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For twelve years, Aubrey had recalled nothing from the night she almost died. Suddenly, one rerun of Small Town Secrets and the agonizing nightmares that followed had changed everything.

She looked around the Beacon Trauma Center's new therapy wing as her best friend carved himself off a slice of rainbow-decorated cake. "So how'd the unveiling go?" Kasem asked. "I got called into surgery, sorry, or I would've been up here."

She leaned against the closest chair, shaped like a bright red racecar with purple polka dots. "I think good. I'm so exhausted I can't see straight, but a crowd showed up, said nice things. A reporter from the paper was here too."

He glanced around. "It looks great. Really. All the way from the elevator down here."

She smiled. That had been the plan, to make the hospital's new Occupational Therapy wing look like a funhouse, a trip to Disneyland, anything but a place where kids came because their legs didn't work or their mouths didn't work or they had such traumatic brain injury they couldn't remember their parents' faces.

"And you did this." Kasem slung an arm around her shoulders. He smiled, all white teeth and dark skin, and she wondered for the hundredth time why some perky young doctor on another floor didn't snatch the handsome anesthesiologist up.

"Not all of it. And not by myself," she reminded him.

"No, but it wouldn't have gotten off the ground without you."

"It's better than I thought it would be." Outside the playroom's huge windows, Boston's skyline rose in the distance. Clouds lit up gold and blue as the late afternoon sun streamed inside. Six separate therapy rooms, this bright colorful space for the kid, another waiting room for their parents and siblings, and an office big enough for all the OTs to work without tripping over each other. It was pretty close to perfect. I wouldn't have minded coming to a place like this. She rubbed a finger over the sapphire ring on her right hand, a gift from her mother the day she'd taken her own first steps, years ago.

"You okay?" He wrapped plastic around the cake and piled up the few paper plates and napkins left scattered across the table. A silver banner above his head proclaimed, Congratulations OT Wing!

"Tired, that's all. Not a lot of sleep the last few weeks."

"How's the leg?" Kasem was already retrieving her cane from the corner.

"Hurts a little." She kneaded her thigh absently without adding anything more. After seven straight hours on her feet, she didn't have a prayer of walking without a hitch. Aubrey didn't always use her cane, but neither did she pretend the limp didn't exist. Most people in her life knew where she'd come from and the odds she'd beaten. She never hid it from her patients. See this? she always said the first time she met a new child for therapy. It's part of who I am. And the zebra-stripe cane I carry around? That too. It has magic powers.

The little ones looked at her in wonder. Sometimes they'd ask to hold it or twirl in the air, searching for the magic. The big ones, older than six or seven, just looked at her with skepticism. But it never hurt to tell them about her scars. We all have things that hurt us. And we all have things we can hold onto to help us through the day. Mine are just easier to see than other people's. Now she took the cane from him and leaned on it, grateful for the support.

"Want to grab dinner tomorrow?" Kasem asked as he guided her to the elevators. "What about that new seafood place in Beacon Hill?"

She looked away. "I can't. Sorry."

"You have a hot Saturday night date? Don't tell me – you've been flirting with the new maintenance guy down on the East Wing."

She laughed. "Who's like seventy-five and deaf? No." Aubrey couldn't remember the last time she'd had the time or energy to even think about dating. Or sex. She gripped her cane tightly. She'd sworn off blind dates long ago, but maybe she needed to bend that rule and let her friends set her up with one of the many eligible men they swore lived in this city. Her nights had gotten awfully long and lonely in the last few months.

"So what's going on that you're passing up lobster and crab with your best friend?" Kasem pushed the elevator button and leaned against the wall.

She fumbled with her cane. She couldn't tell him. She had to tell him.

"Aubrey?"

Finally she lifted her head. "HR told me I had to use some of my flex time, or I'd lose my days. I'm taking a little vacation down the coast."

"Why didn't you tell me before?"

Because it's not really a vacation. "It's just a few days at a bed and breakfast. It's near that lighthouse in Connecticut, the one from that travel show we watched a few weeks ago. Remember? That sad story about the baby on the beach?"

He frowned for a minute before memory lit his face. "Oh, yeah. The last episode of our Small Town Secrets marathon. Cold pizza, beer, and reruns at your place while everyone else was watching the Sox get beaten in that fourteen-inning game." He followed her into the elevator and pressed the button for the bottom garage level.

"You don't have to walk me to my car."

"I know. But if you're going away, I want all the Aubrey time I can get." He brushed her arm as the elevator doors slid closed, and she dug in her purse for her keys so she wouldn't have to see his expression, the one that crept into his face every so often even though they'd agreed long ago they were better as friends than anything else. And we tried the anything else.

"So where exactly is this lighthouse? What town? I think I dozed off somewhere in the middle of that episode."

She swatted him. "Thanks a lot. It's in Lindsey..." She frowned, searching for the second word. Names were always the hardest to remember. She closed her eyes and tried to pull out the word, the letters, a piece of a syllable. "Lindsey Point," she said as the elevator doors opened to the parking garage. That was it. "It's only a couple of hours west of here."

"Okay. Makes perfect sense. Close by. Haunted lighthouse, murder-suicide, yada yada."

She jabbed him in the arm. "Hey!"

He grinned. "Sorry. Those episodes all started blending together after a while. How many did we watch? Six? Eight?"

She shrugged. None of the others had mattered.

"So what's so special about Lindsey Point?" he asked as they walked to her car.

"My accident happened ten miles away from there." Damn. She hadn't meant to blurt it out. She bit her lip and kept her eyes on the pavement. Too late to take it back now. "I'm driving there. Tomorrow."

"Are you sure that's a wise idea?"

They reached her car, and he leaned against the hood of the black Subaru. Four doors, top options package, same model she'd always owned. Safest one on the market according to her father, and he wasn't about to let her drive anything else. I don't care that you're all grown up. Some things a father is going to do his whole life long, and worry about his only daughter is one of them.

"I want to see the spot where I almost died," she finally said.

He nodded, silent for a long few moments. "I thought your doctors recommended against dredging up the past."

"Some did. My shrink from a couple of years ago thought it might be a good idea, but my parents were all for no-looking-back. After the surgeons brought my brain back to life and put screws in my leg, they figured it was better not to dwell on the lost memories. They wanted my treatment to focus on removing the emotional trauma. Moving on, looking forward, all that positive cheery stuff."

"So why now? Just because you saw that show?"

She struggled with the door lock. After a moment, he reached over and twisted the key, opening it for her. "I had a few nightmares after we watched that episode," she admitted.

"How many?"

A lot. She dropped her purse into the passenger seat. "Enough."

"Aw, Aubrey. Why didn't you tell me?"

"I thought they'd stop. Thought it was a one, two time thing." But she'd woken in a panic over and over again in the last few weeks. For twelve years, she'd recalled nothing. Slept through her nights like a baby. Since watching that episode of Small Town Secrets, though, with its sweeping views of Lindsey Point and the Connecticut coastline, she woke with damp sheets. A racing pulse. A few slivers flashing through her brain as she lurched up from sleep: her hand reaching into darkness. Voices in the distance. She was trapped, always trapped. Always pushing against something solid that wouldn't budge.

"I don't remember a thing from that night. Or the three weeks before it. But I know where the accident happened. I think maybe hearing the name of the town again, or..." She cleared her throat. "I thought maybe going there would help get some memories back."

"So this is like a sleuth mission. You want to find the trigger."

"You could call it that. I figured I'd take that shrink's advice and see if going to the site brings up anything. Maybe I can remember something about that night, or what came before it, or ... anything."

Kasem ran a hand over his black hair, spiking it in all directions. "It's been a long time. You think you're going to remember details? Or is it more like making peace with what you can't remember and moving on?"

She folded her cane and shoved it into the back seat, where she didn't have to look at it. As usual, her best friend asked all the right questions. And all the difficult ones. "I don't have any idea. That's why I'm going."
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One hundred miles away, Francine handed Finn two enormous platters of desserts. "Can you set these out in the parlor?"

He eyed the petit fours, drooled over the cookies, and was about to swipe a mini cupcake with a complicated-looking swirl pattern on top when Francine cleared her throat. "Can I have one first?" he asked.

She swatted him. "Absolutely not. Not until the guests of honor arrive."

He heaved a pretend sigh and winked. "Fine. You're the boss." Balancing the platters took more skill than he let on, but he managed to carry them from the kitchen to the parlor without losing a single pastry. He almost didn't recognize Franny's Hideaway. The entire first floor of the bed and breakfast was swathed in tulle. Bouquets of flowers covered most flat surfaces, except for the corners where Francine had laid out additional finger foods for the guests. Early that morning, Finn had set up a temporary bar in one corner, stocked with beer and top-shelf liquor from his own place downtown. Nothing too good for his best buddy, who'd finally popped the question and decided to settle down at the ripe old age of thirty-two.

"Are they here yet?" Francine called from the kitchen.

Finn peeked behind a curtain. The beach wedding had finished almost an hour ago, and the guests had been invited to visit the renovated lighthouse and keeper's quarters while Lucas and Sophie took pictures by the water. "No, but – oh, wait. Here they come."

Up the beach walked the new Mr. and Mrs. Oakes. Sophie came to just below Lucas's shoulder. She carried a spray of bright pink and blue flowers in one arm. The other was tucked through Lucas's elbow. He said something, she looked at him and laughed, and Finn dropped the curtain into place, his chest tight the way it sometimes got when he watched the two of them.

At least one of them had gotten lucky after all these years. He scrubbed a palm across his jaw and wondered how they'd gotten out of high school and through their twenties in what felt like the blink of an eye. Loss and loneliness sure had a way of sneaking into his back pocket and hanging around a whole lot longer than he'd expected them to. He arranged the platters on the table and told himself to stop the pity party. He didn't have much to complain about, and he knew it. Most men in Lindsey Point would give their left nut for his bachelor life – they told him as much over beer and ball games almost every Sunday down at the bar.

"They're coming?" Breathless behind him, Francine peeked out the window. "Okay." She pressed her hands together in her funny, old-fashioned way, though she was the same age as Finn. "I think everything's ready."

"It looks great, Franny." He pulled her in for a hug. Quirky, kooky, rumpled around the edges, she'd grown on him over the years, since the fire and the plane crash and everything that had happened since. They'd all grown on each other, actually. He supposed that was what happened when you lived in a place like Lindsey Point, population four thousand or so, and when tragedy seemed to strike those four thousand people over and over again.

"Here we are!" The front door flew open and Sophie and Lucas stepped inside, a blend of white lace and black tux and nervous smiles, smelling of the sea. Finn retreated to his comfort zone behind the bar. Glasses of champagne waited on a tray in the kitchen, but he guessed most of the men would be looking for a cold beer after standing on the beach on a hot July afternoon.

"Finn!" Sophie trotted around the bar and grabbed him. A peck on one cheek and a huge hug, same as always. "I'm so glad you're here."

"Are you kidding? Wouldn't have missed it, beautiful." He kissed her back. "Congratulations." For the first time he knew what people meant when they said that brides glowed. "Lucas is a lucky guy."

She twirled as if to give him a full view of her dress and all the lacy poufs on the back. "Why, thank you. Now we just have to find someone for you."

"Naw. I'm a confirmed bachelor, remember?" It was his fallback, the comment that came easiest off his tongue. Forget the fact that it wasn't entirely true. He made a show of scanning the crowd. Sophie had brought a few friends with her from New York City, upscale types in skin-tight dresses with perfect nails and perfect hair and bodies that looked like they spent all their free time in the gym. "Let me play the field and I'll be happy."

Sophie cocked her head. "Guys all say that until they meet the right person. Just wait. It'll happen."

A couple of guests came up to the bar at that moment, so Finn didn't have to answer. Thank God. Because how did he tell Sophie he'd already met the right person, a long time ago, and she'd disappeared from his life without a trace?

He poured drinks for a while and watched the crowd. They hadn't invited many guests to the reception, though a knot of curious townspeople had gathered at the edge of the beach to watch the public ceremony. Finn supposed that when the granddaughter of the ghost that haunted the Lindsey Point lighthouse found her happy-ever-after in a local handyman, and that granddaughter also happened to be a pretty famous travel show journalist, people liked to gawk.

"Hey, man." Lucas made his way over and grabbed Finn's hand for a squeeze. "Place looks great. Thanks for helping out."

"No problem." Finn poured them each a shot of tequila. "Congrats." They clinked glasses and downed the liquor.

"I just got lucky," Lucas said with a glance at Sophie. She stood in the middle of her group of friends as one held out a camera at arms' length and snapped pictures.

"Yeah, you did." Finn filled up the shot glasses again as Francine carried in the cake and set it on an antique table in the middle of the room.

"Oh my God, that looks delicious," cooed one of Sophie's friends, a tall brunette with an enormous rack. For a moment the parlor and the cake and the guests disappeared as Finn tried to imagine who would look better lying against his pillows, her or the blonde. It was his comfort zone, that imagination, where conversation didn't matter and he didn't have to do much besides make sure the woman enjoyed herself and brew coffee the next morning. No emotional commitment. No responsibility. No pain or loss, no long-lasting memories to fuck things up.

"Francine made the cake," Sophie said. "From scratch."

The owner of the bed and breakfast turned about fifteen shades of red.

"No. You. Did. Not!" shrieked the brunette. "Really?" She leaned over to inspect the cake, and Finn had to admit that Francine had outdone herself this time. It stood four layers high, and the creamy white frosting swirled up in fancy waves and ended in places topped with real flowers. She should start advertising in magazines, he thought. Put out a business card for all these tourists coming through town. She'd finally made something of the bed and breakfast, when a few years back most locals thought it would fold. Just went to show that no one knew what the next day, or the next year, might bring.

"Franny's super talented," Sophie said, interrupting his thoughts. She took the sterling silver knife and carefully sliced the bottom layer of cake, then fed a tiny piece to Lucas, who took his turn and did the same for her.

At that, Finn looked away. Too intimate for him. Too sharp a reminder of what he didn't have and what he told people he didn't want. He took a damp rag and wiped down the bar, rearranging the bottles and refilling the saucers of peanuts and pretzels beside them.

The crowd cheered, ate their cake, ordered more drinks, and finally moved outside for what Finn gathered was the bouquet toss. He remembered most of the wedding rituals from his sister's a few years back, though he'd been stuck in a monkey suit for that one and forced to stand next to his new brother-in-law while rehearsing what he'd say to the guy if he got him alone. Lucky for both of them, he hadn't.

A loud cheer rose in the front yard, and in the waning daylight Finn could make out the shadow of a woman holding the bouquet over her head like a trophy. Funny tradition, like wrestling flowers away from other women made it more likely that you'd be next to snag a husband. Or hell, maybe it made perfect sense. Maybe the more aggressive ones got what they wanted, while the quieter ones stood back and watched.

If it was all the same to him, he'd take a quieter one.

Then again, he had no intention of getting married, so it didn't matter who crossed his path, or when. He turned away from the window and counted the hours before he could retreat to his bar and put the whole day behind him.
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The highway narrowed as Aubrey left Massachusetts late the following morning. At the first rest area, she slowed and pulled off the highway. Am I crazy for doing this?

She rested her forehead on the steering wheel and closed her eyes. Every moment of her therapy had focused on moving forward. Don't look back. Always look ahead. She'd heard those words so many times over the years, from some of the best doctors in the country. A series of small strokes had killed part of her brain that night, virtually removing the memories of the month that came before the accident. Lucky for her, synapses in those tricky little folds of tissue had also rebuilt themselves.

The brain can structure new pathways and recreate itself, one of her earliest therapists had told her. It's one of the most amazing organs in the body. And day by day, year by year, Aubrey had done just that – recreated herself. Remembered her letters. Remembered her name. Returned to school, learned to walk again, struggled to master sarcasm, laid awake at night running her finger along a page and losing herself in a book because she could.

The therapist was right. She had structured new pathways. A whole new life, really. Friends, a job, a few boyfriends once she got over the awkwardness of undressing in front of someone while explaining the scar tissue that lined her right leg. And it was a good life, filled with patients and Kasem and her parents who'd been through their own kind of hell, watching their only child's new world evolve. Her glance dropped to her sapphire ring. She never took it off, a promise to her mother that she'd always look forward, never back, never behind her.

The thing was, the more time that passed, the more Aubrey wanted to know the old pathways. She wanted to revisit them, to try and understand what had shaped her before her leg was crushed and her boyfriend died and everything in her nineteen years changed. Therapy might have taken away the memories, but it hadn't erased her need for them.

She stopped looking at the sapphire. She wasn't crazy. The show about Lindsey Point had triggered the nightmares, no doubt about it. She recalled so little, had so many gaps in her memory, that she had to try and see what she'd left behind on that stretch of road. Sorry, Mom. Moving forward, in this case, meant going back, no matter what the doctors thought. She pulled from the rest area onto the two-lane road that wound into woods. Her radio station turned from music to an ad for a dial-in psychic, and she turned it off as static fuzzed the conversation. Nothing worth listening to, certainly not people who paid two-ninety-nine a minute to have a stranger make up their fortune.

Aubrey checked her GPS. Up ahead, a small blue sign welcomed her to the town of Bluffet Edge, Connecticut, home of the Bulldogs. She hadn't realized she'd get here so quickly. The accident had happened almost two hours from home, halfway between the coastal towns of Lindsey Point and Bluffet Edge. According to newspaper reports, she and Aaron had been heading east, not west, coming home to Boston, not leaving it the way she was now. She still had no idea why or where they'd been coming from or what had happened before the wreck. It made sense that she had no memory in the days after the accident. But she'd lost the weeks leading up to it as well.

She drove carefully, under the speed limit, with both hands on the wheel. Not a single car passed her on the shadowy stretch of pavement. Empty. And eerie. As the road curved deeper into the woods, glints of water appeared on her left where the ocean peeked through the trees. Less than a minute later, she passed a yellow warning sign with a huge arrow, then a mileage marker with the number two-oh-four in bright white letters. She went cold as a newspaper photo flashed into her mind's eye: a sports car, a tractor-trailer, glass everywhere, and that sign in the foreground. Two-oh-four.

This is it.

She slowed, but not enough. Just past the sign, the road bent to the right, a blind turn with a rocky embankment on one side and thick trees on the other. Aubrey braked sharply as the road turned back on itself. "Shit!" Her tires squealed and gravel kicked up. Somehow, she managed to keep the car on her side of the road. Holy hell. They needed more than a warning sign here. They needed a flashing red light, maybe a siren as well. How many other accidents had occurred in this stretch of road? How many deaths?

Her vision blurred with tears. As soon as the shoulder was wide enough, she pulled over and tilted her face toward the open window to take in the ocean air. In the blink of an eye, Aaron had died. A whole life gone. A whole night, and the days before and after it, unremembered. She found a tissue and blew her nose. Unfair. Unpredictable. Shit like that wasn't supposed to happen to people like her and Aaron, people with whole futures ahead of them, who hadn't done anything wrong to anyone else. Don't go back. Look forward. Always forward. The advice, a prescription from every doctor in her life, was branded onto her brain. But sometimes that was so, so hard to do.

She flicked on her warning lights. Her hands shook, and something fluttered in her chest. Deep breaths, she told herself, the same way she advised her patients when they became flustered. Deep breaths send oxygen into your blood and trigger your parasympathetic nervous system. Seven-year-olds didn't know what that was, but she told them all the same. More oxygen in your blood means more oxygen in your brain. Your heartbeat slows down. Your fear and frustration goes away.

The thing was, she was never sure whether she was telling them or reminding herself.

After a long few minutes, she opened the car door. She could do this. Find the spot, look around, and see what you remember. Don't try too hard. Just let it happen. If anything triggered a memory, she'd write it down without trying to analyze it. She'd record whatever she remembered, and then she'd call her shrink so they could talk about it next week. Black and white. Problem and solution.

She fumbled for her cane, taking time to place it firmly on the uneven ground amid pine needles and pebbles. One step, then another. No traffic passed. When she reached the road sign, Aubrey stopped. Here. Factually, she knew it had happened right here. She ran her fingers over the rocks, looming cliffs that stretched far up into the trees. Nothing. She closed her eyes and waited. She counted to ten. Still nothing. Finally she opened her eyes again. No fear or memory of crashing, no reaction at all, except a vague thought that this was the prettiest place she'd been in a long while. It wasn't like the breathtaking skyline of Boston or the charm of her parents' vacation home in Nantucket. But this verdant, quiet woods that smelled like soil and salt invited her to sit on a square of mossy rock and stay a while.

She inhaled deeply, savoring the scent, and that's when she saw it. A small wooden cross, faded with weather and years, sat embedded in the ground near her feet. Is that for us? She kneeled awkwardly, touched it and waited for a jolt from the past. Aaron's face. The EMTs cutting her from the car. Something. Anything. Her nightmare had to stem from this spot, where everything had changed. She closed her eyes one last time and tried to summon up the feeling of panic that had woken her so many nights.

But nothing registered, and her chest ached at the emptiness. She leaned back on her heels. Maybe the doctors had been right – her parents, too. Maybe they'd wiped her memory so clean she'd never recall anything at all.
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Finn unlocked the door to the Great White Bar and Grill, located squarely in the middle of downtown Lindsey Point. A small lunch crowd had given him the chance to duck back upstairs for a few hours and do the books. Not bad, not great, about usual for a Saturday in July. He'd cover the bills this quarter with a little left over. At least he didn't have to pay rent.

He didn't need a separate house. What would he do with one? Three rooms of his own over the bar and a view of the ocean suited him just fine. Besides, he never had to worry about drinking and driving home. And taking a woman back to his place was a hell of a lot easier when it involved climbing a single flight of stairs.

He flipped on the overhead lights, set out the "Today's Specials" board, and tossed a few coasters down the length of the bar. Black letters, one G and one W, twined around an anchor set on a white background. He checked his supply and made a note to restock.

What's with the name of this place? newcomers or tourists sometimes asked. My mom loved the book Moby Dick, he would say to those who looked like the literary type. The view of the whitecaps during a storm is amazing, he told others. Everyone has a little Captain Ahab in 'em, he joked once in a while. But the real reason behind the name? Well, no one needed to know all the truths buried inside a man's heart.

The clock behind the bar bonged five times, and as if on cue, a pipsqueak voice piped out, "Hi, Uncle Finn!" Seven-year-old twins Lucy and Lincoln bolted into the bar. They darted around the tables near the front window, skirted the pool table, and ducked under the serving station. Lucy wound her arms around her uncle's legs in a hug, while her partner-in-crime climbed onto the ice machine.

"Can we have kiddie cocktails?" Lucy asked. Lincoln was already scooping ice into two tall glasses.

"Only if you'll slow down long enough for me to pour them. Where are Mom and Dad?"

"Outside." Lucy plucked the soda gun from its holster and aimed it directly at her uncle.

"Whoa." He wrestled it from her. "What did we say about that?"

She pouted. "Don't point it anywhere except in a glass." She sighed dramatically as he filled the glasses halfway with lemonade. He added ginger ale, a splash of grenadine, and two cherries in each.

A moment later, the door opened again, and a weary-looking brunette walked in, her hair tumbling around her shoulders. "Hey, big bro."

"Hey yourself. Larry with you?"

She nodded and pulled up a stool. "Parking the car. Pour me something strong."

Finn chose scotch and water, light on the water. He filled a pint glass with light beer for his brother-in-law and set it beside her.

She finished the scotch in two long swigs and pushed the glass across the bar.

"Another?"

"God, no." She eyed the twins, now crowded around the jukebox with sticky red trails dripping down their bare legs. "Though if I didn't have these two..."

"You'd be miserable as hell." Patti was as made for parenthood as Finn wasn't, at least not right now. Though fraternal twins and polar opposites in most respects, he'd lay down his life for her, and they both knew it. His gaze moved to the three front page newspaper stories framed behind the bar. He already had laid down his life for her, actually, all those years ago in Bluffet Edge. And he'd do it again in a heartbeat.

"Have a good time at the wedding?" Patti asked.

"It was nice. Small. Sorry you guys couldn't make it."

"We wanted to. You know that."

Finn nodded. After receiving a big promotion at his architectural firm over the winter, it seemed as though Larry was always working late hours on some big project or another. Patti hadn't been able to find anyone to watch the kids, so she'd skipped the wedding ceremony and only stopped by Franny's for a quick hello.

"How's Larry's mom doing?" Once upon a time she'd babysat for the twins, but advanced Alzheimer's had made those days a thing of the past. Finn scanned his sister's too-pale face. Dark circles hung under her eyes.

"Kinda like this, most days." Patti studied her empty glass. "Looks okay on the outside, but nothing much on the inside."

The bell on the door tinkled again, and she glanced over her shoulder as her husband walked in. Tall and broad-shouldered, Lawrence Gatesby still carried himself like the football player he'd been back in high school, when he and Finn had lined up next to each other and blasted their way through three years of undefeated seasons.

Couldn't count the fourth year, of course – that was the year of the plane crash, when Lindsey Point High lost six of its teenagers three weeks into the school year. No one could play ball after that. No one could fucking function after that.

Only the summer after the crash, when Finn had met the woman who changed his life, had he come alive again. Remembered how to laugh and breathe and enjoy life again. But she'd left town as quickly as she'd come, breaking his heart in the process. His chest tightened at the memory. Damn wedding. It had brought up all kinds of emotions he wasn't used to.

"Finn, my man, what's going on?" Voice too loud as usual, cologne too strong as usual, Larry slung an arm around Patti. With his free hand he lifted the beer mug and took a long swallow.

"Same old." Finn doused a rag in soapy water and began wiping down the bar as Larry grabbed the remote and cranked up the volume on the TV. A game show shrieked into the bar. Finn's shoulders tightened, and guilt slipped through him about the same time he was wondering how long before they left him alone. Patti and the twins could stay at the Great White as long as they wanted to. But his brother-in-law was a different story.

Somewhere along the line, Finn and Larry Gatesby had gone from being close friends and teammates, guys who'd thrown cherry bombs into locker room toilets together and raced cars down the dunes together and gotten drunk enough after the state championship to puke their brains out together, to two guys who lived in the same town and shared a love for the same woman and tolerated each other without ever making eye contact because that's what you did in a place like Lindsey Point, where memories knit you together even if you didn't want them to.

* * *
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THREE HOURS LATER, with the dinner crowd gone, the fry cook off, and the dishes mostly done, Finn pulled up a bar stool and turned on the Red Sox game. He didn't expect a big crowd, but he'd stay open until midnight, same as always. A family from out of town sat in a booth near the jukebox, and a couple local college kids home on break were at the other end of the bar. Otherwise, the Great White was quiet.

The front door opened, and Lucas strode inside.

"Hey, man. What're you doing here? Shouldn't you be home with Sophie? Packing for the honeymoon or something?" Finn stood and rounded the bar, where he filled two pint glasses with beer and pushed one across to his friend.

Lucas held out an envelope. "For you. Sophie wanted me to drop it off. A thanks for bartending yesterday at the reception."

"Shit, that was my gift to you guys, and you know it."

Lucas left the envelope sitting on the bar and took the beer. "I told Sophie that, but you know how she is when she gets something in her head." He took a long drink. "Honeymoon's not 'til the fall," he added. "Thought I told you? Got a couple of big projects I gotta finish first."

"Still heading to Vegas?" Finn took a sip of his newest tap, a local brew from up in New Haven. Not bad. Add an orange slice, and most of his regulars would probably give it a try.

"Yeah, so I can lose money." Lucas twisted the gold band on his finger.

"Ah, c'mon. You and Sophie have a good time no matter where you are."

Lucas grinned. "Yeah, we do." He looked around. "Quiet night."

"Decent dinner crowd. Early, though. They got Little League playoffs over at the school."

"Oh yeah. Forgot."

They watched the Red Sox game in silence for a few minutes.

"You hear Franny's got a new guest?" Lucas said when a commercial switched on. "Came in this afternoon."

"Good. I know she was saying it's been a slow season."

"It's a chick from out of town."

Finn quirked a brow. "Does Sophie know?"

They both laughed. Last time a good-looking single woman stayed at Franny's Hideaway, Lucas had ended up engaged.

"Hey, you free tomorrow morning?" Lucas asked. "I told Sophie I'd go to an antique show. Or quilt show, or something, up in New Haven." He grimaced. "But I'm trying to get the apartment at O'Brien's done early, before we leave. Can you stop by and help out for maybe an hour or two?"

Shannon O'Brien, Lucas's ex-girlfriend, still lived with her father in town, though the retired police chief had recently suffered two heart attacks. Though they didn't spend any time together, the exes had come to a balancing act, which meant Lucas was turning the first floor into an apartment for a live-in nurse. Finn wasn't sure he'd be able to do the friends-after-sleeping-together thing, but his buddy managed to make it work.

"Sure. What time do you need me?"

"Elaine's gonna be there around ten to help paint."

Elaine, Finn recalled, was the good-looking nurse the insurance company had sent down from New Haven to care for Chief O'Brien. According to Lucas, she was part Colombian and part something else, Native American or Brazilian or something. All Finn knew was that she had a body to kill for and a mouth that would turn a gay man straight in one hell of a hurry. "I'll be there before then."

"Thanks."

The front door opened again, and Finn glanced at his watch. A little early for the after-dinner drinkers. Probably a group of fathers coming by after the playoffs. Or maybe a husband escaping the house after the wife settled in for reality-TV-watching.

The bulb above the door was out, so all he saw was a curvy silhouette. Definitely not a guy. "Evening. What can I get you?"

As she approached the bar and moved into the light, his heart expanded like a balloon. And then, just as quickly, it burst, and something in his gut went painfully still. Same face, with deep-set, dark brown eyes he'd once watched over firelight. Same cheekbones, same smile, same lips he'd spent hours aching to taste. Same light brown hair that fell below her shoulders. Still as soft as before? Still the scent of strawberries? Same long legs and curves, though her shoulders stooped a little more than they had twelve years ago. The only other difference was some kind of walking stick she leaned on and a hitch in her step that hadn't been there before.

Words died in Finn's throat. Aubrey Anderson. Back in Lindsey Point after all this time. What the hell for?
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Chapter 5
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Aubrey was glad she'd driven by the two other bars she'd passed in the mile between Franny's Hideaway and downtown Lindsey Point. Though calling this couple of blocks a downtown was probably a stretch. A public parking lot, a few gift shops, a bank, a diner, a shoe store, and this place. The Great White Bar and Grill.

As soon as she pushed open the door, the bartender's smile cut through the dim room and stopped her in her tracks. "Well, hello. I wasn't expecting to see you walk through my door tonight."
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