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      “Out of the water, I am nothing.”

      

      (Duke Kahanomoku)
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      I stop the car in front of, of all places, a surf shop, even though the GPS assures me this is where I’m supposed to be. Checking the email on my phone, I confirm the address with what I typed into the map search and sure enough, they are the same.

      “Weird,” I mutter to myself, my gaze still on the shop through the open window, wondering how this place could possibly be my Airbnb. But then I notice the second story and what looks to be an apartment above the shop. Smiling, I can’t help but think staying above a surf shop across from the beach will be pretty fucking cool.

      “Alright then,” I say, pulling the hire car into the small car park to the side of the shop.

      I undo my seatbelt, leaving my bags and shit in the car, and make my way toward the shop to find out exactly what the situation is.

      A bell chimes above the door as I walk in and almost instantly, a feeling of relaxation settles over me, pushing the brain fog from the ten-hour flight away as I inhale the familiar scent of wax and sunscreen and the ocean.

      A guy and a girl are standing behind the counter, completely oblivious to me having just walked in. The guy’s got his arms wrapped around the girl, his mouth at her ear and judging by the look on her face, he is clearly telling her something meant for her ears only. And probably kind of filthy if the way she’s blushing is any indication.

      Cute.

      I walk up to them and when they notice me, the guy unwraps himself from the girl, leaving one of his arms across her shoulders in what I’m guessing is a message to let me know she’s off-limits. He then hits me with a friendly grin and says, “Hey, can I help you?”

      I smile back, wrapping my knuckles on the counter, which is an old-school longboard as I say, “Hope so. Flynn Hudson, checking in?”

      His smile widens as he reaches over to shake my hand. “Nice. I’m Nate, and this is my girlfriend, Sage,” he says.

      “Nice to meet you both. Wasn’t sure I was in the right place, but I guess I’m staying in the apartment upstairs,” I add, pointing to the ceiling.

      Sage grins, shaking her head as she says, “No, that’s where we live. You’re out back.”

      Out back.

      Fuck, that doesn’t sound good.

      “Oh, okay, cool,” I reply, giving them both another smile.

      “I’ll leave you with Nate,” she says, turning to her boyfriend. “Babe, I gotta go,” she adds, a different kind of smile on her face now.

      “Okay,” he replies, smiling as he leans in and kisses her before whispering something that makes her giggle this time.

      This thing with them must be new. New and hot and when everything seems possible and amazing and just perfect.

      I remember those days.

      “Nice to meet you, Flynn, and welcome to Hawaii,” Sage says to me before turning and heading out what looks to be the back of the shop.

      “Shall we?” Nate asks, jerking his thumb over his shoulder.

      I nod, following him in the direction his girlfriend just took, passing through an office and out the back door to what looks like a pretty cool backyard with a barbecue off to the side and a firepit in the middle, surrounded by a bunch of chairs. On the far side is a small guest house, and next to it, a garage that Nate’s girlfriend is disappearing into.

      “This is you,” Nate says, gesturing to the house. “You’re our first rental.”

      “Really?” I ask as the old SUV in the garage comes to life before immediately dying. The engine starts up again as Nate walks over to look inside.

      “Babe, you good?” he asks.

      “Yep,” comes Sage’s reply before the car slowly inches out of the garage. She smiles and waves at both of us as she navigates the worn driveway along the side of the shop before turning out onto the street and disappearing.

      “It’s a piece of shit, that car,” Nate says, turning back to me, a grin on his face. “It was her dad’s,” he adds.

      “Was? He not around anymore?”

      “No,” Nate replies, shaking his head, not bothering to elaborate before changing the subject. “Anyway, what brings you to Hawaii? You’re from Australia, right?”

      “Yeah,” I say with a nod as he opens the front door to the house without unlocking it. “Sydney, and I’ve come over here for the surf,” I say, knowing it’s more than that, but not feeling the need to explain. I’m here early for a break, and the longer I can maintain that break without anyone knowing the real reason I’m here or whatever, the better.

      “Oh cool. You surf?” Nate asks, glancing back over his shoulder as we walk into the open plan living and kitchen area.

      “Sure do,” I say, even though it’s no longer in the way I wish it was.

      I look around the space that’s going to be my home for the next few weeks. It’s smaller than it looks in the photos, but it’s clean and airy, with a cool beach theme running throughout the whole place, including the artwork that hangs on the walls.

      “Wow, this is cool,” I say, walking up to a colored sketch of a group of guys surfing a wave together, all of them smiling and doing the Hawaii hang loose thing.

      “Thanks.”

      I turn back to my host. “You did this?” I ask, gesturing to the sketch.

      “I did all of them,” he says, his cheeks flushing. “This was…it was Sage’s idea to hang them.”

      “Shit, man, they’re really good,” I say, turning back to him.

      Nate nods in acknowledgement. “So, bathroom and bedroom are back there,” he now says, motioning to a short corridor. “Laundry is off the kitchen. There’s some welcome food and shit in the fridge too and a folder on the table with all the good places to eat and drink.”

      “What about surfing?” I ask.

      Nate chuckles, crossing his arms over his chest. “Well, depending on your skill level, there’s an awesome break right across the street, couple of smaller ones a short drive from here. Just let me know what you’re after, and I’ll point you in the right direction.”

      Now it’s me laughing as I lean back against the kitchen bench. Guess he doesn’t recognize me, although I shouldn’t be surprised, people don’t seem to anymore. I actually prefer it after everything that happened, though, and it will certainly make my holiday easier.

      “I want the biggest and the baddest break you got,” I tell him, knowing nothing scares me when it comes to the ocean. Despite everything that’s happened.

      Nate grins. “Well, in that case, you’re definitely gonna want to hit up Jaws at some point. But you should also check out the surf across the road, which is a very close second.”

      I nod, having heard about Jaws before. “I take it you surf then?”

      He laughs. “Yeah, I surf.”

      “Cool. Maybe we can catch a few waves sometime?”

      Nate blows out a breath, shoving a hand through his hair, which immediately falls back onto his forehead. “I’d go with you now if I didn’t have to look after the shop,” he says, almost apologetically.

      “Nah, it’s cool. I get it,” I say.

      Nate pulls a set of keys from his pocket and hands them to me. “Keys for the place, but it’s pretty safe around here. You’ll probably see a bunch of people hanging around out back too. You’re welcome to join us whenever.”

      “Cool, thanks,” I reply. “Is there somewhere I can park my car?”

      “Yeah, take the garage,” he says, walking back toward the front door. “Sage can park off to the side. Not sure anyone would steal that piece of shit we drive anyway.”

      I laugh, following him out as I say, “I can take a look at it if you want? My dad’s a mechanic and taught me some shit.”

      “Seriously?” Nate asks, shooting me a quick look.

      “Yeah, seriously. I’ll take a look when your girl gets back.”
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        * * *

      

      After I’ve moved my car and all of my stuff into the house, I change into some boardshorts and grab my board from the travel bag before heading out, barefoot to the beach.

      As I pass the shop, I notice a van out front with the words Olsen Custom Boards emblazoned across the side. I make a mental note to ask Nate if he can get his hands on any of the boards I’ve heard they do. Literally no surf shop in Australia stocks them, and even the few places I’ve checked online don’t carry them.

      And I would really love to get my hands on one.

      I cross over the road, the sand hot beneath my feet as I walk down toward the water. It’s still relatively early in the morning and there are several people out on their boards. Holding my hand up to block the sun, I scan the horizon, a force of habit I’ve had ever since I learned to surf.

      To check the swell.

      To check the wind.

      To check for danger.

      Nowadays, though, it’s more to check on Jade. Although she’s not here for another week or so, so I don’t need to do that either.

      There are a couple of kids trying to stand up and ride some waves, and I laugh as they both immediately fall off their boards. My gaze now moves to the other person nearby riding the same wave.

      “Fuck,” I murmur, as I watch this chick drop in on the face of the wave before cutting back as it peaks and then rolls, her board cutting through the barrel like a pro.

      She surfs the wave for as long as she can before jumping off not far from where I stand, ankle-deep in the surf. Now that she’s closer, I can get a good look at her, see if she’s someone I know. But I don’t recognize her, which is weird given she’s clearly really good and with my job, I tend to know all the good female surfers.

      She’s also really fucking hot.

      “Impressive,” I say as she picks up her board.

      She smiles, tucking her board under her arm. “Thanks. You surfing or staring?”

      I laugh. “Both. You a pro?” I ask, looking at her board. There are no sponsors on it, just the name of the surf shop across the road where I’m staying.

      “Nope,” she says, shaking her head.

      “You should be,” I say. “That was…well, you have great form.”

      She bursts out laughing. “Is that a line? I can’t tell.”

      “I mean, it can be,” I say, grinning.

      She pulls her bottom lip between her teeth, still smiling as she gives me a slow and very obvious once-over. Maybe she recognizes me; I can’t tell. But if she does, she doesn’t say anything. I’m glad, because telling my story over and over again gets exhausting.

      “So you’re one of those guys then,” she eventually says, still smiling.

      “And what exactly is one of those guys?” I ask.

      “A flirt,” she says as she turns to walk back into the surf.

      “Is it working?” I call out to her.

      She looks back at me, a huge smile on her face as she says, “I don’t know yet. Why don’t you come out here and show me your form, paddle-puss?”

      I burst out laughing at the name she gives me, knowing that’s exactly what I look like, standing here staring at her.

      I run to catch up to her, loving the coolness of the water against my skin. “Now who’s the flirt?” I say as we both push our boards out and jump onto them, side by side. “I’m Flynn, by the way,” I say, glancing over at her as we paddle through the waves.

      She smiles, not looking at me, as she says, “Nice to meet you, Flynn. I’m Alana.”
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      He paddles out behind me, catching up, and when I look over at him, his tanned skin shining in the sun, water droplets glistening off his muscular arms, he smiles.

      Straddling my board, he stops and does the same beside me. I can tell he’s an experienced surfer, and that doesn’t surprise me. This isn’t an area that tourists frequent unless they’re brought here by a local.

      “So, what are you into, Flynn?” I ask, my tone flirtatious and low. I wet my lips as I wait for him to answer, tasting the salt of the ocean on them. Taking in his lean body, his ab muscles taut and rippled, and as I watch a bead of water roll down his chest, I dream of licking it off his amazing body.

      “Surfing. Surf girls,” he comments back, a low rumble to his words as he looks me up and down. “How about you?”

      I purse my lips, loving the banter with this guy already, not to mention his sexy as fuck accent, finding myself turned on and thinking about what he might be like in bed. It’s been a while since I’ve found myself in this kind of situation and the thought excites me.

      “Surfing. Bad boys.” I pull my bottom lip between my teeth, our legs rubbing against each other as the waves slowly lift our boards.

      “Well, guess you’re lucky then,” he plays back, and I lean forward resting my palms flat on my board, my boobs pushed up. His eyes drop to my chest, and I let out a laugh.

      “Why’s that?”

      “Because I’m both those things,” he replies coyly, his eyes never leaving my body, and if my bikini bottoms weren’t already wet, they’d be soaked now.

      “You’re cheeky,” I say, but my mind wanders to hooking up with this hot surfer with an Australian accent, and I’m trying to think of all the places we could go where my friends won’t see this play out.

      I need this, a random hook up to get a release because some days my vibrator and internet porn just aren’t cutting it. And living with Daisy and Sloane doesn’t make it easy to bring home guys.

      Sloane has never been cool with it, and I get why. All those years in foster care, our home is her safe space, and she doesn’t want the worry of some random guy in there. I respect that and her need to heal from all the shit she’s been through.

      The last thing I want to do is ask this guy to take me back to his place. Who the hell knows where he’s staying, and that’s probably not the safest choice anyway.

      And then it hits me.

      Tanner’s boat, and Tanner is on Oahu right now, doing some location scouting for the possible expansion of The Pipe Dream. It’s something he’s doing to help out Nate and Sage while they both deal with things here on Maui.

      Everyone’s busy.

      And today is my morning off.

      “You’re a fucking dream come true,” he murmurs, his words burying themselves deep inside me, wanting to see how far we can take this. “Want to catch a wave in and…” He doesn’t have to finish his sentence; I’m nodding already.

      “And what?” I respond with a sly smile on my face. Even though I nodded at his comment, I want to see how far he’s willing to take this. If he’ll come right out and say what we’re both clearly thinking.

      He seems bold, and I love guys like that. I need someone who can keep up with me, someone who doesn’t care about my loudness or my independent nature. It’s one of the things that Mitch always told me to hold onto, and to never let a guy take it from me. I live by that now.

      “There’s a vibe here, is there not?” He looks at me, the question written all over his face. Wondering if he’s misread the situation.

      “There is. And I hope it’s the kinda vibe where we end up without our clothes on.” Now it’s bold of me, and Flynn lets out a hearty chuckle. I feel his laugh roll through me, sending butterflies into my stomach. My eyes once again taking in his surfer’s body, a body I’m dying to explore.

      “I like you. You’re no bullshit.”

      He’s right. I am, and I intend to stay that way. Just like this hook up is about to be no bullshit too. I don’t want a relationship. I want hot, meaningless sex with some guy I found out here on the water. A guy who can surf the swell, who has an amazing cutback and a hot body to match.

      He’s sitting right here in front of me, and if things play out like I hope, in a few minutes, we’ll be naked, and I’ll be coming on his face.

      “Let’s see what you’ve got,” I prompt, flicking my head toward the incoming wave, and Flynn hits me with a cocky grin.

      “Let’s see what you’ve got,” he counters, motioning for me to go. “Ladies first.” His brows go up, waiting for me. And I know he’s probably going to underestimate me like most guys I encounter on the water do. He has no idea what he’s in for.

      There’s a reason I was given the opportunity to compete as an amateur at Maui Pipe. I’m not just good. I’m fucking great. Mitch saw it when he was still alive, realizing I had way more talent than any surfer he’d ever seen, taking me under his wing and training me.

      But all that went to shit when he died, and I haven’t been on a board in so long. I worry that I may have lost it.

      My heartbeat kicks up. Today was supposed to be a quiet morning alone on the water. Not just for surfing but to also get my head on straight, to stop thinking about why I shouldn’t be surfing.

      The competition is soon, only a few weeks away, and while I haven’t withdrawn, I’ve stopped training. I’ve shutdown, depressed and missing Mitch and all his support. Not feeling like I should be a part of something this big.

      But here on the water with this guy, I swallow back my fears, flattening myself on my board, I watch for the wave, and when I see it, I do what I do best.

      I close my eyes the moment I catch it. I feel like I’m floating, the memory of all the time I spent out on the water hitting me.

      I miss it.

      I miss surfing.

      I miss Mitch.

      I miss it all.

      I ride the wave into the shore and when I look back, I see Flynn doing the same, a huge smile on his face.

      The area we’re at right now has the perfect waves for practicing for Pipe, and the one I caught was big, big enough to put some of the most accomplished amateurs on their ass. You wouldn’t catch just anyone out here, and that’s why it’s me who is on the roster for Maui Pipe, and I remind myself of that as Flynn comes to a stop in front of me.

      “Fucking impressive,” he says, letting out a low whistle. “Where’d you learn to surf?”

      “You’re looking at it. Born and bred here.” I stop for a second, watching as he runs a hand through his wet hair, shaking off the drops that fall to his face. “But I don’t want to talk about that.”

      “Is that so?” Flynn hits back, lifting his board out of the water, he tucks it under his arm. “What do you want to talk about, Alana?”

      And oh my fucking god, the way my name just rolls off his tongue, all deep and sexy, his accent sending a jolt of electricity straight between my thighs. It’s been a while since a guy was able to make me feel this way with just a few simple words. Honestly, I can’t even remember the last time. He’s about to have himself a really good morning.

      “I want to talk about what you can do with that tongue of yours,” I tell him, and his gaze grows heated, and his eyes nearly burn through my soul.

      “Oh, we’re just going right for it, huh?” A lazy grin spreads across his face, and I love the effect my words have on him.

      “We are. You interested?”

      “Very. I think my favorite color is now pink,” he says, stepping closer to me, and I do the same, closing the small distance between us now. “Your bikini. Your lips.” He reaches out, running the pad of his thumb over my swollen bottom lip. “Your pussy.”

      “Let’s fucking go.” These are the words that fall from my mouth without a second of hesitation. My breathing grows labored at just hearing him utter the word ‘pussy’. I’m so fucking in.

      “Where?”

      “Don’t worry,” I respond, heaving my board under my arm, I make my way over to my car. Loading it onto the top, I signal for Flynn to do the same, but he pauses for a second.

      He looks around, and I roll my eyes. He’s a total tourist right now, worried someone will steal his board. Won’t happen around here. We all know each other, and we don’t fuck with each other’s stuff, especially when it comes to boards.

      “You’re good. No one’s going to take it. Unless you’re afraid to get in the car with me.” I tease him, batting my eyelashes, “I don’t bite, but I’d be in if you want to bite me.”

      “Sweetheart, you are a fucking dream,” Flynn groans, putting his board next to mine. I strap them down, and we both climb in the car.
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        * * *

      

      It’s only a short drive to where Tanner docks his boat, and I pull in, cutting the engine. I look over at Flynn. He hasn’t said anything since we got in the car, and I begin to wonder if he’s having second thoughts. I damn well know I’m not.

      But then I see him shift in his seat, adjusting his boardshorts to accommodate his hard-on, and I wink at him.

      “I think we can take care of that.” My eyes fall to where his clearly impressive erection strains against his shorts.

      Without another word, I exit the car, and Flynn follows. Checking around me, the marina seems to be empty, and I move quickly to where the Luna Mae is always docked.

      It’s old as hell, but Tanner takes great care of her, keeping the stateroom clean for when he takes her out for long sails.

      My bare feet slap along the worn-out wooden decking, coming to a stop right outside the Luna Mae, and without even thinking about it, I hop onto the deck.

      When I turn around, I see Flynn hesitate for a second and then do the same.

      “Is this your boat?” he asks me, and I hit him with a devious smirk.

      “Would it be hotter if I said I don’t know whose boat this is?”

      Flynn’s laugh has my stomach somersaulting, and my thighs squeeze together, trying to dull the ache that’s been present since we started flirting.

      “It’s a friend of mine’s boat,” I eventually say, not wanting to ruin the moment. “We’re good. He’s on Oahu.”

      I lead Flynn down the small stairs and into the stateroom. The bed is neatly made, and it’s about to get messed up in the best possible way.

      I fall back onto the bed, curling a finger in Flynn’s direction, and he grins wolfishly, stepping between my open thighs. I widen my legs, giving him more space, and his gaze falls to the wetness soaking through my bikini bottoms. It’s erotic and dirty, and holy shit, I can’t wait to see what happens when this man is settled between my thighs…with his mouth, his fingers, his cock.

      “Tell me what you like, Alana,” he rasps, leaning forward. He drags a finger between my breasts, my nipples hardening into painful peaks, straining against the fabric of my bikini.

      “I like it rough. Fuck me and fuck me hard.”
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      I grin at her request, loving the boldness of this woman who isn’t afraid to tell me what she wants.

      “Well, I really hope there are some condoms on this boat,” I say, my finger now slowly trailing down her stomach and between her legs, brushing over the wet fabric of her bikini bottoms. “Because I don’t typically surf with them on me.”

      Alana smiles, rolling over to the small built-in cabinet beside the bed. “There’s a stash in here,” she says, opening the bottom drawer and pulling out a strip of them.

      I push aside the pinch in my chest at the fact she knows they are there and that she’s probably done this with other guys before me. This isn’t a thing between us, and I don’t want it to be either. I’m not interested in a relationship, and I’m pretty sure Alana isn’t either.

      This is just sex.

      I grab the strip from her hand and drop it on the bed beside her, our eyes locked as I now hook my finger into the crotch of her bikini bottoms, brushing my finger over her. She lets out a soft moan that is sexy as hell, and with a grin, I pull them down and off her legs. Her bikini top is next, and when she’s lying naked on the bed beneath me, I actually lick my lips at just how fucking delicious she looks.

      This girl is like a wet fucking dream.

      “Rough and hard, huh?” I ask, brow raised in question.

      “Uh huh,” she says, her eyes dropping to the obvious bulge in my shorts.

      Chuckling, I don’t give her the satisfaction of taking my shorts off just yet, instead resting my hands on her thighs as I push her legs wider, my mouth going dry when I open her up to me. “Fuck, you’re so wet, I can see it already.”

      Alana bends one of her knees, a smirk on her face as she asks, “Wanna taste?”

      “Hell yes,” I blow out before lowering my mouth and doing exactly that. The second her taste is on my tongue, I’m groaning, my mouth closing over her clit as I suck and lick relentlessly. She might want to get fucked hard, but she’s about to get devoured first.

      “Holy shit,” she breathes out and I feel her fingers slide into my hair, tugging on it as she writhes beneath me.

      With a grin, I place a hand on her hip, holding her in place as I continue my assault, licking and sucking hard as I push two fingers into her. She comes almost immediately, her loud groan filling the small space of the bedroom.

      “Fuck, that didn’t take long,” I say with a grin, lifting my face from between her legs.

      “You are ridiculously good at that,” she says, her chest heaving as she looks down at me.

      With a laugh, I stand, pushing my shorts down and reaching for a condom. “I’m ridiculously good at fucking too,” I tell her.

      Alana’s gaze is fixed on my dick, watching as I roll on the condom. “That sounds awfully cocky of you,” she says as her eyes lift to meet mine.

      With a grin, I crawl up her body until I’m hovering over her, hands on either side of her head. “Want me to prove it to you?” I ask, my eyes on her mouth.

      She smiles, pulling her bottom lip between her teeth. “Uh huh,” she says, nodding.

      I lift my hand, pulling her lip free with my thumb before I lean down and press a kiss to her mouth. I intend for it to be quick, but Alana’s hand curls around the back of my neck, holding me to her as she teases me with her tongue, tasting herself on me as my own lips part and I deepen the kiss.

      Fuck, this girl.

      “Hard and rough, right?” I eventually say, my mouth against hers.

      “Yep,” she says, grinning.

      I straighten so I’m on my knees, giving her a wicked grin before flipping her over so she’s lying on her stomach. Grabbing her hips, I yank her back so she’s on all fours, her arse pressed against my dick. Leaning forward, so my stomach is resting against her back, I gently bite her shoulder as I whisper, “Then hold on.” Before thrusting deep inside her in one powerful stroke.

      “Fuck,” she cries, her hands clenching the sheets.

      I don’t give her a chance to get ready, my fingers digging into her hips as I start to thrust, pounding into her with relentless strokes, each time feeling like I go even deeper and deeper. It feels so fucking good. I don’t think I’m going to last very long either and when my gaze drops, watching as I sink inside her, I have to fight the urge to come.

      “Jesus, you feel good,” I grunt, my hips slapping against her arse.

      Alana glances back at me, a sly smile on her face as she lifts a hand, moving it between her legs. “You okay back there?” she asks.

      “Yeah,” I breathe out, the word getting caught in my throat as she starts to touch herself, her pussy already clenching around my dick in a way that feels exquisite. “Fuck,” I groan, never stopping my thrusts as Alana now rubs furiously at her clit, almost like the two of us are racing each other to the finish line.

      But then her eyes close and I feel her start to clench around me, her back arching as she pushes her arse back against my hips and lets out a low moan.

      “God, I’m gonna come,” I growl, my grip tightening as I pound into her, feel her coming undone on my cock. It’s enough to send me flying, my balls tightening as I suddenly explode inside her, coming harder than I think I’ve ever come in my life. “Holy shit,” I groan, collapsing onto her, my front hot and sweaty pressed against her back.

      Alana chuckles, her hand falling back to the mattress as she holds herself up beneath me. “Yeah.”

      With a grin, I press my lips to her shoulder, tasting the salt of the ocean on her skin. “Rough enough for you?”

      “Oh, yeah.”

      My smile widens, my teeth grazing against her skin. “Ridiculously good enough for you?”

      She laughs now, collapsing onto the bed before rolling over so she’s facing me. “I don’t know. I might need another go to really be sure.”

      I pull off the condom, dropping it on the floor as I smile down at her. “If you insist,” I say, lowering my body to hers as I get ready for round two.
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        * * *

      

      “You want me to drop you somewhere?” Alana eventually asks.

      I roll my head on the pillow, my eyes finding hers. She’s smiling, her lips swollen from all the hungry kisses I’ve given her. “Back at that beach would be good,” I say.

      Neither of us moves, though. Instead, we just lie here watching each other. I’m half tempted to ask for her number so we can do this again sometime, but I know that’s not what this is.

      It’s just sex. Nothing more.

      “Sure,” she says, sitting up, her long brown hair all messy as it falls around her shoulders. “You wanna get going?”

      I nod, even though a part of me would love to stay right here with her. “Yep,” I say instead, rolling off the bed.

      We dress in silence, the two of us sneaking glances at each other as we pull on our swimmers. When we’re done, I follow Alana out of the boat and back onto the deck toward her car.

      As we get closer, I notice her board on the roof, the funky design on the top that I didn’t notice when we were surfing. “Your board,” I say, gesturing toward it.

      “Yeah?” she asks, stopping by the side of the car.

      I crouch down, trying to get a better look at the design, which is hard given it’s face down on the racks. I tilt my head, my eyes moving over the picture of a girl surfing, a smile on her face as she holds up the bird. Beneath the image are the words I’ve been dying to see on one of my own boards.

      Olsen Custom Boards.

      “Fuck, you have a custom Olsen board?” I ask, straightening.

      “Uh huh,” she says, holding a hand up to the sun as she looks up at me.

      I turn back to her, notice the way her smile has disappeared now, replaced with a sadness in her eyes. “How? Where?” I ask. “I’ve been trying to get my hands on one of these for ages.”

      Alana smiles again, the sadness disappearing just as quickly as it appeared. “Yeah, they’re hard to come by,” she says, unlocking the car. I watch as she climbs in, not answering my question.

      I walk around to the passenger side, still confused because to me, it’s on the wrong side of the car. “So, how’d you get one?” I ask as I slide into the passenger seat.

      She shoots me a quick glance as she starts the car. “It was a gift,” she says.

      “A gift?”

      “Yep,” she replies with a nod.

      “Fuck, must have been from someone important,” I say, once again ignoring that weird feeling in my chest at the thought of her with someone else.

      Just sex.

      Alana reverses out of the parking spot, the windows open and her hair blowing in the breeze. At first, I think she isn’t going to answer me, even though it wasn’t really a question I asked, more of a statement. But just as she pulls onto the main road, she gives me another quick look, before murmuring. “Very.”
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        * * *

      

      It doesn’t take us long to get back to the beach, Alana pulling onto the side of the road, the engine still running and telling me she isn’t going to be joining me back on the waves. I only got to surf once before our incredibly hot hook up, and I’m already itching to get back out there.

      “You, uh, you wanna join me?” I ask, jerking a thumb at the ocean. “Catch some more waves?”

      She smiles, shaking her head. “Can’t, sorry. Got some things to do this afternoon.”

      “Sure, no problem,” I say, pushing away my disappointment. “So, I guess…I don’t know, I’ll see you around?” I ask, again wondering if I should just ask her for her number.

      “Yeah, I guess you will,” she says, head tipped to the side as she studies me.

      I let out a laugh, shaking my head at how weird this all is. “Okay, well, thanks for a great morning,” I tell her, opening the car door.

      She laughs, pushing her hair back as she says, “No, thank you. You were right about the ridiculously good part.”

      With a grin, I can’t resist leaning over and planting a hard kiss on her mouth. “Told you,” I whisper against her lips before I get out of the car.

      I grab my board from the roof and then stand by the side of the road, watching, waiting for her to drive off. Just as she starts to inch forward, she stops, leaning over to the open passenger window. “Flynn?”

      “Yeah?” I ask, a grin on my face as I crouch down to meet her gaze.

      She tips her head in the direction of the surf shop across the road, the place where I’m staying for the next couple of weeks. “If you’re after a custom Olsen, you should try The Pipe Dream.”

      My grin widens as I give her a quick salute with two fingers. “Will do.”

      Alana gives me one last smile before she drives off, leaving me standing by the side of the road, wondering if I’m ever going to see her again.
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        * * *

      

      I spend a couple of hours surfing, loving the way the ocean feels against my skin, the thrill of catching a wave never getting old. Despite everything that’s happened, I still really fucking love to surf. Surfing has never been the issue; it’s competing that fucks with me.

      By the time I head back to my accommodation, the surf shop has closed. There are no hours of operation on the front door, and I make a mental note to go in there first thing tomorrow morning, see if I can’t get myself a custom board.

      Then I head back to my cottage, showering before falling into bed, my night filled with a restless sleep that’s part jet lag and part dreams of Alana and all the things we did together.
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        * * *

      

      The next morning, I wake late, the sun streaming through the open blinds that I must have forgotten to close last night. My stomach rumbles and I roll out of bed and head into the kitchen, grateful for the welcome package Nate mentioned.

      Opening the fridge, I grab a bottle of guava juice, drinking it straight from the bottle as I stand at the open fridge. When I’m done, I spy a basket of fruit on the kitchen bench and I grab an apple before pulling on a T-shirt and some board shorts and heading over to the shop.

      I walk around to the front, smiling when I see the lights are on and the shop is open. Pushing open the door, I hear the bell above it ring.

      “Be with you in a sec,” comes a female voice from somewhere in the shop.

      I don’t answer, instead taking my time as I look around. I barely noticed it when I checked in yesterday.

      I smile, recognizing some of the drawings from my cottage. Only now, they are emblazoned on T-shirts and hats. In the corner of the shop, near the counter, I see a rack of Olsen boards, a sign above them that says “Olsen Custom Boards”. There’s another sign too, one that indicates they aren’t for sale, and again, I wonder what the hell I have to do to get my hands on one. As I run my eyes over them, they’re all custom designs and are also covered in Nate’s drawings.

      Fuck, this guy is the artist for Olsen?

      This means he did Alana’s board too.

      Which means maybe he knows her.

      My heart pounds in my chest as I take in the designs, my fingers itching to pick them up.

      “Okay, sorry about that. What can I do for you?”

      I turn at the voice, a grin curling my lips at the woman who now stands in front of me. She’s wearing a tank top that also bears the name of the shop.

      “Alana, hey,” I say, unable to wipe the smile off my face. “Fancy running into you again.”
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      “I was hoping I’d see you again,” I reply cheekily, figuring he’d show up here looking for a board. As much as it was just a hook up for me, I had a good time and wouldn’t mind doing it again.

      He has this accent where every word rolls off his tongue in a way that makes my panties wet and my thighs clench together. It’s been a while since a guy has made me feel this way, and I’m enjoying it way too much for it to be a one-time thing.

      He comes closer to me, my fingers nervously dragging over the slickness of the counter next to me. I need to keep my hands busy or I’m going to reach out to touch him instead.

      “I’ve got a surprise for you, beautiful,” he murmurs, and my mouth goes dry, my body instantly responding to his closeness, his words, his smell. “I’m staying in the place right over there.” He indicates to the guest house where Nate used to live before moving into Mitch’s old apartment with Sage.

      “Is that so?” I croon back, looking over my shoulder and wondering if we have time for a quickie before The Pipe Dream gets busy.

      Twice a week we get a tour bus that comes through our little town from the main part of the island, and it’s scheduled to pull in here in about ten minutes. I can be quick, but I’m not sure I can be that quick.

      My eyes fall to Flynn’s lips, his full and perfect and so damn kissable lips, and again, I find my thighs clenching, remembering all the things that mouth did to me.

      I’m caught in a fucking trance with this guy, and I want to drown in him. And it has nothing to do with his ability to surf. The crazy thing is, he looks strangely familiar, but I can’t place it. Or maybe it’s just the tanned skin and the crystal blue eyes, and the way he surfs that reminds me of every guy on the island.

      He opens his mouth, his gorgeous, talented mouth, but quickly closes it when we’re interrupted by the sound of someone coming through the back door.

      “Alana, it’s going down out there,” Owen calls as he enters the shop. “You been out?” He walks straight to me, completely unaware of the serious sexual tension between Flynn and me. Dropping a kiss on the side of my head like he always does, he says, “The bus just pulled up.”

      Snapping me out of my Flynn-induced trance, I quickly reply to Owen. “Yeah, I was out for a bit today, but didn’t really catch anything.”

      Flynn winks at me, and I smile like a schoolgirl, giddy and reckless. I definitely did catch something today, just not the waves Owen’s talking about.

      “Looks like you’re about to get busy,” Flynn says, and again, my teenage brain immediately wants to reply with wanting to get busy with him, but I hold back.

      Quickly, I head back behind the counter, reaching under it for where we keep the business cards, knowing we only hand out this one to special people.

      “Here,” I say, handing Flynn the card with Tanner’s name and address on it. “Tell him I sent you, and if that doesn’t work, show him the card.” We don’t give them out often, so Tanner should be more than willing to help Flynn out.

      Tanner has always been pretty selective about who he makes boards for, mostly locals and some of the bigger names who have come through here for surf competitions. It’s not that he doesn’t want the money that he brings in from making boards; he’s just selective about it, making Olsen Custom Boards more exclusive and harder to come by. It’s a great marketing technique.

      “Here they come,” Owen tells me, smiling. I swear he seems to enjoy all these tourists and their millions of questions. If I didn’t know he was completely hung up on my roommate Sloane, I’d swear he was looking to find a girl he could have a fling with. “And twenty-five days,” he now adds, grinning at me. “You ready? Daisy and Sloane said you’ve been slacking.”

      I know he’s trying to motivate me, but nothing is working at this point. It’s been so damn hard since Mitch died, and while I haven’t officially withdrawn, it’s been on my mind. I can’t see myself competing without him as my coach. It feels wrong.

      I don’t respond, but judging by the way Flynn is now looking at me, my feelings are written all over my face. I’m usually pretty easygoing, happy and fun, but Mitch’s death has really taken a toll on me.

      I plaster on a smile, faking it the best I can until this feeling passes—and it will pass. It always does. But the competition is still looming over my head, reminders of it are now popping up everywhere.

      “You okay?” Flynn asks, genuine concern in his voice.

      “Yeah, all good,” I lie, my smile widening. “Good luck with that board. Hopefully my name is your in.”

      “I’ll report back to you,” he says, hitting me with a hundred-watt smile. He’s fucking perfect.

      Perfect in bed.

      Perfect to look at.

      Perfect in the water.

      “Can I get your number?” he now asks, just as the crowds are starting to file in. I hesitate—my life is in fucking shambles right now. I need to get my head on straight, and if I plan to compete, I can’t be bogged down with some guy complaining I’m not spending enough time with him.

      But wait a minute, he’s not staying. He’s not even semi-local, not even from the mainland. This should be easy. He leaves, and I go back to my life. He can’t even be here long enough to affect my training. I think all of this as if I’m going to compete.

      But being out on the water today, even if I only caught a wave or two before being deliciously interrupted, reminds me of how much I miss it. And more than that, how much Mitch would have hated to see me give up.

      Fuck, I’m a mess.

      The Pipe Dream grows busier within seconds, and I’m lost in my thoughts. Flynn’s waiting for me to answer, and without thinking too much, I quickly jot my number down on a scrap of paper and hand it to him. I have no idea what I’m doing, but something about it feels right.

      I watch him slip it in his pocket, his gorgeous smile on display, as he walks out, leaving me wondering what the hell I just got myself into.
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        * * *

      

      The day goes quickly, and by the time the sun sets, I’m exhausted. The shop was busy nearly all day with two buses of tourists coming by and locals coming in to pick up new boards. Mitch was always so good to the locals, allowing interest-free payment plans and layaway orders, and Nate and Sage have continued this too.

      When I pull into the driveway, I notice Sloane and Daisy aren’t home yet. Sloane is probably hunkered
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Apache License
                           Version 2.0, January 2004
                        http://www.apache.org/licenses/

   TERMS AND CONDITIONS FOR USE, REPRODUCTION, AND DISTRIBUTION

   1. Definitions.

      "License" shall mean the terms and conditions for use, reproduction,
      and distribution as defined by Sections 1 through 9 of this document.

      "Licensor" shall mean the copyright owner or entity authorized by
      the copyright owner that is granting the License.

      "Legal Entity" shall mean the union of the acting entity and all
      other entities that control, are controlled by, or are under common
      control with that entity. For the purposes of this definition,
      "control" means (i) the power, direct or indirect, to cause the
      direction or management of such entity, whether by contract or
      otherwise, or (ii) ownership of fifty percent (50%) or more of the
      outstanding shares, or (iii) beneficial ownership of such entity.

      "You" (or "Your") shall mean an individual or Legal Entity
      exercising permissions granted by this License.

      "Source" form shall mean the preferred form for making modifications,
      including but not limited to software source code, documentation
      source, and configuration files.

      "Object" form shall mean any form resulting from mechanical
      transformation or translation of a Source form, including but
      not limited to compiled object code, generated documentation,
      and conversions to other media types.

      "Work" shall mean the work of authorship, whether in Source or
      Object form, made available under the License, as indicated by a
      copyright notice that is included in or attached to the work
      (an example is provided in the Appendix below).

      "Derivative Works" shall mean any work, whether in Source or Object
      form, that is based on (or derived from) the Work and for which the
      editorial revisions, annotations, elaborations, or other modifications
      represent, as a whole, an original work of authorship. For the purposes
      of this License, Derivative Works shall not include works that remain
      separable from, or merely link (or bind by name) to the interfaces of,
      the Work and Derivative Works thereof.

      "Contribution" shall mean any work of authorship, including
      the original version of the Work and any modifications or additions
      to that Work or Derivative Works thereof, that is intentionally
      submitted to Licensor for inclusion in the Work by the copyright owner
      or by an individual or Legal Entity authorized to submit on behalf of
      the copyright owner. For the purposes of this definition, "submitted"
      means any form of electronic, verbal, or written communication sent
      to the Licensor or its representatives, including but not limited to
      communication on electronic mailing lists, source code control systems,
      and issue tracking systems that are managed by, or on behalf of, the
      Licensor for the purpose of discussing and improving the Work, but
      excluding communication that is conspicuously marked or otherwise
      designated in writing by the copyright owner as "Not a Contribution."

      "Contributor" shall mean Licensor and any individual or Legal Entity
      on behalf of whom a Contribution has been received by Licensor and
      subsequently incorporated within the Work.

   2. Grant of Copyright License. Subject to the terms and conditions of
      this License, each Contributor hereby grants to You a perpetual,
      worldwide, non-exclusive, no-charge, royalty-free, irrevocable
      copyright license to reproduce, prepare Derivative Works of,
      publicly display, publicly perform, sublicense, and distribute the
      Work and such Derivative Works in Source or Object form.

   3. Grant of Patent License. Subject to the terms and conditions of
      this License, each Contributor hereby grants to You a perpetual,
      worldwide, non-exclusive, no-charge, royalty-free, irrevocable
      (except as stated in this section) patent license to make, have made,
      use, offer to sell, sell, import, and otherwise transfer the Work,
      where such license applies only to those patent claims licensable
      by such Contributor that are necessarily infringed by their
      Contribution(s) alone or by combination of their Contribution(s)
      with the Work to which such Contribution(s) was submitted. If You
      institute patent litigation against any entity (including a
      cross-claim or counterclaim in a lawsuit) alleging that the Work
      or a Contribution incorporated within the Work constitutes direct
      or contributory patent infringement, then any patent licenses
      granted to You under this License for that Work shall terminate
      as of the date such litigation is filed.

   4. Redistribution. You may reproduce and distribute copies of the
      Work or Derivative Works thereof in any medium, with or without
      modifications, and in Source or Object form, provided that You
      meet the following conditions:

      (a) You must give any other recipients of the Work or
          Derivative Works a copy of this License; and

      (b) You must cause any modified files to carry prominent notices
          stating that You changed the files; and

      (c) You must retain, in the Source form of any Derivative Works
          that You distribute, all copyright, patent, trademark, and
          attribution notices from the Source form of the Work,
          excluding those notices that do not pertain to any part of
          the Derivative Works; and

      (d) If the Work includes a "NOTICE" text file as part of its
          distribution, then any Derivative Works that You distribute must
          include a readable copy of the attribution notices contained
          within such NOTICE file, excluding those notices that do not
          pertain to any part of the Derivative Works, in at least one
          of the following places: within a NOTICE text file distributed
          as part of the Derivative Works; within the Source form or
          documentation, if provided along with the Derivative Works; or,
          within a display generated by the Derivative Works, if and
          wherever such third-party notices normally appear. The contents
          of the NOTICE file are for informational purposes only and
          do not modify the License. You may add Your own attribution
          notices within Derivative Works that You distribute, alongside
          or as an addendum to the NOTICE text from the Work, provided
          that such additional attribution notices cannot be construed
          as modifying the License.

      You may add Your own copyright statement to Your modifications and
      may provide additional or different license terms and conditions
      for use, reproduction, or distribution of Your modifications, or
      for any such Derivative Works as a whole, provided Your use,
      reproduction, and distribution of the Work otherwise complies with
      the conditions stated in this License.

   5. Submission of Contributions. Unless You explicitly state otherwise,
      any Contribution intentionally submitted for inclusion in the Work
      by You to the Licensor shall be under the terms and conditions of
      this License, without any additional terms or conditions.
      Notwithstanding the above, nothing herein shall supersede or modify
      the terms of any separate license agreement you may have executed
      with Licensor regarding such Contributions.

   6. Trademarks. This License does not grant permission to use the trade
      names, trademarks, service marks, or product names of the Licensor,
      except as required for reasonable and customary use in describing the
      origin of the Work and reproducing the content of the NOTICE file.

   7. Disclaimer of Warranty. Unless required by applicable law or
      agreed to in writing, Licensor provides the Work (and each
      Contributor provides its Contributions) on an "AS IS" BASIS,
      WITHOUT WARRANTIES OR CONDITIONS OF ANY KIND, either express or
      implied, including, without limitation, any warranties or conditions
      of TITLE, NON-INFRINGEMENT, MERCHANTABILITY, or FITNESS FOR A
      PARTICULAR PURPOSE. You are solely responsible for determining the
      appropriateness of using or redistributing the Work and assume any
      risks associated with Your exercise of permissions under this License.

   8. Limitation of Liability. In no event and under no legal theory,
      whether in tort (including negligence), contract, or otherwise,
      unless required by applicable law (such as deliberate and grossly
      negligent acts) or agreed to in writing, shall any Contributor be
      liable to You for damages, including any direct, indirect, special,
      incidental, or consequential damages of any character arising as a
      result of this License or out of the use or inability to use the
      Work (including but not limited to damages for loss of goodwill,
      work stoppage, computer failure or malfunction, or any and all
      other commercial damages or losses), even if such Contributor
      has been advised of the possibility of such damages.

   9. Accepting Warranty or Additional Liability. While redistributing
      the Work or Derivative Works thereof, You may choose to offer,
      and charge a fee for, acceptance of support, warranty, indemnity,
      or other liability obligations and/or rights consistent with this
      License. However, in accepting such obligations, You may act only
      on Your own behalf and on Your sole responsibility, not on behalf
      of any other Contributor, and only if You agree to indemnify,
      defend, and hold each Contributor harmless for any liability
      incurred by, or claims asserted against, such Contributor by reason
      of your accepting any such warranty or additional liability.

   END OF TERMS AND CONDITIONS

   APPENDIX: How to apply the Apache License to your work.

      To apply the Apache License to your work, attach the following
      boilerplate notice, with the fields enclosed by brackets "[]"
      replaced with your own identifying information. (Don't include
      the brackets!)  The text should be enclosed in the appropriate
      comment syntax for the file format. We also recommend that a
      file or class name and description of purpose be included on the
      same "printed page" as the copyright notice for easier
      identification within third-party archives.

   Copyright [yyyy] [name of copyright owner]

   Licensed under the Apache License, Version 2.0 (the "License");
   you may not use this file except in compliance with the License.
   You may obtain a copy of the License at

       http://www.apache.org/licenses/LICENSE-2.0

   Unless required by applicable law or agreed to in writing, software
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