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      It’s been a long day, and when my last client cancels, I breathe a sigh of relief. I can leave early and head home to the quietness of my house, where I can put my feet up and relax. I’ve been on my feet all day. That’s kind of how working as a masseuse is—standing, standing and more standing.

      But don’t get me wrong. I love my job, and getting to help people is something I’ve always wanted to do. I take pride in knowing I can ease people’s pain or cramped muscles. Even if my husband, Sean, thinks my job is more of a hobby than a career.

      Not everyone can be a world-famous rock star, touring constantly and making tons of money off albums, merchandise and everything else you can think of. Basically, his name alone brings in thousands of dollars a day.

      That’s Sean.

      Rock ‘n’ Roll money.

      It’s the kind of money people dream about, and while I’d love to say he worked incredibly hard for it, that really isn’t the case. He was discovered almost immediately in a local bar in New York by a producer who signed him and the band to a deal that would rival any future deals for newcomers.

      Again, the kind of money I’ve never even been able to imagine, but here I am.

      I’ve gotten used to it, though, and I’ll admit, not having to think about how to pay bills or a mortgage has been nice. Our luxury condo in New York, on the Upper East Side, was paid for in cash, but before that, I lived in a little studio that wasn’t much bigger than a postage stamp. Actually, our closet is bigger than that place.

      Thinking about it now, I can’t even believe I lived there.

      How my life has changed.

      I smile as I climb into the car, remembering that Sean and I are only a week away from our five-year wedding anniversary.

      No one thought we’d last this long, including several of my friends, who have since disappeared from my life, claiming they can’t stand Sean. All I have left is my younger sister, Isla, and even she’s growing tired of Sean, spending less time with me than she used to.

      He can be a little abrasive, and some may say arrogant, but he has a reason to be. He has a face that people recognize instantly and a career that’s even more recognizable. Every album the band has released has gone platinum. Not to mention that Sean negotiated an amazing deal with several music streaming services, making it so we’re set for life, and there’s something incredibly soothing about that.

      After Isla and I lost our parents in a car accident, I’ve been grappling with wanting to start a family, needing to replace what was lost. Sean and I talk about it, but he keeps putting it off. Telling me that touring with the band makes it nearly impossible to start a family.

      I roll my eyes, letting out a sigh, my thoughts a random mess, something that I attribute to my job. Silence is common, and being alone with my thoughts is even more common.

      I remind myself to call Isla and set up a date for brunch. Despite her sourness toward Sean, I still make the effort to see her weekly. Even if most of the time is spent telling me what a dick Sean is, but she doesn’t get it. He’s stability, and that’s why when he proposed, I would have been a fool to say no.

      Isla has always been more independent than I am, never relying on a guy to support her, but that’s where we’re different. Not that I rely on Sean to support me, I do have a job, but I guess I’ve just always needed someone to lean on.

      Speaking of, I smile at the thought of coming home to him. The smell of his cologne, the way he lounges on the couch with his feet crossed at the ankles, watching recordings of his tours, analyzing what he could do differently or how he could make himself look better. Dinner will be waiting in the fridge for me when I get there, prepared by the personal chef he hires.

      It’s easy.
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      About fifteen minutes later, I’m pulling into the underground parking garage and taking the elevator up to our penthouse condo that overlooks the towering high-rises of the city, the clouds mingling with it all. And all I can think is that I’m damn lucky.

      Sean and I ran into each other in a park one day not far from where my old apartment was. I was out taking photographs of the changing leaves, and he mistook me for a paparazzi. He lost his shit, yelling at me, snatching my camera and telling me to delete the pictures. The whole interaction was crazy because I honestly had no idea who he was, but when the dust cleared, there was something charming about him— something that I’d never seen in guys I dated.

      It almost felt like he asked me out because I had no idea who he was. Like he was testing me, waiting for me to call my friends, tell the media that I was going on a date with Sean English, but I didn’t. I never did, and here we are five years later.

      Things took off pretty quickly from there, and even though I was only twenty-three, I didn’t think twice when he asked me to marry him only a year into dating. At twenty-four, we were walking down the aisle in a lavish ceremony that put some of the wealthiest celebrities to shame.

      A girl’s dream wedding, if I do say so myself.

      Despite the paparazzi helicopters flying overhead and having to have several people removed for trying to climb the fences to get that one shot.

      But as the elevator door opens, I hear it, pausing only momentarily as the blood in my veins turns ice cold.

      I stop again, listening, waiting for what I initially heard: the sound of voices, but not just any voices—my husband’s voice mingling with the moans of a female voice.

      It’s heard well beyond the oversized front door, filling the hallway, and snaking itself into my ears. My heart stops beating for a split second.

      But it can’t be.

      Closing my eyes, I push my key into the lock, letting the door glide open with a laborious shove, hoping I’m just losing my mind. The sounds can’t be coming from my house. Not from my husband.

      “Sean?” I call out, my words escaping on a shaky breath, but there’s no response.

      My legs feel weak, my hands shaking as I make my way down the long hallway. The silence of the house is nearly deafening now, and worry stabs me in the chest.

      The sounds were initially startling, but the silence is even worse. I stop to listen, to see if I hear anything more.

      Closing my eyes, I wait. The house is only filled with its usual sounds: the heat running, the hum of the vents blowing, and I almost laugh at how completely ridiculous it was that I thought my husband was here with another woman.

      I call out his name again, and this time, someone echoes my call. What seemed to be a dream, something fabricated in my mind, becomes all too real.

      “Sean, fuck!” the voice yells, high-pitched and desperate. I take the stairs two at a time, knowing that what I’m about to walk in on will confirm my worst fears. What I’ve long heard rumors about, even if I tried to ignore them.

      Before I even reach the bedroom, before I even see it with my own eyes, I hear the sound of flesh slapping. Each grunt and groan is louder and unmistakable.

      I don’t even have to open the door to the bedroom—the bedroom I share with my husband—because it’s already open, and the scene unfolding in front of me makes my stomach churn. Bile rises up in my throat, and I will myself not to puke right here in front of this mess.

      Grabbing the door frame, I hold myself up, afraid I might collapse as my knees go weak, my head a hazy, foggy disaster. I feel like I’m floating, and for a moment, I wonder if this is a dream—a nightmare, actually.

      But it isn’t. This is my fucking reality right now.

      My gasp is so loud that the woman who is currently under my husband hears it. Peering over Sean’s shoulder, she makes eye contact with me. Crystal blue eyes stare back at me, a stark contrast to my deep brown ones.

      She pales instantly, her legs wrapped around him, falling to the sides, but he keeps pounding into her, unaware.

      It feels like I stand here forever, watching this unfold in front of me. Sean’s naked back is marred with jagged red lines, undoubtedly from her neon pink stiletto nails that seem more fitting for a stripper than the typical groupie Sean would go for. But I guess I have no idea what his type is. It’s certainly not his own wife.

      Groupies are everywhere when your husband is a rock star, but I always pushed those thoughts to the side, tried to ignore them because he chose me. He married me, not them, but it’s obvious that’s who this woman is.

      The woman and my eyes are locked, and as much as I want to look away, I can’t. It’s like a trainwreck. You hear that saying a lot, but now it holds a totally different meaning for me.

      This is a trainwreck, and it’s my life.

      She slaps him on the back, wiggling from under him, but again, that idiot doesn’t realize what’s happening, and disgustingly, he growls out, “You want it rough, baby? Wanna play like you’re trying to get away from me?”

      My face screws up into a nauseated scowl, and for a split second, I think I might vomit. Right here in the doorway of our bedroom, on the luxury white carpet that I used to say felt like rabbit fur under my feet. Now it feels like it’s on fire.

      And then she shrieks out, the world catching up to her. Her scream vibrates my chest and bounces off the walls of the room.

      “You told me she was working late!”

      That’s what she says, and it plays over and over again in my head.

      Sean whips around but doesn’t pull himself from inside her body. His dick is firmly rooted inside her vagina as his eyes go wide, taking me in.

      “Qu…” he stutters, not even able to get my entire name out of his mouth. To be honest, I’m shocked he even remembers my name with how far he’s wedged inside this woman.

      “What the fuck?” I scream, and while I have a million other things I’d love to say, this is all I’m able to get out, stupid and clichéd. My emotions get the better of me, and the tears spill like rivers. I hate that I’m crying in front of him, in front of her. Letting them see me this way makes me sick.

      “Quinn, baby,” Sean now croons, and if I felt like I was going to puke before, it has nothing on this. “It was a mistake. An accident.”

      “An accident?” the blue-eyed groupie hisses. “So was it an accident the last twenty times we did this?” There’s an insulted tinge to her words, and I don’t know whether to laugh or cry.

      Twenty times?

      I don’t think Sean and I have done it twenty times in the last year, and certainly not to the extent I saw just now. She was moaning like a porn star, mouth open, hips moving, blonde hair splayed around her like a fucking halo. But she’s no angel.

      If I’m being honest, I’ve never even had an orgasm with him, not a single one, and that thought hits me as the memory of him thrusting into her invades my brain again.

      “Quinn, baby, let me explain,” he coos, and all it makes me want to do is punch him in the throat. I hate the sound of his voice and the way he says my name.

      But more than all of that, I hate that the naysayers were right. Sean is a dick, and a liar and a cheater. And I married him.

      I have a million questions, and as much as I want to ask them, there will be no point to it. Getting answers won’t solve anything, and it will probably just be lie after lie anyway.

      The damage is done, and while I might have been clueless as fuck, I’m not a doormat, and I will not take back a cheater.

      This is over.

      So fucking over.

      I leave the doorway, scrambling away, and back to where I dropped my purse on the table near the front door. I need to get out of here, away from him, from her, from all of this.

      “Quinn, wait,” Sean calls, and I hate the way my name sounds on his lips, and I whip around to look at him.

      There’s a towel wrapped around his waist, his chest is still red from what he was just doing, and there’s not a damn thing he can say that will convince me to stay.

      “Baby,” he croons, and I wrinkle up my nose, shaking my head vehemently. “Don’t be like this. You know it was just a one-time thing, a mistake. I’ve been under so much stress, and this was⁠—”

      “I don’t want your excuses. She can have you, or my guess would be that it’s just not as exciting now that I know. All the sneaking around must have been so fucking fun. Such a turn-on wondering if you’ll get caught.”

      Every word is laced with venom, a painful sting on my tongue, but it needs to be said. I need to get it all out because this will be the last time I speak to him. Not just that, it will be the last time I see him.

      “It wasn’t like that,” Sean tries, and I let out a humorless laugh.

      “I don’t care what it was like. It’s over. This,” I pause, motioning between us, the tears still spilling, but my hurt is now replaced with rage, “will never happen again. And you will stay the hell away from me because if you don’t, I’m going to the media.” My face is stoic now, and I feel so fucking powerful. Looking down at my finger where my massive five-carat diamond sits, the nausea still bubbling at the surface, I slide it from my finger and whip it at his head as I walk out the door.
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      I wake up in a vaguely unfamiliar room. I can tell it’s a hotel room, though, and beside me, I can hear the soft snores of someone who doesn’t wake early to catch waves like I do.

      Scrubbing a hand down my face, I roll to the edge of the bed, swinging my legs out as I sit butt naked, my elbows resting on my knees as I try to wake up. I’ve never really been a morning person either, but I love surfing enough that I’ve trained myself to become one.

      There isn’t much I love more than surfing, to be honest.

      Well, except for my family and friends.

      And fucking.

      “You’re leaving?” comes a muffled question behind me as fingers walk a slow path up my back.

      With a grin, I glance back over my shoulder at the chick I picked up last night. A tourist, obviously, out here with her girlfriends for a weeklong bachelorette party. Not the soon-to-be bride, though; that’s where I absolutely draw the line.

      I might like to fuck around, but I always make sure the girl is single and willing.

      “Yeah, was gonna go catch some waves,” I say, my smile widening as she props herself up on her elbow. The sheet falls from her body to reveal her tits, the telltale tan lines from a week in the Hawaiian sun obvious.

      “Sure I can’t entice you to stay a bit longer?” she asks, biting her bottom lip.

      I chuckle, reaching over to trail a slow finger along one of those tan lines. “I mean, I really wanna go surf,” I start. “But I guess I could be enticed,” I add, my finger dropping to her left breast, tracing a slow path around her already hardened nipple. “What did you have in mind?”

      She smiles, throwing the sheet the rest of the way off now as she slides toward me. “I was thinking of a repeat of last night,” she suggests.

      “Getting drunk with your friends?” I tease as she moves so she’s sitting beside me on the bed.

      “I was thinking,” she starts, throwing a leg over so she’s now straddling me, her arms resting on my shoulders as she arches her back a little, so her tits are pretty much at mouth level.

      “Yeah?” I ask, leaning down to flick my tongue over her nipple as my hands grip her hips.

      “Maybe I could take you for another ride,” she suggests, pushing her other tit toward my mouth.

      “Fuck it, okay,” I growl, sucking her into my mouth as I reach for another condom on the nightstand.
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      The front door slams behind me as I stroll inside to find Eli standing at the kitchen island in nothing but a pair of running shorts, a bottle of Gatorade in his hand, as he scrolls through the phone in his other.

      “You just getting in or just getting up?” I ask, throwing my keys and phone on the counter.

      “Up,” he says with a laugh, giving me a quick once-over as he adds, “Just getting home, I see. You stink of sex, you know.”

      “Don’t be jealous,” I rib, flipping him off as I open the fridge, searching for something to eat before I head out for a surf.

      Even though Kate, the girl from last night, asked me to stay and have breakfast with her, I didn’t, pretty much leaving after I’d fucked her again. Not that I was a dick about it or anything; I just don’t stay for things like breakfast.

      Staying for breakfast implies stuff, and I am always crystal clear, whenever I pick someone up, that it is just sex and just fun. I’m not looking for a relationship, and that’s part of the reason I focus my attention on tourists.

      Because I know they are leaving and they aren’t gonna stay and expect stuff from me that I don’t want to deliver. I like my life the way it is: surfing, hanging with my friends, working with my dad and brother, and fucking whoever I want. No expectations and absolutely no relationships.

      Lisa is the only exception to that rule, but she and I are both on the same page when it comes to fucking and expectations and relationships, so she doesn’t count.

      Besides, it’s not like we are a thing. We’re friends who fuck.

      Fuck buddies. Nothing more.

      And we’re both happy with that.

      Eli laughs, shaking his head at me as he says, “Not even close to being jealous, Kai. Not exactly struggling in the getting laid department, you know.” He waves a hand over himself as if to make a point, and I have to admit, he’s probably right.

      Dude is fucking ripped from all the training he does in his job as a firefighter. A job he’s been doing on Oahu for the better part of a year before coming back to Maui recently.

      It’s cool he did. Not just because it gave me a new option for a housemate after my little brother finally pulled his head out of his ass and won his girl back, buying and renovating a house for her before moving in with her like the sad domesticated sap he now is.

      Eli is also a really cool guy. He’s a couple of years older than me, but we went to the same school, and he’s Owen’s cousin, so I’ve known him since we were kids.

      “Take it that’s what you were doing last night then?” he now asks with a grin.

      “You know it,” I reply.

      “So, who was the chick?”

      Chuckling, I glance over at him. “Bachelorette party, one of the bridesmaids.”

      “Jesus,” Eli says with a laugh. “You’re hopeless.”

      My grin widens as I hold my arms out. “Nope, the ladies just love me.”

      He lets out another laugh, his head falling back as he throws his phone onto the counter. “I think it’s more a case of the tourists seeing you as a bucket-list fantasy item. Screw the hot surfer guy and take a story home to the mainland.”

      “Meh, works for me,” I say with a shrug. “Not looking for anything more, anyway.”

      “Yeah, I know what you mean,” Eli replies, finishing off his Gatorade. “Much as I’m glad my cousin finally got his girl, relationships are for pussies, and I certainly don’t need one to get my fill of pussy.”

      “Preaching to the converted, dude,” I say, holding out my hand for a fist bump. “My little brother is so pathetic these days, it’s nauseating. I’m actually glad I don’t live with him and Daze anymore,” I say, even though we both know that’s not entirely true.

      I might not want a relationship like Miles has, but that doesn’t mean I don’t love him and Daze and am beyond happy they’re back together again. It was fucking shit watching them fall apart and even worse watching that asshole so-called friend of his move in on Miles’ girl.

      And while he might have taken his time getting her back, now that they are back together, I know it’s the real deal.

      The two of them are beyond sappy, head over heels in love. They’re engaged, for fuck’s sake.

      Eli laughs. “Well, at least we’re staying the course,” he says.

      “Someone’s gotta,” I reply with a shrug. “So, you working today?”

      “Nope, was gonna go for a surf, actually. Wanna come?”

      “Fuck yes,” I reply. “Would’ve been out there sooner, but you know,” I say with a grin.

      “Jesus,” Eli mutters, shaking his head at me. “Come on, let’s go, horn dog.”
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      Thirty minutes later, Eli and I are paddling out to catch waves, surfing them in to shore, only to turn around and do it all again.

      For me, this is the perfect start to the morning: a good fuck and then a good surf.

      Nothing compares, and as I pop up on my board to catch a huge breaker, I can’t help but let out a loud whoop.

      “Get some!” Eli laughs from behind me, and when I glance back, he’s grinning, giving me a shaka as I ride the wave in.

      When I reach the shore, I jump off my board, right next to a woman standing knee-deep in the water, a look on her face that suggests she isn’t sure if she should go further in or turn around and get out.

      “Hey,” I say, tucking my board under my arm. “You good?”

      She gives me a look that I’m pretty sure says she isn’t interested in talking to me, but then says, “It’s colder than I thought.”

      Laughing, I reply, “It is winter.” I take a step closer, my eyes raking over her as she stares out at the horizon. Jesus, she’s fucking gorgeous.

      She turns to me now, squinting as she says, “It’s Hawaii.”

      Chuckling, I reply, “So it’s Hawaii winter.”

      “I thought it was summer all year round out here,” she says now.

      “I mean, yeah, it kinda is. This is about as cold as it gets,” I tell her. “Where are you from?”

      “New York,” she replies, just as a wave comes in, crashing against her legs and splashing onto her. “Shit.”

      Laughing, I give her another once-over. Gorgeous and a tourist. Win-win. “Just dive under, you’ll be warmer then.” She hits me with another look, and I can’t resist grinning as I add, “Or, if you prefer, I can always warm you up.”

      She scoffs out a laugh, immediately biting her bottom lip as though she didn’t mean to. It’s what encourages me to keep going, despite the fact she hasn’t responded to my suggestion like most women quickly do. Not to brag or anything, but I don’t usually have a problem picking up chicks, especially ones who are vacationing in this tropical paradise and looking to have an extra good time.

      “Is that a yes?” I ask.

      She shakes her head, that bottom lip still between her teeth as though she’s fighting a smile.

      “But it’s not a no,” I tease.

      She nods her head this time, her eyes meeting mine.

      “It is a no?” I clarify, my hand moving to my chest to rest over my heart. “Ugh, so quick.”

      She lets out another laugh, not bothering to hide it this time. “I’m sorry, I’m just not interested.”

      “How do you know you’re not interested when you don’t even know me well enough to know if you could be interested?”

      She laughs again, the sound causing a weird flutter in my chest. “Has anyone ever told you, you are extremely cocky?”

      Ignoring the feeling, my grin widens as I reply, “All the time.”

      She shakes her head, still smiling as she says, “Well, as flattering as it is, it’s still a no.”

      “Sure?” I tease, ducking down to meet her eyes again. “I’ll make it worth your while.”

      “I’m sure you will,” she replies. “But I think I’m probably too old for you anyway.”

      “Pfft,” I scoff. “Age is just a number. It’s not important,” I add, waving a dismissive hand. “Besides, I happen to find older women extremely sexy.”

      “Oh,” she says, huffing out a laugh. “So you’re saying I am older?”

      “You brought it up,” I say with a laugh. “But like I said, I’m not the one who cares about it.”

      She turns back to the horizon, shaking her head again as she holds a hand up to shield her eyes from the sun. “So cocky,” she whispers.

      Leaning closer, so my mouth is by her ear, I say, “Extremely sexy.”

      She turns, jumping a little as though she doesn’t expect me to be so close. I don’t pull back, instead staring into her gorgeous brown eyes before mine drop to her mouth. A mouth I would very much like to kiss.

      “I don’t think so,” she murmurs, and I’m not sure if she’s still referring to my offer to warm her up or my comment about her being sexy.

      “I do,” I tell her, knowing I’m referring to both.

      She scoffs, her cheeks flushing as she turns away from me, murmuring, “Not a good idea.”

      “What’s not a good idea?”

      She takes a deep breath, letting it out slowly as she pushes her hands through her long brown hair before twisting it into a knot at the back of her head, securing it with a band from around her wrist. As soon as it’s done, I want to pull it loose, watch as her hair falls down around her shoulders and back. I want to run my fingers through it, wrap it around my fist as I use it to pull her head back so I can kiss my way down her neck.

      Fuck.

      I don’t know what it is, but I really want this woman. I want to change her mind about me and us, and whatever it is she thinks is a bad idea.

      Stepping closer, I gently brush my knuckles against the back of her hand as I ask again, “What’s not a good idea?”
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      “I was talking to myself,” I tell this ridiculously hot guy standing in front of me.

      My eyes float over his body, all tanned and toned. Water droplets glisten on his skin, moving slowly down his torso and between the lines of every cut muscle of his abs.

      He’s the epitome of a surf god, his board tucked under his arm now as he steps closer to me, so close that I can feel the heat of his body.

      Trying not to look at him, trying not to make it obvious that he’s stunning, I crane my neck to look out at the ocean over him, but I fail to distract myself. While the ocean is gorgeous, the view of this shirtless man wins out, and my eyes dart back to him.

      “Do you make it a habit of talking to yourself?” he asks, his tone playful and flirtatious.

      I laugh a little, and it feels good. It’s the first time I remember laughing since this disaster with Sean. Not only does it feel good to laugh, but it also feels good to be standing here in the sunshine instead of the frigid cold winter of New York. The snow is probably piling up, the wind whipping through the streets, sending chills over all the commuters on the sidewalks.

      But here, even though the water is cooler than I expected, it feels like I’m on vacation. Like this isn’t where I’m choosing to start my life over.

      “I don’t, but I need a reminder,” I say, feeling my lips pull up into a smile, a smile that feels genuine. This interaction has me feeling all sorts of things I shouldn’t be feeling.

      That’s why I’m here. I’m taking a break from dating and from men and relationships. Leaving is giving me an opportunity to focus on myself, away from all the noise of Sean and his shit. Getting away from my sister and friends and their opinions on the situation and leaving all those people who said Sean and I would never make it.

      I hate that they were right, and I really don’t need to hear about it.

      That’s why I left like I did. Turned my phone off, packed my clothes and boarded a plane to Maui. I haven’t turned it back on since I got here.

      It was either Alaska or Hawaii, and I’m not a fan of snow, so here I am, standing on the most beautiful beach I’ve ever seen with a man who should be completely off-limits.

      “You need a reminder of what?” he questions, cutting through my thoughts. I’ve been a scattered mess ever since walking in on Sean fucking that woman.

      “That I’m taking a break from men,” I tell him, sounding far more assertive than I ever have. I was so used to just going along with whatever Sean wanted, letting him call my career a hobby, letting him run our life because he was the one with the money.

      Almost like I never felt good enough for him, like I was always trying to prove I was worthy of his time and his love.

      Well, fuck that. No more.

      I’m starting fresh, and in this new life, I’m going to do everything that I want. No more people-pleasing because look where it got me.

      The guy standing in front of me lets out a deep, throaty laugh, one that oddly sends a jolt of lust through my stomach and down between my legs.

      Get your shit together, Quinn!

      I need to have a chat with my cat and let her know she’s not in charge. Even if this guy is gorgeous and tan and toned and probably incredible in bed.

      “Yes, no men,” I repeat, and he eyes me with suspicion, a drive flaring in his eyes to win me over.

      “Friends?”

      And now it’s me laughing. He’s pretty persistent, and I guess I do need friends, given I’ve just moved here knowing no one.

      “Something tells me you don’t do friends, or at least not well,” I counter, sending him chuckling again. The smile has not left my face, so the mixed messages I’m sending this guy are off the charts.

      “That might be true, but I’m willing to give it a try for you,” he says playfully as he extends a hand, introducing himself. “I’m Kai Olsen, and you are?”

      I take a pause, looking at his outstretched hand, wondering what I’m about to get myself into. He’s way too young for me, and he’s full of shit if he thinks we’re ever going to be friends. I caught his attention because I’m standing in the water dressed in a bikini. It’s the same reason he caught my attention. He looks damn good shirtless, with a body that was clearly made to make a woman happy.

      Maybe I should just take the risk.

      But I shake my head, telling myself to take a step back, to take things slow.

      Taking his hand in mine, I shake it. But as soon as we touch, I feel it. This spark of electricity shooting through me, and by the way his eyes widen slightly, he feels it too. Our hands stay touching for a few long breaths before I’m the one to pull away.

      “I’m Quinn…” I stop before adding my last name. I’m starting over, and that means dropping Sean’s stupid last name and going back to my own. “Quinn Bateman.”

      “Took you a second there,” he says, winking at me. “You aren’t giving me a fake name, are you?”

      “No, no fake name, just…” Again, I find myself pausing. “Never mind.”

      “So friends then, Quinn?” His words are filled with far more seduction than they should be when asking this question.

      “Friends, I guess,” I respond, and his laugh fills the small space between us, sending a shiver down my spine and goosebumps dotting my skin. He’s going to be more than friends if I keep standing here because a part of me feels like I deserve a trashy one-night stand after what Sean did.

      Although after a five-minute conversation, I quickly learned it was far from a one-night stand, and she was not the only girl. He’d pretty much never stopped “dating,” even after we got married.

      How the fuck was I so stupid and blind to all of this? I feel like a complete fool, which is part of the reason I left New York. Hawaii couldn’t be any farther from my old life.

      “Want to meet me for lunch today?” Kai asks. “How long are you here for? Where are you staying? I can pick you up.”

      He feels a little too overzealous with these questions, and I’m not ready to tell him where I live, but I guess meeting him for lunch wouldn’t be such a bad thing.

      I’ve only been here for a couple of weeks, and most of those first few days were me trying to find a place to live. Which oddly happened rather quickly. While it might not be what I’m used to, it’s exactly what I hoped it would be.

      A quiet little one-bedroom cottage, secluded with a beautiful mountain view, although it is painted lime green and neon pink and sits on a massive two-acre plot of land. The owners would like to sell it but have been struggling to get interest, so it’s being used as a rental for the time being.

      It’s actually a great location, not far from the ocean and this cute little town area with a coffee shop, a bakery, a couple of bars and the most quintessential Hawaiian surf shop.

      “How about I meet you somewhere?” I suggest, and he gives a little nod in response.

      “I gotta know where you are staying so I don’t pick somewhere too far for you,” he says, and he’s really fishing for information now.

      “I walked to this beach,” I clarify, hoping that it gives him a better idea.

      “Really?” His question comes out quickly, and his narrowed eyes tell me he thinks I’m lying.

      “Yes, really. Why?”

      “There are no hotels on this side of the island. Not within walking distance, anyway.”

      “I’m not staying in a hotel.” I don’t bother with much more information, not needing him to know I’m not a tourist, which is exactly what he thinks I am.

      “Ah, decided to go full Hawaiian getaway and stay where the locals stay. I like it. I can’t wait to show you around, friend,” he says, this perfect smile on his face, all straight white teeth against his tanned skin.

      “Sure, something like that,” I reply, and as I begin to walk to the shore, leaving the water, he follows me.

      “So, how about we meet around one? Does that work for you?”

      I look down at my watch, noticing it’s still early, but I’ve been waking before the sun rises, still struggling with the six-hour time difference. I haven’t really gotten out much to explore the island, spending the first few days holed up in a hotel room on the tourist side, and then moving into my rental and trying to get settled.

      If I’m being honest, I’ve been wallowing, but it’s time to get out and enjoy the beauty of my new home, and the perfect way to do that is with a local.

      “That works. Where am I meeting you?”

      “I can pick you up. Friends do that,” he says, and I swear he’s as persistent as they come, but holy shit, he’s hot, and saying no is going to be hard.

      “I’ll just meet you.”

      “Okay, but the offer stands if you need it. Do you have your phone with you? I’ll give you my number.” He waits a second, but I shake my head.

      “Not with me, so you’ll just have to trust that I’ll meet you there.”

      “What’s a girl who looks like you doing out here without a phone, wandering the island?” His words come out a little possessive, but in a way that makes me feel comforted, protective and caring rather than dominating and controlling.

      “I think we both know it’s pretty safe,” I say, winking at him now. “So where am I meeting you?”
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      We agree to meet at a local place that Kai said is his favorite, letting me know it’s not far from the beach we were just at.

      He offered to walk me home, but I declined, worried that if he ended up at my house, I would end up in bed with him. My self-control and my self-esteem are in the shitter right now.

      Heading back, I make a quick stop at the little bakery not far from my house. It has the cutest name ever, “Daisy’s Flour Shop,” and the branding is simply adorable with shades of pink and glittery gold.

      I haven’t been in here since I moved into my house, only stopping at the coffee shop down the street to grab a cup. I’ve been too focused on finding a place to live, and tomorrow I have an interview for a job at one of the hotels as a massage therapist at the spa.

      As soon as I walk into the bakery, I’m welcomed by the most delicious smell, and a woman behind the counter with long dark hair and a pink apron greets me with an enthusiastic hello. She looks to be a little younger than me, but certainly friendly.

      “Welcome in! Our flavor of the week is papaya coconut, and our signature cupcake is pink vanilla. Take a look around and let me know if you want to sample anything.”

      “Thanks so much. Everything looks so good,” I say, bending down to look at the cupcakes lining the glass case in front of me.

      “This is your first time in,” she says, and it’s not asked as if it’s a question but more as a statement. She seems to know her customers, and I’m not one of her regulars.

      “It is,” I share, enjoying all the friendly conversation I’ve had this morning.

      “Where are you visiting from? Guessing you’re off doing a little tour of the island,” the woman says.

      “I’m from New York, but I just moved here, so I guess I’m touring, but more because I’m trying to get the lay of the land.”

      “Oh my god, seriously? You’re going to love it here. So much to do and see. Let me get you a cupcake on the house. A little welcome gift. Which one would you like?”

      As she asks me this, a guy walks out from the back of the shop, pulling off a pair of gloves. He tosses them into a garbage can before pressing a kiss to the side of her head.

      “Babe, this is…” the woman trails off, looking over at me. “I didn’t get your name. I’m Daisy,” she stops, shrugging her shoulders in the cutest way as she looks up at the sign bearing her name. “And this is my fiancé, Miles.”

      “I’m Quinn,” I reply, and as I look at Daisy’s fiancé, he looks familiar, but I brush it off. There’s no way he’s anyone I know. I just got here and have literally only made one friend, if you can even call him that.

      “It’s great to meet you. How long have you been here?” Daisy asks as Miles stands beside her, his arm around her shoulders.

      “Just two weeks. I haven’t had much of a chance to get out, but I’m living just up the road. My house is kinda set far back…” I stop when both of them look at each other and let out a laugh.

      “Let me guess, you’re living in the bright green house, right? They’ve been trying to sell it for years, and I saw it had a rental sign out front.”

      “That’s the place.”

      “Not many people move to this side of the island, but we’re glad to have you,” Daisy says sweetly. “So what cupcake will it be?”

      “How about half a dozen? It’ll hold me over till I can get to the store to get some shopping done,” I joke.

      I pick out a few, and Daisy insists on not charging me for one of them, which is super sweet of her. I’ll definitely be stopping in to appease my sweet tooth often.

      We chat a little, with Daisy and Miles sharing some of their favorite places and the beaches they love, telling me to check out the surf shop down the road if I want surf lessons or to pick up a new swimsuit. I wish I had brought my phone with me so I could jot down all these places, but I’ll just have to attempt to commit them to memory.

      As she’s ringing me up, Miles whispers something in her ear, quiet enough that I don’t hear it, but Daisy’s face lights up at whatever he just said.

      “Hey, would you want to come hang out later today? Friends of ours are having a barbecue tonight, and it would be a great chance for you to meet some of your neighbors,” Daisy suggests, and it feels really good to get invited.

      “I’d love to.”
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      “Wow, you must be losing your touch.”

      I turn to find Eli standing beside me, board tucked under his arm and a huge grin on his face. “What?”

      He laughs, tipping his head in the direction of Quinn, my so-called new friend. “Couldn’t seal the deal? You must be losing your touch.”

      I jab an elbow into his ribs. “Fuck off. For your information, she’s meeting me for lunch, so I most definitely haven’t lost my touch.”

      Eli bursts out laughing, his head falling back as he says, “Fucking hell, not only have you lost your touch, but you’ve totally been friend-zoned too.”

      “Again, fuck off,” I say as I turn and head back into the surf, trying to ignore the fact that he might actually be right.

      “I mean, lunch,” Eli says mockingly, still laughing as he follows me in, the two of us lying on our boards and paddling out. “With the guy who doesn’t date and definitely doesn’t do relationships,” he adds, grinning. “I’d say that is the very definition of losing it.”

      I roll my eyes, shaking my head at him as we both ride up over a breaking wave. “Yeah, yeah, whatever,” I say. “Just wait. I’ll prove to you I haven’t.”

      We both sit up on our boards, eyes scanning the incoming swell as we look for the perfect wave. “So, who was she?” Eli asks.

      I turn to face him, a huge grin on my face as I say, “Tourist.”
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      A couple of hours later, I’m home, showered and dressed in a pair of shorts, an old Olsen Boards T-shirt, and a baseball cap.

      “Good luck,” Eli calls as I walk past him sitting on the couch.

      “Don’t need it,” I reply, flipping him off as I push open the screen door and head outside.

      It’s only a couple of minutes’ walk to my favorite spot to eat, and as I put my sunglasses on, spinning my ball cap around so it’s on backward, I can’t help but wonder where Quinn is staying on this side of the island.

      She said it wasn’t a hotel, but I know she’s a tourist visiting from New York, so she’s got to be renting somewhere.

      Having spent my life here on this island, I pretty much know everyone and everything, especially on this side, and the only place I can think of right now is that hideous pink and green place down the road from Daisy’s bakery.

      I make a mental note to ask Quinn about that just as I arrive at the BBQ shack down by the water. Quinn is sitting out at one of the high tables on the deck, staring out at the waves as she fiddles with her sunglasses, almost like she’s nervous or something.

      Smiling, I pull mine off and hook them into the front of my T-shirt, nodding at the guys
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