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      As a single woman I would normally squeal with glee over a hot single guy calling me, but at this point I just wanted Cody to lose my number. I frowned at the ringing phone in my hand and let his call go to voicemail. My ex had seemed like such a catch when we first met, but I’d called the whole thing off after several months of dating because he’d never understood the give-and-take necessary for a successful relationship.

      I mean, hello? I went kite-surfing for him and kept a smile on my face the entire time even though I could’ve died, thank you very much. Yet, he couldn’t even stay awake when I took him to see Macbeth. In fact, Cody had snored so loudly, the elderly woman seated in front of us suggested he see a doctor about his condition. How embarrassing.

      Was it expecting too much to want the men I dated to show some modicum of enthusiasm over something that I enjoyed? Something sophisticated and cultural where I wasn’t likely to die? Apparently so.

      After breaking up with Cody last summer, I vowed to only date men who shared the same interests as me. Brilliant plan, right? I’d even looked a little last night for a compatible man when I went out for drinks and dancing with my friend Claire. But we’d only met duds who reminded me of Cody. Some nice guys, yes. But none had any shared interests with me and none had made my tummy buzz with excitement.

      The only man who seemed able to accomplish that last criterion was Jackson Davis, Cody’s old roommate. With Jackson’s dark hair, crystalline blue eyes and sexy saunter, my heart raced whenever he entered the room. He had a sweet and kind demeanor to boot, but he’d never shown any romantic interest in me. Plus, he was Cody’s best friend. So, Jackson and I ranked in the friend zone, which was just as well since this city girl had no more in common with that Texas cowboy than I’d had with Cody.

      With my love life circling the drain the past eight months, I’ve focused on my career. After the break-up with Cody, the upside to my summer happened when Brian Watts, who was the co-owner of the Inn at Blue Moon Bay—and my friend Megan’s fiancé—made me the general manager of the Inn while he moved to Italy for a year. After always being someone’s assistant, this was my first managerial position and I would not let my boss down, no matter what.

      Finally, at age twenty-seven, I had a career I could be proud of when I went home to Sacramento for family dinners. And in two weeks, the celebration party for the newly remodeled building would go off without a hitch, which will prove to my stepmom that I’m just as successful as my two stepsisters. Go, me!

      It felt amazing that Brian believed in my capabilities, unlike my stepmom. When I was seventeen, my stepmom, Marian, had the nerve to tell me to my face that I’d never amount to anything since I wasn’t going to college—also adding that I was flighty and unfocused.

      Okay, Marian hadn’t really said those things to my face. But she may as well have because that’s how badly her words had hurt me when I overheard her saying them to my dad. Like a punch to the heart. It felt like I’d never measure up to the two daughters Marian already had when she married my dad during my freshman year of high school.

      As I locked my front door and headed to my car, I pushed that unpleasant memory from my mind, focusing on how happy I’d been at my career upgrade. Although it was early in February, I thought back to when my boss, Brian, had left our charming coastal town of Blue Moon Bay, California, last summer to live in Italy for a year because that’s where Megan, the woman he loved, wanted to pursue her passion as an artist. Romantic, right? Cody, on the other hand, and despite our break-up from many, many months ago, still persisted in blowing up my voicemail with invites to go skydiving with him—something that supported his passion, not mine.

      At least I’d only heard from Cody once this morning.

      Although it was only eight a.m.

      “Please, finally get that we’re over,” I muttered, setting my cell phone in the cup holder and starting my car, a used Audi sedan I’d purchased in celebration of my new job but hadn’t broken my bank account to buy. Practical, yet classy. The perfect combination.

      I sucked in a cleansing breath and then let it out slowly as I pulled away from the cute little cottage I’d rented after Megan had moved out of it last summer. I missed my friend, but knew from many emails and postcards that she was having the time of her life.

      The early morning sunlight washed over Blue Moon Bay as I drove through the quaint Spanish Colonial downtown, which was scattered with people—mostly tourists, but many locals as well—moving along the sidewalks under the colorful awnings fronting the independent small businesses.

      The road curved a bit as I pulled onto the highway and then scooted around some dude who was driving way too slowly in the fast lane as I headed for the Inn at Blue Moon Bay and to my job. Janine Wilson, General Manager. Ah, how I loved my name being attached to that title.

      As I sped along the highway, I glanced out at the bay and smiled. Small sailboats plied the waters, the sunlight spangling off the waves and warming the red-tiled roofs of the large houses set on the cliffs. A burst of happiness filled my chest as I reached the small finger of land that ran out from the end of town to where the Inn was located.

      I turned the steering wheel, maneuvering my way through the Inn at Blue Moon Bay’s open gates before zipping down the cobblestone driveway. I parked in my usual spot, away from the parking spaces most conveniently located to the Inn’s double front doors, leaving those preferred parking places for the guests.

      It had been the sight of the Inn at Blue Moon Bay perched so close to the ocean that had captured my heart when I’d first visited Wendy Watts, my former boss at the real estate agency where we’d both worked in Sacramento. Wendy had moved home to Blue Moon Bay after her grandmother passed away and left the Inn to both Wendy and Wendy’s brother, Brian.

      Since Wendy kept busy with high-end real estate clients, Brian had maintained the day-to-day running of the Inn, and now that honor had fallen on me. The Inn was lovely and timeless, sitting above a sweep of golden sand and in front of emerald grass that always made me feel like I’d found my way home. Every time I saw the Inn, it reminded me why I’d moved to Blue Moon Bay last year.

      I’d taken the plunge and moved to this quaint little town on a whim, despite my stepmom’s protests that I’d be moving too far from the family, even though it was a mere two-hour drive to Sacramento. Marian had also reminded me that my two stepsisters had been able to find stellar careers close to home. She kept asking why I wanted to move to a small town where I knew only one person and had no job. I could only tell her that my heart had called me here.

      Yeah, not an ideal answer for the perfect stepmom with her high expectations, but I had no regrets. After parking my Audi, I hurried inside the Inn and spotted my friend and the Inn at Blue Moon Bay co-owner, Wendy Watts, standing behind the front desk. Wendy lived in a suite at the Inn, but rarely worked the front desk. My nerves became frazzled. Something had to be wrong.

      “Good morning, Wendy. Where’s Paige?” I asked, referring to the office clerk we’d recently hired for extra help.

      “Good morning, Janine. Paige called in sick today.” Wendy slipped her black leather handbag over her shoulder and stepped out from behind the “welcome” desk. Her dark hair framed her face in a sleek and smart way, quite the opposite of my banana-blond hair that I’d pulled back in a twist to try to appear less frazzled than I always felt inside.

      My therapist had advised me to project the image I wanted to convey, but my (currently) tamed locks did nothing to soothe the nerves rattling through me as Wendy’s gaze met mine. I could tell she had somewhere else to be.

      I stepped toward her. “I would’ve come in early if I’d known—”

      “Not your fault.” She gave my shoulder a quick squeeze and then she strode across the lobby, her high heels clicking along the polished wood floor as she headed toward the exit. “It’s just been one thing after another this morning. First, Max called from Japan and he’s stuck there another week when he promised to be home by now.” She sighed, waving her hand dismissively. “Let’s just say I need a girls’ night out soon. I have to run, though. I need to show a house . . .”

      “To whom?” I asked, even though there was no way to hear the answer since she rushed out the door. I felt bad that Wendy’s super sweet boyfriend, Max, had to extend his business trip and that she’d been stuck covering the front desk when she had a real estate appointment. Not my fault, though, I reminded myself.

      My therapist said I often felt responsible for problems that had nothing to do with me. She’d explored the possibility that my feelings might be connected to losing my mom at the age of five, but I disagreed as memories of my mom only filled me with love. My dad had adored my mom and grieved long after she’d lost her battle with breast cancer. But he seemed happy with Marian and I was glad for him—if only I weren’t such a disappointment to my stepmom.

      I sucked in a deep, supposed-to-be-calming breath and then set my purse beneath the front desk. As I lifted my head, my eyes zeroed in on a thin layer of dust coating the shelves behind me. Uh, oh. The housecleaner, Fred, seemed to be slacking again. Hopefully he wasn’t going through another break-up that would cause him to space out. I’d been there with Fred before.

      I grabbed the duster and began cleaning the shelf. As I contemplated sending an email to Fred about this, my cell phone started vibrating in my pants pocket. I pulled my phone out and checked the screen: CODY WILLIAMS.

      I hit the IGNORE bar, cutting off the ringing. Ah, silence. A few seconds later, a text message popped up from him: Call me. Please, Janine. I want to take you surfing.

      “Surfing? For real?” I flicked my phone as if it were somehow responsible for the words it displayed. Cody had moved from Texas to Blue Moon Bay two years ago to partner with a renowned surfer, Howie White, and now they owned the local surf shop together. But even though Cody was a professional surf instructor, I so did not have any interest in water sports. I’ve told Cody this fact many times. To call me “uncoordinated” would be describing it nicely. If I could get up on a surfboard, then I’d be more likely to drown or get eaten by a great white shark than catch a wave. Seriously.

      As I tried to recall how to block a caller from my phone, the Inn’s front door opened and in walked Claire Davenport, my friend who took me out last night. Even though it was winter, she looked dressed for summer in a red-and-white striped maxi dress, a wide-brimmed red hat, and white sandals. Such a romantic.

      “Claire!” I smiled, descending the stepladder.

      “Long time no see, Janine,” she joked, her brown eyes lighting up as she smiled.

      Claire was actress Charlie Rockwell’s sister and looked like a peppier version of Charlie. Both women had brown hair and almond-brown eyes, but Charlie radiated a quiet, graceful stardom, whereas Claire was more outgoing and would be the one to tell you if you’d accidentally smeared ketchup on your face.

      Claire and I met at one of the girls’ nights that Wendy, Olivia, Megan, and Charlie were so fond of having. Those four ladies were such a close-knit group—their friendship dated back to high school—that I’d worried I wouldn’t fit in with them when I moved here. But when Wendy invited me to the girls’ night out at Frankie’s Fiesta, the Mexican restaurant downtown, I met up with them and Charlie had invited Claire.

      I’d been so nervous moving to a small town and meeting new people that my hands were shaky and I’d accidentally spilled my margarita on Claire’s skirt. Instead of getting angry or upset, she’d brushed aside my repeated apologies and jokingly declared that she now had a to-go margarita for later. Claire’s warmth and humor had made us fast friends ever since that night.

      Claire set her small white clutch on the front desk. “How goes it at the Inn this morning?”

      “All’s well so far.” I glanced at the clock. “Except that Paige, our night-shift desk clerk, called in sick. I’ll have to call her later to see if she’s feeling better and can make it in to work tonight. If not, it’s up to me to cover the desk until ten o’clock.”

      “I guess that means no dancing tonight?” Claire asked, wiggling her hips.

      “No way.” I laughed, shaking my head. “My feet are way too sore, anyway. Whoever invented heels didn’t give any thought to the comfort aspect.”

      “Those stilettos looked fabulous on you, though,” Claire said, leaning an elbow on the desk as a family entered the lobby from the hallway behind her.

      The family’s boisterous voices told me they were having a fabulous stay at the Inn, which filled me with joy. Happy guests meant that I was doing my job well. The father approached the front desk and I straightened.

      “Good morning, Janine,” he said.

      “Good morning, Mr. Ford. Are you enjoying your stay?”

      “Very much so.” He nodded, the elegant tuft of gray hair above his forehead bobbing up and down. “Just have a quick question. We stayed at the Inn last year and there were free umbrellas and chairs for our use on the lawn. Does that still hold true?”

      “Yes, sir,” I said, giving him a radiant smile. “We even added a few new tables to the patio area because we wanted to make sure we had plenty for guests. If you’d like an umbrella then there’s a tall stand near the back of the building that has—”

      “I recall where it is,” he said, giving me a polite nod before heading toward the back door. “Thank you so much.”

      “You’re welcome,” I said, turning to his wife who hadn’t followed him.

      “May I ask you a question?” Mrs. Ford peered up at me, biting her lip. “Do you know anywhere romantic I can take my husband for a night out? We’ve been here several days and he seems more concerned with free umbrellas than spending time with me. I need to change that.”

      “I totally hear you,” I said, sympathizing with her as she gave me an exaggerated eye roll. An idea popped into my head. “Speaking of romantic spots. . . Have you seen those weathered pillars down by the water? Right by the shore?”

      Her thick brows crinkled. “I think so. Down the stairs to the left?”

      “Yes.” I nodded, zeroing in on the most romantic part of the Inn at Blue Moon Bay and the whole town for that matter. “There’s a plaque displayed between the pillars and embossed in bronze lettering is the Kissed by the Bay legend.”

      “A legend?” she asked.

      “A romantic legend.” I nodded, clasping my hands to my chest. “According to the legend, one kiss, right there by the bay, under a blue moon will lead to love that lasts forever. It doesn’t get much more romantic than the Kissed by the Bay legend.”

      “Oh, yes. I recall hearing about the legend, but had no idea the plaque was here at the Inn. Do you think the story in the legend is true?” she asked, her eyes widening. “About the young couple in love who were tragically torn apart? And their vow that all who kissed in that spot by the bay where the couple had last kissed would be in love forever?”

      My mind drifted to the tragic couple in the legend and I couldn’t help wondering if their sad fate had been partially due to lack of common interests. I believed in the legend wholeheartedly, especially since I knew couples who had kissed under a blue moon right there and they were so in love. Happy sigh.

      “I think the legend is true. Definitely,” I said, my cheeks heating. My heart ached a little as I considered the happiness so many of my friends had found with the true love that seemed to evade me. Clearly, I was doing something wrong. Like choosing men who preferred skydiving to a good musical. Well, not anymore.

      “That legend sounds like exactly what my husband and I need. I’ll take him for a walk down there by the shore tonight. Thanks so much for the idea.” She gave me an appreciative smile and then hurried after her family, the door to the back deck clattering closed behind her.

      “You’re such a sap with that legend.” Claire snorted, leaning against the counter and tilting her head to one side. “I’ll admit I had a fantasy or two about the legend in middle school. But, if that couple couldn’t make their own relationship work then how can they provide a better fate for the rest of us?”

      I raised a shoulder, giving her a side-glance. “You never know.”

      “I won’t hold my breath.” She rolled her eyes. “A friend of mine, Michelle, is actually writing her own spin-off of the legend where the couple ends up together. Now that tale is romantic in my book.”

      “Oh, really? Now who’s the sap?” I joked.

      “We’re pretty hopeless, aren’t we?” She shrugged and then turned toward the loud “whoops” coming from the activity visible out the back windows. “Looks like the Inn’s pretty full this week, huh?”

      “Yep, almost to capacity, which is fantastic for February.” My gaze followed hers through the back windows to the lawn above the shore. Many guests were outside already, enjoying the early morning sunshine by playing on the volleyball court, strolling along the beach, or sitting under umbrellas and taking in the view of the waves rushing against the shore. “Thank goodness the remodel is going smoothly or we’d be in real trouble. I’ve already booked the back buildings solid, starting the day after the celebration party.”

      “The renovations aren’t done yet?” Claire turned to me, raising her eyebrows and biting her bottom lip. “The celebration party is in two weeks on Valentine’s Day, right? Doesn’t that worry you?”

      “Everything’s going smoothly,” I said, waving a hand even though my heart rate picked up at her questions. I pretended not to worry, though, and projected the image I wanted to convey: calm, cool, and collected—the ideal general manager. “I mean, we are waiting on a few things. A small woodworking project, a minor patch on the building’s roof, a few replacement windows, and the bathroom tile, which I’ve been assured will arrive today.”

      “Uh, that kind of sounds like a lot.”

      “Okay, I may have pushed it a little by not leaving wiggle room, but I didn’t want to leave the renovated buildings vacant for several weeks. We’d miss some serious revenue. Tourism has picked up ever since your sister’s soap opera, Just One Love, filmed here,” I said, remembering how her sister, Charlie, had found true love with the lead actor, Luke Montgomery.

      “Yeah, those special episodes of Just One Love were a hit.” Claire gestured toward the coffee bar. “I need a caffeine kick before I head to my office. Want one?”

      “Sure. I’ll take a white chocolate mocha. Thanks.” I smiled and then turned my attention to the incoming emails from the Inn’s website as Claire worked the espresso machine. A couple minutes later, she returned with two mugs and handed me a cookie.

      “Ugh. I really need to start watching my sugar intake,” I said, seconds before sinking my teeth into an oatmeal raisin cookie. Yum.

      “Don’t we all?” Claire sipped her coffee and then set the cup down. “Thanks again for going out with me last night. I needed to get out, big time. I’ve been working at my new design business twenty-four seven, yet more money is going out than coming in. So depressing.”

      “Hang in there.” I squeezed her hand, hoping she wouldn’t give up on her dream. “Your wedding dress designs are amazing. I only hope I’ll have a reason to order one someday.”

      “You will,” she said, seeming sure of it.

      At the thought of getting married, Jackson Davis’s blue eyes flashed through my mind. Suddenly, I pictured myself in a strapless white dress with intricate beading over the bodice, my blond hair tossed over my shoulders in big, bouncy curls as I walked toward Jackson, who wore a black tux. His mouth curved upward, those crystalline blue eyes focused on me. . .

      My eyes widened in shock and I shook my head to clear the thought. No, no, and no on thinking about Jackson in that way. I would find a man who shared common interests with me, even if I had to go out with Claire every weekend to meet one. But, um, not tonight.

      “My ankles are throbbing,” I said, wanting to think of anything other than Jackson. “I’m totally paying for dancing in those heels. When are flats going to be as cute as stilettos?”

      “That guy you met last night wouldn’t have cared if you’d worn boxes on your feet.” She brushed a few stray cookie crumbs from her fingers. “He practically drooled over you.”

      “He did not,” I said, even though she wasn’t stretching it much.

      “Pshaw.” She rolled her eyes. “I can’t believe you wouldn’t give him your number. What was his name again?”

      “Landon,” I said, taking another sip of white mocha, the hot liquid warming my insides and the sugar flowing through my veins. I leaned against the counter. “He was cute. But I wasn’t interested.”

      Claire’s eyebrows lifted. “Why not? He seemed nice. He sure could dance, too.”

      “Both are true,” I admitted, spotting a few dust bunnies in the corner of the room. Sighing, I set my coffee mug down. Then I pulled a small broom and dustpan out from beneath the desk and headed off to do more of Fred’s work. “Landon and I had nothing in common, though. I’m not going there again.”

      “Don’t think you’re escaping this conversation.” She followed me, trotting in her sandals, with a cookie in hand. “Landon said he had tickets to The Book of Mormon musical in San Francisco. You’ve wanted to see that show forever, which means you two do have something in common. So what was really wrong with him?”

      “Nothing was wrong with him.” I swept fast, wondering what was wrong with me that I couldn’t connect with a great guy like Landon. Jackson’s blue eyes appeared in my mind again, which was so not helpful. Finally, I sighed. “There were no sparks with Landon, you know?”

      “Yeah, I do.” She bent down, holding the dustpan against the floor as I swept the dirt into it. Then she glanced up at me and stood. “You can work on a lot of things in a relationship but you can’t create a spark if there isn’t one.”

      “Depressing, but true,” I said, shrugging.

      As if on cue, the Inn’s front door opened and in sauntered Jackson Davis. My breath caught in my throat and my pulse raced as I took him in with wide eyes.

      Jackson looked like a tall, dark, and handsome cowboy straight out of a movie. Well, without the cowboy hat. Let’s just say that Jackson was from Texas and definitely looked the rugged part. His tousled dark hair was brushed back from his forehead, showing off his tall cheekbones and those crystalline blue eyes that made my belly dance. His faded work shirt was covered in sawdust and rolled up at the sleeves, revealing his strong, tanned arms.

      Tingles shot through my belly. Oh, wow.

      Jackson’s eyes connected with mine, his mouth curving upward. “Mornin’ Janine.”

      My cheeks heated. “Good morning, Jackson.”

      Claire looked from me to Jackson and then she not-so-subtly elbowed me. “Ahem . . .”

      “Right,” I said, gesturing to Claire, who obviously thought Jackson was hot. Because, you know, she had eyes. Jackson would be sure to notice Claire’s beauty and that thought made a flicker of jealousy roll through me. I pushed the feeling aside. “Claire Davenport, this is Jackson Davis. Jackson, this is Claire, a good friend of mine. Jackson is here to give me a woodworking quote for the finishing work on the back buildings.”

      I omitted that Jackson kept popping into my brain and that he’d been my ex’s best friend since they were kids. Jackson had even lived with Cody after moving here from Texas last year. I’d gotten to know Jackson pretty well in the months that Cody and I dated. Jackson had recently moved out of Cody’s place, after purchasing a place of his own—a stunning Victorian house in need of renovations, which was Jackson’s specialty.

      Claire set the dustpan aside, twisting a lock of her brown hair with her manicured fingers. “It’s very nice to meet you, Jackson,” she said, her tone more than a little flirty.

      “You, too.” He gave her a polite nod and then turned back to me, his blue eyes piercing mine. My belly did a little flip. “Do you have a key to the back buildings?” he asked. “I tried to sneak in through the back so as not to disturb you, but the doors are locked from the outside.”

      “Oh, sorry,” I said, feeling foolish for locking him out when I’d asked him to give me a quote. Admittedly, it stung that he hadn’t intended to come in and say hello to me. After spending so much time together while I’d dated Cody, I thought Jackson and I had become decent friends. I lifted the broom, carrying it back to the front desk. “I’ll get you a key. We lock the doors to keep guests out of those buildings since they’re under renovation and we don’t want anyone to get hurt. You be careful, too,” I said, immediately realizing how lame that sounded. He was used to working with his hands and obviously knew what he was doing.

      Foot in mouth. Yeah, that was me.

      “Don’t worry, I always am,” he said, using that low, soft baritone of his that held a Texas twang in its depths. Shiver. “How have you been?” he asked.

      “Good,” I said, feeling warm and gooey because he’d asked about me. Although, he was obviously just being polite. But, still. The image of Jackson falling over a stair railing and me giving him CPR flashed through my head, making my insides warm.

      Focus, Janine. Focus.

      With my brain in the gutter, my cheeks heated as I rummaged through the desk drawer until I found the key. Why was I attracted to a guy I had nothing in common with? Was I into self-torture? That must be it. Finally, I held the key out to Jackson. His fingers brushed mine as he took the key from me. My skin heated where we’d touched, tingles dancing up my arm. Gulp.

      Wishing I had another key to hand him, I reluctantly pulled my hand away right as the cell phone went off in my pocket. I pulled it out to silence the ringtone and Cody’s name flashed across the screen.

      I glanced at Jackson, whose gaze landed on the screen. I groaned inwardly and hit the IGNORE button. He’d better not think Cody and I were dating again because that would so never happen. Not that it mattered what Jackson thought. Oh, I was so hopeless.

      “I’ll get to work now.” Jackson gave me a look that I couldn’t read and then he nodded to Claire. “Nice meeting you, Claire.”

      “You, too, Jackson.” She wiggled her fingers in his direction and then watched him saunter down the hall toward the connected buildings that were being renovated. She made a mmhmm sound of approval as she drifted up to the desk. “Well, well, Janine. Is this the sparkage you were referring to earlier?”

      My eyes widened in my best innocent expression. “What do you mean?”

      “Don’t give me that,” she said, throwing me a knowing look. “You’re hot for him. It’s written all over your pink cheeks. And he seems . . . just wow. Why aren’t you dating him?”

      I groaned, knowing I’d been caught. “He’s Cody’s best friend.”

      Claire’s fingernails beat a little rhythm on top of the desk. “So?”

      “I can’t date a guy who is best friends with my ex,” I said, pointing out the obvious. She gave me a bored look that said she was unimpressed by my reasoning. “Besides, I haven’t seen him date anyone since he’s been in town. Maybe he isn’t dating right now. He certainly doesn’t want to date me. Didn’t you hear him? If he’d had a key, he wouldn’t have come in to say hi to me. Talk about less than interested.”

      “Oh, puh-leeze.” Claire straightened her hat. “Sell that somewhere else. He stared at you like you were chocolate cake. You should go for it, my dear. A man like that won’t stay single long.”

      “He and I have nothing in common,” I pointed out.

      “Back to that again, huh?” She rolled her eyes, glanced at the clock on the wall and then popped the last bite of cookie into her mouth. “Don’t think you’re wiggling out of this discussion, but I have to get to the office. I need to finish some work for a client. My only client at the moment. So sad. Call you soon.”

      “Good luck with your business,” I said, wondering for a moment if I could possibly date Jackson. But, no. He and I weren’t a good match. I was a city girl and he was a woodworking cowboy. We wouldn’t stand a chance of working out without any common interests. So, why even go there in my head?

      Besides, Jackson hadn’t showed any interest in me. Less than none. The man had planned to go straight to the back buildings when he’d had the perfect excuse to say hello. Even the roof guys said hello to me. Well, when they showed up. Sigh. I watched Claire exit and then hurried to the coffee bar, determined to eat a whole lot of cookies.

      I was about to binge on a snickerdoodle cookie when the front door opened again. I paused with the cookie halfway to my mouth and turned toward the door.

      Cody Williams stood in the entryway, silhouetted by the morning sunlight falling behind him. He stepped forward looking like a young David Beckham, with his undercut hairstyle of short spikes in front with buzzed sides above his ears and around the back of his head. His rugged facial hair revealed that he hadn’t shaved in nearly a week. I used to think that look was sexy. Now, everything about him annoyed me—like the fact that he’d just showed up at my place of work uninvited.

      “I’m working,” I said, hotfooting it behind the front desk to put as much distance as possible between us as I wondered, once again, why he couldn’t seem to accept that we were over.

      “I need to talk to you, sweets.” He strode toward me, raking a hand through that short, spiky hair. “You haven’t been answering my calls.”

      My toes tapped against the floor in a fast burst of nerves. I cleared my throat, unsure of how to politely tell him to never call me again. I mean, there was nothing left to talk about.

      “I’ve been busy, Cody. With work, you know. I told you we’re booked to capacity and things aren’t slowing down any time soon.” I pulled up the Inn’s guest list for the day and printed out a copy, noting check-outs and check-ins. “I’m really busy right now, in fact.”

      “I know you’re busy with work. That’s why I’m here. To help you with the Inn.”

      “Oh, really?” I asked, my curiosity piqued. Huh. I’d figured he’d planned to ask me to surf with him per his earlier text. “How could you help me with the Inn?”

      He leaned against the desk, giving me one of his smiles that I used to find appealing. It did nothing for me now. Perhaps less than nothing. “There’s an amazing opportunity for the Inn to book more guests, even after the renovated buildings are open.”

      Okay, now he had my attention. “How could we book more guests when we’re at maximum capacity?” I asked, my mind seeing dollar signs and hearing my boss’s future praise.

      “I’m not going to tell you.” He shook his head, the corner of his mouth curving upward. “But I’ll show you tomorrow night . . . after a boat ride.”

      “That’s not going to happen.” I rolled my eyes, thinking I should’ve known this visit had nothing to do with work and everything to do with Cody’s agenda. “And would this boat ride lead to hang gliding? Or another one of your dangerous ideas of a date? We broke up months ago, Cody. That’s not going to change.”

      He raised both of his palms. “This is a legit idea to help the Inn.”

      “Do you promise?” I asked, studying his face. Cody may be completely oblivious of his tendency to put his own interests first—yes, I was putting it nicely—but he wasn’t dishonest.

      “I promise.” He nodded, dropping his hands and placing them on the counter. “Trust me. You’re going to be thanking me after you see this, Janine.”

      Wow. It must be something huge then. I opened my mouth to agree, but then my gaze shot to the hallway Jackson had left through earlier. What if Jackson heard I was taking a boat ride with Cody and thought we were getting back together? I cringed, reminding myself that I shouldn’t care what Jackson thought about my break-up with Cody. Jackson hadn’t even planned to come in to say hello to me. That said it all.

      “Okay, Cody. I’ll go on the boat ride with you tomorrow night. But only for the good of the Inn,” I added, just to be clear.

      “Great! I’ll pick you up here at six,” he said, wearing a triumphant smile.

      My heart dropped to my stomach as I watched him leave. Even though I shouldn’t care, I really hoped Jackson didn’t find out about this boat ride. Such a lame thing for me to worry about, though.

      I mean, yeah, Jackson was charming, a talented woodworker, and insanely hot. But he also had no interest in me whatsoever. And I tried to convince myself that I didn’t have any interest in him either. Unfortunately, I wasn’t having much luck believing that.
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