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      For Levi,

      my little travel buddy.

      I am so thankful for getting to show you the world.
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        German wunderkind takes Wimbledon

        LONDON—Sixteen-year-old Louisa Herzog-Riggs causes a stir at Wimbledon. As the second-youngest qualifier of all time, the daughter of tennis legends Timothy Riggs and Sabine Herzog defeated Grand Slam winner Paola Ventura in three sets and has advanced to the last 16 of the historic competition.

      

      
        Herzog-Riggs continues triumphant advance

        NEW YORK—Following her sensational success against the Czech Republic’s Milena Havlíčková, women’s singles No. 8 Louisa Herzog-Riggs, 16, reaches the second round of her US Open debut.

      

      
        ‘I don’t want to be measured against my parents’ success,’ Herzog-Riggs says

        MUNICH—Louisa Herzog-Riggs, 17, on her first year on tour, her idol Serena Williams and why she does not want to be compared to her famous mother.

      

      
        In the Top 10 for the first time

        PARIS—Louisa Herzog-Riggs continues to walk in the footsteps of her mother, Sabine Herzog. Despite her quarterfinal defeat against China’s Li Jiayu, on Monday the 19-year-old will be ranked among the ten best women players in the world.

      

      
        ‘She’d have made it even without her surname’

        MUNICH—Timothy Riggs on US men’s tennis, his love of German cooking, and his daughter Louisa’s unrivaled career.

      

      
        Will Louisa Herzog-Riggs be the new world No. 1?

        NEW YORK—Bianca Diaz will not be competing in this year’s US Open. The World No. 1 has had to bow out due to COVID-19. Now Louisa Herzog-Riggs, who’s made it to No. 2, has the big chance to replace Diaz as No. 1 and finally step into her mother’s shoes.

      

      
        Bitter injury for Herzog-Riggs

        NEW YORK—Louisa Herzog-Riggs is out. The 21-year-old missed her chance to enter the US Open in dramatic fashion. Thanks to an injury, she had to withdraw in her fourth set against Switzerland’s Lara Gisin, with final scores of 7-6 (8), 5-2.

      

      
        After semifinal exit, Herzog-Riggs faced with a long break

        BERLIN—Louisa Herzog-Riggs, 21, was engaged in a thrilling match against Switzerland’s Lara Gisin on Friday when she suffered a serious twist and was unable to continue in the US Open semifinals. Herzog-Riggs now faces the prospect of a long break. Her dream of reaching first place has moved into the distant future.

      

    
  
    
      
        Chapter 1

      
      Pulling my red tennis bag off the luggage carousel, I felt a twinge in my neck. I could still feel the last round of training in my bones. That, or I was paying the price for having forgotten my travel pillow at home and spending the San Francisco-to-Honolulu flight asleep with my head on my arm. I tossed the bag over my shoulder, reached for my roller bag, and made my way out of the baggage claim. Kay and I had agreed that she’d pick me up. I glanced through the crowd, but my godmother was nowhere to be seen. Weird. At almost six foot two, Kay Diamond was pretty hard to miss. On top of it, she was Miss Punctuality. After scanning arrivals one more time, I dropped my bag and dug my smartphone out of my backpack. No new messages, no missed calls. Even weirder. I was just about to put it back when I remembered that I hadn’t activated my eSIM and didn’t have any mobile data. I quickly logged on to the airport’s Wi-Fi. Within seconds, messages began trickling in. My parents wishing me a pleasant flight in our WhatsApp group. My trainer, Milan, sending me a picture of his twins who’d just been born a couple of days ago. My family’s PR guru, Helena, forwarding me an interview request from Stern magazine. And a message from Kay:

      
        Sorry, Lou! Not going to make it to the airport on time. Gabe’s picking you up. Keep your eyes peeled for a big dude. 😊

      

      Furrowing my brow, I read the message again. Screwing up the times just wasn’t Kay. And who was this Gabe guy? One of her employees? I’d never heard of him.

      “Louisa?”

      I looked up from my phone and into the face of a very tall Native Hawaiian man. He had to be around Kay’s age, late forties, early fifties. He reminded me of Jason Momoa, and he was wearing a yellow T-shirt with some washed-out logo or other, shorts, and flip-flops.

      “Hi, I’m Gabe.” With the cheerful smile of a morning person, he raised his hand. “Kay asked me to pick you up.”

      “Is she okay?” I asked, a note of unease in my voice.

      “Great. Something simply came up.” He smiled comfortably and reached for my bag, revealing a large, geometric forearm tattoo. “By the time we reach Pūpūkea, she’ll be back.”

      Pūpūkea. My home for the next six weeks. Sending me to Kay’s tennis school to prepare for my comeback rather than having me hang around Munich had been my mother’s idea.

      “You need a change of scenery,” she’d said, seeing me come home from training frustrated yet another time. I just couldn’t find my form. My injury hadn’t just hurt me physically. My ego had taken a hit too. I still struggled with the fact that I’d missed my chance of becoming No. 1. Of finally stepping into my mother’s shoes. Sabine Herzog. The Duchess, as the international sports press used to call her. At the height of her fame, she was at the top of the women’s world rankings for a total of 175 weeks.

      “I can’t afford to take a vacation, Mom. The US Open is in two months, and I’m playing at the level of a donkey with a racket in its hand.”

      “That’s not true at all,” she’d replied, half grinning, half scolding me. “And I wasn’t thinking about vacation at all. At least, not in the traditional sense.”

      And now, two weeks later, I was trailing behind some guy whistling happily to himself through the arrivals hall of Honolulu International Airport, past tourists being greeted with Aloha and colorful leis. Exiting the doors, I was hit by a wave of warm, humid air, but a light ocean breeze made it more tolerable. The airport was on the water, which on a little island like Oahu was probably true of just about everything. Gabe was driving a Jeep Wrangler that, beneath a fine layer of dust, salt crystals, and evidence of the odd gull here and there, was actually red. I caught a quick glimpse of a license plate emblazoned with ALOHA STATE before Gabe opened the back and put my things inside. As he cleared off the passenger seat, I saw a wooden charm carved into a shell dangling from the rearview mirror on a tattered leather strap. A hand with the thumb and pinky stretched out.

      “Sorry,” he mumbled while tossing an empty plastic bottle onto the back seat. “I hadn’t been expecting any passengers.”

      Kay really must have told him at the last minute, which led me back to wondering about what had been so important.

      “No problem.” I got in and buckled up. The song on the radio faded and the DJ wished everyone a good start to the week. Right, though Monday was just getting started here in Hawaii, it was already coming to an end back in Germany. Eleven hours’ time difference, I reminded myself and thought of my mother, who was probably sitting in her pajamas on our couch, a glass of wine in hand, watching Virgin River for the umpteenth time. Following the end of her career, she had, for the most part, left the public eye. As opposed to my father, who was busy traveling the world for ESPN, commenting on the biggest matches. He’d still be in Wimbledon until the beginning of next week. If I hadn’t hurt myself, I’d have been on the grass there myself, playing for one of the world’s most sought-after tennis trophies. I felt a pang in my chest mixed with a dash of FOMO and was happy when Gabe began to chat.

      “How was the flight?”

      “Fine. I slept most of the way.”

      As if on cue, once again I felt the twinge in my neck. I slowly rolled my head and heard a crack.

      “You flew through San Francisco, right?” he asked, sliding a pair of Ray-Ban Clubmasters over his eyes.

      For a second, I was taken aback by how informed he was.

      “Kay told me,” he explained as we eased out of the parking garage.

      “Do you work for her?”

      “Oh…no.” He laughed as if that was the most far-fetched thing in the world. “We’re friends. But you and I are going to be seeing each other pretty often over the next little while. She’s asked me to take over your physio.”

      “You’re a physiotherapist?” My surprise was impossible to hide. Maybe because Gabe in his flip-flops looked more like a guy who’d be working a beach chair than a treatment table.

      He nodded. “I’ve got a studio in Haleiwa.” He seemed to catch that that didn’t mean much to me. “It’s about ten minutes away from Pūpūkea. Great waves there, in case you surf.”

      I shook my head. “You?” I asked, taking the risk of making myself seem ridiculous. Locals here were probably born with a surfboard in their hands.

      “Not anymore, no,” he mumbled, and for a fraction of a second it was as if the ease had left his voice. Maybe I was imagining things, for he immediately asked if I was hungry.

      “We could stop on the way and get you some breakfast.”

      “A coffee would be great.”

      “You got it,” he said, another one of those relaxed smiles breaking across his face.

      For the next fifteen minutes we didn’t talk much. The traffic around the airport was heavy, and Gabe had to concentrate. Bit by bit, the skyline of Honolulu disappeared in the rearview mirror, and the landscape opened up like a storybook. Suddenly I saw a line of gigantic mountains of such a dense green—it was like they’d been covered with green velvet—towering into the sky. Waterfalls cascaded down the rock faces in swirling threads, and lush rainforest stretched out on either side of the road, steaming in the morning light. Fascinated, I pushed my nose to the window.

      “First time on Oahu?”

      I nodded, and he smiled knowingly.

      “Most beautiful place on earth.”

      After driving inland for a while, Gabe stopped on the side of the road at a rainbow-colored food truck advertising coffee and doughnuts. He exchanged a few words with the owner and returned with two paper cups and a paper bag. The scent of chocolate filled the Jeep.

      “Dig in!” He handed me the bag.

      “Thanks, but coffee is fine for the moment,” I replied, smiling politely. My stomach wouldn’t have had anything against a bit of fat and sugar, but my nutrition plan did not provide for cheating on my first day. And so I contented myself with a gulp of coffee. It was hot and strong, just how I liked it.

      “How’re your folks?” Gabe asked as we drove on. “I met them briefly the last time they were here,” he added, noting the surprised look on my face. “My wife, Julie, was a huge fan of your mom. She even had a pair of her shoes. The ones with the crown.”

      The trademark of the Adidas Duchess, a white tennis shoe with three gold stripes and a glittering crown that Adidas, taking their cue from my mom’s nickname, had brought onto the market following her second Wimbledon win. It took me a second to realize he’d used the past tense and that there had been a sad undertone to his voice. Something in my stomach tightened.

      “I’m sorry about your wife,” I said quietly.

      “Oh, Julie isn’t… She’s just…gone.”

      The last words were barely audible, but the pain that had caused them was all too loud. I tried to remember how long it had been since my parents’ vacation here to visit Kay in her adopted country. Two years? Gabe couldn’t have been divorced for all that long yet. I mean, he still referred to the woman as his wife.

      “My parents are good,” I answered in the hopes of steering the conversation back into harmless territory. “My mother is enjoying her life beyond all the tennis hype, and Dad travels a lot for ESPN.” An idea shot through my head. “I should write to tell them that I got here okay.” I quickly pulled out my phone, and after sending the message, I looked up to see an old-school wooden sign with a surfer riding a wave announcing the town of Haleiwa. We drove down Main Street with its pastel-colored wooden houses, soft gusts of wind waving through the tops of the palms along the sides of the road. Tourists were streaming out of the souvenir shops with shopping bags in their hands or standing in line for ice cream or having breakfast. Tanned surfers were taking their boards off trailers while a few people zipped by on skates and bicycles, their wet hair air-drying.

      “There’s always something going on here at night, if you ever start to get a little stir-crazy over at Kay’s.”

      I smiled, though I couldn’t imagine being interested in doing anything but falling onto my mattress, dead tired, after my daily training sessions.

      The road between Haleiwa and Pūpūkea led past blindingly white beaches and a shimmering, turquoise ocean that was already full of surfers awaiting the perfect wave. To my left at regular intervals luxurious beach villas hid behind garden gates, while to my right thick, deep-green tropical forests bled into the mountains.

      Eventually Gabe turned on his blinker and stopped in front of a gate with a tropical floral motif. He rolled the window down, leaned out, and typed in a code. There was a beep, and the gate opened onto a well-kept driveway. Palm trees, blooming bushes, and a patch of grass that would have been the envy of any gardener lined the way to the house—a two-story construction of dusty-blue painted wood. The doors and window frames were white, and the flat roof was made of some kind of palmlike material. Next to the house there was a garage, which was just like a copy of the house in miniature. Thanks to my mother showing me pictures, I knew that out back there was a terrace and a pool looking out onto the ocean, and a series of stairs that led straight down to the beach. Beautiful as it was, I was still unsure that it would be a good idea to spend the six weeks before my comeback training at Kay’s tennis school in Oahu.

      “This would be us,” Gabe said, stopping right in front of the staircase.

      While I sat watching the gate close in the rearview mirror, he was already out of the car to get my bags.

      “You don’t have to carry my things,” I said in vain as he swung my tennis bag over his shoulder and carried my suitcase up the stairs. For the first time, I noticed that his calf was tattooed as well. A black pattern that looked like waves. He put my suitcase down before the front door and typed in another code. For a second, I couldn’t help but wonder how close he and Kay really were. As far as I knew, there wasn’t any man in her life, but maybe that had changed? In any event, the matter-of-fact way he typed in the codes and his knowing them all by heart suggested that he was a regular guest at least.

      He edged his sunglasses up into his hair. “Kay should be back soon, but I can come in and show you everything.”

      My suspicions hardened.

      “That’s not necessary,” I answered, being sure that Gabe had better things to do than play babysitter. “I’ll just start unpacking.”

      “You know where the guest room is?”

      An embarrassed grin crossed my face. “No.”

      “First floor. Last room on the right.”

      The little detective inside me felt unambiguously vindicated.

      “Got it.”

      “Then, take it easy.” He winked. “We’ll see each other tomorrow morning on the treatment table.”

      I nodded. “Thanks for picking me up.”

      Walking off, he said goodbye with a shaka sign. I waited until the gate was closed then stepped into the pleasantly air-conditioned home. It smelled good. Of flowers or some kind of room freshener. I slipped out of my sneakers and ankle socks and relished the feeling of the cool floor beneath the sweaty soles of my feet. The dark hardwood floor created a lovely contrast to the interior of the open living- and dining-room area. White furniture, linen lampshades, natural fiber carpet. There wasn’t a lot of decoration. A modern, wooden sculpture, a pile of coffee-table books, a few framed photos. Unlike at home, no bridal couple, no first day of school, no family trips, but photos of Kay’s accomplishments—a young Black woman at her first Wimbledon win, later proudly holding her Olympic silver into the camera, and one of Kay being received in the Oval Office by Michelle Obama. Unlike my mother, after her tennis career Kay hadn’t started a family. Instead, she had begun to work for the Women’s Tennis Association, founded an association to promote young tennis talent, and worked as tournament director for the San Diego Open. She coached a Top 20 player, made it to the New York Times bestseller list with her autobiography In Tennis Love Means Zero, and managed to be part of a Netflix documentary. Then, a few years ago, she bought the beach villa on Oahu and opened the Diamond School of Tennis close by, the very place I would be spending the next six weeks preparing for my comeback.

      I continued on my reconnaissance mission and had a look at the kitchen. The lacquered cabinets sparkled, as did the stainless steel of the refrigerator, and there was a basket full of spotless bananas on the counter. To my right a staircase led up to the first floor. A cream-colored macramé runner lay on the dark floorboards and muffled my footsteps. I walked to the end of the hall and opened the door. At first I thought that Gabe must have made some mistake. The room was huge, at least two times as big as the one I had in Munich. It was done in the same style as the rest of the house: dusty blue and white, natural materials, and wood. A sliding door led to a walk-in closet, another into a spacious bathroom with a tub you could have gone surfing in. The best thing, however, was the balcony overlooking the ocean. I was about to slide open the door when I heard a sound from below.

      “Lou?”

      I quickly ran downstairs, where Kay met me with a wide smile.

      “Lou!” She pulled me into a warm embrace before stepping back and looking at me. “You look good.”

      “You too.”

      Even if it sounded like I was just being polite, I meant it. With her height and her slim, athletic figure, she’d always been a sight to behold, but Kay had only discovered her penchant for fashion recently. Today she was wearing yellow paper bag shorts and a white blouse top. She wore her shoulder-length hair natural, unlike in the past on the tennis court, where she wore it in cornrows.

      “I am so sorry I wasn’t able to pick you up from the airport.” She sighed. “This morning was really something.”

      “What happened?”

      She made a dismissive gesture. “I’ll tell you once you’ve settled in. Why don’t you get unpacked first and then…” She took a quick look around. “Where are your things?”

      “Upstairs in the guest room. Gabe showed me where it was.”

      She shrugged. “Even better. I hope you like it?”

      I shot her a glance implying that she couldn’t be serious. “It’s insane. Especially the view!”

      “Have you already been out on the terrace?” Her thumb pointed to the left, and she winked. “View’s not too shabby there either.”

    
  
    
      
        Chapter 2

      
      A balmy breeze brushed my face as I stepped onto the terrace and looked out over the Pacific. It was aquamarine, somewhat darker where the water was deeper. The lapping of the waves mixed with the sounds of birds and insects. From where I stood, I couldn’t see much of the beach, just the occasional glimpse through the palm leaves and dense plumeria trees that bordered the terrace and provided a little shade. Barefoot, I tiptoed across the sun-warmed natural stone and sat down by the pool. The pool was decorated with blue mosaic stones, which gave the water a particularly vibrant color. I dipped my feet and waited for Kay, who came out of the house shortly afterward with two glasses clinking with ice cubes. She handed me one and sat down at the edge. We let our legs dangle for a while and chatted about all sorts of things. My journey, the trip with Gabe, my parents, Munich, my injury, PT work, the US Open.

      “So, you and Gabe,” I began, looking at the two deck chairs by the side of the pool. “Are you all…?”

      “God, no!” She laughed a little too brightly. “He’s just a friend.”

      “A good-looking friend.”

      She wrinkled her nose, then asked, “You think?”

      “For an old guy,” I replied, shrugging, and we both burst out laughing. “He looks a bit like Jason Momoa.” She laughed.

      “Well, anyway, Gabe seems nice. And”—I winked—“he seemed to suggest that he and his wife had separated.”

      “Julie, yeah.” Kay’s eyes grew pensive. “She’s back on the mainland after the thing with Keiko.” She hesitated. “A few years ago, Gabe and Julie’s son died while out surfing.”

      My eyes grew wide in shock.

      “It was a terrible tragedy.”

      I lowered my glance. A sense of heaviness at odds with the environment spread across the terrace.

      “Sheesh, that was a real buzzkill, wasn’t it? Let’s talk about something else. Your plans for today, for example. What are you in the mood for? You want to take a day trip somewhere? Go to the beach? Or would you rather just chill here by the pool?”

      “Umm…I thought that maybe we’d start off with a training session?”

      “Today?”

      “Well, I mean, thanks to the flight I’ve already lost a day, so…”

      She tilted her head indecisively. “You’ve been on your feet for over twenty hours. It’d be a better idea to take it easy and get off to a flying start tomorrow.”

      Even though I knew Kay was right, I couldn’t help but feel a bit uneasy at the thought of spending the rest of the day doing nothing. The US Open was just a little over six weeks away, and there was still so much to do. My timing was off. My footwork wasn’t good enough, I was making too many unforced errors, and I was lacking match practice. If I wanted to keep up with the best in the world, I’d have to give it my all, seven days a week.

      Kay seemed to sense my antsiness. “Listen. Why don’t you start off with an easy run down the beach? That will get your metabolism going and will help with your jet lag. This afternoon I will show you the tennis school, and you can get to know everyone. And tomorrow we’ll get going. How’s that sound?”

      The pressure in my chest dissipated. I smiled and nodded.

      

      * * *

      Back in the guest room, I stripped off the clothes I’d worn on the flight and slipped into mint-colored running shorts and a white workout top. June in Germany had been sunny and hot, and I’d spent most of it out on the clay court. My hair was a shimmering honey color rather than its usual dark blond. After braiding it into a plait, I put on a cap and plenty of sunscreen.

      Kay was on the phone when I came back downstairs. I caught words like disturbance and unacceptable before silently waving goodbye and sliding through the terrace door. Just then I realized I hadn’t even followed up about her important appointment and wondered if it might have had to do with the call.

      A garden gate led me to a narrow flight of stone steps that led down to the beach. The sand was white and fine grained. I walked to the water, past a family setting up folding chairs and anchoring a neon-yellow umbrella in the sand. Apart from them, there were few people around. Powerful waves rolled toward me as I approached the water. It was surprisingly warm, and it felt great to let it wash over my skin. My gaze wandered out to sea and a lone surfer waiting for a wave. As it came closer, he began to paddle, pushed himself up, and jumped to his feet. He rushed toward the beach in an impressively casual way, and I couldn’t help but envy him. That effortlessness was precisely what I was lacking out on the court. I was too tense, too uptight, too anxious. I could feel it deep down, and I could see it on my face when Milan and I analyzed the videos of my training sessions. Being here without him was strange. He’d been training me for years, but, thanks to the birth of his twins, had asked for a few months off. That, too, had helped me make the decision to come to Hawaii and train with Kay.

      I looked away from the surfer, took a deep breath, and started to run. Close to the water the sand was firm, but I quickly felt my muscles working hard. After the first few hundred feet, my calves began to grow a little sore. Not to mention my struggles with the humidity and the tropical sun. Fighting shortness of breath, I glanced at my smartwatch and saw that my pulse was far too high. Out of habit, I reached for my water bottle before realizing I hadn’t brought it with me. Shit! Why hadn’t I thought of putting on my hydration belt? I passed a watchtower and toyed with the idea of asking the lifeguard for water. But he was on the sand doing crunches. Great. I picked up the pace and jogged on. A few minutes later, I realized that I was about to overdo it. My muscles were over-acidifying, my throat was dry as dust, and my eyes were beginning to flicker dangerously. Checking my heart rate again, I turned around and made my way back past the lifeguard, who was once again in his tower looking out over the ocean with a pair of binoculars. You can manage this last bit too, I told myself and sped back up. From here it would be, at most, half a mile to Kay’s. I ran past a few kids playing around in the breakers and considered doing the same. Simply jumping into the coolness and dipping my head. But I just wiped the sweat off my forehead instead and kept on going. Not far from me, I spotted the surfer again, letting himself be carried to the beach by one last wave. His board under his arm, he climbed out of the water and shook his wet hair out of his face. He was wearing bright-red surf shorts that sat low on his hips, and even at a distance I could see how cute he was. If I hadn’t known better, I would have thought I was in some beachwear commercial. I let out a half-amused, half-derisive sigh. As I jogged past, our eyes met. Just for a second, but long enough to realize that he was perfect for the role. And that it would be better for my already-overheated self to focus my eyes on my feet. My feet, which were sinking deeper into the sand with every step. As if they’d been hung with weights. How much farther was it? Wasn’t that the neon-yellow umbrella up ahead? I squinted against the sun and fought off a feeling of dizziness. Black dots danced before my eyes. Oh no! I came to an abrupt stop, put my hands on my thighs, and lowered my head, breathing heavily. Okay. Let me stop a second… Just for a few seconds… Just…

    
  
    
      
        Chapter 3

      
      Opening my eyes, I saw a makeshift table of mats. A firepit of cold ashes. A canvas folding chair. At first I thought I was just confused; then my pulse began to race. This wasn’t Kay’s terrace. Sitting up, I felt a stabbing pain in my temples.

      “Well, get moving! I’ve got to bounce in ten minutes. And I can’t just leave her here.”

      The strange man’s voice not only replaced the pounding in my head but made sure I was wide-awake at the same time. Not ten feet away was a guy with a smartphone at his ear. Mid-twenties. Barefoot, khaki-colored shorts, and a white T-shirt that made him look incredibly tanned. His dark-blond hair was still wet and somewhat tousled, as if he’d run his hand through it right after showering.

      “Oh, come on! She probably didn’t have enough to drink and ended up dehydrated.”

      Not enough to drink. Then it all came back. I’d gone for a jog. On the beach. Hadn’t had my water with me. Then, as if on command, I became aware of my dry mouth and tried to clear my throat. The man’s head spun in my direction and our eyes locked. I stopped short. Not because of his good looks. And not because his eyes were of an incredible blue. But because he looked familiar. As if I’d seen him somewhere before. But where?

      “Gotta go,” he whispered, not taking his eyes off me for a second. “She’s awake.”

      He hung up and slipped the phone into one of his pockets.

      “Hey!” he said with a smile that didn’t reveal whether he was thinking the same thing I was. That is, whether we’d met before or not.

      “Hey.”

      It came out scratchy, as my throat really was bone dry.

      “Let me get you a glass of water.”

      He disappeared inside and there was nothing for me to do but watch him go. Who was he? And where was I? I swung my legs down off the cushioned mat I’d been lying on. Sand rippled across the wooden floor beneath my feet. It was old and weather-beaten the nails rusty. I looked around, seeking out points of reference that might tell me where I was. By the ocean, that much was clear. I could not only hear it but could smell it. The view was almost the same as at Kay’s, just limited a bit by a tree, around whose trunk the terrace had been constructed. A bodyboard was leaning against the wooden stairs and a few pieces of clothing whipped back and forth on an old wash line. I was about to turn around again when something caught my eye. Bright-red swim trunks. And suddenly I knew why the guy looked familiar. Why I felt like I’d seen him before. It was the surfer I’d run into on the beach. Mr. Beachwear, a voice in my head joked. We’d looked at each other for a single second, tops, but I remembered him. I remembered those trunks…and the body inside them. I felt a funny tingling in my stomach. At the exact same moment, there he was with a glass of water in his hand.

      “Here.”

      As he handed it to me, I caught a glimpse of a tattoo on the underside of his wrist. At most, the size of two quarters and gone again before I could really make it out.

      “Thanks.” I could feel him eyeing me as I took a drink and enjoyed the soothing effect. “What happened?” I asked in a voice that was slowly beginning to sound like my own again.

      He cocked an eyebrow. “You don’t remember?”

      “Sure, I was jogging, and then…everything went black somehow.”

      He nodded. “You doubled over. I happened to see it.”

      I dug around in my memory, but there was nothing to hold onto. “And then?”

      “Well, the first thing I did was get you out of the sun.” Seeing my quizzical glance, he added, “You were right in front of my door.”

      “Oh.” I cast my gaze across the terrace once more.

      “How’re you feeling? You want me to call you a doctor?”

      I waved my hand. “You were right. I simply didn’t drink enough.”

      He frowned.

      “I heard you on the phone,” I explained with a smile.

      “Ah.” He smiled, and for a second time I noticed how inconceivably blue his eyes were. “That was my sister, Laurie. I asked her to come over because…”

      “You’ve got an important appointment and can’t just leave me here.”

      “Exactly.” He grinned and glanced at his watch. “She should be here any minute. So…maybe you could pretend to be asleep or something? Otherwise, I’ll get an earful about having screwed up her hairdresser’s appointment for nothing.”

      Seeing my puzzled look, he laughed. “That was a joke.”

      “Oh! Yeah. Of course.” I shook my head embarrassedly and emptied my glass.

      “She’s probably thankful for it. She wasn’t all that convinced by the whole bangs thing.” He pointed to my glass. “Want some more?”

      I shook my head. “I should get going.”

      He nodded almost imperceptibly.

      “Sorry for this.” I got up. More sand trickled off my clothes onto the ground. I looked at him sheepishly. “And for that.”

      He laughed. “Not a thing. This place needs to be swept again anyway.”

      I noticed that we were about the same height, which allowed us to look directly into each other’s eyes.

      “My name’s Vince, by the way.”

      His smile created perfect dimples in his cheeks. My heart skipped a beat. That had never happened to me before. Especially not with some guy I’d only known for three minutes.

      “Louisa,” I whispered. “Or Lou. As you prefer.”

      “Lou,” he repeated slowly, as if wanting to test out the sound.

      “Oh, a round of introductions!” A voice cut through the silence. “I’m just in time.”

      Grinning, a girl my age strolled toward us. Unmistakably his sister. She had the exact same blue eyes. Otherwise, the two couldn’t have been more different. She was at least a head shorter than him and petite. Her pastel-yellow, oversize T-shirt was knotted at the waist, her denim shorts frayed. She wore her brown hair tied in a ponytail, from which a few strands had come loose, and her nose was sunburned. To my surprise, she didn’t seem the least bit stressed or annoyed. Instead, she greeted me with a good-humored “I’m Laurie,” and it wouldn’t have surprised me if she’d added, “and I like warm hugs!”

      “Hi. I’m Louisa.” I knitted my brows, embarrassed. “I’m sorry about your appointment.”

      She shrugged calmly. “You probably did me a favor. I wasn’t really sure it’d be my thing anyway.” She wrinkled her nose.

      “In the end, she’s another one of those hairdressers where, after two hours of sitting in front of the mirror, you still look like you just got out of bed.” She quickly glanced at Vince and narrowed her eyes. “What are you still doing here? Shouldn’t you already have been long gone for that super important appointment of yours? The one I had to drop mine for?”

      “Uh…well”—he pointed his thumb at me—“you just thanked her for exactly that.”

      “What I said was that I wasn’t all that sure about the bangs.”

      For the first time I noticed the small gap between her upper incisors. It made her face look sweet.

      “Which you would have by now if I hadn’t begged you to come over as quickly as possible.”

      “You mean, if you hadn’t gone all English duke on us.”

      He frowned.

      “You could have simply called a doctor, but you just had to carry the poor damsel in distress up to your house.”

      It took me a moment, but then my eyes grew wide, and I stared at him thunderstruck. “You carried me?”

      He lowered his head. “How else do you think I got you here?”

      My face turned red. “Well, I don’t know. I thought you’d…helped me walk up here or something.”

      “Helped you?” He cocked a brow. “You were unconscious.”

      And sweaty. And sandy. And heavy. God, how embarrassing!

      Laurie tapped at an imaginary watch.

      “Yeah, I really got to go,” he mumbled, and I thought I actually caught a hint of regret in his voice. “You’ll show her how to get back to the beach?” he asked his sister, who nodded and shooed him off.

      “Okay. Well.” He raised a hand. “Bye.”

      Once again I noticed his tiny tattoo but once again was too slow to make out what it was.

      “Bye.” Vince, I said to myself silently. The name fit. His hair, his eyes, his smile.

      He turned away and made for the terrace door.

      “Have fun, Simon,” Laurie warbled.

      He stopped and looked back at us over his shoulder. “Who’s Simon?”

      “The English duke,” we responded in unison.

      He looked so confused that we burst out laughing. Shaking his head, he disappeared into the house.

      “That was kinda mean,” I said.

      “You don’t have a brother, do you?” she asked with a knowing smile.

      I shook my head. “Only child.”

      I used to be kind of sad when I’d say that—I’d always wanted a sister. Someone to swap clothes and develop secret languages with, to play tennis with during the day and read with under the blankets at night. In the meantime, I no longer had a problem with the fact that we were a family of three. Well, by now I also knew that my mother’s pregnancy had been a minor miracle. After more than twenty years in high-performance sports, her cycle had been irregular, and her period had often been absent for several months. A fate many professional athletes shared. And one that I might not be spared either.

      “He’ll be okay.” Laurie tore me from my thoughts.

      I cast a glance at my watch. I’d have to be getting on my way, too, if I didn’t want Kay to start getting worried.

      “Tell me. Do you think it’d look good on me?”

      I looked at her quizzically.

      “Bangs.” She grabbed her hair with both hands and made a fringe against her forehead.

      The way she was standing there in front of me was cute.

      “I think it’d look great on you.”

      She beamed. “Really?”

      I nodded.

      “Then I’ll make a new appointment. When do you go jogging like this?”

      It took me a moment to realize she was messing with me. I grimaced. “It’s not exactly how I imagined my first day to turn out, believe me.”

      “Today’s your first day?”

      I nodded.

      “You on vacation here?”

      “I’m visiting someone,” I answered evasively. Neither Vince nor Laurie had recognized me, and I wanted it to stay that way. I could do without headlines like “Comeback in danger? Herzog-Riggs collapses on the beach.”

      “I’m visiting someone here too. Where you from?”

      “Munich.” For good measure I quickly added, “Germany.”

      Surprise flashed in her eyes. “You don’t have an accent at all.”

      “My father’s American. I grew up bilingual.”

      “Wow.” Her response didn’t sound fake. She just sounded nice and as if she were really interested. “That mean you have family here on Oahu?”

      “No, no. Dad’s from Minnesota. I…I’m visiting my godmother. But we’re not related.”

      “Ah. You want to give her a call? So she can pick you up?” She squinted at my skintight shorts. “You don’t have a phone on you, huh?”

      “That’s not necessary. I’m staying just a few houses down.” In my head I added, I think. My memories were a bit blurry, but I could still remember having seen the yellow umbrella before getting dizzy.

      “Then we’re more or less neighbors.” Her face brightened. “What’s your godmother’s name? Maybe my brother even knows her.”

      “Umm…Kay.”

      If she noticed my hesitation, she didn’t let it show. “And how long will you be staying on Oahu?”

      “A little over six weeks.”

      “Oh, cool. I’m the one around here who’s on semester break right now. I’m helping my brother out with renovations. Maybe you’d be up for helping out too?” She looked at me hopefully. “Aside from Vince, I hardly know a soul around here.”

      “Umm…yeah, sure,” I replied, more out of necessity than anything else, as I just didn’t have the heart to tell her that over the next few weeks I’d have absolutely zero free time. That I’d be training up to eight hours a day and would probably be in bed by nine every night.

      “If you give me your number, I’ll send you a message.” She reached into her handbag and pulled out her phone. “Then you’ll have mine too.”

      “O-Okay,” I stammered, feeling overwhelmed and toying with the idea of giving her a fake number. But that could be embarrassing if we ran into each other again. And there really wasn’t anything to it. I gave her my number.

      “Cool,” she said, more to herself, and dropped her phone back into her bag.

      Then she showed me the way to the beach. Just like at Kay’s there was a series of stairs, but they were considerably steeper and, here and there, caved in. I didn’t want to imagine how much effort it had cost Vince to carry me up here. I winced in embarrassment before turning around one more time and looking at the house. It was about as big as Kay’s and had the same kind of flat roof. But that was about it. The ravages of time had gnawed away the partly yellow, partly dark-green color of the facade, and the doors and window frames needed a new coat of paint too. All the same, it had charm. And I was overcome by the strange feeling that, if it could speak, it would have a lot of stories to tell.
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