?” She blinked. “The Grant Patton?”

      “I’m not sure I require a definite article before my name, but yeah. Do we know each other?”

      “You’re the photographer,” she blurted, feeling foolish. “I saw your photos. The engagement photos you took for Mac and Kelli? They were incredible. I’ve been planning weddings for more than ten years, and those were the best images I’ve ever seen. You’re Mac’s brother?”

      He nodded and regarded her with renewed curiosity. “And you’re Kelli’s friend the wedding planner? Funny we never crossed paths in Mexico.”

      “Right. Well, after Mac and Kelli decided on a simple little family-only ceremony on the beach, and I had to hurry home for another wedding I was organizing and—wait, you’re here in Hawaii for Sheri’s wedding?”

      “Yep. She was kind enough to time it with my leave. I’m the best man.” He grimaced, and Anna wondered what that was about.

      “Okay, well, I’m really very sorry about all this.”

      “I’m not,” he said, holding her gaze. “Not at all.”

      Anna swallowed and turned away. As if on cue, a wiry man with gray hair and a long beard came dashing down the beach, throwing clothes off as he ran. “Sorry I’m late, guys! You haven’t started yet?”

      “This is the best man,” the bride said to Anna, grabbing the newcomer by the arm. “Bob, this is Anna Keebler, the wedding planner. This is—I’m sorry, what was your name again?”

      “Grant Patton.”

      “Well, Grant, you’re welcome to stick around for the ceremony if you like, but you’ll have to be nude,” the bride said. “This is a nude wedding, so only the staff can wear clothing. Well, except me.” She grinned and touched the edge of her veil. “Anna said I could still wear this.”

      “It’s a mantilla veil with lace edging,” Anna said, turning to adjust the comb. “My absolute favorite veil I’ve ever seen on a bride. Worth making an exception.”

      She saw Grant smiling from the corner of her eye, and she turned to see him watching her instead of the bride’s bare breasts.

      A gentleman.

      “I appreciate the offer to stick around, but I have to run,” he said. “I’ll be seeing you around though, Anna.”

      “Oh?” She swallowed, wondering if he was asking her out.

      “The wedding. Sam and Sheri?”

      “Sam and Sheri, right, of course. Absolutely. It’s going to be a wonderful ceremony.”

      “I’m sure it is.” He held her gaze a few more beats, then nodded. “Nice meeting you.”

      He slung his T-shirt around his shoulders and turned away. He began to jog back the direction he’d come, muscles rippling in the sunlight. His calves were strong and lean, and his bare back glistened with sweat, and Anna pictured him in the shower after a long run, water sluicing over his bronze skin, those massive hands rubbing soap over his chest, then lower until his fingers slid around⁠—

      “Who was that?”

      Anna turned to see her sister moving toward her along the beach. She wore a green dress and an expression of utter amazement.

      “Grant Patton,” Anna said, savoring the taste of his name on her tongue. “He’s the brother of the bride in the final wedding we’re doing.”

      “How do you know him?”

      “I don’t. Not at all. But he took the most amazing engagement photos for my friend, Kelli, in Mexico.”

      “He’s a photographer?”

      “I don’t think that’s his job. I’m pretty sure he’s a military guy of some sort. Marines, maybe.”

      “That explains why he’s built like a tank. You should ask him out. You could use a vacation fling.”

      “Please,” Anna said, feeling the heat creep into her cheeks. “He’s hardly my type.”

      Janelle rolled her eyes. “That’s right, you like narcissistic, tortured artist types who won’t commit.”

      “Not true.” Anna bit her lip, knowing it was completely true.

      Not that Janelle knew the reason.

      “He doesn’t need to be your type for a fling,” Janelle pointed out. “He looks like he’d be great in bed.”

      “Janelle!”

      “Well he does.”

      “I’m here in a professional capacity organizing a wedding for his sister. A fling would not be a smart move.”

      Janelle shrugged. “Fine.” She fell quiet a moment, and Anna let her gaze wander down the beach to where the bride and groom were taking turns swatting each other with palm fronds while the photographer clicked away with his camera. She’d had to pay Byron extra to agree to work a nude wedding, something he felt compromised his artistic integrity.

      “I talked to Jacques,” Janelle blurted.

      Anna gritted her teeth and turned back to her sister. “Why are you calling your ex-husband?”

      “I didn’t say I called him.”

      “You didn’t have to. I know you. You’re here in Hawaii, feeling nostalgic about your wedding, wondering how he’s doing, so you pick up the phone⁠—”

      “She’s pregnant,” Janelle said. “His girlfriend’s pregnant.”

      Anna winced and squeezed her sister’s hand. “I’m sorry.”

      Janelle sighed and shook her head. “It is what it is.”

      “Which is a giant clusterfuck of a marriage that ended when your ex turned into a psycho control freak who couldn’t keep his dick in his pants.” Anna meant to keep the venom out of her voice, but it didn’t quite work out. Truth be told, she was probably angrier at herself than she was at Jacques, but her sister didn’t need to know that.

      “Anyway,” Janelle said. “He claims it doesn’t mean anything. That he still wants me back.”

      “I hope you told him to go fuck himself.”

      “With a flaming potato.”

      “Good girl.” Anna sighed. “I’m so sorry, hon.”

      “Quit saying that,” Janelle said. “I don’t want us to be sorry. I want us to be wild and carefree and happy and maybe a little bit drunk for the next few days. I want us to have crazy flings with inappropriate men and go home with sand wedged in uncomfortable body crevices.”

      “Thank you for that mental picture,” Anna said. “You do remember we’re here to work, right?”

      “Of course.” Janelle looked back at the bride and groom. “Speaking of which, I should probably go spray the wedding party with more sunscreen.”

      “Watch out for the groomsman with the goatee. He’s very handsy.”

      “I noticed.”

      “The bride and groom look happy though.”

      Anna watched the groom trying to juggle a trio of coconuts and tried not to notice which parts of him looked happiest. The bride stood nearby, watching her husband-to-be with a disturbing mix of admiration and lust.

      “So you’re really never going to do it?”

      Anna snapped her attention off the groom’s anatomy and looked at her sister. “Do it?”

      “Get married. I can’t believe you plan weddings for a living and you never want to get married.”

      Anna shrugged. “I love weddings, but marriage isn’t really my thing.”

      “I know, you’ve been saying that for years, but I figured you’d change your mind.”

      “About getting married?” Anna shook her head, fighting to keep her voice bright and even. “Definitely not. Marriage holds zero appeal for me. Besides, I’m much too busy.”

      Janelle folded her arms over her chest and frowned. “Too busy to be married? You’re aware this isn’t 1946, right? Women don’t get married and stay home milking cows and doing laundry by hand in a washtub.”

      “Cows and laundry have nothing to do with why I don’t want to get married.”

      “So what is it then?”

      Anna shook her head and turned away. She’d never shared the secret with her sister, and she wasn’t about to do it now. She rummaged in the woven tote she’d parked next to a piece of driftwood and came up with a can of spray sunscreen.

      “Here,” she said, thrusting it into Janelle’s hands. “Go make sure the groom doesn’t sunburn anything he’s going to need for the honeymoon. I’ll go do the rest of the wedding party.”

      “Fine. But don’t think I didn’t notice you’re avoiding the question.”

      “I wouldn’t dream of it,” she said
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