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No regrets. 
 
I repeat that mantra over and over as I pick my way through the thickening 
trees of Slaughterhouse Island, feeling very much like a drunk college girl on 
spring break screeching, YOLO! at the top of her lungs right before she dives 
off a cliff into unexpectedly shallow water.  
 
No regrets. Even if it kills me. 
 
I crouch down, ducking beneath the craggy branches of a manzanita tree, 
when a sharp, hot pain sears across my left calf. I glance back, kicking up my 
heel to assess the damage. A thin red trickle oozes from the cut, a victim of a 
thorny bush. 
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Okay, one regret. I wish I’d packed long pants. Jean shorts and a halter bikini 
top seemed like a smart wardrobe choice this morning when I thought I’d 
just be lounging on the houseboat all day, soaking up rays. Meandering 
through the woods in search of suitable firewood? Not so much. 
 
“Annie?” Jack calls from somewhere deep in the tangled mass of trees. “Find 
anything?”  
 
“Just my blood type,” I shout back, only half kidding. 
 
He laughs, joyful and strong. “Okay, Magellan. Follow the sound of my voice. 
I’ve gathered a pile of kindling we can carry back to the beach.” 
 
I turn and stumble over a tree root, stealthily barring my path. “Shit!” I pitch 
forward, face-planting in a branch as my sandal goes flying. 
 
“You okay?” Jack asks, closer now. I can hear the crunching of his shoes 
against the underbrush. 
 
“Oh, you know me,” I say, hopping on one foot to retrieve my flip-flop, 
“making friends and influencing people.” 
 
“You’re so sexy when you’re sarcastic.” Jack jogs over to me, kicking up the 
thin covering of dead leaves and broken twigs, and with a strength that belies 
his wiry frame, he loops an arm around my waist and helps me peg-leg it 
over to my flip-flop. I feel like a total dork, helpless in the woods after the loss 
of my impractical footwear, but Jack just beams at me, dimple dancing with 
his ever-changing smirk, putting me at ease.  
 
As I bend over to retrieve the missing shoe, I feel Jack’s fingertips graze 
against the exposed skin of my back, just below my shoulder blades. I turn to 
face him, heart rate accelerating as I see his hooded smile, a telltale sign that 
he’s got naughty thoughts on his mind. His body is inches from mine, so 
close I can feel the heat radiating from him. After traipsing through the 
woods for thirty minutes, his cheeks are tinged with pink, his skin glistening 
with a thin layer of sweat, and as he hooks his fingers through the belt loops 
on my shorts and pulls my hips toward him, the tingling in my stomach 
moves lower. 
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Suddenly, I can’t remember anything: not the firewood, not the houseboat 
anchored near the beach, not the rest of our friends drinking Red Bull and 
vodka on board, waiting for us to return. All I can think about is my pale 
freckled skin against Jack’s, and how those two things feel so good when 
they’re this close together.  
 
“You’re beautiful, Annie.” 
 
“No, I’m not.” Cute, maybe. But beautiful? That adjective is reserved for girls 
like Frankie—tall, slender, with flawless skin and a mane of luxurious dark 
hair. Next to her, I’m literally a redheaded stepchild.  
 
“You are,” Jack whispers, making me believe it. He sweeps my auburn hair 
away from my neck before he plants a kiss in the crook above my shoulder. 
It’s my sweet spot, my magical kill switch that destroys inhibitions and turns 
my innards to jelly. My eyes flit open as a moan escapes me. 
 
That’s when I see it. Something moving in the woods. It’s just a blur, a dark 
shadow dashing behind a tree in the gathering twilight, gone in an instant. 
 
I stiffen, eyes wide, body on alert. 
 
“What’s wrong?” Jack asks absently, nuzzling my neck. 
 
“I saw something.” 
 
He presses his lips to my ear. “A glimpse of heaven?” 
 
Normally, I’d laugh at Jack’s lame joke, but the shadow figure leaves me 
feeling uneasy. “There was something in the trees.” 


