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Eight years have passed since Justin Morrison first laid eyes on Taylor Cardenes and fell head over heels in love with her, even though he knew she could never be his. He’s tried everything he can to get over her—including moving to another country—but she’s still the only woman he’ll ever want.


Eight years is a heck of a long time to secretly love someone. Taylor knows all too well how impossible it is to forget a man as sexy, sweet, and brilliant as Justin Morrison. So when he turns up on the doorstep of her Napa Valley bed and breakfast, she longs for the happily-ever-after of her dreams.

As Taylor and Justin spend beautifully romantic mornings together watching the sun rise over the vineyards—and can’t help but fall into each other’s arms on wickedly sexy nights—it looks like they might finally get their chance at the love they’ve been waiting for. But will the secret Taylor has been keeping shatter everything in the end?
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As soon as I began to write about the Morrison family several years ago, I fell in love with them. Thankfully, after receiving countless emails and notes on Facebook and Twitter from readers telling me how much you loved Kiss Me Like This and Tempt Me Like This, I knew I wasn’t alone. But the truth is that I had no idea just how deep my attachment to the Morrisons would go until I finally got a chance to tell Justin and Taylor’s story.

Every day, I write about heroes and heroines who are utterly devoted to each other, so it’s not uncommon for my husband to find me sitting at my laptop with tears rolling down my cheeks as I write a particularly poignant scene. But I’m pretty sure I broke a record for the most teary-eyed writing days while working on Love Me Like This.

I hope you absolutely adore reading about Justin and Taylor’s long awaited happily ever after.

Happy reading,

Bella Andre

P.S. If you would like to hear about my new books as soon as they’re released, please sign up for my New Release newsletter: BellaAndre.com/Newsletter


CHAPTER ONE


“You’ve booked a vacation for me in Napa Valley?” Justin Morrison was sitting with his sisters Olivia and Madison at the kitchen table in their childhood home in Palo Alto as they sprang this surprise on him. “I thought you needed me here a week early to help get all the last-minute things done for Drew and Ashley’s wedding.” If that hadn’t been the case, he likely wouldn’t have left his lab in Frankfurt until a day or two before the wedding to catch a plane to SFO. Of course, he was happy his brother was getting married to the woman of his dreams, but Justin could barely squeeze one free hour out of his research schedule, let alone an entire week.

He thought he saw a flash of guilt in Olivia’s eyes, but a split second later, it was gone. “As you know, Ashley is really organized, so it turns out she doesn’t need much help with anything. Which means,” Olivia added with a smile that he didn’t quite buy, “you’re free to take a little holiday before the wedding.”

“Apart from a few days at Thanksgiving and Christmas, I’ve barely been home for the past five years,” he reminded her. “And now that I’ve got a free week to spend with everyone, you’re trying to get rid of me?”

“Of course not.” Maddie was quick to throw her arms around him to back up her words.

He couldn’t believe how grown up his little sister was. When he’d left for Germany five years ago, she’d been a sweet, naïve eighteen-year-old. Now, at twenty-three, while she still had that same joyful smile, Justin was all too certain that her naïve years were long behind her. His jaw clenched at the thought of his little sister getting involved with some scumbag—which would be all guys as far as he was concerned. He’d been planning to pin her down on everything this week, from her love life to her cooking career, but now it looked as though she was trying to get rid of him instead.

As she loosened her hold on him, he was struck by the concern in her eyes. “We’re worried about you, Justin.”

“Worried?” He looked between Maddie and Olivia. “Why would you be worried about me?”

Olivia’s lips pressed together as she gathered her thoughts. He’d seen this look many times, especially after their mother had passed away six years ago from breast cancer and Olivia had done her best to step into their mom’s shoes. Not even his brilliant sister could manage that, however. Lisa Morrison was irreplaceable, and he felt her loss just as keenly today as he had all those years ago. Losing his mother had driven Justin to find a cure for breast cancer—and he wouldn’t rest until he did.

“You work too hard.” Olivia’s words were soft but firm.

“You’re kidding, right?” He couldn’t believe Olivia, of all people, was accusing him of being a workaholic. She was in her last year of a PhD program in education, the same field their mother had worked in, teaching third grade. Last time Justin had been home for Thanksgiving, Olivia’s nose had been buried in research papers for two days straight—she’d barely put her work down to eat some stuffing. “When was the last time you saw the sun?”

“Actually,” Olivia said, straightening her shoulders and lifting her chin, “I’ve been cutting back a lot recently.”

When a flush moved across her cheeks, he suddenly wondered if he’d been planning to quiz the wrong sister about her love life. Olivia was twenty-eight, so he shouldn’t be surprised that she might have met someone she was interested in going the distance with. If she had, was there any chance in hell that the guy was good enough for her? All the more reason for Justin to spend the week here in Palo Alto with his family instead of in the wine country.

“In any case, we’re not talking about me,” she continued in a brisk tone. “We’re talking about you. A week in a charming B&B surrounded by the beautiful vineyards of St. Helena is exactly what you need.”

He ran his hand through his hair, still trying to figure out what was behind their decision to surprise him with this trip. “Does Grant know about this?”

Maddie and Olivia both nodded as his younger sister told him, “Grant is the one who made the booking.”

Now Justin was really confused. His oldest brother ran Collide, a social networking company that now also included venture capital and a record company, which made Grant quite possibly the hardest worker of them all. Surely he couldn’t think Justin was working too hard in the lab—especially when Grant’s company was one of the investors with a stake in Justin’s research.

“Are Sean and Drew also in on your plan to send me off into the boonies?”

“First of all,” Olivia said, “St. Helena is anything but the boonies. It’s considered to be one of the best small towns in America. And second, when we ran the idea past Sean and Drew, they both gave it the thumbs-up.”

“So all of you have been talking about me behind my back?”

“We just want you to be happy.” Maddie grabbed his hands and squeezed them. “Can you trust us, Justin? Please?”

Before he could reply, their dad walked in through the side door. Michael Morrison’s face lit up when he saw his kids sitting at the table. “Justin, you’re back!”

Twelve or twenty-seven—it didn’t matter how old Justin was, he always wanted one of his father’s hugs. When the two men embraced, he was glad that his father didn’t feel frail or bony anymore. He had never carried excess weight, but when his wife died, he’d gone from being fit and trim to a walking skeleton.

“You’re looking good, Dad.”

“Thanks.” His father put his laptop bag on the white and blue hand-painted tiles that Justin had helped his mother install a decade ago. “I’ve been playing a lot of pickleball lately. Maybe you could join me for a game this week.”

“It will have to be tonight.” Olivia sent his father a look. “Justin will be in St. Helena next week, remember?”

“Oh yeah.” His father cleared his throat and looked a little nervous as he said, “You’re going to have a great time up there. Really, really great!”

Seriously suspicious now, Justin said, “Okay, one of you had better tell me what the heck is going on, and quick.”

Olivia shot both his father and Maddie quelling looks. But Justin knew whom to turn to for answers. “Mads?” He leaned over the table and put his face in line with hers. “You know I’m going to get you to tell me everything before the night is through, so you might as well just give up the info now and save us both the trouble.”

She scrunched her eyes shut tight, her nose crinkling too, just like she used to when she was a little girl trying to keep a secret. Justin started the silent countdown inside his head: ten, nine, eight, seven, six—she always broke by three—five, four—

“Taylor.” The name burst from her lips.

“Taylor?” Whatever Justin had been expecting to hear, it hadn’t been the name of his best friend from college. A friend he’d fallen completely out of touch with during the past five years.

He still remembered the day they’d met—in a bio lab during their first quarter at Stanford University. Taylor was the prettiest girl Justin had ever set eyes on. She hadn’t had any makeup on, hadn’t worn flashy or revealing clothes the way so many girls from high school had. She’d slain him with nothing more than a sweet, and somewhat shy, smile.

When it turned out she was wicked smart too, he’d angled to be her lab partner—hoping it would mean that they’d spend plenty of time together outside of the lab. Thankfully, they soon became good friends. But their relationship never went any further than that, because she had a boyfriend back home in Rochester, New York.

Boring Bruce, Justin secretly called him. The guy was the son of her parents’ best friends, and the two of them had been set up practically from the cradle. She never said much about Bruce to Justin—and he sure as hell hadn’t wanted to ask for details about their love life. But from her side of the phone conversations he sometimes overheard, it didn’t exactly seem like she was living a fairy-tale romance with the guy.

Still, he’d known better than to say a damn thing about her relationship when his motivations were completely suspect—he would have given his right arm for Taylor to break up with her boyfriend so that he could have her for himself. Especially in junior year, when his mother passed away and Taylor had unequivocally been there for him and his family. She’d been there for his mother too, spending hours upon hours at the hospital, all the way until the end.

By senior year, Justin had run out of patience—and self-control. When Taylor was near, all he could think about was kissing her. Pulling her into his arms and finding out if they were as good together as his fantasies told him they’d be.

He hadn’t been a monk in college. He’d gone from one woman to the next—too many women, if he was being honest with himself—in the hopes that one of them would do the impossible and make him forget how much he wanted Taylor. By senior year, however, he’d started funneling his frustration into his work, day in, day out, and late into the night.

That was when the universe had decided it was time to throw him a bone and magic started happening in the lab. The kind of magic that meant someone else might not lose their mom to breast cancer in the future. Or their sister. Or their daughter. Even though he knew it was rare for an undergraduate to get research funding, he’d told his senior advisor about his findings, and his brother Grant, who said he would put feelers out to see if there were any investors interested in his research.

And then, magic finally happened outside of the lab too. Justin and Taylor were celebrating making it through a difficult week at school, and somewhere in there, they’d ended up kissing. Idiot that he was, he’d thought their kiss meant everything had changed. He’d thought it meant she was finally going to be his.

But in the morning, she’d been horrified and had fumbled all over herself trying to let him down easy. Saying she’d been drunk, that she couldn’t remember what happened at the bar, that she hoped she hadn’t ruined their friendship.

She couldn’t have made it any clearer—especially in the way she emphasized the word friendship—that she wasn’t interested.

Heartbreak, Justin understood in that moment, was just a different shade of grief. Guilt wasn’t far behind. He knew she’d had too much to drink that night at the bar, but he’d been so desperate to have her that he hadn’t listened to his conscience.

Thank God that same morning his brother Grant called with the offer from Frankfurt to open a lab immediately and get to work taking his research to the next level. Twenty-four hours later, Justin was leaving Stanford on a plane to Germany, planning to bury himself in enough work that he forgot everything else.

Especially his unrequited feelings for Taylor.

Five years later, he had succeeded on both fronts. His team at the lab was so close to a breakthrough that he could taste it. And his desperate need for Taylor was nothing more than a distant memory.

At least, he’d thought so, until his family said her name—and sent him tumbling down memory lane.

His father took off his glasses and cleaned them with his shirttail, another of his standard nervous gestures. “Last month, Grant and I went to take a look at the winery Drew and Ashley are getting married in—Marcus and Nicola Sullivan’s place—and we ran into Taylor while we were getting a bite to eat in town.” He looked slightly apologetic as he added, “She told us she’d recently moved to St. Helena.”

Justin knew why his father looked sorry for him. The fact that Taylor hadn’t told him this news herself spoke volumes about the sorry state of their friendship.

In his head, Justin still thought of her as she’d been the last time he’d seen her. Beautiful and sweet, even as she apologized for their drunken kiss. But five years had passed since then. She’d taken a position with a biotech firm in Palo Alto after graduation and had been living in a rental house off College Terrace with a couple of roommates. He hadn’t actually seen her, though, had always headed back to California for the holidays just as she was leaving for New York to visit her family—and her boyfriend. At first, there had been email, texts, calls. But soon, one month of silence was stretching into three, and then six, between awkward conversations that felt all wrong.

Finally, he saw what was going on—his family was forcing him to do what he should have done a long time ago: apologize to Taylor for being a terrible friend and hopefully set their friendship back to rights. Whatever happened in St. Helena, he wouldn’t put either of them in an awkward position again by trying to kiss her, wouldn’t let himself hope that she’d suddenly see him in a different light than she had in college. Besides, he was too busy with the lab for a girlfriend, so just-friends was perfect.

“You’re right,” he said to his family, “I need to see her. It’s been way too long.”

Maddie threw her arms around his neck. “I’m so glad you agree! And I’m sure Taylor is happy that you’re going to be one of the first guests at her B&B, instead of some stranger.”

“Wait a minute.” Justin reeled from yet more new information. “Taylor owns the B&B you’ve booked me into?”

Olivia was smiling as she handed him the flyer for the Cardenes Wine Country B&B. “Check-in is at three p.m. The florist that Mom always used is still on University Avenue if you want to pick up some flowers before you head to Napa.”

His sister was never one for subtlety. Clearly, she knew he needed to grovel, and she was trying to give him pointers. But he already knew exactly what to bring for Taylor when he saw her tomorrow. Something he’d never had the nerve to give her back in college, but that would hopefully prove to both of them that he could be her friend—and nothing more—without putting pressure on her to change her mind or make her feel as though he blamed her for not loving him back.

“Now that that’s settled,” his conflict-averse father said, “how about all of us grab some pickleball racquets and get in a match before dark?”

Heading outside with his family was just what Justin needed. Not only to help with the jet lag, but because he’d soon be seeing Taylor again. And not just for a few hours, but for several days. Without his lab to disappear into, he didn’t want to fall into old patterns and start mooning over her again.

“I’m game,” he said.

“I am too,” Maddie agreed. She flexed her biceps and added, “Just as long as you’re not too upset when I crush you on the court.”

All the Morrison men were built the same—tall and rangy, with well-defined muscles. Despite his insane work hours, Justin was still fit. Working out was the best way he had to blow off steam and frustration. But to make his sister laugh, he pretended to limp out of the kitchen toward the garage to get the paddles and balls.

And as the four of them played a cutthroat game of pickleball, he realized just how much he’d missed his family’s laughter during the past five years. Although the truth was that the laughter had died before that, when his mom got sick.

It was why Justin worked so hard in his lab. So that other families wouldn’t forget how to laugh the way they had.


CHAPTER TWO


Nervous wasn’t nearly big enough a word for what Taylor Cardenes was feeling. She was opening her B&B to the public today.

And she was finally going to see Justin Morrison again.

She took a deep breath as she turned to look at the building and garden her grandfather had left to her so unexpectedly. Six months ago, her parents had called with the very sad news that her grandfather had passed away in his sleep. Sam Cardenes had been a farmer all his life, growing berries and lemons and nuts, but when Taylor’s grandmother had passed away in her early sixties, he’d sold off the farm and retired to St. Helena.

Taylor remembered the first time she’d seen this place. The half-acre garden had been wild and unruly, the rambling Victorian house had needed a new roof…and she’d fallen head over heels in love.

Given her aptitude for science and math, she’d been encouraged to focus on STEM—Science, Technology, Engineering and Math—classes. And she enjoyed thinking through difficult problems in her classes and labs. But she’d never felt anywhere near as at home in a classroom or laboratory as she did in her grandpa’s home and garden.

It wasn’t something she’d ever admitted out loud, though, not even to her grandfather. But he must have known, because while her parents and brother had been bequeathed Sam’s stocks and his classic car, he’d left her his home. In any case, no one else in her family would have wanted this property. All they ever saw when they came to visit were the weeds coming through the fence, the broken floorboards on the wraparound porch, and the chipped tiles on the kitchen counter.

Taylor had turned in her resignation at the biotech firm the very next day. It wasn’t like she was curing cancer or anything. The company specialized in “dermatological breakthroughs,” which was a fancy way of saying they made expensive skin creams for wealthy women. Still, leaving it was the riskiest thing she’d ever done. The only risky thing, actually.

Well, apart from that kiss with Justin five years ago.

No. She needed to stop replaying the night she’d thrown herself at him, stop the flush of heat from moving through her at how good the kiss had been—and how embarrassed she’d been the next morning. Surely he’d forgotten all about it by now and they could leave the past in the past, where it belonged.

Working to shake the memories away, she admired her newly painted sign—Cardenes Wine Country B&B—proud to carry on the family name. The business was another risk she hadn’t planned on taking, but which now seemed almost inevitable.

When she’d first moved to St. Helena, she’d thrown herself into remodeling the house and cleaning up the garden while living off her savings. After several months, however, she could no longer put off the uninspiring task of looking for another job. It had been pure serendipity that she had found a box of newspaper clippings in the attic, stories about the years her grandfather’s home had been a B&B many decades ago. She hadn’t ever thought to be a part of the hospitality business, but the idea of reopening a B&B wouldn’t let go.

She’d been terrified, but also elated, the day she’d filed for her business license. For someone who had always done what was expected of her, who had always walked the straight and narrow and most especially the safe—the freedom she’d experienced these past few months on her own was heady.

She’d wanted to celebrate that day in the town hall. She’d thought immediately of Justin and wished for the millionth time that he could be there with her instead of thousands of miles away—and most of all that they could still be best friends the way they used to be.

That was when Taylor had crumpled at the registrar’s desk, fainting from a sudden pain in her side so intense that passing out was her only option.

Taylor had always been healthy, rarely needing anything more than a couple of over-the-counter pain pills, or a dose of antibiotics at worst, to cure whatever ailed her.

It turned out antibiotics wouldn’t be cutting it this time.

She’d studied polycystic kidney disease in college. PKD had been on the physiology final, one of a dozen diseases in a textbook. She’d analyzed the PKD case studies to get an A in the class—not to keep herself alive.

Her cell phone rang with her mother’s ring tone. She’d called every single day from the time Taylor had left for college until now. Taylor always felt guilty if she didn’t pick up, even more so now that she knew how worried her mother was about her health.

“Hi, Mom.” Knowing what the questions were sure to be, she preempted them by saying, “Everything is going great for my opening today, and I’m feeling good.”

“I just want to make sure you’re not working too hard,” Caroline said. “I should have flown out to help.”

Her parents had not taken the news of her disease well, to say the least. They were soft-spoken and loving, but in a distinctly careful way. They had their reasons—two years before Taylor was born, her parents had lost a baby daughter to meningitis—so she understood why they were always so intent on keeping her and her brother safe. They’d wanted her to attend the University of Rochester so that she could live at home while going to college. Her boyfriend, Bruce, had wanted that too, given that he was already a freshman there. But her heart was secretly set on Stanford, and when her acceptance came, no one could deny that it was an opportunity of a lifetime. Her parents had reluctantly let her go, but they’d always been anxious about her living on the West Coast and had wanted her to move back home as soon as she’d graduated. One day she hoped they’d understand that she was a California girl at heart.

“Everyone in town has been so helpful,” she told her mother, smiling as she thought about the cookies and flowers and bunches of grapes that had been dropped off by her neighbors that morning. The local paper was even running free ads for her B&B for the first month. “You don’t need to worry.”

“Of course I’m worrying! Your kidneys are already so impaired that even if you’re really careful, the chances of your blood pressure spiking, or having cysts grow in your kidneys and burst, or even, God forbid, having an aneurysm—”

“Mom, stop.” She took a deep breath to keep her heart from racing at the list of things that could be going wrong inside her own body right this very second. “You know I’m on the waiting list for a transplant. And until then, I’m doing everything the doctor said to do. I’m eating right and drinking enough water and going for walks and getting my kidney function tested on a regular basis.” She was also taking a regular dose of over-the-counter drugs for pain management, but she knew better than to mention that.

“If only your father or brother or I were a match, honey, you know we’d donate a kidney to you in a heartbeat.”

She did know that, but honestly, she was glad that they weren’t. Taylor knew she wasn’t the only one who felt that way—many people with kidney disease were deeply reticent to ask their loved ones for a kidney donation. Yes, she understood that successful kidney transplants took place every day all over the world. But she still couldn’t let go of the what-ifs.

What if something happened to someone she loved while they were in transplant surgery?

Or what if they made it through surgery all right, but then ended up becoming ill down the road when it turned out they actually did need their second kidney to live a long and healthy life?

Or what if they gave her a kidney and her body rejected it, making it a pointless sacrifice on their part?

And, of course, she would never wish harm on anyone so that she could get their organ via the deceased-donor program.

But her mother didn’t want to hear any of that, so she simply said, “Everything is going to be okay.” It was the mantra she’d been repeating ever since the diagnosis, especially after her last round of tests. Her kidney function was below twenty percent—and rapidly decreasing. It was another fact she didn’t think it was wise to mention to her mother until she was in a calmer frame of mind.

A car pulled up in front of her newly painted front gate, and the butterflies started dancing around inside her belly again. “I think my first guests have arrived. I’ve got to go.”

“Call if you need anything, anything at all, and I’ll be on the first plane out.”

“Thanks, Mom. I love you too.”

Dropping the phone into her back pocket, Taylor ran her gaze over her home and garden one more time. This was it—the beginning of her new life.

Shoving the rush of fear aside, she turned to open the front gate…and her heart stopped in its tracks. Though she’d known he’d be here soon, it was still a shock to see him again.

Justin Morrison.

The best friend she’d always secretly loved.


CHAPTER THREE


Justin was stunned speechless, and his heart was racing as though he’d just sprinted around a track. All because the girl he’d tried like hell to forget was standing in front of him…and she definitely wasn’t a girl anymore.

Taylor had always been long and lean, with warm brown eyes and a cheerful smile. But he could swear she’d never had curves like these in college. And her mouth hadn’t been so full, either, had it? Or her gaze so full of innate sensuality?

He swallowed hard, belatedly realizing he was standing there staring at her like an idiot. He’d planned what he was going to say during the drive, but none of his grand apologies sounded right anymore.

“Taylor.” He couldn’t keep the emotion from his voice as he said her name. “It’s been way too long.”

The next thing he knew, she was running into his arms and he was holding her the way he’d secretly dreamed of for the past five years. Longer than that—since the first time he’d set eyes on her during freshman year at Stanford.

“Justin.” She drew back just enough to look into his eyes. “I’m so glad you’re here.” Then she pulled him close and rested her cheek on his chest. “Promise me we won’t ever go that long again without seeing each other, without talking to each other.”

“I promise.”

He’d been an idiot to go dark on her in Germany. Just as he’d been a fool to assume that things would be awkward between them now, that their conversations would be stilted, that there would be lingering guilt or blame.

He should have known that Taylor would only ever welcome him with open arms, no matter how badly he’d screwed up. She’d always been forgiving, ready to see the best in people.

When she stepped back, her cheeks were flushed, and he was pretty sure he’d never seen her look more beautiful than she did standing in the Napa Valley sunlight, surrounded by flowers. It struck him how right she looked. More right, he suddenly realized, than she’d ever looked on campus or inside a chemistry lab.

“So this place is yours now?”

She grinned as she turned to take in the Victorian building, painted a cheery yellow with purple trim. “It sure is.” He could see how proud she was, and he wanted to tell her how proud he was of her too. He could only guess at the work she must have put in to make the B&B look so sparkly and welcoming. “I can’t tell you how fun it is that you’re my first guest.” She cleared her throat and asked in an officious way, “May I help you with your bags, sir?”

He laughed, glad for the easy emotion. He hadn’t laughed much these past years, not the way he used to whenever the two of them were together. “I’ll grab my things from the car later. How about a quick tour before the rest of your guests show up?”

“Tonight it’s just you and the Belmonts, a family of four, so hopefully we’ll get some time to catch up. I’ll show you around the house first, and then we can head out into the backyard.”

He reached to grab her hand, a touch that was instantly electric, at least for him. There was so much he had to apologize for, but first he needed her to know, “I was sorry to hear about your grandfather.”

Her face fell, and she gripped his hand tightly. “I really miss him. And I still can’t believe he left his home to me.”

“He knew how much you loved it.”

“I really do. Even more now that I’ve had these past few months to make it mine.”

He hadn’t yet let go of her hand, couldn’t quite bring himself to break contact. “Why didn’t you tell me about him? And your new career?”

A guilty look crossed her face. “Last we talked, you were on the verge of a big breakthrough in the lab. I figured I’d tell you about everything when you came up for air. And with Drew and Ashley’s wedding, I knew I’d at least see you there.”

He ran a hand through his hair, feeling like a complete ass. She wasn’t the one who should be looking guilty, he was. “I’m sorry I’ve been such a bad friend.” All because their one drunken kiss hadn’t turned into the happy-ever-after he’d been hoping for. “I have no excuse for the way I’ve behaved since leaving the country. I should have made more of an effort.”

“Stop it.” She might look like a ray of sunshine, but she could be surprisingly firm. “I won’t let you beat yourself up for doing such important work. You’re on the verge of curing breast cancer. That’s more important than helping me figure out the best paint color for my B&B.”

He wasn’t surprised that she didn’t want to hear his apologies. She’d never been one to hold a grudge—if she had, maybe she would have dumped Boring Bruce one of the many times he’d disappointed her. Justin hated knowing that he was no better than her boyfriend.

Which was why he made himself say, “Much as I wish I was actually curing cancer, I’m not quite there yet. My research is just one piece of the puzzle.”

“A really big, important piece.”

“What you’re doing is important too, Taylor. Your grandfather’s legacy is living on because of you. And,” he added with a grin, “the purple paint looks great with the yellow.”

“Thank you.” She beamed at him as if he’d just given her the greatest compliment ever. “I just made chocolate chip cookies, if you’re hungry after your drive.”

His mouth was already watering as he asked, “Double chunk?”

“I wouldn’t make them any other way.”

How he didn’t kiss her then, he had no idea.

Somehow, he kept his mouth off hers as they headed up the porch steps and she pointed out the fountain she’d installed in the garden, along with new floorboards on the porch and new sashes in all of the windows.

“You did all of this by yourself?” He’d always loved working with his hands—his father had passed on his love of woodworking to Justin when he was just a little kid. This would have been a heck of a great project.

“I never knew I had any of it in me until I got here,” she said as they walked into the bright and welcoming entry. “Never even held a hammer before. At first, I was really intimidated by each new thing I needed to learn, but along the way, I realized that as long as I don’t give up, I can do almost anything I set my mind to.”

“Of course you can.” He’d known that about her all along. The only thing he was surprised by was that she hadn’t known it too, until she’d decided to open the B&B.

She gave him another radiant smile, then picked up a tray of cookies sitting on a table by the front window and held it out to him. The sound that came out of his mouth as he bit into one would have been embarrassing if he’d made it in front of anyone but Taylor. “Thisissoogood.” He shoved the rest of the cookie into his mouth while he was still talking, already reaching for another.

She laughed, looking delighted as she watched him gorge on the cookies. “Do you have any idea how much I’ve missed you? If you’re not careful, I might not let you get back on that plane to Germany next week.”

His chest ached at the thought of leaving her. His vow not to fall head over heels in love with her again hadn’t lasted even ten minutes.

“I won’t be on the other side of the world forever.”

“I know you won’t. It just feels like it sometimes.” Her phone buzzed in her pocket, and after she looked at the message, she said, “My other guests will be here in fifteen minutes, so let’s do a quick tour, and then I’ll come find you once I’ve got them settled in. Come into the kitchen, and I’ll show you what I’ve done to it.”

She gestured to the tiled countertops, white cupboards, and old-fashioned red oven. “I was able to salvage the cupboards by sanding and repainting them. Most of the tiles were in pretty good shape, thankfully, and I replaced the ones that were too badly cracked with special accent tiles. And the Heartland dual-fuel range is a classic that I would have never gotten rid of in a million years.” She ran her hand over its glossy surface. “It took a while to stop burning everything, but now that I’ve got her figured out, I can’t imagine going back to cooking with a modern stainless-steel oven.”

“Apart from making the best double chocolate chunk cookies in the world, I didn’t know you could cook.”

“I couldn’t. But evidently, bed-and-breakfast guests expect a well-cooked meal in the morning,” she said with a crooked grin. “Fortunately, the Culinary Institute of America is just up the block. I’ve taken so many classes there in the past few months, I’m on a first-name basis with the entire staff. Like I said, tenacity is my middle name lately.” She led him from the kitchen into a dining room, set up with several small, square tables that could be combined into larger ones if necessary. “Here’s the breakfast room. It’s also where I’m planning on doing afternoon tea for more than just guests a couple of times a week once I’ve got the rest of this B&B gig down.” The windows looked out on the back garden—complete with a swimming pool. “We came in through the parlor.” She grinned at him as she added, “Just like today, that’s where the cookies will be every afternoon, along with coffee and tea.”

“Good to know.” He grabbed another cookie as they headed outside into a riot of color. “Your grandfather must have been a heck of a gardener.”

“He was certainly ambitious. Even after cutting everything back a ton, I ended up having to pull out about half of it. I’ve been poring over gardening books at night, but when it comes to the outdoors, I’m just faking it until I make it. Turns out I’m way better with a hammer than a trowel.”

“You’re a woman of many hidden talents, aren’t you?”

“More like a desperate woman.” She picked a lavender stem and held it up to her nose. “I wasn’t happy in Silicon Valley anymore, but I didn’t want to go back to Rochester either,” she admitted in a soft voice. “So when Grandpa left me this house, I pretty much decided I would do whatever it took to make it work.”

“What about Bruce?” Despite the fact that Justin wasn’t going to be an idiot again and make another play for her, he still needed to know where things stood between Taylor and her boyfriend. Namely, how close were they to the altar? Even the thought of it made his gut twist. “Is he still in Rochester, or has he moved out here?”

“This B&B was the final nail in our coffin. One I should have pounded in a long time ago.”

Justin could barely keep from pumping his fist into the air. Which wasn’t at all the appropriate response when coming here, seeing her again, was supposed to be about rekindling their friendship—and nothing more. Likewise, he shouldn’t ask the question that was burning a hole in his tongue. “Any winemakers swept you off your feet?”

“Dating is the last thing I’ve been worried about. Between getting this place redone and dealing with—” She abruptly cut herself off, coloring slightly before saying, “What about you? Any pretty fräuleins getting lucky with you in Germany?”
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