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“I love you . . . in secret,

between the shadow and the soul.”

Pablo Neruda 
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PROLOGUE
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Lizzie Edwards glanced at the clock on the wall, groaned and clutched her dark curls in frustration.  Damn!  She only had another few pages to type before she could hit save and do a little happy dance.  The manuscript was almost finished.  It was tempting to keep going, but she still had that shipment of books to open and display before opening the shop.  She hit save and pulled out the flash drive, tucking it into the desk drawer that locked.  Tonight at home she'd finish the typing and celebrate with a glass of chilled white wine and a PB&J, the stuff of gourmet eateries.  And, while she was at it, she'd burn another one of Jordan Lindstrom's postcards in the fireplace, to top off her celebration.  Four months and only two measly postcards that contained less words than she had fingers was all he'd sent since he'd headed down to Key West right after Christmas.  She stood and stretched, rotating her shoulders and cracking her neck.

Men!  Who needed them?  Not her, no sireee . . . not worth the time and effort.  Now she had her manuscript almost ready to email to her agent.  That was accomplishment, that was purpose and another tangible goal accomplished.  And she had her bookshop, Cover to Cover, another accomplishment to her credit.  She was doing good, better than good.  She was doing great!  But as she moved through the shop, raising blinds, putting displays to right, opening the register and checking on the cash drawer, a soft ache in the area of her heart persisted.  She ignored the feeling and worked on the new shipment until her cellphone chimed.  Time to open up for business, although business had been a bit slow these days.  Patches of snow still layered the area around Crescent Bay here and there, but crocus and daffodils could be spotted sending up their green shoots to meet the strengthening sunlight and warmth.  

As she returned to her place behind the counter and sipped on her coffee, she heaved a sigh.  Spring meant promise, nature's way of reassuring that life went on.  No more whining about Jordan Lindstrom.  He'd been a brief bit of whimsy in her life, but now was gone.  She had her future to think about and the book was one avenue she intended on pursuing. Although it would be nice to have some man with a sparkle in his eye pursuing her, albeit slowly.  More like strolling after her, slow and steady-like.  Yes, she could live with that.  A quiet, competent man.  Problem was: where could she find someone like that here in Crescent Bay?  She knew most of the eligible guys, went to school with them, dated some, ignored others.  And vice versa.  Well, c’est la vie.  She’d trudge forward, chin up and all that stuff.  Keep your eye on the prize, Edwards.  Eye on the prize.  Problem was the prize seemed to have drifted off the radar, leaving her staring at a blank screen.

How was it that Lindstrom continued to nudge at the edges of her mind?  Sure, he was the quintessential tall, dark and handsome kind of guy, whose eyes pierced her right where it hurt the most – her heart.  And well, other places that started to hum and purr if he got within ten feet of her.  Muttering to herself, she went back to the staff kitchen-cum-stockroom and washed out her mug.  As she turned, she spotted a cardinal perched on the windowsill.  “Well, hello there!  Coming north for the summer, eh?  Don’t get too cozy.  This is Maine and summer doesn’t arrive until July.  You might want to re-think your migration strategy, little guy.”  The bird blinked twice and flew off.  

So much for signs of good fortune . . . 

*   *   *
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Jordan Lindstrom sat in his cramped beach chair, long legs sprawled out in the sand, a beer by his side.  Life was good.  It was damn good, right?  He was surrounded by half-naked women, guys who loved to play golf in the early morning, volleyball on the beach in the evening and roam Key West for dinner after nine.  His kind of life.  A woman skipped toward him to retrieve a volleyball, glanced up and winked at him, affording him a fine view of breasts hardly contained in the scraps of fabric of her bikini.  But he wasn't the least bit interested.  His mind had been dwelling on the aquamarine eyes, near-black curls and long legs of a lass up in Maine.  Slender, smart and full of sass, she gave him a run for his money each and every time he attempted to . . . well, what had he attempted?  He wanted her, but didn't want anything more than a romp between the sheets. He shifted in the half-broken chair.  Reaching for his beer, he realized it was warm.  Blah.  Another volleyball player ambled up for another runaway ball, paused and waited.  He ignored her, almost growling under his breath.  She huffed and trotted off.

That's it.  I'm outta here.  He finally admitted that he was tired of sun, beach, beer and the useless life of being a beach bum.  It was time to go home.  But not home to L.A.  That life was long gone.  And not back to his family's house in Queens, New York.  Unlike him, they'd jump-started their lives in Maine a few years earlier, and now the house was temporarily filled with some of his cousins and their families who were searching for affordable housing in the area.  No, home now was in Crescent Bay, Maine, the land of long, brutal winters, short summers, moose and bears.  And he swore he'd never wear plaid, but he had succumbed those final weeks before he traveled south when the temps dropped below twenty degrees and snow had fallen in fat, thick flakes.

As he walked back to his camper, the beach chair fell into pieces at his feet, laying there in the sand.  Uh, a sign from above?  He didn't doubt his grandmother was bombarding heaven with prayers for his return to the family fold.  However, Nonna's home cooking was something to die for.  And he had other matters to address shortly.  Yup, it was time to return to reality. But with home-cooked lasagna and pasta on the side to fortify him, it was doable.  

But when he hit the road before dawn the next day, his mind was filled with images of aqua eyes that seemed to glitter and sweet pink lips that begged to be kissed.  By him.  He stepped on the gas as he eased onto the highway, hit his MP3 player and grinned when "Nothing's gonna stop us now" came on.

Pedal to the metal, bud.  You’re on your way to claim your future.
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CHAPTER ONE
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Jordan sat munching on a chocolate glazed donut.  He was utterly content . . . for now, that is.  Hot coffee, black, no sugar and a giant donut.  His version of a nutritious breakfast and, if his Nonna could see him now, she’d be shoving a bowl of oatmeal under his nose.  No thank you.  He turned as he heard footsteps coming up behind him.  He tensed for a moment, then relaxed.  He had to remind himself that he took early retirement from the LAPD after he almost lost a leg. This was Crescent Bay, Maine, not Los Angeles.  It was Nate Russell, his cousin Amanda's husband, who owned a company that crafted boats, racing sculls and custom-designed furniture. The guy had wooed and wed his cousin, a feat not to be taken lightly, knowing Amanda, and now had a baby boy to bounce on his knee.   

“Hey, shove over and pass the donuts.”  Nate plopped down on the dock, yanking the box between the two of them.  “Hell, we need some deck chairs.  I’m getting too old to sprawl on the dock.  Tough getting up and all that.”  Picking up a lemon-frosted crueler, he almost inhaled the thing.  

“Easy there, Russell.  You’ll end up choking and falling into the drink, your body drifting off into the ocean beyond,” Jordan muttered around the last of his donut.  “But then again, that would leave me with more donuts.”

Nate cocked his head. “Well hurry up and grab another ‘coz here comes Cassidy and Brixton.  They inhale this stuff.”  The two of them snagged their donuts just as Ryan Cassidy and Harris Brixton dropped onto the dock, their hands already submerged into the donut bag.

“Hey,” Ryan mumbled around a mouthful of sugary crumbs.

“Hey yourself.  And put that one down.  My name's on that one,” Jordan growled at his new brother-in-law, the guy who finally conquered his feisty, sometimes frantic sister, Giana, last autumn.  He liked Cassidy, a former county sheriff, now the owner of an inherited campgrounds on Crescent Lake that he and Giana were renovating and upgrading into what his sister liked to call a ‘glamping’ camp site for about a dozen or so cottages.

“Too late.  You snooze, you lose.”  Ryan clamped onto his choice of cholesterol and grinned back at Jordan, crumbs spilling from his lips.  “Besides, I need sugar to stay awake these days.  Baby’s been waking up throughout the night and Giana is worn out.  Go pick on the Brit.”

Jordan glanced over at Harris Brixton, a quiet, observant man, who looked a bit like an older Harry Potter.  Only months ago, he’d claimed Kit Collier, the town veterinarian and divorced mother with four great kids as his wife. He glanced at Ryan over the rim of his glasses and snorted.  “Don’t act stupid, Cassidy.  Oh, wait, come to think of it, you are stupid.”  He popped the last of the sprinkle-covered donut in his mouth and grinned at Jordan.  “Kit’s pregnant.  Our first child.”  

Jordan rolled his eyes. “Hey, congrats!”  Now why did he suddenly feel like the odd man out?  The answer?  A no-brainer.  He was the only one single and without a woman.  Well, that last bit was by choice and the guys knew it.  Hell, everyone in this little town knew it.  The news might have travelled slower except that his entire family, except for his younger brother, Ely, now lived in Crescent Bay, having migrated over the last year or so from Queens, New York, to live in his cousin Amanda's inherited house after she married Nate and moved out.  He glanced over across the harbor until he spotted the elegant three-story house, complete with a widow’s walk centered on the roof that was built by a rather wealthy sea captain in the mid-nineteenth century. 

“Hey, wake up, Lindstrom.  What the hell are you day-dreaming about now?”  Nate pulled the bag back toward him.  He scowled.  “We need more donuts.  Who's going to make the run?”

Jordan hopped up, dusting off his hands on his jeans.  “I’ll go.  Any requests?”  He yanked his keys out of the back pocket and stared at the other three.  “Going once, going twice . . .”  He waited a moment, then turned and strode back down the dock toward his truck, yelling back at them.  “Okay, you had your chance.  They’ll all be chocolate glazed!”  Hearing the remarks hurled at him, he grinned and pulled himself up into the cab, waving his middle finger as he peeled out of the lot.

He had his reasons for heading back into the village.  So far, he’d been here almost an entire week and hadn’t yet spotted her.  Lizzie Edwards.  Lizzie with the blue-black curls and aquamarine eyes.  Not that he planned on hunting her down.  She had to know he was back.  Word travelled fast, she lived next door to the family compound and she loved his Nonna and vice versa.  And that was the thing.  He’d expected to see her in the kitchen, chatting with his folks and his grandmother.  He expected to see her at the coffee shop a few doors down from her bookshop.  But so far nothing, which irritated him, made him antsy.  She was an itch waiting to be scratched.

*   *   *
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Lizzie spotted him as soon as he strode into the bakery across the street.  She whirled around and almost collided into Tina Lindstrom and Nonna.  “Hi!”  She froze, one foot ready to side-step them when an ebony cane shot out, blocking her way.  

“Wait one moment, young lady.  Where’s the fire?”

Nonna’s dark eyes bored a hole in her forehead.  Oh, shit.  She was cornered.  How the hell was she going to scoot out the back door?  She wiped her cold, clammy hands on her jeans and smiled at the two women.  “Looking for something to read?  Here, let me show you what just came in.”  Why was she sweating, she wondered, as a trickle coursed down the side of her face.  Crazy, because it wasn’t even sixty degrees outside.  Spring in Maine could be unpredictable.  Hell, they could have a snowstorm tomorrow.  And the two ladies had not budged from the spot, the cane still in place.  

Kill.  Me.  Now.

“What’s the rush, sweetie?”  Tina Lindstrom asked.  “We just stopped by to invite you over for dinner tomorrow night.  Mom’s making her white lasagna.”  She grinned up at Lizzie.  “And Lou is working on his bread as we speak.”  

Lizzie’s stomach started a conversation with the ladies, grumbling loud and long.  “Sounds delicious.  Ah, sure . . . love to come by.  Can I bring anything?"  She knew she was trapped, but aside from shoving them aside, she had no option.  And she loved them.  They were like family and her next-door neighbors.  

“Good!  How about six?  No need to bring anything; just yourself.”  Tina smiled and winked, then reached over and tapped Nonna’s cane.  “Come on, Mom.  Let’s go see Giana, then I want to swing by and check on Kit.”  She looked back at Lizzie.  “You’ve heard, haven’t you?”

She shook her head and leaned against the old wood counter, absently running her hand along the smooth surface, remembering how Jordan had sanded and stained the battered wood until it glowed in the sunlight.  No, don’t go there.  No thinking about him.  If she knew witchcraft, she’d put a hex on him, making he’d go bald overnight.

“Kit and Harris are expecting!  Isn’t that great?”

“Expecting what?”  

Nonna rolled her eyes.  “A baby, you ninny!  What else?”

“Oh.”  Something in her chest twisted.  She knew that Kit and Harris were trying to start their family. God, everyone in this town was popping out babies left and right.  Except her, although babies weren’t in her five-year plan.  “Oh, that’s wonderful,” she murmured, staring out the window just as a man walked out of the bakery, paused as he spotted her, then turned and walked off in the opposite direction.  It was him!  Or was it?  Maybe she was hallucinating.  She slumped against the counter and sighed.  She was tired of all this.  If she really believed in time travel, she’d try to find a portal where she could whisk herself away to some period of war and pestilence.  The Black Plague.  Yeah, that would work.  Except she didn’t think she’d like those swollen sores, especially around the groin.  Ick.

“Lizzie?  Dear, are you okay?  Here, let me feel your head . . . maybe running a fever or something.”  Tina reached up and pressed a hand on her forehead.

Or something.  Yup, that’s what it was.  Something.  Namely, Tina’s eldest child, the no-good, lazy beach bum, seemed to have reappeared in Crescent Bay without any warning.
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CHAPTER TWO
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The next day he drove along a road, not quite sure where it led or where he was going.  He was just going.  Despite the chill, he lowered the window and sucked in the crisp air.  Why was this happening to him?  Especially now.  He had his ex hammering his lawyer for more support, claiming the kids were draining her dry.  More likely it was her credit cards to just about every boutique in L.A. were the drain.  And now his lawyer mentioned she had a new boyfriend.  Older, wealthy and pressuring her to come live with him and ditch the kids.  Sad thing was, she would do so in a heartbeat.  The woman was a gold-digger. And to top it off, he’d been through a grueling six weeks of testifying last year against two men, one his former boss, who’d taken bribes and jeopardized the lives of several detectives, including himself.  He had the scars to prove it, both physical and mental.  Hence, his early retirement.  

He slowed the truck for a bend in the winding road and paused as he recognized the ancient battered truck on the side of the road.  His eyes narrowed as he searched the area, finally realizing it was a small cemetery surrounded by a white picket fence, some of the gravestones so old the engravings were covered in moss and lichen, except for one off to the left under a small tree that was showing its first flush of greenery after a long winter.  And there stood his siren, standing at a grave, holding a bouquet of daffodils.  God, she was beautiful, her head tipped to the side, the crop of dark curls framing her face.  Suddenly she shuddered and bent her head, dropping the daffs on the grave as she sank to her knees.  She was crying?  His truck pulled up behind hers and he slipped from the cab, not wanting to startle her and made his way to stand a few feet off from her side.  A sob bubbled up and she wiped at her eyes.

His heart tightened as he instinctively pulled a hankie from his back pocket, took a step closer and held it out.  “Here,” he whispered.  When she glanced at his hand, then up at him, his heart flipped and he blinked. “Take it.  It’s clean.”  Her head dropped and a fresh batch of tears flowed.  Another step and he knelt by her side, took her chin in his hand and gently dabbed at the tears.  She tried to pull away, but he held firm, murmuring something soothing like he used to do when his kids were toddlers.  “Hold still.  Almost done.”  Finally, he stuffed the hankie into her hand and sat back on his heels, giving her more space as he looked at the gravestone and read the name.  Her grandmother.  It was like rote for him, coming from a big Italian family, as he crossed himself and said a silent prayer for the wonderful lady who’d taken care of Lizzie and left her a cottage and the start-up money for her bookshop.

“Why are you doing that?”  Abrupt, almost harsh, her words accusing . . . almost.

He shrugged.  “Catholic school training.  Hard to forget.  Kinda hammered into you by the nuns, you know.”  Glancing at her, he gave her a half-grin.  He reached for her hand and squeezed it.  “You miss your grandma.”  It wasn’t a question; it was a statement of fact based on the look in her eyes.  She heaved a sigh and started to stand, but wobbled a little, so he grasped her elbow and helped her up.  She reached down to gather up the flowers that she’d dropped, but he beat her to it.

“Yes, sometimes more than others,” she mumbled.  

He knelt back down and picked up the small stone vase that had tipped over, fiddling for a bit until all were in place.  Actually he knew he was stalling because now he felt awkward and he guessed she did, too.  Would they both go off in different directions?  He scrambled to find a quick solution.  “Hungry?”  He saw her eyes light up for a second, then drop to the ground.  Woman, you need to be taken into hand.  “Come on.  My treat.  Lunch at the Crab?”

She turned her head away, staring off into the trees.  She shook her head, then looked back at him.  “Why?”  

Man, this was going to be a battle.  He looked back at the headstone.  Come on, Grandma. help me out here.  I’m rusty, you know.  He shrugged.  “Why not?” he countered, then waited.  This was like teaching a junkyard dog to trust.  He held out his hand, open-palmed, waiting for her to break his thumb or something. 

Snort.  A toss of those dark curls and her small fingers wrapping around his, making his hand, his arm, his chest tingle.  She looked up at him.  “Not the Crab.  I know a little place just up the road.  Best lobster rolls in the county.  Okay?”

“As long as you don’t try to poison me,” he teased.  Another snort with just a hint of a smile.  Ah, progress.

*   *   *
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Why?  That’s all she could think about as he followed her along the coast, parking her truck next to what some would call a glorified shack.  She preferred thinking of it as a shanty, something like a tiny Irish pub.  The Cove Shack was built of granite stones with a slate roof, but the entire front wall facing the pier and the small bay was glass framed by gingham curtains and flower boxes filled with daffodils and the first batch of tulips.  As she stepped out of the truck, she drew in a deep breath, catching the scents from the kitchen and the salt-laden air.  When Grandma wanted to treat them to a nice meal, they almost always came here.  Good memories.  She opened her eyes to find Jordan standing off to the side, watching her.  She crooked a finger and pointed at the building.  “Hope you’re hungry.  Smell that? That’s real Down East cooking.”  

They stepped inside and found they had the place to themselves.  An older woman behind the register waved at Lizzie and grinned.  “Well, hello sweetie!  It’s been awhile.  Hope you’re hungry because Stan just whipped up a fresh batch of lobster bisque.  Good to take the chill away.”  She grabbed two menus and led them over to a small table in the corner.  “Coffee?  Tea?  Soda?”

Jordan pointed at her. “You first.  I’m thinking.”  

“You still have that Earl Grey, Maggie?”

“Does a bear . . .?  Of course!  A cup or a pot?”

“Pot, please.”  She looked over at Jordan, expecting him to order a beer, but he asked for coffee as he opened the menu.  There was something different about him, but she couldn’t put her finger on what that something was.  Calmer?  Tired?  Back in the fall before he hooked up his Airstream and headed to the land of beach bunnies and margaritas he was cavalier, teasing, somewhat . . . arrogant?  When he looked up at her as if he could hear her thinking, she dropped her gaze, but not before a blush rose up her throat and heated her cheeks.  Caught in the act.  She grasped for something to talk about, to fill the silence, take the heat off herself . . . anything, really.  “So how’s the Airstream?”

Uh, oh.  Face growing grim, eyes squinting out at the water.  Not a good subject?  But she knew he loved that Airstream.  It was vintage and a beauty.  Maybe he had an accident?  Had to trash it?  His gaze swung back and locked on her, holding her hostage for a second or two.

“Had to sell it.”

She waited, fidgeting with her napkin, stirring her tea.  “And . . .”  Pulling teeth here.

“My ex filed for another increase for support.  It was the last thing I could sell before having to dip into my retirement fund or investments.”

“Oh.  Sorry I asked.”  Could she just internally combust, please?  Better yet, Maggie came to take their orders and that helped ease the moment.  After they gave their orders, Lizzie decided to study the ceiling, wondering how all those granite stones and slate shingles didn’t come crashing down on their heads.

“Earth to Lizzie.  Focus, please.”  

As she looked back at him, he grinned . . . and it was beautiful.  He was beautiful.  The Lindstroms and Manusos must have excellent genes.  He was their poster boy.  

“It’s okay.  I still get pissed at the whole thing.  I loved that Airstream.”

“Yes, I remember and I don’t blame you.”  Change the subject.  Quick.  Because one of her favorite memories, one she tried to bury deep, was of a magical kiss between the two of them on the steps of that Airstream, one that she'd probably remember until she was old and senile.  Or maybe not.  When she looked up, she realized he was thinking the same thing.  Then the shutters came down and the moment passed. The rest of their lunch was spent with Lizzie telling him stories of her visits here with her grandma, the time a fisherman offered to give them a spin around the small bay.  Looking back, she suspected that the guy had an interest in her grandma, which made her chuckle.

"So did Grandma take him up on it?  Did they date or something?"  By now the food was done and he'd stretched his long legs out, his leg brushing up against hers now and then. Nothing pressing or rude.  Just a light brush.  But still each one sent shivers up her spine.  

"Dessert, folks?"

Thank God, Maggie to the rescue.  "Nothing for me.  I'm good."

Jordan eyed the glass case and sighed.  "Shouldn't but what the heck.  Is that apple pie I see?"

"Sure is, sweetie.  Made fresh this morning."  

"Sold,” he said as he smiled up at the woman.

Lizzie almost laughed out loud.  Maggie's eyes went wide, then she spun her gaze on Lizzie and winked. "Lucky you," she murmured as she walked away, a bit of a sashay to her ample rump.  

"I think you have a fan for life," she chuckled as she finished the last of her tea.

"Huh?"  He was already digging into the pie, which also included a scoop of vanilla ice cream.  She knew he wasn't paying attention, his entire focus on the pie.  And when he scooped a spoonful of ice cream into his mouth, he groaned, slowly dragging the spoon from between his lips, his eyes closed.

Good Lord, the man was having an orgasm over pie?  Strange but fascinating.  

"What's the matter?  You're staring at me."

He put another spoonful between his lips and she almost fainted.  She scooted out of the booth and excused herself.  Quick, into the ladies' room before my scalp catches fire!  She prayed that he wasn't going to be at Nonna’s dinner later tonight.  Because, if so, she was in deep doo-doo.  A vision of Jordan Lindstrom eating lasagna, licking the sauce from his lips would send her around the bend, probably melting into a puddle under the dining room table.  
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CHAPTER THREE
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The drive back to Crescent Bay was not far and Jordan knew he needed time to think.  He made a turn about two miles down the road that followed the coast and parked and stared out at the ocean.  This stretch of coast was part of the National Park system and was popular with hikers as there wasn’t a true beach, simply a pile of massive rocks and a thin stretch of pebbled sand.  But hikers and sea kayakers didn’t care.  It was a place to rest before continuing their treks on land or water.  

He took the steep steps down slowly, favoring his leg as he descended.  But all the time, his eyes were riveted to the vast stretch of ocean and pure blue sky.  In some ways it reminded him of the coast of Northern California . . . but different.  The light was different, the pines and evergreens different, not quite as stunted. When he hit the bottom of the stairs, he found himself a large rock and eased himself down onto the warm surface, stretching his leg out before him.  The sun felt good, not too warm but getting there.  He wanted to lie flat but knew it would be hopeless, his mind drifting to Lizzie and her soft lips, then onto all the problems cropping up with his ex and  his children, what he was going to do for a job, a place to live here in the area that could accommodate him and his daughter and son . . . and finally back to Lizzie.  Again and again, around and around

He knew he needed time to sort things out and not to dive into anything spontaneously.  But at the end of each day, he wanted everything settled, everything in order and . . . well, calm.  These last few years, the only calm he’d found was when he was pulling that Airstream behind him with a long journey before him.  Then he’d found a modicum of peace.  In so many ways, he wanted to talk with Lizzie about his future, ask her advice, listen to her responses.  But no, she was skittish and, he had to admit, so was he.  Sure, a few quickies in a soft bed or anywhere for that matter would be good.  Really good.  But they both didn’t need that kind of relationship right now.  

Action.  He needed action and time away from his extended family throughout any given week.  He loved them all, but a little time and distance would be healthy.  He stretched and eased himself off the rock as a gull swooped by and dropped an empty clam shell on his head.  Well, there you go—a sign from above!  Chuckling to himself, he climbed back up the stairs to his truck.  He’d start with Ryan Cassidy, Gina’s husband.  He needed help with the campgrounds before the season got rolling, then he’d check in with Harvey and Aunt Frankie about helping at the nursery they’d just bought.  Sure, Frankie was family but she was quiet and goal-oriented and he liked Harvey’s sense of humor.  It’d be a good fit.  Gotta have a plan.  That would be his new mantra.  No more winging it or hitting the road to avoid things and people.  But as he pulled away from the parking area, visions of Lizzie under him, letting him love her, flitted around the edges of his plan.  

*   *   *
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Lizzie heard the commotion and knew who it was without looking.  Love you dearly, Nonna, but now is not a good time, she thought.  She was back in the shop, sitting in her sweet little alcove that Nate and Ryan had constructed for her behind the sales counter.  When the shop was quiet, she had wanted an “office” that offered a degree of privacy and where she could work on bills, new orders, the shop’s various social media sites and her book.  No one knew about her writing a book.  It had only been a few months earlier she’d taken a six-week online course with the local community college on writing a novel.  It sounded fun and it filled the empty hours during the long winter months.  So now, when she could find an hour here and there, she’d nestle into her alcove with fresh coffee and type away on her laptop, half-hidden by the wood lattice frame but still able to see incoming customers.  She cherished her time writing, so it wasn’t a surprise to find herself frowning at Nonna’s interruption.  Quickly, she powered down after saving her work, pocketed the flash drive and stepped around the lattice panel.  “Hey there, what’s up?”  

The older woman stomped over to one of the wing chairs Lizzie had placed around the shop and frowned.  “I’m tired of sitting around that big empty house day in and day out, that’s what’s the matter.  I can only sit in that kitchen by myself for so long, you know.  I need stimulation, conversation . . . something!”  

Lizzie sat across from her.  She’d never expected this.  Nonna was a trooper, the foundation that held her family together.  And here she was, almost wailing in frustration.  “Okay, I hear you.  Everyone’s got something to do, somewhere to go except you.  Am I close?”

Nonna nodded, frowning down at feet.  She shook her head.  “I’ve never, ever felt like this before.  There were always the children, the grandchildren, sisters and all the others, dropping in throughout the day, the week.  I love that; I need that.”  She looked up at Lizzie, her eyes filled with unspilled tears.  “What the hell am I going to do?”

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
CRESCENIFBAY SERIES

CLAIRE HADLEIGH






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





