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            Chapter 1


         
 

         Saying that she went to the annual Firefighter’s Charity Breakfast for pancakes was like saying she watched baseball for the game—when everyone knew that you watched baseball for the guys in tight uniform pants.

         
 

         But this time Leah Sullivan really did want pancakes. She also wanted her grandma to live forever, world peace, and hey, while she was making wishes, she wouldn’t object to being sweet-talked out of her clothes sometime this year.
 

         But those were all issues for another day. Mid-August was hinting at an Indian summer for the Pacific Northwest. The morning was warm and heading toward hot as she walked to the already crowded pier. The people of Lucky Harbor loved a get-together, and if there was food involved—and cute firefighters to boot—well, that was just a bonus.
 

         Leah accepted a short stack of pancakes from Tim Denison, a firefighter from Station #24. He was a rookie, fresh from the academy and at least five years younger than her, but that didn’t stop him from sending her a wink. She took in his beachy, I-belong-on-a-Gap-ad-campaign appearance and waited for her good parts to flutter.
 

         They didn’t.
 

         For reasons unknown, her good parts were on vacation and had been for months.
 

         Okay, so not for reasons unknown. But not wanting to go there, not today, she blew out a breath and continued down the length of the pier.
 

         Picnic tables had been set up, most of them full of other Lucky Harbor locals supporting the firefighters’ annual breakfast. Leah’s friend Ali Winters was halfway through a huge stack of pancakes, eyeing the food line as if considering getting more.
 

         Leah plopped down beside her. “You eating for two already?”
 

         “Bite your tongue.” Ali aimed her fork at her along with a pointed don’t mess with me look. “I’ve only been with Luke for two months. Pregnancy isn’t anywhere on the to-do list yet. I’m just doing my part to support the community.”

         
 

         “By eating two hundred pancakes?”
 

         “Hey, the money goes to the senior center.”
 

         There was a salty breeze making a mess of Leah’s and Ali’s hair, but it didn’t dare disturb the woman sitting on the other side of Ali. Nothing much disturbed the cool-as-a-cucumber Aubrey.
 

         “I bet sex is on your to-do list,” Aubrey said, joining their conversation.
 

         Ali gave a secret smile.
 

         Aubrey narrowed her eyes. “I could really hate you for that smile.”
 

         “You should hate me for this smile.”

         
 

         “Luke’s that good, huh?”
 

         Ali sighed dreamily. “He’s magic.”

         
 

         “Magic’s just an illusion.” Aubrey licked the syrup off her fork while managing to somehow look both beautifully sophisticated and graceful.
 

         Back in their school days, Aubrey had been untouchable, tough as nails, and Leah hadn’t been anywhere in the vicinity of her league. Nothing much had changed there. She looked down at herself and sucked in her stomach.
 

         “There’s no illusion when it comes to Luke,” Ali told Aubrey. “He’s one-hundred-percent real. And all mine.”
 

         “Well, now you’re just being mean,” Aubrey said. “And that’s my area. Leah, what’s with the expensive shoes and cheap haircut?”
 

         Leah put a hand to her choppy auburn layers, and Aubrey smiled at Ali, like See? That’s how you do mean…

         
 

         Most of Leah’s money went toward her school loans and helping to keep her grandma afloat, but she did have one vice. Okay, two, but being addicted to Pinterest wasn’t technically a vice. Her love of shoes most definitely was. She’d gotten today’s strappy leather wedges from Paris, and they’d been totally worth having to eat apples and peanut butter for a week. “They were on sale,” she said, clicking them together as if she were Dorothy in Oz. “They’re knockoffs,” she admitted.
 

         Aubrey sighed. “You’re not supposed to say that last part. It’s not as fun to be mean when you’re nice.”
 

         “But I am nice,” Leah said.
 

         “I know,” Aubrey said. “And I’m trying to like you anyway.”
 

         The three of them were an extremely unlikely trio, connected by a cute, quirky Victorian building in downtown Lucky Harbor. The building was older than God, currently owned by Aubrey’s great-uncle, and divided into three shops. There was Ali’s floral shop, Leah’s grandma’s bakery, and a neglected bookstore that Aubrey had been making noises about taking over since her job at Town Hall had gone south a few weeks back.
 

         Neither Ali nor Leah was sure yet if having Aubrey in the building every day would be fun or a nightmare. But regardless, Aubrey knew her path. So did Ali.
 

         Leah admired the hell out of that. Especially since she’d never known her path. She’d known one thing, the need to get out of Lucky Harbor—and she had. At age seventeen, she’d gone and had rarely looked back.
 

         But she was back now, putting her pastry chef skills to good use helping her grandma while she recovered from knee surgery. The problem was, Leah had gotten out of the habit of settling in one place.
 

         Not quite true, said a little voice inside her. If not for a string of spectacularly bad decisions, she’d have finished French culinary school. And not embarrassed herself on the reality TV show Sweet Wars. And…

         
 

         Don’t go there.

         
 

         Instead, she scooped up a big bite of fluffy pancakes and concentrated on their delicious goodness rather than her own screwups. Obsessing over her bad decisions was something she saved for the deep dark of night.
 

         “Jack’s at the griddle,” Ali noted.
 

         Leah twisted around to look at the cooking setup. Lieutenant Jack Harper was indeed manning the griddle. He was tall and broad shouldered and looked like a guy who could take on anything that came his way. This was a good thing, since he ran station #24.
 

         Fire Station #24 was one of four that serviced the county, and thanks to the Olympic Mountain range at their back, with its million acres of forest, all four stations were perpetually busy.
 

         Jack thrived on busy. He could be as intimidating as hell when he chose to be, which wasn’t right now since he was head-bopping to some beat only he could hear in his headphones. Knowing him, it was some good, old-fashioned, ear-splitting hard rock.
 

         Not too far from him, leashed to a bench off to the side, sat Kevin, a huge Great Dane. He was white with black markings that made him look like a Dalmatian wannabe. Kevin had been given to a neighboring fire station where he’d remained until he’d eaten one too many expensive hoses, torn up one too many beds, and chewed dead one too many pairs of boots. The rambunctious one-year-old had then been put up for adoption.
 

         The only problem was that no one had wanted what was by then a hundred-and-fifty-pound nuisance. Kevin had been headed for the Humane Society when Jack, always the protector, always the savior, had stepped in a few weeks back and saved the day.
 

         Just like he’d done for Leah more times than she could count.
 

         It’d become a great source of entertainment for the entire town that Jack Harper II, once the town terror himself—at least to mothers of teenage daughters everywhere—was now in charge of the latest town terror.

         
 

         Another firefighter stepped up to the griddle to relieve Jack, who loaded a plate for himself and stepped over to Kevin. He flipped the dog a sausage, which Kevin caught in midair with one snap of his huge jaws. The sausage instantly vanished, and Kevin licked his lips, staring intently at Jack’s plate as if he could make more sausage fly into his mouth by wish alone.
 

         Jack laughed and crouched down to talk to the dog, a movement that had his shirt riding up, revealing low-riding BDUs—his uniform pants—a strip of taut, tantalizing male skin, and just the hint of a perfect ass.
 

         On either side of Leah, both Ali and Aubrey gave lusty sighs. Leah completely understood. She could feel her own lusty sigh catching in her throat, but she squelched it. They were in the F-zone, she and Jack. Friends. Friends didn’t do lust, or if they did, they also did the smart, logical thing and ignored it. Still, she felt a smile escape her at the contagious sound of Jack’s laughter. Truth was, he’d been making her smile since the sixth grade, when she’d first moved to Lucky Harbor.

         
 

         As if sensing her appraisal, Jack lifted his head. His dark, mirrored sunglasses hid his eyes, but she knew he was looking right at her because he arched a dark brow.
 

         And on either side of her, Ali and Aubrey sighed again.
 

         “Really?” Leah asked them.
 

         “Well, look at him,” Aubrey said unapologetically. “He’s hot, he’s got rhythm—and not just the fake white-boy kind either. He’s also funny as hell. And for a bonus, he’s gainfully employed. It’s just too bad I’m off men forever.”
 

         “Forever’s a long time,” Ali said, and Leah’s gut cramped at the thought of the beautiful, blond Aubrey going after Jack.
 

         But Jack was still looking at Leah. Those glasses were still in the way, but she knew his dark eyes were framed by thick, black lashes and the straight, dark lines of his eyebrows. And the right brow was sliced through by a thin scar, which he’d gotten at age fourteen when he and his cousin Ben had stolen his mom’s car and driven it into a fence.
 

         “Forever,” Aubrey repeated emphatically. “I’m off men forever.” Leah felt herself relax a little.

         
 

         Which was silly. Jack could date whomever he wanted, and did. Often.
 

         “And anyway,” Aubrey went on, “that’s what batteries are for.”
 

         Ali laughed along with Aubrey as they all continued to watch Jack, who’d gone back to the griddle. He was moving to his music again while flipping pancakes, much to the utter delight of the crowd.
 

         “Woo-hoo!” Aubrey yelled at him, both she and Ali toasting him with their plastic cups filled with orange juice.
 

         Jack grinned and took a bow.
 

         “Hey,” Ali said, nudging Leah. “Go tip him.”
 

         “Is that what the kids are calling it nowadays?” Aubrey asked.
 

         Leah rolled her eyes and stood up. “You’re both ridiculous. He’s dating some EMT flight nurse.”
 

         Or at least he had been as of last week. She couldn’t keep up with Jack’s dating life. Okay, so she chose not to keep up. “We’re just… buddies.” They always had been, she and Jack, through thick and thin, and there’d been a lot of thin. “When you go to middle school with someone, you learn too much about him,” she went on, knowing damn well that she needed to just stop talking, something she couldn’t seem to do. “I mean, I couldn’t go out with the guy who stole all the condoms on Sex Education Day and then used them as water balloons to blast the track girls as we ran the four hundred.”

         
 

         “I could,” Aubrey said.
 

         Leah rolled her eyes, mostly to hide the fact that she’d left off the real reason she couldn’t date Jack.
 

         “Where you going?” Ali asked when Leah stood up. “We haven’t gotten to talk about the latest episode of Sweet Wars. Now that you’re halfway through the season and down to the single eliminations, the whole town’s talking about it nonstop. Did you know that there’s a big crowd at the Love Shack on episode night?”

         
 

         Yes, she’d known. At first she’d been pressured to go, but she couldn’t do it. She couldn’t watch herself if anyone else was in the room.
 

         “You were awesome,” Ali said.
 

         Maybe, but that had been the adrenaline high from being filmed. Leah had pulled it off by pretending she was Julia Child. Easy enough, since she’d been pretending that since she’d been a kid. After the first terrifying episode, she’d learned something about herself. Even as a kid who’d grown up with little to no self-esteem, there was something about being in front of a camera. It was pretend, so she’d been able to break out of her shell.
 

         The shocking truth was, she’d loved it.
 

         “And also, you looked great on TV,” Aubrey said. “Bitch. I know you were judged on originality, presentation, and taste, but you really should get brownie points for not looking fat. Do you look as good for the last three episodes?”
 

         This subject was no better than the last one. “Gotta go,” Leah said, grabbing her plate and pointing to the cooking area. “There’s sausage now.”
 

         “Ah.” Aubrey nodded sagely. “So you do want Jack’s sausage.”

         
 

         Ali burst out laughing, and Aubrey high-fived her.
 

         Ignoring them both, Leah headed toward the grill.
 

         

              


         
 

         Jack flipped a row of pancakes, rotated a line of sausage links, and checked the flame. He was in a waiting pattern.
 

         The status of his life.
 

         Behind him, two fellow firefighters were talking about how one had bought his girlfriend an expensive purse as an apology for forgetting the anniversary of their first date. The guy thought the present would help ease him out of the doghouse.
 

         Jack knew better. The purse was a nice touch, but in his experience, a man’s mistakes were never really forgotten, only meticulously cataloged in a woman’s frontal lobe to be pulled out later at her discretion.
 

         A guy needed to either avoid mistakes entirely or get out of the relationship before any anniversaries came up.
 

         “Woof.”
 

         This from Kevin, trying to get his attention.
 

         “No more sausage,” Jack called to him. “You know what happens when you eat too much. You stink me out of the bedroom.”
 

         Kevin had a big black spot over his left eye, giving him the look of a mischievous pirate as he gazed longingly at the row of sausages. When Jack didn’t give in, the dog heaved a long sigh and lay down, setting his head on his paws.
 

         “Heads up,” Tim called.
 

         Jack caught the gallon-sized container of pancake batter with one hand while continuing to flip pancakes with his other.
 

         “Pretty fancy handiwork,” a woman said.
 

         Leah.
 

         Jack turned and found her standing next to Kevin, holding a plate.
 

         Jack gave Kevin the stay gesture just as the dog would have made his move. Great Danes had a lot of great qualities, like loyalty and affection, but politeness was not one of them. Kevin lived to press his nose into ladies’ crotches, climb on people’s laps as if he were a six-pound Pomeranian, and eat… well, everything. And Kevin had his eyes on the prize—Leah’s plate.

         
 

         Jack gestured Leah closer with a crook of his finger. She’d shown up in Lucky Harbor with shadows beneath her forest-green eyes and lots of secrets in them, but she was starting to look a little more like herself. Her white gauzy top and black leggings emphasized a willowy body made lean by hard work or tough times—knowing Leah, it was probably both. Her silky hair was loose and blowing around her face. He’d have called it her just-out-of-bed look, except she wasn’t sleeping with anyone at the moment.
 

         He knew this because one, Lucky Harbor didn’t keep secrets, and two, he worked at the firehouse, aka Gossip Central. He knew Leah was in a holding pattern too. And something was bothering her.
 

         Not your problem…

         
 

         But though he told himself that, repeatedly in fact, old habits were hard to break. His friendship with her was as long as it was complicated, but she’d been there for him whenever he’d needed her, no questions asked. In the past week alone she’d driven his mom to her doctor’s appointment twice, fed and walked Kevin when Jack had been called out of the county, and left a plate of cream cheese croissants in his fridge—his favorite. There was a lot of water beneath their bridge, but she mattered to him, even when he wanted to wrap his fingers around her neck and squeeze.
 

         “You have any sausage ready?” she asked.
 

         At the word sausage, Kevin practically levitated. Ears quirking, nose wriggling, the dog sat up, his sharp eyes following as Jack forked a piece of meat and set it on Leah’s plate. When Jack didn’t share with Kevin as well, he let out a pitiful whine.

         
 

         Falling for it hook, line, and sinker, Leah melted. “Aw,” she said. “Can I give him one?”
 

         “Only if you want to sleep with him tonight,” Jack said.
 

         “I wouldn’t mind.”
 

         “Trust me, you would.”
 

         Coming up beside Jack to help man the grill, Tim waggled a brow at Leah. “I’ll sleep with you tonight. No matter how many sausages you eat.”
 

         Leah laughed. “You say that to all the women in line.”
 

         Tim flashed a grin, a hint of dimple showing. “But with you, I mean it. So… yes?”
 

         “No,” Leah said, still smiling. “Not tonight.”
 

         “Tomorrow night?”
 

         Jack spoke mildly. “You have a death wish?”
 

         “Huh?”
 

         “Rookies who come on to Leah vanish mysteriously,” Jack told him. “Never to be seen again.”
 

         Tim narrowed his eyes. “Yeah? Who?”
 

         “The last rookie. His name was Tim too,” Jack deadpanned.
 

         Leah laughed, and Tim rolled his eyes. At work, he reported directly to Jack, not that he looked worried.
 

         “I’ll risk it,” he said cockily to Leah.
 

         Jack wondered if he’d still be looking so sure of himself later when he’d be scrubbing down fire trucks by himself. All of them.
 

         Leah yawned and rubbed a hand over her eyes, and Jack forgot about Tim. “Maybe you should switch to Wheaties,” Jack said. “You look like you need the boost.”
 

         She met his gaze. “Tim thought I looked all right.”
 

         “You know it, babe,” Tim said, still shamelessly eavesdropping. “Change your mind about tonight, and I’ll make sure you know exactly how good you look.”

         
 

         Jack revised his plan about Tim cleaning the engines. The rookie would be too busy at the senior center giving a hands-on fire extinguisher demonstration, which every firefighter worth his salt dreaded because the seniors were feisty, didn’t listen, and in the case of the female seniors, liked their “hands-on” anything training.

         
 

         Oblivious to his fate, Tim continued to work the grill. Jack kept his attention on Leah. He wanted her to do whatever floated her boat, but he didn’t want her dating a player like Tim. But saying so would be pretty much like waving a red flag in front of a bull, no matter how pretty that bull might be. She’d give a stranger the very shirt off her back, but Jack had long ago learned to not even attempt to tell her what to do or she’d do the opposite just because.
 

         She had a long habit of doing just that.
 

         He blamed her asshole father, but in this case it didn’t matter because Leah didn’t seem all that interested in Tim’s flirting anyway.
 

         Or in anything actually.
 

         Which was what was really bothering Jack. Leah loved the challenge of life, the adventure of it. She’d been chasing that challenge and adventure as long as he’d known her. It was contagious—her spirit, her enthusiasm, her ability to be as unpredictable as the whim of fate.
 

         And unlike anyone else in his world, she alone could lighten a bad mood and make him laugh. But her smile wasn’t meeting her eyes. Nudging her aside, out of Tim’s earshot, he waited until she looked at him. “Hey,” he said.
 

         “Aren’t you worried you’ll vanish mysteriously, never to be seen again?”
 

         “I’m not a rookie.”
 

         She smiled, but again it didn’t meet her eyes.
 

         “You okay?” he asked.
 

         “Always.” And then she popped a sausage into her mouth.
 

         Jack got the message loud and clear. She didn’t want to talk. He could appreciate that. Hell, he was at his happiest not talking. But she’d had a rough year, first with the French culinary school disaster, where she’d quit three weeks before graduation for some mysterious reason, and then Sweet Wars.

         
 

         Rumor had it that she’d gone pretty far on the show, outshining the best of the best. He knew she was under contractual obligations to keep quiet about the results, but he’d thought she’d talk to him.

         
 

         She hadn’t.
 

         Jack had watched each episode, cheering her on. Last night she’d created puff pastries on the clock for a panel of celebrity chefs who’d yelled—a lot. Most of Leah’s competition had been completely rattled by their bullying ways, but Leah had had a lifetime of dealing with someone just like that. She’d won the challenge, hands down. And even if Jack hadn’t known her as well as he did, he’d have pegged her as the winner of the whole thing.
 

         But she wasn’t acting like a winner.
 

         Had she quit that too?
 

         Because the truth was that she tended to run from her demons. She always had, and some things never changed.
 

         She met his gaze. “What?”
 

         “You tell me. Tell me what’s wrong.”
 

         She shook her head, her pretty eyes surprisingly hooded from him. “I’ve learned to fight my own battles, Jack.”
 

         Maybe. But it wasn’t her battles he wanted to fight, he realized, so much as he wanted to see her smile again and mean it.
 

      




    


  











    

      

         

            Chapter 2


         


         The next morning, Leah walked to the bakery. From her grandma’s house, downtown was only a mile or so, and she liked the exercise, even at four in the morning.

         


         Maybe especially at four in the morning.


         Lucky Harbor sat nestled in a rocky cove between the Olympic Mountains and the coast, the architecture an eclectic mix of old and new. She’d been to a lot of places since she’d left here, but there’d been nowhere like this small, cozy, homey town.


         The main drag of Lucky Harbor was lined with Victorian buildings painted in bright colors, housing everything from the post office to an art gallery. At the end of the street was the turnoff to the harbor, where a long pier jutted out into the water with its café, arcade, ice cream shop, and Ferris wheel.


         Right now, everything was closed. Leah was the only one out on the street. She loved the look of Lucky Harbor on sleepy mornings like this, with the long column of fog floating in from the ocean, the twinkle of the white lights strung along the storefronts and in the trees that lined the sidewalks.


         Like a postcard.


         And all of it, right down to the salty ocean air, evoked a myriad of memories. So did the bakery as she unlocked it and let herself in. It was warm already, and for now, quiet. Later, Riley would show up. Riley was a Lucky Harbor transplant who’d made her way to town as a runaway teen and then had been taken under the wing of Amy, a friend of Leah’s. Riley had grown up a lot in the past few years and was now a part-time college student who worked a few hours a week at both the local café and the bakery. At the moment, though, Leah was alone. She flipped on the lights, and as always, the electricity hummed and then dimmed, fighting for enough power before settling. The cranky old building needed a renovation in the worst way, but Mr. Lyons was so tight with his money he squeaked when he walked.


         So tight that he had the building in escrow. No word yet on what the new owner might be like, though he’d promised everyone that he’d honor their leases. This left them safe for the rest of the year at least.


         Leah turned on the ovens. They were just as temperamental as the old building. She had to kick the broiler plate twice before hearing the whoomp of the gas as it caught. One more day, she thought with some satisfaction. The bakery was going to hold together for at least one more day.

         


         Her grandma Elsie had been baking for fifty-plus years, but she hadn’t experimented much in the past few decades. Leah had pretty much taken over, updating the offerings, tossing out the old-fashioned notion of frozen cookie dough, taking great joy in creating all new, all fresh every morning.


         It was a lot of work, but she welcomed it because there was something about baking that allowed her to lose herself. Several hours later, she might have had to kick the ovens no less than twelve more times, but the day’s offerings were looking damn good. Bread, croissants, and donuts… not exactly the fancy fare she’d gotten used to creating at school or on Sweet Wars, but she loved it anyway. And she’d done it all in spite of the equipment.

         


         After that, she shelved her freshly made pastries in the glass display out front and dreamed about finishing culinary school someday. She stopped daydreaming when the bell over the door chimed for the first time that morning. Forest Ranger Matt Bowers strode in mid-yawn.


         Leah automatically poured him a Dr. Pepper on tap and bagged up two cheese danishes—his morning special.


         “Enjoyed Sweet Wars the other night,” he said. “You’re the best one.”

         


         If you can’t be the best, Leah, don’t bother being anything at all.

         


         Her father’s favorite sentence. His second-favorite sentence had been Christ, Leah Marie, don’t you ever get tired of screwing up? And then there’d been her personal favorite. You’re going to amount to nothing.

         


         She knew there were people who’d had it far rougher than she had growing up, but his words had always sliced deeply, and her mother’s halfhearted attempts to soften the blows with “he means well” or “he loves you” hadn’t helped. Instead, they’d left her confused, hurt, and feeling like she could never please.


         As a result, she wasn’t very good with praise. It made her uncomfortable, like there was a standard that she couldn’t possibly live up to.


         “Tell me the truth,” Matt said. “You won the whole enchilada, right?”


         She handed him his breakfast. “I can’t say,” she told him. “Contractual promises.”


         Matt took a big bite of the first danish and sighed in pleasure. “Oh yeah. You totally won.”


         When he was gone, Leah sampled her danish and had to admit he was right about one thing at least. The danish was good.


         The bakery door opened again, this time to one of the finest-looking cops in all the land—Sawyer Thompson.


         “You’re pretty good on that show,” he said while she bagged up his favorite, a chocolate chip roll. “You win?”


         “Not allowed to say,” she said, starting to feel grateful for the contract she’d signed, the one that said keep her mouth shut or else. She handed him his bag.


         He took a big bite of the roll and sighed. “You so won.”


         In spite of herself, Leah flushed with pleasure as he smiled at her, paid, and left.


         “Seriously,” Ali said from behind Leah, having come in the back door, undoubtedly for her midmorning donut. “You get all the hot guys. It’s so unfair.”


         “You sell flowers,” Leah told her. “I sell sugar. Do the math.” She gave Ali a bag of donut holes to go and put it on her tab.


         And so went the morning. People coming in, buying her stuff—which was good—and asking about Sweet Wars—which was bad.

         


         If you can’t be the best, Leah, don’t bother being anything at all.

         


         “Get out of my head,” she said and went back to work. By noon she was ready for a nap, and she still had two more hours to go before Riley would show up. Leah still had to take her grandma for her physical therapy appointment, then grocery shopping for dinner, and then, if Leah was very lucky, she’d catch some sleep. She was going to be thirty this year, and she was already fantasizing about naps. Maybe she should try to get into the senior center…


         But she knew it wasn’t the hours making her tired. She was used to hard work. Nor was it being displaced, living on a futon in her grandma Elsie’s tiny house for the duration of her rehabilitation. Leah was good at the wanderlust, nomadic lifestyle. She should be. She’d hit four colleges in four years, trying out premed, poli-sci, even journalism before going back to her first love.


         Baking.


         But coming back to Lucky Harbor had thrown her a bit. Elsie’s knee surgery had been unexpected. Leah was grateful for how well her grandma was getting around, but the meds made it hard for Elsie to get up early in the morning and handle the baking. So Leah had come to help out for a week or so.


         Except she’d passed the one-month mark and she was still here.


         The door chimed again, and Dee Harper entered the shop, smiling at the man holding the door open for her.


         Her son, Jack Harper.


         Kevin was outside, his leash hooked around the wrought-iron bench beneath the picture window. Nose to the glass, the dog was eyeing the display cases like he hadn’t eaten in a week.


         Jack pointed at him. Kevin licked his chops but sat on his haunches, and then Jack’s broad shoulders filled the doorway as he gently nudged his mom to the front counter.


         “Hey,” he said with a smile at Leah as he sniffed appreciatively. “Smells amazing in here.”


         “Thanks.” She drank in the sight of him. His hair had been cut short again. More for the ease of care than style, she knew. He’d always been way too good-looking for his own good, and that hadn’t changed. If anything, time and hard-won experience had only made him more drop-dead gorgeous.


         Which wasn’t really fair.


         But more than his physical prowess was his incredible charisma and easy charm. The joke was that he could coax a nun out of her undies. But that natural magnetism was missing today.


         “Anything, Mom,” he said to Dee, gesturing to the wide display of choices spread out before them. “Everything. Whatever you want.”


         “Honey, I told you. I’m not all that hungry.”


         Jack’s eyes were shadowed, his jaw rough with at least a day’s growth. “The doctor said to eat, remember? He said if you want to walk through the castles of Scotland like you told him, then you have to build up your strength. And you love Leah’s pastries.”


         Dee smiled at Leah.


         Leah smiled back, working hard at not letting her sympathy or worry show. Dee Harper was fighting breast cancer. The chemo was the worst of it, and it was kicking her ass. Leah held out the plate of pastry samples she had on the counter. “Here, try one of my fruit tarts. They’re something new I’ve been working on, but I’m still not sure I got them right. What do you think?”


         Dee’s expression said that she knew Leah was full of it. They both knew Leah never put out anything that wasn’t as perfect as possible. Her father’s legacy again—be perfect or be nothing at all. Mostly it was easier for Leah to be nothing at all, but baking was one of those things that she had to do. Like… breathing.


         Dee took a bite of a tart. Her clothes were a little loose, and she wore a handkerchief to hide her hair loss. Leah saw the bandage around her forearm and knew they’d just come from the doctor. Jack pulled out a chair for his mom and waited until she sat before he limped very slightly back to the counter. Jaw set, he eyed the selection. “One of everything.”


         “Go sit,” Leah said. “I’ll bring it to you.”


         He didn’t sit. He stood there at the counter, shoulders tense, his mirrored sunglasses shoved up on top of his head, saying nothing as he stared into the display.


         Heart aching for him and for Dee, Leah poured two glasses of sun tea and brought them to the table. Dee had pulled a ball of yarn and two knitting needles from her bag and appeared to be working on a scarf. She made beautiful blankets too and sold her wares at various local art and craft fairs as her health allowed. When it didn’t, friends sold them for her, as Leah had done last weekend.


         Leah went back behind the counter and put together a tray of assorted goodies, bringing that to the table as well. Dee stopped knitting to squeeze her hand in thanks and made a token effort to eat some more of the tart.


         Leah made her way back to Jack, still standing there at the counter. He shifted, the motion stirring the air with the scent of male skin and laundry soap.


         “You okay?” she asked quietly.


         “She needs food, and she won’t eat. I thought your stuff would be irresistible.”


         “I meant your knee.” Leah wiped her hands on her apron and took a step back to eye his long legs. He’d been a Hotshot for years, one of the rural firefighters who jumped out of planes to fight fires in the mountains and on the plains, until a knee injury five years ago had sidelined him. He’d taken a job working for the Lucky Harbor Fire Department. Not nearly as exciting, she knew. “What happened?”


         He shrugged dismissively. Guy code for “nothing.”


         “Did you go see a doctor?” she asked.


         He gave another shrug and turned to face her. “I need you to get her to eat.”


         His voice was low and a little raw. But that’s not what got her. He’d asked her for something, for help, and he never asked lightly. Though it made Leah want to comfort him with a hug, she did an about-face and went back to the table. Sitting next to Dee, she nudged the plate of goodies closer to her as Jack’s phone rang.


         “I’ve got to take this,” he said and strode out of the bakery.


         The minute he did, Kevin leaped on him, tall enough on his hind legs that man and dog were nearly nose to nose. Jack ruffled Kevin’s big head and gave him a push.


         Kevin slid to the ground and rolled over on his back, exposing his belly. Obliging him, Jack squatted low, stroking the dog into ecstasy as he spoke into his phone. Leah did her best not to look at his ass through the window, but it was hopeless. He had a great one.


         Beside her, Dee set down the tart. “It’s like old times, the two of you.”


         Not quite, but Leah knew what she meant. Back then, as the new girl, she hadn’t fit in, and Jack had been the only one to tolerate her. He’d allowed her to tag along after him and his friends, though he’d always sent her home well before they’d gotten themselves into trouble.


         And oh, how she’d resented that. She’d loved trouble. She’d loved him, the way he had of making her forget her miserable home life, or how he’d make her laugh. He’d been far more than an escape from a rough childhood for her. He might have been two years ahead of her in age and light-years ahead of her in experience, but he’d been her best friend.

         


         They’d kept in touch over the years with texts and emails. They’d talked when she’d needed a familiar shoulder to cry on. Jack had always been far more stoic though, but he’d done his own fair share of calling her just to “make sure she hadn’t fallen off the deep end.” Leah had usually interpreted this to mean he needed to vent, and she’d drag out of him whatever was on his mind. She’d treasured those calls the most, being needed by him. They’d come all too rarely because Jack didn’t like to need anyone.


         “It’s nice,” Dee said.


         Leah reached out and squeezed Dee’s hand. “It’s nice to be back.”


         “You’re concerned about me. Don’t be. I’m going to be okay.”


         “I know,” Leah said, and hoped to God that it was true.


         Outside, Jack rose, one hand holding the phone to his ear, the other resting on Kevin’s head, which came up to his hip.


         “I really didn’t want anything to eat,” Dee said. “But he wanted me to so badly.”


         “He’s worried about you.”


         “Well that makes us even, because I’m worried about him too. Did he tell you? He needs another knee surgery, just like what your grandma had, but he’s too stubborn to get it done.”


         “No,” Leah said, her gaze roaming back to Jack’s broad shoulders. “He didn’t mention that.”


         “He pushes himself too hard.”


         “You know why,” Leah said softly.


         “Yes,” Dee said. “I know why.”


         Everyone knew. Jack’s dad had been a firefighter. He’d lived and breathed the job. And then he’d died on that job, becoming a local hero. What else was the boy of that hero supposed to do except become a firefighter as well and do his best to live up to the legend?


         “I ruined him,” Dee said.


         “What? No,” Leah said emphatically. “No. Dee, you raised him well. You—”

         


         “I fell apart when his daddy died.” She nodded at Leah. “Don’t you pretend otherwise. I fell apart, and Jack watched me. And now he doesn’t do relationships.”


         “Dee,” Leah said, managing to find a laugh. “Your son has had more relationships than I have shoes. And we all know how many pairs of shoes I have. Too many to count.”


         Jack had always been irresistible to the opposite sex. Maybe because he’d always been tall and built with that protective, chivalrous air. Or maybe it was that spark in his rich caramel eyes, the one that said I’m trouble and worth every minute of it.

         


         In any case, Jack had had a way of getting himself into, and then smoothly out of, any so-called relationship with a girl without it ever getting ugly. He was what Leah jokingly labeled “a picker.” There was always some reason that he couldn’t take his relationships to the next level. Too clingy. Too ostentatious. Too crazy. She’d long ago decided not to obsess over what excuse he’d use to dump her, knowing there were too many to worry about.


         Dee was shaking her head. “I’m talking about a real relationship, Leah. One that lasts long enough for him to bring her home to meet me. He avoids doing that.” She paused. “Well, except for you, honey.”

         


         Leah’s stomach tightened. She and Jack hadn’t ever really gone there.


         Except that once. That almost once.

         


         “He’ll find the right woman,” she said quietly. “It only takes one.”


         “But when?”


         “Maybe he’s working on it.”


         “He’s not.” Dee’s brow was creased in worry, and her voice wobbled. “He’s not working on it at all. And he’s going to end up alone, as I have. And who could blame him? Ever since his dad died, it’s all I’ve shown him.”


         “Dee—”


         “It is my fault, Leah. He won’t get too attached. I taught him that. I have to undo it before it’s too late.”


         Her words grabbed Leah by the throat and held on. She wanted to say something, anything, like “it’s not too late” or “there’s lots of time,” but looking into Dee’s eyes, she knew that might not be true. Leah had a lot of faults, big, fat faults like running tail when the going got tough, pretending everything was okay when it wasn’t, and sometimes, late at night when no one was looking, she even ate store-bought cookies.

         


         But she didn’t lie.


         “I want to make this right for him,” Dee said quietly. Desperately. “I need to make this one thing right at least.”


         Jack was a black-and-white kind of guy and not all that complicated when it came right down to it. He hated closed spaces—an endless source of amusement to his coworkers. He hated snakes. He hated green toenail polish.


         And yet Leah could bank on the fact that he’d date anything blond and stacked, even if that stacked blonde lived in a small closet filled with snakes and wore green toenail polish.


         She also knew he was the most stubborn man on the planet. He’d argue the sky wasn’t blue, and it took an Act of Congress for him to admit when he was wrong about anything. But above all else, he was extremely careful not to share his heart. Which meant that Dee couldn’t make this right. And yet there she sat, looking so worried and so heartbreakingly ill.

         


         From the other side of the window, still on the phone, stood Jack, his posture giving away nothing.


         But Leah knew he was worried sick too.


         Kevin, now sitting on Jack’s big boot, was also looking worried. Worried that there wasn’t any food in his near future.


         But Jack…


         Damn. “He’s okay,” she said, hoping like hell that was really true.

         


         “But how do you know?” Dee asked.

         


         “Because…” And that’s when it happened, when Leah’s brain disconnected from her mouth. “We’re together.”


         Dee went still.


         So did Leah, still with shock at her own words.


         “Wait,” Dee said slowly. “You and Jack…really?” she asked, as if she didn’t trust her own hearing.

         


         “Uh—”


         “Oh my goodness, honey.” Dee was looking like she’d just found out it was Christmas morning and Santa had come. “Oh my goodness!”


         For someone who didn’t lie, this was a hell of a way to jump into the pool. Not a lie, Leah corrected.


         A fib.


         A fib told in order to give Dee the one thing Leah had to offer—a little peace of mind. Jack wouldn’t care. Probably.


         Okay, he was going to care.


         Unless… unless he never found out. Was that too much to hope for?


         “You and Jack,” Dee repeated, a slow, warm smile creasing her face. A real smile, one that seemed to light her up from within. “I’ve hoped,” she said, “oh how I’ve hoped. But he’s always got some silly woman in his sights, and you’re never here, and plus you’re both so damn stubborn—”

         


         The bakery door opened, the bell dinged, and Dee whirled around to face her son. “Oh, Jack! Oh, sweetheart, I’m so happy.”

         


         This clearly surprised the hell out of Jack. He stood there taking in his mom’s expression, obviously trying to figure out what had happened in the span of the five minutes he’d been outside that could have changed her mood so drastically.


         And also her appearance, Leah realized. Because Dee was… glowing.


         “You should have told me,” Dee said, practically vibrating. “Did you think I wouldn’t have been thrilled to hear that you and Leah are together?”


         Jack’s gaze locked on Leah, brow raised.


         Okay, so maybe he was going to find out.


      




    


  











    

      

         

            Chapter 3


         


         You and Leah are together… Jack’s mom’s words bounced around in his head like a Ping-Pong ball as he stared at Leah for an explanation.

         


         She had a hell of an explanation if her blush was any indication. “It just sort of came up,” she said, nibbling on her lower lip.


         He recognized the tell. She nibbled on her lip whenever she stepped in the proverbial pile of shit. “It just sort of came up,” he repeated, nodding like this made perfect sense to him. But then he shook his head because it made absolutely no sense at all. He knew he was off his game big-time, crazy with worry over his mom, but this was not computing. “What exactly sort of came up?”

         


         “Why, you and Leah, silly,” his mom said with a delighted laugh.


         A laugh.


         Jack hadn’t seen her so much as crack a smile in weeks.


         Maybe months.


         And here she was, laughing. Had it been only a day ago that she’d been lying on her couch in her Sunday best, arm poised dramatically over her eyes, as she told him that she was just going to die quietly and try not to make a mess “so don’t mind me.”


         “Me and Leah,” he said slowly, aware that he was starting to sound like a parrot. “What?”


         “Honestly, Jack.” His mom was still smiling easily, like she had in the old days. The very old days, before his dad had died. “I’m the shaky one today,” she said. “Turn on your brain.” She was beaming with joy.

         


         And Jack got his first real sense of doom. It started deep in his gut and ended up dead center between his eyes as a tension headache.


         Back in the spring, when they’d first gotten his mom’s diagnosis, his summer goal had been simple—get his mom through it. The goal was now in sight, the light at the end of the tunnel visible. It was August and she was beating the cancer, though granted the treatment was now the one endangering her.


         But he should have known nothing was ever as simple as it looked.


         “It’s so wonderful,” his mom said, hands clasped together. “I was just telling Leah that I’d always secretly hoped, but you two seemed so set on ignoring all the chemistry between the two of you. Remember back when Leah graduated high school, sweetheart? You were home from college for the summer, just before she left town. Remember how much she loved you back then?”


         Leah made a sound of embarrassment and started to turn away, but Dee smiled at her. “It’s true, honey, you know it is. You used to do his homework for him, remember? He was perfectly capable of doing it himself, except that he hated English and history. He needed to keep his GPA up for that scholarship and you… well, you remember.”


         Yes, it was clear by the look on Leah’s face that she remembered exactly. Two grades behind him, she’d managed to save his ass and keep up with her own school load—and since her father had required straight A’s of her, not to mention the hours of filing and other administrative work she’d had to put in every day at his dental practice as well—this had been quite the feat.

         


         “And then when Jack Senior died,” Dee said, “and he fell apart, you were there for him.”


         Jack opened his mouth but closed it again. What was he going to do, remind his mother in public that she had been the one to fall apart? That it’d been all he and his cousin Ben could do to keep the house and their lives together? The doctors had eventually been able to treat her depression, but her bouts of anxiety had never abated.


         “No one else could console him,” Dee said to Leah. “Not Ben. Not me. No one.” She paused. “Only you, Leah.”


         Admittedly, Jack had grieved and grieved hard. He’d been a teenager who’d lost his father unexpectedly, and then he’d grown up in the shadow of his dad’s legend.


         But there were worse things.


         And yet his mom was right about one thing. Leah had been there, no matter what she faced in her own home life. She’d found time to make them meals, do his homework, cover his ass however it had needed covering.


         She’d done that for him. She’d been his rock.


         “I really thought the two of you would go for it back then,” Dee said, and Leah sucked in a breath.


         Jack did his best not to react because he wasn’t willing to admit that he’d thought the same. That he’d thought it up until the day Leah had walked away.


         Always running.


         “You’re right, Dee,” Leah said, her gaze on Jack. “The chemistry finally got us.”


         “Did it?” Jack asked her softly.


         “Yes.” There was a long, indefinable beat when something seemed to shimmer between them, and then suddenly Leah was a study of movement, hustling to put some space between them. “I was about to tell your mom that it’s not a big deal,” she said, very busy wiping down the other tables, way too busy to meet his gaze. “And that we’d like to keep things under wraps.”


         “Under wraps?” Dee asked.


         “Yes,” Leah said. “Because as you know, Lucky Harbor doesn’t keep its secrets very well. We’d rather no one knew yet.”


         His mom looked so disappointed. “So this is… new?” she wanted to know. “This relationship between you?”


         Leah did glance at Jack then, two spots of color on her cheeks as, unbelievably, she deferred the question to him. He crossed his arms and blessed her with his you’ve-got-to-be-kidding-me expression.


         “Um,” she said, blanching a little bit. “Sort of new, yeah. A little bit.”


         Dee processed this. “I bet it happened at the music festival on the pier, right? I saw you two dancing that night. So romantic, so sweet.”


         The festival had been a month ago. Jack remembered that he and Leah had shared one quick dance and then he’d been called into work. And if he’d enjoyed it a little too much, the way Leah’s skirt had twirled around her thighs, how she’d felt against him, he’d told himself he’d gotten caught up in the moment.


         “Yes,” Leah said. “It happened at the music festival. We had late-night brownies at the café afterward, and that was that.”


         “But Jack was called to work that night on a suspicious fire,” Dee said. “I remember because he called me from the station at midnight to make sure I got home okay.”


         “Late, late-night brownies,” Leah corrected.

         


         “Don’t you make your own brownies?” Dee asked.


         “Once in a while I cheat,” Leah said, sounding a little strained.


         No wonder. Lying was damn hard work.


         Jack moved around the counter to face her. She was wearing jeans and a long halter top that had some flour on it.


         He was six feet two, but they were still nearly nose to nose thanks to a pair of strappy, high-heeled sandals. How she worked in her seemingly endless supply of shoes he had no idea, but they were sexy as hell.


         This was confusing too. When had she become sexy as hell? And why? They were friends. Nothing more. She’d made that evident a long time ago. “Why do you wear shoes like that to work?” he asked. “You’re going to break an ankle.”


         “Aw,” Dee said, delighted.


         He looked at her. “What?”


         “You noticed her shoes! Jack, do you know what that means?”


         That he’d gone over the deep edge? He put a hand to his head. Was the world spinning? He felt a little dizzy.


         “Listen,” Leah said. “Forget my shoes. About the other thing. About… us.” She swallowed. “Your mom was worried about you.” Her eyes were desperately trying to communicate something to him.


         Probably that she was crazy.


         Which he already knew.


         Jack turned to his mom. “Mom, we’ve talked about this. I don’t want you wasting your energy worrying about me. You need to be focusing on yourself right now.”


         Oh, Christ. Suddenly this was all making sense, the chain of events that had led to Leah’s proclamation that they were a “thing.”


         Not that it mattered, because this wasn’t going to happen. They were not going to lie to his mom.


         “It haunts me at night, Jack,” Dee said.


         Ah, damn. He loved his mom, more than anything. But if she gave the “I’ve had a good life and all I want is for you to meet a great girl so I can die happy” speech he was going to burst a blood vessel. “Mom—”


         “It’s all my fault, Jack. Don’t you see? After your dad died—”


         “No,” he said firmly. “Nothing about that was your fault.”

         


         It really hadn’t been anyone’s fault, which of course had made it all the harder to accept. Jack knew he wouldn’t have made it through that time without Ben or Leah—something he’d never told her but should have.


         Which meant that he couldn’t kill her for this latest stunt.


         “I never showed you it was okay to move on from grief,” Dee said. “That’s why you never have any meaningful relationships with women.”


         Jack opened his mouth to say he didn’t have the lifestyle for that right now anyway, just as the power blinked out and then back on. Then something sizzled, and this time, when the lights flickered and went out, they stayed out.


         “Crap!” Leah said. “My soufflé.” And she vanished into the kitchen.


         “You okay?” Jack asked his mom.


         “I’m great, actually.”


         She was still smiling. Jesus. “Wait here,” he said and followed Leah into the kitchen.

         


         She stood in front of one of the ovens, staring gloomily into the small window.


         “Don’t start with me,” she said. “Do you have any idea how long it takes to make a great soufflé? And now it’s all going to be ruined. Dammit! I knew better. The power’s been going on and off for days. Mr. Lyons looked at it and replaced the fuses. They should’ve lasted longer than this.”


         Jack frowned. “This has been going on for days?”


         “Weeks, actually. Maybe longer. At first, I thought maybe Grandma had forgotten to pay the bill, but I made sure it got paid on time this past month.”


         Jack strode out the kitchen door to the back alley, moving along the wall to the electrical panel. Just as he opened it, the flower shop’s back door opened too, and out came a harried-looking Ali.


         “Jack,” she said in surprise, a pair of clippers in one hand, a rose in the other. “Did you turn off the power?”


         “No.” He looked inside the electrical panel and swore. The wiring was a mess, crisscrossed and frayed. The building was so old that they still had fuses behind the wiring, and he could see two right off the bat that were blown.


         The entire downtown commercial row of Lucky Harbor was quaint and historical, but not necessarily practical, since most of the buildings were a hundred-plus years old. This building, one of the oldest, was in serious need of a big renovation, but the historical society—currently run by Max Fitzgerald—had a pretty restrictive rein on the county building department and the permits, all in the name of protecting history.


         But what they were really doing was unintentionally preserving Jack’s—and all the other firefighters’—jobs because this was a disaster waiting to happen.

         


         Leah had followed him out. She stuck her hand into her pocket and came out with a palm full of fuses.


         “Look at you with all the preparedness today,” he said dryly.


         She winced. “The fuses keep blowing,” she said quickly, clearly choosing to ignore their situation, and they did have a situation. “I have to be prepared,” she said, “or I ruin whatever I’m cooking.”


         Their gazes met. Aware of Ali standing within hearing range, Jack said none of what he wanted to say. Which was along the lines of: What the fuck, Leah? Instead he said, “We need to find out what’s wrong with the wiring and why the fuses are blowing.”

         


         “Oh, we know why,” Ali offered. “The place is falling apart.”


         “What about the new guy?” Jack asked. “The one who bought this place?”


         “He’s got the money,” Leah said. “But the inspection didn’t go well, and he’s been making a stink about the hidden problems and condition of the place. He wants the price reduced. But Mr. Lyons says he sold the place as is and he doesn’t give a rat’s ass about the problems and that Mr. Rinaldi can cry him a river. So the sale might fall through.”


         “Why is Lyons selling in the first place?”


         “He wants to retire and get a ‘chickie.’ And I’m pretty sure he doesn’t mean a chicken,” she said with a shudder.


         Jack took the fuses from her and began to change them out. “We have something else to discuss,” he said.


         Leah glanced at Ali, then back to Jack. She bit her lip again. “Later.”


         Oh, there was going to be a later.


         “There you kids are,” Dee said, coming out with the plate of pastries that Leah had made for her. Jack ground his teeth and kept working on the fuses as Dee offered the plate to Ali, who happily partook.


         “Oh my God,” the florist said with a moan as she took her first bite of a pastry. “So good. Did you know that her grandma swears that Leah somehow makes these with restorative powers? You’ll feel like a million bucks after you eat her stuff, Dee.”


         Dee smiled. “I already feel like a million bucks, but it’s not the food. It’s thanks to Jack finally getting his head on straight and being with Leah.”


         Ali stilled, and then, eyes wide, turned to Leah.


         But Leah was now choking on a scone, and probably, Jack thought with grim satisfaction, a good amount of guilt as well. She pointed to her throat, indicating she couldn’t talk.


         Ali pivoted and looked at Jack.


         Jack peered deeply into the electrical panel, wishing it would ignite. Where was a fire when he needed one?


         “Big news, right?” Dee asked Ali happily.


         “Leah dating my boyfriend’s BFF? Yep,” Ali said. “That’s big news all right. The biggest.”


         “They didn’t want anyone to know,” Dee said, completely oblivious to the fact that Leah was behind her back making a knife-across-her-throat gesture at Ali.


         “Silly kids,” Dee said. “As if you can keep a secret in this town.”


         “Silly kids,” Ali agreed, smiling widely at the still-motioning Leah. “They should know better.”


         “Yeah, well, I have to go,” Leah said. “Stuff.” She gestured vaguely to the bakery. “In the oven.” And with one last glare at Ali, she vanished back inside the bakery.


         Dee beamed at Jack and then followed after her.


         Jack got the last fuse back in. The power came back on. He turned and nearly plowed into Ali, who was still grinning. “What?” he said.


         “Nothing.” But she laughed.


         He gave her a steely-eyed stare, which didn’t appear to intimidate her in the least. In fact, she laughed again, obviously delighted. “It’s just that you spent most of last month watching me squirm as Luke and I fell in love,” she reminded him.


         “Yeah?” he said. “So?”


         “So,” she said, and poked him in the chest, “it’s going to be fun watching you squirm for a change.”


         “It’s not what you think.”


         “No, Jack,” she said, heading back into her shop. “It’s not what you think.”

         


         He stared at the door as she shut it gently in his face. “What the hell does that mean?” he asked.


         But the door didn’t answer him.


      






OEBPS/9781455521098_cover_epub.jpg
New Jork Times Bestselling Author

JILL
OSHALVIS

Always on My Mind

A Lucky Harbor
Novel

“Fall in love with
Jill Shalvis! She’s
my go-to read for
humor and heart”
—Susan Mallery,
New York Times
bestselling
author





OEBPS/alwaysonmymind_titlepage_online.jpg
Always on My
Mind
v

Jill Shalvis

(3

<

GRAND CENTRAL
uuuuuuuuuu

NEW YORK  BOSTON





OEBPS/alwaysonmymind_online.jpg
I
SHALVIS

Always on My Mind






