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About this book...




He’s a firm rule follower. She paints outside the lines…and now these opposites are forced to work together. 

Lily Adams owns the Lily Pad craft shop, but she’s always dreamed of being a professional artist. After a devastating loss, she’s reprioritizing her goals. At last, she’s willing to put herself out there and enter the Bluestar Art Competition. The grand prize could open doors in the art community that were previously closed to her.

Mayor Tony Banks is happy to be living on the island once more and doing his best to help Bluestar thrive. However, when his events coordinator has a medical emergency, he finds himself working with his best friend’s sister to organize the upcoming arts festival. In the past, Lily had always been off-limits to him, but that was then, and this was now… 

However, he quickly learns she’s still a rulebreaker. And worse yet, his heart wants to follow her lead, but his mind warns of the dangers of not following the rules. Will these two hearts find a safe middle ground?

Includes a recipe for Lily’s Pumpkin Cookies!
 

Bluestar Island series:
 Book 1 – Love Blooms (Hannah & Ethan)
 Book 2 – Harvest Dance (Aster & Sam)
 Book 3 – A Lighthouse Café Christmas (Darla & Will)
 Book 4 – Rising Star (Emma & Noah)
 Book 5 – Summer by the Beach (Summer & Greg)
 Book 6 – Brass Anchor Inn (Josie & Lane)
 Book 7 – Summer Refresh (Sara & Kent)
 Book 8 – A Seaside Bookshop Christmas (Melinda & Liam)
 Book 9 – A Lighthouse Snapshot (Lainey & Jack)
 Book 10 – Inheriting Her Island House (Paige & Grant)
 Book 11 – A Brass Anchor Inn Christmas (Carol & Harvey)
 Book 12 – Race to the Beach (Maxi & Owen)
 Book 13 – The Art of Seashells (Mayor Banks & Lily)
 Book 14 – The Beachside Rental (Jenna & Nathan)
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Chapter One




She’d done it. 

A big smile pulled at Lily Adams lips. Her feet barely touched the front steps of city hall as she rushed down them. She’d filled out the necessary paperwork and paid the entry fee. 

It was official now. Her smile broadened.

She was entered in Bluestar Island’s very first art competition.

There was just one itty-bitty problem… She didn’t have a painting to enter. At least not yet. 

Nothing like dragging her feet to the deadline and then deciding to go for it. But she still had four weeks to create her entry. It wasn’t much time to create a truly inspiring painting, but it wasn’t impossible. She just had to find her inspiration—that was easier said than done.

She’d already wasted so many years telling herself she would pursue her art someday. Well, someday had finally arrived.

As she made her way toward Beachcomber Park, she enjoyed the late summer sun on her face. The gentle ocean breeze rushed over her skin. It kept the temperature comfortable as she smiled and said hello to the passersby.

She couldn’t believe the end of summer was almost upon them. The season had been extremely busy between her business and…her family. The truth was that it had been a devastating year for her family.

One random February day, her father had passed away. There was no warning. No time for goodbyes. Months later, the aftershock of his loss was still being felt by her family. 

Maybe it hadn’t affected her as much as some of her other siblings, as she was no longer a part of the family business. The Island Market had been around for generations and expanded from its humble beginning as a fish market. Now the place included groceries, prepared foods and a small bakery.

Passed down from her great grandfather to her grandfather to her father, the market was now run by her siblings. There was Neil, he was the oldest and the market’s manager. Next was Caleb. He was a fisherman who supplied the market with a lot of their fish. Then came her. She was the oldest girl and she used to work there as a teenager. Next was Jenna, who was the market’s front-end supervisor. Myra was next in line. She ran the market’s kitchen with their prepared foods and small bakery. And the baby in the family was Darby. Much like Lily, Darby left the family business to start her own small business.

They all missed their father. He’d been an active part of their lives. And with him gone, there was a large gaping hole in their lives.

Not wanting to get caught up in the grief that would come over her at the most unexpected times, she took the familiar pain and stuffed it back into her tattered heart. She would deal with it later.

“What are you doing all alone over here?”

The familiar voice drew Lily from her thoughts. She stopped and turned to find her sister behind her. Jenna stood there with a smile as she held a frozen lemonade with a little blue paper parasol sticking out of the clear plastic cup.

Her sister was a few years younger than herself. Their mother liked to say they looked similar. Lily never saw it. They both had brown eyes, but other than that Jenna was a couple inches shorter than she was. Lily had grown out her dark hair into a short bob, whereas her sister wore natural curls that brushed the tops of her shoulders. Lily didn’t have the patience to deal with styling her hair regularly. Jenna made it look effortless, and the curls looked beautiful on her.

“I’m just taking in the carnival before heading back to the shop,” Lily said. 

There was a big celebration that weekend for the grand opening of Bluestar’s new hospital. The facility was a welcome addition to the community. It would mean less trips to the mainland for medical care.

“I just made the rounds,” Jenna said. “It turned out really well.”

“Maybe next time you should enter the grand prix.” She was only teasing her sister.

Jenna smiled as her cheeks plumped up, and her smooth skin crinkled in the corners of her eyes. “I’ll keep that in mind. So long as you buy the antique car.”

“I’ll hop right on that as soon as I win the lottery.”

Jenna continued to smile as she nodded. “So, you’re all alone?”

Her sister knew very well that Lily had been dumped by her longtime boyfriend a month ago, and she wasn’t ready to dive back into the dating pool. It wasn’t that she was nursing a broken heart. It was more that there wasn’t anyone that made her want to put her heart on the line. 

Even though her parents, who had been married for too many years to count, made a devoted relationship look so easy, she wasn’t sure romance was in the cards for her. Instead, she was focusing her energy on preparing for the art exhibition. Just the thought of putting her art out there for her friends and loved ones to see—to judge—made her stomach quiver.

“Lily?” Jenna sent her a concerned look.

“Sorry.” She blinked and focused her thoughts. “It’s just been a busy week. I’m a little tired.”

“But you’re your own boss. You should give yourself the day off.”

Lily resisted the urge to roll her eyes. “Being my own boss means that I can’t take the day off if I want my business to thrive. It means working late to restock the shelves, place supply orders and a whole bunch of other things.”

“Still, at least you aren’t working in the family business.” Jenna sighed. “Without Dad there, it’s just not the same at the market.”

Lily nodded. “I understand. Nothing is the same without him.” 

Just that morning, she’d been rearranging the front of her shop, and she’d paused to admire the wood shelves her father had taken time to build for her. He had always been so good with his hands and the first to lend a hand when she needed it. 

Just then the music from the grandstand stopped. Lily glanced up to see Mayor Tony Banks make his way onto the stage. He was a few years older than her and her brother’s best friend since kindergarten.

Tony’s honey-brown face with his blue eyes and strong jawline created a strikingly handsome look. But when her gaze reached to his red bowtie, her nose curled up. Seriously? She resisted the urge to shake her head.

No one in their thirties wore a bowtie unless they were forced to for a wedding, and even then, the guys she knew ditched them as soon as the last photo was taken. But not Tony Banks. The man wore them every day. She’d always wanted to ask him why he wore them, but she didn’t want to hurt his feelings. It was obvious he liked them.

With a mic in hand, the mayor said, “I hope everyone is having fun at the carnival.”

When a loud round of applause sounded, Lily joined in. The truth of the matter was that Aster Bell, the island’s events coordinator, had done an outstanding job organizing the hospital celebration. Between the mayor and Aster, they were breathing new life into the island. They were drawing in new tourists and attracting return visitors, which was helping all of the local businesses.

After announcing the winners of Bluestar’s first vintage grand prix, the mayor said, “And now Aster Bell is here to tell you about Bluestar’s next event.”

The mayor stepped aside as a very pregnant Aster made her way onto the stage. Lily remembered when she had first met Aster a few years ago. Back then Aster’s hair had been short and bleach-blond. Now Aster had returned to her natural golden-brown color, and her loose curls now hung past her shoulders.

Even though Aster was smiling, she didn’t look so good. Lily peered closer and noticed that her friend was looking a bit pale. Maybe it was just that she was tired from the pressure of running this event while being pregnant and having two kids at home. It would be a lot for anyone.

Aster accepted the mic and stepped to the front of the stage. As she looked out over the crowd, her smile broadened. “Hi, everyone. Isn’t it a beautiful day for a carnival?”

The audience, including Lily, erupted in cheers and clapping. She was so happy her friend’s efforts were being met with such enthusiasm. 

“I won’t take much of your time. I wanted to tell you that we’re going to have the very first Bluestar Arts Festival next month. If you’re an artist, you’ll need to hurry as the deadline to enter is tomorrow. Just stop by my office in city hall, and I’ll get you all set up.” Aster hesitated and pressed a hand to her forehead. “Boy, is it hot out here.”

Lily once more sensed there was something wrong with her friend. She leaned over and gently nudged her sister. “Does Aster look all right to you?”

Jenna frowned. “No.”

Just then Aster crumpled to the stage. 








  
  
Chapter Two




Oh no! 

A collective gasp came over the crowd. Lily made her way to the front of the audience. Owen Turner, one of the island’s trained medics, was ahead of her. He made his way onto the stage.

Heading for Aster, he gestured for the mayor to step back. “Call nine-one-one.”

Lily came to a stop next to the mayor. Tony grasped his phone and dialed. “We need an ambulance at Beachcomber Park.”

While he continued to answer the operator’s questions, Lily couldn’t take her eyes off the hive of activity around Aster. There were so many people offering aid that she could no longer see her friend’s pale face. All she could do now was say a silent prayer.

Please, let her and the baby be okay.

Lily hated not being able to do anything. And then she saw Aster’s husband, Sam Bell, being told to step away. In his arms was eighteen-month-old George who had the most adorable chubby cheeks and big blue eyes. Next to them stood Sam’s daughter, Nikki, who had long blondish-brown hair. At last, there was something Lily could do.

She stepped forward. “Sam, I can take George and Nikki for you.”

He turned a worried gaze her way. They’d known each other their whole lives. Sam was the older brother of a good friend, Hannah.

“Thank you.” As Sam attempted to hand over George, the toddler fussed and clung to his dad’s arm. “It’s okay, George. I just need to check on Mommy. And you know Lily.”

Lily forced a big smile to her face. “Hi, George.” She reached out and gently tickled his tummy. “Remember me?”

A big smile came over the little boy’s face as he giggled. When she held out her hands to him, George willingly went to her.

Sam turned to his eleven-year-old daughter, who was growing up quickly. “I need you to go with Lily.”

Nikki vigorously shook her head. “But I want to stay with you and Mom.”

Lily thought it was so sweet that Nikki was so comfortable with her stepmother that she wanted to call her mom. A number of years ago, Nikki’s biological mother had tragically died in a farming accident.

“Please. I need to go with Aster.” Sam’s voice was soft but firm.

“Is… Is she going to be all right?” Tears rolled down Nikki’s cheeks.

Sam pulled his daughter into his embrace and held her tight. Lily’s heart ached for them. She couldn’t make out the soft words he murmured into his daughter’s ear, but whatever it was, it seemed to help. Nikki turned to Lily and took her hand. Even though it was a warm day out, Lily noticed that Nikki’s hand was cold.

Sam turned to Lily. “My mother is around here somewhere. She can take the kids. Thank you.”

And then he was off, following the stretcher to a nearby ambulance. Nikki wouldn’t move an inch until the ambulance drove away with sirens and lights. Lily couldn’t even imagine the depths of feelings Nikki was experiencing.

Mayor Banks stepped forward on the stage with the mic in hand. “I know our hearts and prayers go out to Aster and her family. Hopefully, we’ll have good news soon. Before you go, I just want to remind you that the first Bluestar Arts Festival is set to take place in September. If you are an artist and would like to participate, please contact…” He paused as though not sure who they should reach out to. “Contact my office.”

As the crowd departed, it was the quietest group of people Lily had ever experienced on the island. She understood. It was just awful seeing Aster collapse. Hopefully, it was just something minor like dehydration or exhaustion—something they could treat quickly and easily at the new hospital.

But right now, Lily had to concentrate on George and Nikki. The little boy was snuggled to her shoulder while his sister was mute. Lily had known Nikki since she was born, and the one thing Nikki loved most of all was to talk. So, her silence was worrisome.

“Why don’t we go find your grandmother?” When Nikki didn’t respond, Lily felt a need to fill in the silence. “I’m sure she’s around here somewhere. Which way should we go? Past the Ferris wheel? Or over toward the game booths?”

Her questions were greeted with more silence. Lily squeezed Nikki’s hand. “She’s going to be all right.”

Nikki’s head whipped around. “What about the baby?”

Lily knew she was referring to the unborn baby Aster was carrying. They hadn’t revealed the name yet. Aster and Sam were waiting until the delivery to tell everyone the name they’d decided on.

Lily didn’t want to get the girl’s hopes up, since they didn’t know anything about Aster’s condition. “They’ll take good care of Aster and the baby.”

The frown remained on Nikki’s sweet face. Her words weren’t enough to comfort the girl. As Lily tried to think of something else to say, she decided the best thing to do was distract the girl.

“Let’s see if your grandmother is around here.” Lily’s gaze was already scanning the crowd.

Five minutes later, she spotted Helen Bell, erm…now Helen Campbell. The older woman’s face was creased with worry lines, but as soon as she spotted her grandchildren, her green eyes lit up. A smile came over her face as she tucked a loose strand of her short auburn hair behind her ear. “Nikki, I was looking for you and your brother.”

Helen’s husband, Walter, Bluestar’s former fire chief, stepped up to them and held his hands out to George. “Come here, big guy.”

Lily was tired from holding him on her hip. She handed over the smiling toddler. “Sam was hoping you could look after the kids while he went with Aster. But if not, I don’t mind spending time with them.”

“That’s so sweet of you,” Helen said. “But we’ve got it. Don’t we, Walter?”

Her husband nodded as he tickled the little boy’s tummy. 

Nikki seemed relieved to be with her grandmother, and George was all drooly smiles. So, Lily felt okay about walking away. 

With thoughts of Aster weighing on her mind, Lily was no longer in the mood for the carnival. Instead, she headed back to the Lily Pad. There was plenty of work there to keep her occupied while she waited for word about her friend.


      [image: ]He was worried. Really worried.

Mayor Tony Banks didn’t normally get worked up about things. He was more of a go-with-the-flow kind of guy. But in the past few years, he’d gotten to know Aster pretty well. He liked to think they were more than just co-workers—they were friends.

When she’d dropped onto the stage, he’d had a flashback to another poignant moment in his past. At least this time, the incident hadn’t coincided with the sound of gunfire.

He pushed the traumatic memories to the back of his mind. He pressed harder on the accelerator of his golf cart as he made his way to the new Bluestar Hospital. Since cars and trucks were banned from the island, with few exceptions, people got around the island via golf carts, bicycles, or by foot. 

It usually didn’t take long to get from one end of town to the other. However, with the vintage grand prix and carnival, there were a lot of visitors on the island, making the roads congested. He was really happy the island had come together and rallied for this new state-of-the-art facility, especially for emergencies like this one.

The new two-story hospital came into sight. It was a stately building with a red-brick exterior and white trim as well as a light gray roof. Tony felt a ripple of pride go through him that he’d had some small part in its creation.

As he turned into the parking lot, his thoughts returned to Aster. He remembered how deathly pale she’d been when she collapsed. The image of her unconscious on the stage was permanently etched upon his mind.

Maybe this was his fault. Maybe he should have insisted she take maternity leave earlier. She’d been intent on seeing the carnival through to its conclusion as well as work on preparations for the upcoming arts festival.

He pulled into the first parking spot and hopped out of his golf cart. Guilt dogged his steps as he passed through the sliding glass doors of the emergency room. He doubted he’d get to see Aster, but he just wanted to pop in and let Sam know he was there for anything they might need.

The waiting room was busy as a murmur of voices buzzed in his ears. He looked around for familiar faces. Off in the corner, he saw a couple members of the Bell family: Hannah and her husband, Ethan. He headed in that direction.

Hannah Bell was the first to turn to him. She was lacking her usual friendly smile. It had been replaced with worry lines. She dispensed with the pleasantries. “We don’t know anything yet.”

He nodded, knowing too well it could take a long time to get answers. “I just came to uh, see if there was anything I could do.”

Birdie Neill looked directly at him. Her snow-white hair was pulled back in a bun. Her reading glasses hung from a chain around her neck. Her voice was soft when she said, “Pray.”

“Yes, ma’am.” He shifted his weight from one foot to the other.

Birdie knew everyone who lived on the island or at least most of them. People fondly referred to her as the unofficial mayor of Bluestar. Even though she was starting to get up there in years, she didn’t let that slow her down. And when something needed to be done, she had a long list of people she could contact.

His phone rang, drawing him from his thoughts. Normally, he would immediately take it. He liked to stay on top of things. He silenced it without checking the caller ID. Whatever it was would just have to wait.

Not good at doing nothing, he tried again and raised his voice. “Can I get anyone something to drink? Coffee? Soda?”

Hannah, Ethan, and Birdie each shook their heads. 

He started to pace. After a couple of minutes, Birdie sent him a frown. He sat down. His knee bounced up and down. He really wasn’t good at waiting. It gave him time to think. And right now, he was thinking he should have insisted Aster lighten her workload.

He didn’t know how long he sat there, making small talk with Ethan Walker. They didn’t talk about Aster or what was taking so long for an update. Instead, they talked about the nice weather and how well the carnival went. They both chose to keep the subject matter light.

Tony’s phone chimed every couple of minutes. Usually he didn’t mind his phone constantly going off. His mother and sister called him a workaholic. But today, in this particular moment, with a good friend in trouble, he didn’t have the bandwidth to deal with business as usual.

Ding.

He looked at his phone’s screen. It was a message from Neil Adams, his best friend, wanting to know if he had an update on Aster’s condition. He sent back a quick answer before he turned his phone over and rested it on his leg. There was no point returning it to his pocket with it constantly going off.

When the inner door to the exam rooms swung open, all heads turned in that direction, just as they’d done numerous times in the past hour or so. Only this time Sam stepped into the waiting area.

Tony got to his feet. His gaze took in Sam’s face, which was pale and marred with worry lines. It was the look of a relieved man. Things must still be tense for Aster and the baby.

Sam stepped over to the small group of family and friends who had gathered in the waiting area. He came to a stop and ran a hand over the back of his neck.

“Aster has preeclampsia.” His voice cracked with emotion. He took a moment to gather himself. “For the moment, her and the baby are okay.” Sam’s gaze moved to Tony. “She’s going to be on bedrest until the baby comes.”

Tony nodded in understanding. “No problem. We’ll cover everything at the office. Tell her not to worry.”

“Thank you. I, uh…need to get back to her.”

Before he walked away, Tony said, “If you or Aster need anything—anything at all—just give me a call.”

Sam nodded before he turned to his sister Hannah. Their conversation was brief and then he walked back through those Authorized personnel only doors.

The man looked like he was still in a bit of shock. Poor guy. Tony really hoped things worked out for them.

There didn’t appear to be anything he could do for them at that moment. He headed for the door. He would check back in on them later.








  
  
Chapter Three




She did not want to be there. 

The next day, Lily made her way along a long hallway painted seafoam green with white trim. There were framed prints of the beach evenly spaced along the wall. In this particular hallway, it was easy to pretend she wasn’t in a hospital.

The last time she’d been in a hospital had been… The breath momentarily caught in her throat. Painful memories flooded her mind. It had been when her father died. Even though it hadn’t occurred in this particular hospital, she still wasn’t comfortable.

And yet Aster had messaged her and asked her to stop by. Lily couldn’t say no. Aster said it was important, but she hadn’t given any details. Lily was left hoping Aster and the baby were okay. Perhaps they needed her to babysit or something simple like that.

The overhead lights lit up the bit of sparkle in the gray floors. Her footsteps echoed in the hallway. She forced a smile at passersby. When she reached the bank of elevators, she got lucky and there was one already available. She stepped inside and smiled at a hospital worker who stood at the back with a food cart next to him.

Her chest tightened as the door closed. She’d never liked small, closed in spaces. She gave herself a mental shake as she pressed the button for the third floor. Aster was being monitored in the maternity ward.

As the elevator stopped on the second floor, she stepped aside so the worker could roll out his cart. In no time, the door swished shut and began moving upward once more.

Buzz-buzz.

Lily reached for her phone. She was surprised to see it was her sister Jenna. She didn’t call her that often during the work day. Lily wondered what she wanted.

Pressing her phone to her ear, she stepped off the elevator. “Hello.”

“Lily, I’m so glad I caught you.”

Lily glanced up at the overhead signs to find out which direction she needed to go. “I can’t talk long. I’m at the hospital to see Aster.”

“How’s she doing?”

“Well, she’s still in the hospital, so I guess not well, but I don’t know any details. What do you need?”

“It’s the market. Everyone is fighting with everyone else.”

“What do you want me to do?”

Jenna sighed. “I don’t know. I wish I did. I thought maybe you’d have an idea or something.”

And this was one of the reasons Lily had gotten out of the family business as soon as she could. Her siblings and parents had a lot of opposing opinions. When they tried to work together, their differences could be boisterous. 

Lily did her best to stay out of the family business. Her sister knew she was Switzerland when it came to market business. Therefore, she had to think that her sister was at her wit’s end.

Aster’s room number came into sight. Lily paused in the brightly lit hallway. “Jenna, I have to go. Can we talk later?”

“Uh, sure. Tell Aster I hope she feels better.”

“I will.”

After a quick goodbye, Lily dropped her phone into her bag. She put a smile on her face and then lightly rapped her knuckles on the door. She didn’t want to disturb Aster if she was resting. Part of her wished that were the case, because she was so ready to exit the hospital with its funny smells and too-bright lights. The other part of her wanted to see her friend and verify with her own eyes that she was all right.

“Come in,” Aster called out.

Lily stepped into the room. The blinds had been adjusted to block most of the sunshine. But there was enough light to see Aster propped up in bed. And by the looks of things, she was still carrying the baby. What a relief.

Aster had color in her face, which was a huge improvement since the last time Lily had seen her. Her hair was pulled up into a ponytail. There were wires from her to machines next to her. Were they there just to monitor her? Or was her condition still serious?

Lily attempted to smile a little brighter, even though being in the hospital had her on edge. “How are you doing?”

“I’d be better if I was at home, but the doctor won’t let me leave. At least not yet.”

“They’re just watching out for you and the baby.”

“I know.” She sighed. “And every day I keep the baby inside is another day he gets to grow. I’d just be more comfortable at home. I’m hoping tomorrow they’ll release me. I’ve been pestering the doctor every time I see her.” Aster got a sheepish look. “I’m sorry if I scared you. I never meant to collapse in front of half the town.”

Lily waved off her friend’s worry. “You have nothing to be sorry about. As a representative for half of the town, I can honestly say that people just want you and the baby to be all right.”

As though realizing Lily was standing so far away, she gestured to the chair next to the bed. “Come. Sit down.”

Lily did as she was asked. “I’m so sorry you’re going through this.”

Aster placed a protective hand over her protruding abdomen. “We’re doing everything we possibly can so this little one is okay. That’s why I’m going to be on bedrest until the due date.” Aster frowned at the prospect of staying put that long. “And that’s why I need your help.”

Lily pressed a hand to her chest. “My help? Uh, sure. Whatever you need.”

“I was hoping you would say that.” Aster sent her a smile. “Since I’m on bedrest, it means I’m going to need some help with the arts festival.”

Really? This request caught her totally off-guard. “Don’t you have an assistant or something for that?”

“I wish. But budgetary restraints mean I’m still a one-woman show.”

Lily realized this ask couldn’t be easy for her friend. Aster was there to help anyone who needed it, now it was time to help her.

Unwilling to let her friend down, even though she had no idea what she was getting herself into, Lily asked, “What can I do?”

Aster leaned back against the white pillows. “I know it’s a big ask. And I know you have your own business to run. But with this being an arts festival, I thought you’d be the perfect person to help with it. But if it’s too much, just say the word.”

She would never walk away from a friend in need. “I don’t know how good I’m going to be at this, but I’ll do my best.”

“And that’s all I could ask of you. Thank you so much.” Just then there were footsteps approaching her room. “And don’t worry, I got you some help.”

That came as welcome news. Maybe this other person would have experience running festivals.

“Who?”

Aster smiled. “There he is now.”

Lily turned her head to see Sam standing next to Mayor Banks. Even though the mayor was only a few years older than her, in some ways he seemed much older. Something had changed since they were kids that made him so much more serious.

Today, he was wearing a light-blue collared shirt with navy-blue slacks. And he was wearing yet another bow tie. This time the tie was white with blue polka dots. Lily resisted the urge to roll her eyes. What is up with him and bow ties?

“Mayor Banks has already graciously agreed to help with the festival.” Aster smiled like that was something wonderful to be celebrated. “I don’t know how I’m going to thank you both.”

The mayor stepped forward. “The only thanks needed is for you to take care of yourself and that baby.”

Lily wasn’t so sure working with the mayor was a good idea. Then again, maybe this pairing would work in her favor. After all, the mayor had lots of experience running various events.

Plus, he had his own staff. Now that she thought about it. She could see Tony taking over and letting his staff handle things. In the end, there wouldn’t be much for her to mess up, erm…for her to do.

With all of that in mind, Lily felt confident in saying, “We’ve got this. Don’t worry.”

“With this being the first year for the arts festival, it’s not as organized as I would like.” Aster frowned. “Most everything you’ll need is on my laptop.” Her gaze went to her husband. “Do you know where it is?”

Sam’s eyes widened with surprise. “I didn’t see it.”

Something told Lily he didn’t even know he was supposed to be on the lookout for it.

Twin frown lines formed between Aster’s eyebrows. “But I always have it with me. I must have had it when I collapsed.” Her gaze moved to Tony and Lily.” Did either of you see it?”

They shook their heads. Lily tried to remember if she’d seen anything in Aster’s hands when she was on stage, but she couldn’t recall. It’s just not something that would have stood out in her mind.

Aster threw back the covers, as though she were getting out of bed. Sam was the first in action.

In a heartbeat, he was next to his wife. “What are you doing?”

“I have to go find the laptop. It has everything on it. Well, not quite everything.” She sent her husband a pleading look. “I need to find it.”

Sam shook his head. “The only thing you need to do is get back in bed. You heard the doctor. You and our little one need rest.”

She sighed as she settled back against the pillows. “It must be on my desk at the office.”

Lily stepped forward. “Don’t worry. We’ll grab it.”

Tony stepped up next to Lily. “I’ll make sure she can get into your office. Everything will be fine.”

Aster’s gaze moved between the two of them. “Thank you.” Her gaze came to rest on Lily. “And while you’re there, I have a spiral bound notebook in my office. It has a lot of handwritten notes, things that didn’t make it into my laptop yet. So, you’ll want it too.”

Lily nodded. “I’ll grab it.”

The frown returned to Aster’s face. “You’ll need my keys to get into my office. I don’t know where they are either.”

“Don’t worry,” Tony said. “I’ll have the building manager let us in.”

Just then a nurse walked into the room. She stopped in her tracks, as though she weren’t expecting so many visitors in the room. Then she frowned. “I’m afraid visiting time is over for now. I need to take Mom’s vitals, and she needs some rest.” There was a no-nonsense tone to her voice. “You can stop back tomorrow.”

Lily turned back to Aster. “Don’t worry. We’ve got this. Just focus on yourself and that baby.”

When Lily stepped away, Tony approached Aster. “I’m really sorry. I should have insisted that you slow down—”

“This isn’t your fault.” Aster reached out to give him a comforting pat on the arm.

“I’ll, uh... Don’t worry. We’ve got this.” He stepped back from the bed.

“I know I have the two best people working on this,” Aster said. “Thank you both. I really appreciate this.”

“We both do,” Sam said.

The nurse didn’t waste any time moving to the bedside. As she started to talk to the parents-to-be, Lily stepped out into the hallway. Tony fell in step next to her.

“I guess we need to stop by Aster’s office to get the laptop and notebook,” Lily said as they reached the elevators. 

Tony pushed the down arrow. “Agreed. We don’t have to put this off.”

She imagined when they found the information, Tony would want his staff to take over. After all, they were experienced handling events. She doubted he would need her help.
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