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“C

CHAPTER 1

oconut shrimp?” The tuxedo-clad waiter held out the silver
platter of plump shrimp that were lightly battered, coated
with toasted coconut and fried to a golden crisp. Paula

never said no to coconut shrimp. She took two and a paper napkin.
“Thank you, Tony.”
The server nodded and wandered off to the next guest. Paula ate her

shrimp and took a sip of chardonnay as she glanced around the event and
back at the hotel itself. Everything was going beautifully, so far. About a
hundred and twenty people were sipping cocktails and nibbling on passed
hors d’oeuvres before heading into the hotel ballroom for the dinner part of
the wine tasting.

It was a perfect night. A warm, early May evening with soft breezes
coming off the shore. If Paula turned, she could watch the sun set over
Nantucket Harbor. But her attention was focused on the people milling
about. She thought, not for the first time, when they’d held events on the
front lawn that it reminded her of The Great Gatsby. The rolling lawn was
so expansive and green. The crowd attending the event was elegantly attired
—the women in flowing dresses, the men in expensive suits and in the
distance, there was a well-dressed family playing croquet.



This event was the most desired of the many events that happened
during the Nantucket Wine Festival. All week, various dinners and wine-
related events took place at restaurants all over Nantucket. That was in
addition to the wine festival itself, which was a fun event, an afternoon or
evening of roaming around and tasting hundreds of wines. Of all the wine
dinners, the one at The Whitley Hotel, was the most expensive and sold out
the fastest.

Paula glanced at the time on her phone. She was waiting for her
grandfather to arrive. She’d offered to pick him up at the airport, but he
wouldn’t hear of it and insisted she send one of the hotel drivers. He knew
she was knee-deep in financials as they were bringing in some kind of a
consultant and he’d asked her to pull years of financial data to send to him.
He hadn’t explained what the consultant was going to do with the
information, but that was fairly typical too. She knew he’d reveal his plans
when he was ready to. Her grandfather always had a flair for drama. He’d
texted her an hour ago that his plane had been delayed and again she offered
to come get him, but he insisted that she stay and keep an eye on the event.
She wasn’t in charge of it, that wasn’t her role at the hotel, but he trusted
her to be there and to help out if needed.

Paula could see that the catering team had everything under control. She
was surprised that her cousin Andrea who was the hotel’s general manager,
wasn’t there—though, she supposed that’s why her grandfather had insisted
that she stay. Somehow, he always knew everything that was going on, even
when he wasn’t around. She guessed that he and Andrea had been in touch
earlier.

Of all her many cousins, Andrea was her least favorite. She was much
more assertive and bossier than Paula, who was reserved and content in her
back-office role at the hotel. Her office was next to her grandfather’s, and
she handled all the accounting and financials for the hotel. But because
they’d all grown up working there, she’d held just about every other role



over the years too, from cleaning the rooms as a teenager to serving in the
restaurant and working at the front desk, checking people in.

When she’d graduated from Amherst College with a business degree,
she’d spent a few years working at a big hotel in Boston in their finance
department, before returning to Nantucket. She’d wanted to work at the
hotel right after graduating, but her grandfather had insisted that she work
elsewhere for a few years, and experience living in Boston as a young
person. She smiled, remembering how firm he’d been about it. She’d
agreed, but she’d known even then that she’d return to Nantucket, and to
The Whitley. How could she not?

Although she had to admit, as usual, that her grandfather had been right.
It was a good experience working in Boston at one of the big hotel chains.
Like The Whitley, the hotel she worked for there was focused on offering
luxury and superior customer service. She learned a few things during her
time there that they then implemented at The Whitley. And after three years
of living and working in Boston, she was more than ready to go home.

Boston was fun, but it wasn’t Nantucket. It was hard to explain to
people who hadn’t been to Nantucket, but Paula always breathed a sigh of
relief when she drove over the Cape Cod canal, leaving Boston behind. And
then again, when she boarded the ferry in Hyannis, and they set off to
Nantucket. The air felt fresher, cleaner somehow on Nantucket and it was
just home.

Her mother, of course, had been thrilled when Paula decided to move
home and work at The Whitley. Both of her parents had worked there over
the years. Her father was first, managing all the grounds. And it’s where he
met her mother, when she worked at the front desk one summer break while
in college. It was love at first sight for her father, but her mother took a bit
longer. But by the time she graduated from college though, she’d fallen
madly in love too and they married a few months later.



Her mother returned to the hotel, working the front desk until she had
Nick, the first of their three children. Paula was next, and then Lucy, the
baby. That’s when her father shocked everyone, especially her grandfather,
by announcing that he was leaving The Whitley to open his own
landscaping business. Her grandfather was upset at first, as he’d hoped his
children would love the hotel as much as he did, but he quickly came
around and understood that her father wanted more. He wanted to grow his
own business. And he had. Whitley Landscaping was the biggest lawn
company on Nantucket, and The Whitley was one of its key accounts.

Her brother and sister both worked at the hotel too. Nick was the
assistant chef, under Roland, who’d been head chef since Paula was a small
child. It was understood that someday, when Roland was ready to retire,
Nick would take over. Nick was magically talented in the kitchen and he
was the reason why Paula wasn’t worried about this event at all. Lucy was a
different story. She was a sweetheart and everyone loved her, but she was a
bit flighty and even though she did a decent enough job working at the front
desk, welcoming guests and checking them in, Paula sensed that to her, it
was just a job.

Lucy was the artsy one in the family. She liked to paint and create
things—jewelry, clothing, hand-painted wine glasses, and wood furniture—
whatever struck her fancy. Paula had encouraged her to do something with
it, to open a shop on Etsy or maybe put some of her creations with local
shops, and until recently, Lucy had resisted. She’d said she wasn’t ready,
and it was all just for fun. But, Paula sensed that she was she was trying to
come to a decision about something. And she wondered if Lucy was ready
to treat her hobby like a business.

But then Paula told herself that she might be imagining things and over-
analyzing as usual, though her grandfather considered that a strength. Paula
loved analysis, to take in information, process it, and consider a solution or
to dream about possibilities. She’d had a few ideas over the years that she’d



tentatively presented to her grandfather, always wondering if she might be
dreaming too big, and her ideas were too silly and far-fetched. But her
grandfather had always listened and seriously considered them. He didn’t
take every suggestion, but he liked some of them and was impressed when
they implemented her ideas and they were successful. And he always
encouraged her to ‘keep them coming’.

So, to Paula, she really had her dream job. She liked being invisible,
behind the scenes, but still doing work that mattered. And even though her
grandfather was almost eighty, he was still so smart and full of energy. In
addition to The Whitley, he also had other related business holdings in
Boston and New York. There was a company that made linens specifically
for the hotel industry and another company that rented them. In addition, he
owned office buildings in both Boston and New York and had many tenants
in both cities. He’d built quite an empire—and over the years, Paula had
taken on overseeing the financials for all of it. Not the day-to-day
accounting, but each month, a detailed report was sent to her from each
business and she analyzed and summarized it for her grandfather.

Still, as she looked around, Paula was surprised that Andrea wasn’t
there. She usually loved these kinds of events. She loved mingling with the
guests and having everyone know that she was a Whitley and as general
manager, that she was in charge. She treated Paula somewhat dismissively
as if she was just a back-office AP clerk and she herself was miles above
her. Paula had never been impressed by titles and she’d never aspired to a
role like Andrea’s. It was too visible, and Paula had never craved the need
to be ‘in charge’. She was very happy in her role. So, she always wondered
what Andrea’s problem was.

But then she considered that Andrea had always liked to try and push
Paula around. They were the same age and should have been best friends,
but instead, Andrea was a bit of a bully at times. For some reason that Paula
could never quite understand, she’d bounced back and forth from being a



fun friend to seemingly jealous over an imagined slight. It grew to be
exhausting and in high school, Paula finally had enough and pulled back
from having much to do with Andrea aside from family gatherings where
she had no choice.

But Paula had to admit that Andrea’s aggressive qualities had helped her
be mostly effective as general manager. Paula kept her distance, aside from
their weekly leadership meetings where she distributed the financials to
Andrea, Nick and her cousin Hallie who led the sales department. Her
grandfather presided over those meetings and Paula usually just kept quiet
and listened as Nick reported on the restaurant side of the business, Hallie
reported on new meetings and events that were booked, and Andrea gave an
overview on the front desk and general operations.

Paula enjoyed the meetings as it was interesting to listen to everyone’s
perspectives. Her own report generally consisted of a handout with the
financials that no one except her grandfather and Hallie did more than
glance at. Numbers were of no interest to Nick. Hallie liked seeing how
sales impacted the bottom line and Andrea generally had little interest in the
meticulous spreadsheets, graphs and detailed financial summaries that Paula
prepared. Like Nick, she seemed bored by data.

But she liked to talk and to tell them all about her various successes no
matter how small. Paula listened but often found herself drifting off as
Andrea rambled on and on. Her grandfather often had to interject to keep
things moving along. Now that she thought of it, Paula hadn’t actually seen
Andrea since yesterday morning, before her grandfather left for his
overnight trip to his New York office. Maybe she had the day off? Though
the timing seemed odd, with one of their biggest events happening. One that
Andrea normally would never miss.

“Did you save me a coconut shrimp?” The familiar, teasing voice
surprised Paula. Her grandfather had snuck up on her while she was sipping
wine and staring out at the ocean, lost in her thoughts.



“You made it!” She pulled him in for a hug and a kiss on the cheek. “Do
you want something to drink? I was just about to get another glass of wine.”

He made a face. “You know I hate that stuff.” Her grandfather rarely
drank and never wine. But once in a while he indulged. “Although, I think I
will have a Kahlua Sombrero as we have something to celebrate. When you
come back, let’s find somewhere to sit and chat.”

He looked excited and Paula wondered what he was up to. His trips to
the New York office were usually pretty uneventful. Paula went to the
service bar that was set up on the lawn, specifically for this event, and
ordered their drinks. When she returned, she found her grandfather seated at
a small cocktail table, away from the crowd, happily eating a stuffed
mushroom with several coconut shrimp waiting for him.

“Have a seat. Have another shrimp. I got extra. I know they’re your
favorite.”

Paula reached for a shrimp and they chatted for about ten minutes as her
grandfather brought her up to speed on his trip. There was nothing unusual
about it. When he finished his summary, he waved a server over who had a
platter of pate on baguette slices and took one for each of them. He took a
bite and then shocked her with his news.

“I let Andrea go yesterday, before I left for New York. That’s why I
wanted you to be here.”

“What happened?” The news was so unexpected. Andrea had been in
the role for nine years. Paula and just about everyone, especially Andrea,
assumed she’d be there forever.

“Lots of little things that added up to a problem that can’t be fixed. It’s
who she is.” He told Paula about the complaints from employees that had
come in over the years. How he’d given her so many chances to change,
and to do better.

“She’s only gotten worse. And it’s impacting the business in a negative
way. Cassie came in yesterday morning and resigned and that was it, the



last straw.”
“Cassie quit?” Cassie had worked for The Whitley for close to twenty

years. Everyone loved her. She had started as a server, then grew to service
manager of the restaurant, and to director of catering. She oversaw all
meetings and events.

“She tried to quit. I finally got her to admit that the reason was Andrea.
She took a job in Boston, because of course there’s no other comparative
job here on Nantucket. But she was miserable about leaving. She said it was
the hardest decision she’d over made, but she felt like she had no choice.”

“Because of Andrea. How awful,” Paula said.
“Unacceptable is what it is.” Her grandfather looked stern and

disappointed at the same time. “I asked her to please reconsider and I
promised that she wouldn’t have to worry about Andrea anymore. She was
hesitant, but once I assured her that she would have no interaction with
Andrea at all, she agreed to stay.”

“She loves Nantucket. I can’t see her being happy in Boston,” Paula
said.

“And she does a fabulous job here. I didn’t want to lose her.”
“How did Andrea take it?”
“Not well. She doesn’t see it. And you have no idea how many chances

I’ve given her. It’s a shame. But it’s done now. I did offer her something
else of course. She can be charming, when she wants to be, and she loves
Nantucket. I offered her the position of head of concierge services. If she
decides to take it, it will work out perfectly as Harry put his notice in last
week. He’s moving home to Wellesley as his mother needs some help and
his wife has never loved Nantucket. She’s wanted to move for years.”

“Is Andrea going to do it?” Paula also thought it could be a good role
for her cousin, as the concierge was like an ambassador, answering
questions about the island and suggesting restaurants and other places to



visit. It was a social position, which played to her strengths. But Paula
imagined Andrea might not be happy and would see it as a demotion.

“I don’t know. I hope so. I told her I’d support whatever decision she
makes. If she wants to go to Boston and stay in hotel management I’d help
with a reference, but I also said I would be truthful on what I feel her
strengths and weaknesses are. I hope she’ll realize this will be better for her
in the long run. I told her that I didn’t think her future was in people
management. I don’t think she liked hearing that though.”

“I can imagine. What will you do about the general manager role? Do
you have anyone in mind or do we need to call Elaine?” Elaine Humphrey
was the hotel industry headhunter they occasionally used for difficult-to-fill
positions, when there was no one local who was qualified. Elaine always
found them great candidates that were happy to relocate to Nantucket.

Her grandfather smiled and there was a mischievous twinkle in his eyes.
“I have someone in mind. I’d like to offer you the role.”
Paula thought she must have heard wrong. “What did you just say?”
“I want you to be the next general manager. I think you’re more ready

for it than you realize.”
“Me? But I’m not general manager material. I’ve never aspired to that

role. I like being in the background, handing the financials.”
“I know you do. But you’re capable of more. You listen to everything in

our meetings and you’ve had some very good ideas and as you well know,
some have worked out well. You’re also a lot nicer than your cousin. People
like you and I think they will like working for you.”

“But I’ve never done any kind of people management before,” Paula
protested. She was flattered by her grandfather’s confidence in her, but this
was way out of her comfort zone.

“Yes, I’ve thought of that too. I met with a consultant in New York.
David Connolly was recommended to me. He’s an expert advisor in hotel
management and he agreed to come work with you.”



“Work with me?” What did that mean? Paula felt a bit like Alice in
Wonderland when she stepped through the looking glass and her whole
world instantly shifted.

“He’s a great guy, and he has family on Nantucket too, so he knows
people here. You’ll like him.”

“When is he coming?” This was all happening too fast for Paula. She
was not an impulsive person. She liked to process and digest information
before making a decision. Especially a decision this big.

“He’ll be here a week from Monday. He just has to wrap up his current
engagement.”

“Okay. When do you need a decision by? I need to think about this.
Maybe you should call Elaine and give her a heads up, just in case.”

Her grandfather patted her arm. “I know this seems sudden and maybe a
bit overwhelming. But I have every confidence that you will do a marvelous
job. But I figured you’d need to sleep on it. Today’s Friday. Why don’t you
take the weekend, make your pros and cons list or whatever you do and
then let’s talk Monday morning. If you really don’t want this, I’ll call Elaine
then. But I know you can do it.”

“Thank you. I’m flattered that you have so much confidence in me. I
wouldn’t want to disappoint you.”

Her grandfather lifted his glass and tapped it against hers. “I don’t think
that’s possible. Unless you say no.” He grinned. “I hope we’ll have
something to celebrate on Monday.”



P

CHAPTER 2

aula didn’t stay for the whole wine dinner. She sat with her
grandfather and, once the main meal was served, they were both
ready to go. He was tired and she was eager to get home and spend

the weekend trying to process what had just happened.
She walked home after saying goodbye to her grandfather. Her house

was a small cottage on the outskirts of the hotel property. It was an area that
was considered too far from the main property to be attractive to visitors,
especially as it lacked the stunning views from the main hotel.

There were very distant views, especially from the second floor and all
of the grandchildren had been granted a plot of land when they were young.
He’d given all of his children land and it was understood that eventually,
the hotel itself and all of his other properties would go to his children and
grandchildren. Her grandfather occasionally wanted to talk about his will or
even his funeral and Paula would never allow it.

“I don’t want to think about a time when you’re not here.”
“Well, I don’t plan on going any time soon, but I like to plan these

things. To make sure everything is taken care of. I just told your father that
no one will have to worry about my funeral.”

“What do you mean?”



“I stopped by the funeral home today and paid for it, picked out my
music and everything. There will be no crying at my funeral, no sad music.
Just happy memories.” He had looked very pleased with himself.

“That’s a very thoughtful thing for you to do. But I really don’t want to
discuss your will or think about any of that.”

Her grandfather had laughed. “I was like that at your age. When you get
to be older, like me, you think about this stuff more. I just want to make
sure it’s all done right.”

“I’m sure it will be.”
Paula smiled at the memory as she reached her cottage. It was on a

street with several similar cottages, owned by her brother, sister and her
cousins, Andrea and Hallie. They all lived just a stone’s throw from each
other and within easy walking distance of the hotel, where they all worked.
Most of the time, it was convenient to be so near to each other and to the
hotel. But sometimes, it was a little too close for comfort. Especially as
Andrea’s house was just two doors down. Lucy was in the middle of them.
Nick and Hallie were across the street.

And Paula worried about Andrea’s reaction to her grandfather’s
decision. She tried to put herself in her cousin’s shoes and imagined she
was feeling angry, hurt and betrayed and not just by her grandfather. Paula
suspected that Andrea might direct some of that frustration her way as well.
Paula had considered refusing the job partly for that reason, but she also
knew that her grandfather had made up his mind about Andrea. So, if Paula
said no, he’d just call the general manager search out to Elaine. He would
not reconsider giving Andrea another chance. He’d made that clear.

Paula flipped the light on as she walked through the door and into her
small, all-white kitchen. She’d designed it herself and loved the sleek white
cabinets, white subway tile backsplash and elegant Carrera marble
countertops and island. She poured herself a glass of cold water and smiled



as her slightly chubby, cream-colored cat, Chester, sauntered into the room
and shot her a glare as he stopped by his empty dish.

“I’m sorry. I didn’t intend on being home this late.” Paula quickly filled
his bowl with wet food and he attacked it like he hadn’t been fed in days.
She’d left him a bowl of dry food to snack on while she was gone, so she
knew he was just being dramatic.

She flopped on her living room sofa, grabbed the remote and turned on
the TV. She found a Hallmark movie that was just starting and half-watched
it as she thought about how her life was about to change. Did she want it to
go in this direction? Did she really have a choice? She knew if she turned
the opportunity down that her grandfather would be disappointed in her.
And she also knew now that it was in front of her, even though she’d never
aspired to being the general manager, if she didn’t give it a try, she would
always wonder.

Chester hopped up next to her, walked around in a circle a few times
then plopped down on her lap. As she petted him, she made her decision.
She’d take the job. She didn’t want any regrets on what might have been.

“Did any of you know that Grandfather was thinking of doing

this?” Paula asked her family. They were all gathered at her parents’ house
for Sunday dinner. It was the one day of the week they usually had off and,
whenever possible, everyone gathered to enjoy a meal together and catch up
on their week. Her mother was a great cook and loved to have all of her
children over.

Today’s meal was ‘company pot roast’ with mashed potatoes and
roasted root vegetables. It was an Ina Garten recipe that her mother had
made so many times that Paula recognized the rich scent as soon as she’d



walked in the door. She put her fork down and looked around the table,
waiting for answers. They were oddly quiet, for her family.

Finally, Nick spoke. “Do you mean letting Andrea go? Or offering you
the GM role?”

“Either one, but mostly I was curious about if you knew he was thinking
about me for the role.”

“Well, he didn’t say a thing about letting Andrea go, but he did recently
ask my opinion on if I thought you’d be interested.”

“He did? What did you say?”
Nick grinned. “I told him you’d be terrified, but that you’d probably do

a fantastic job. I think you should do it.”
Her parents both nodded. “He mentioned it to me too,” her father said.

“And I agree with your brother and told him the same thing.”
Her mother smiled. “And your father of course told me, and I couldn’t

be happier for you, honey. It’s a big job, but I think you’re ready for it.
You’ve done almost every job in the hotel and you have the advantage of
knowing the business side better than just about anyone other than your
grandfather.”

“Thank you. I just truly never even thought about that job, though. I
didn’t think Andrea would ever leave.”

“I don’t think she would have,” Nick agreed. “But Grandfather did the
right thing. No one ever said anything to me directly, but I’ve overheard
some of the kitchen staff muttering about her over the years. Andrea wasn’t
easy to work with.”

“What do you think, honey? Now that you’ve thought about it, will you
accept the promotion?” her mother asked.

Paula nodded. “How can I say no? It’s an incredible opportunity. I just
had to think about it and process what it would mean. It’s going to be
awkward with Andrea, though. I feel badly about that.”



“Don’t feel bad. It has nothing to do with you,” her father said. “That’s
all on her. I agree with your grandfather that the concierge role is a much
better fit. Hopefully she will see that too and accept it. It might be a little
awkward at first, but it’s not a role that has any people management, so she
won’t be at your weekly meetings anymore. You might be able to avoid her,
for the most part.”

Paula sighed. “That all sounds good, but I don’t think Andrea is going
to be easy to ignore. Knowing her, I suspect there might be a good amount
of anger directed my way. She probably thinks I orchestrated this with
Grandfather.”

“She should know you better than that, honey,” her mother said.
“She should, but I don’t think she ever really has taken the time to know

me. She’s always seemed resentful for reasons I could never understand.”
“Andrea’s not a bad person. She’s had her issues. Things weren’t easy

for her when she was younger. You know that,” her mother said.
Her mother was referring to when Andrea’s father disappeared for

almost five years and her mother struggled as a single mother while he was
gone. Andrea was in middle school then, around twelve or thirteen. Her
grandfather wanted to help, but her mother wouldn’t take any handouts and
insisted on working long hours at the hotel front desk.

Looking back, that was the beginning of Andrea turning difficult. Paula
didn’t learn until many years later that Andrea’s father had been
incarcerated, sent to Cape Cod and sentenced to five years in the Barnstable
County jail for possession of drugs with intention to distribute.

“I know. But Hallie is such a sweetheart, and she went through the same
thing.”

“Everyone is different with how they handle things like that. And as the
oldest, Andrea was more aware of what was going on than the others. Tracy
said she had a really hard time with it.” Paula’s Aunt Tracy was best friends
with her mother. Paula had often wished that she and Andrea could have a



similar close relationship, but it never happened. Hallie, on the other hand,
was like a second sister.

“It really is funny how different two sisters can be,” she said.
Her mother laughed. “It’s true. Look at you and Lucy, the two of you

are like night and day as well.”
Paula glanced at her sister, who had recently colored the bottom half of

her hair a deep purple, had a nose ring and was wearing paint-splattered
overalls and a tie-dyed shirt. Paula meanwhile had more of the typical
Nantucket preppy look with a clean, crisp light brown long bob and she
wore a simple, light pink crew neck cashmere sweater and tan pants. Lucy
wore her hair up and took the nose ring out though when she worked the
front desk at The Whitley.

She and Lucy were very different, but they also were close. Both of
them were laid back and easy-going. Of the three children, Nick was the
one that was the most outgoing and energetic.

“She’ll come around, I bet. My father is a pretty sharp guy. I think he
knows that Andrea will ultimately be more effective and happier in this new
role. If she gives it a chance,” her father said.

A few miles away, a very different conversation was happening.
“Did you know about this?” Andrea asked her sister. She and Hallie

were at their parents’ house late Sunday afternoon, but no one was cooking.
Her mother set out a container of French onion dip and rippled potato chips
and poured red wine for Andrea, Hallie and herself, while they waited for
Andrea’s father to return with pizzas. Andrea hadn’t talked to anyone yet
about what had happened. She’d been in shock after the meeting with her
grandfather and went home and sulked for the rest of the weekend and
debated what she wanted to do.



Hallie looked uncomfortable. “No, I didn’t have any idea. But I can’t
say that I’m surprised. Cassie confided that she was going to give notice
and I knew Grandfather didn’t want to lose her.”

That stung. “You thought he’d rather keep her than me? Thanks.”
“No! That’s not what I meant at all. I just sensed that maybe changes

might be coming. I didn’t know what that would look like. And he does
want to keep you or he wouldn’t have offered you the other position. You
loved the concierge role when you did it one summer during college.”

“Sure, I did. But as you said, that was during college. It’s a huge
demotion, Hallie. You have to admit that.” That’s what hurt the most, that
she’d be taking such a big step down.

But Hallie didn’t see it that way. “I don’t think you’re right about that.
Grandfather kept your salary the same, right?”

Andrea nodded. “As far as I know.”
“He’s not going to blindside you after the fact. My guess is he sees that

role as an important one. It’s like you are an ambassador for the business.
It’s a very visible role. And it’s social. It could also be a lot of fun for you.
No more pressure.”

Andrea thought about that. There were some advantages to the role.
Hallie was right about that. But to Andrea, what was most visible about it
was the fact that she was no longer the general manager. Would the staff
think less of her?

“Paula’s behind this. She’s always whispering in Grandfather’s ear.
She’s his favorite,” Andrea said bitterly.

“It really doesn’t seem very fair,” her mother agreed.
But Hallie would have none of it. “Paula had nothing to do with this.

She doesn’t even know if she’s going to take the job. She was shocked. She
was never after your job, Andrea.”

“Well, she has it now. That actually makes me feel worse if it’s true.”



“I’m just saying, don’t be mad at her. None of this is her fault.
Grandfather just did what he felt was best for everyone.”

“I don’t know about that.”
“Have you decided what you’ll do?” her mother asked.
Andrea sighed. “I don’t really have much of a choice, do I? I thought I’d

ask Grandfather for a few weeks off before I start. Harry gave a month
notice a week ago, so that would give me three weeks to take a break and
start sending resumes out. I know the job so there’s no training required.”

Her mother looked concerned. “So, you’ll try for another management
job. Will you just focus on Nantucket or look off-island, too?”

“I don’t think there’s much available here on Nantucket, and everyone
knows me as a Whitley. That might not be an easy transition, even if there
is anything available. I think I might have to focus on the Boston area,
maybe even New York.”

“I think you should give the concierge role a real chance first. What if
you love it?” her sister asked.

“I’m not ruling anything out. But I need to keep all my options open.”



“L

CHAPTER 3

ucky you, heading off to Nantucket. You get all the best
assignments. Maybe you need an assistant? I just went on
the bench, so I’m available.”

David Connolly looked up from the computer screen he’d been glued to
and saw Bethany, one of the junior consultants standing there, holding a file
folder. He knew she was teasing, but he also knew she had a bit of a crush
on him and would jump at the chance to be part of his team on Nantucket.
Except that he didn’t have a team for this assignment. It was just him and it
wasn’t likely to be a fun trip—though he was glad that the opportunity had
come up, otherwise he would have had to use some vacation time to head
home to Nantucket.

“No time on this assignment, I’m afraid,” he said with a smile. Bethany
was a good kid and a talented consultant. But she was barely twenty-three.
He was almost thirty-six and preferred to date women closer to his own age.
When he dated. That was one downside of the consultant lifestyle. It was
hard to maintain a relationship when you traveled as much as he did.

“Oh well. Here’s the data you asked for. Michelle asked me to give it to
you.” She handed him the folder. Bethany left and he flipped open the
folder and gave it a quick look. Michelle was his assistant in the New York
office and she’d printed out a bunch of research he’d gathered online, as



well as the detailed documents and emails that Alvin Whitley had sent to
him.

They’d had an interesting meeting when Alvin was in the city and the
timing of what he was looking for was ideal for David. He’d agreed
immediately and blocked his calendar for the next two months, which was
the time period they’d discussed for him to consult with The Whitley and
also for him to mentor Alvin’s granddaughter. He’d questioned Alvin hard
about that decision.

At first, it didn’t make sense that he’d promote someone from a back-
office position—especially someone who expressed a desire to remain in
the role. But Alvin was persuasive. And he also agreed to respect David’s
opinion after the two months were up. If David didn’t think it was working
out with Paula in the role, he wasn’t going to hold back from
recommending that Alvin go in a different direction. Alvin hadn’t been
fazed though.

“You haven’t met Paula. I’m not worried about that.”

David flew home to Nantucket on Saturday. Alvin wanted him to

start the following Tuesday. His father was at the airport waiting when his
plane landed. It was good to see him, but he looked exhausted.

“Dad, are you feeling okay?”
His father smiled. “I’m fine, now that you’re here. It’s been a long

week. Your mother had a couple of rough days. She knows you’re coming
though, and she’s been better.”

“She didn’t want to come with you?” His parents almost always came
together to pick him up. He didn’t care, but it made him worry that things
might be worse than his father had let on.



His father hesitated before saying, “She probably would have loved to,
but it was easier for me to just run out and to be honest, I needed the break.”

“Oh, okay. How is she doing?”
“You’ll see soon enough.” He sighed. “She’s good. She’s excited to see

you and she’s thrilled that you’re staying a while.”
They arrived home fifteen minutes later. It was a good-sized house with

four bedrooms and distant water views. His parents had lived there for as
long as David could remember. He’d been born there and had gone to the
Nantucket public schools. He tried to picture Paula but couldn’t remember
her well. She’d been a freshman when he was a senior and even though the
high school was small, she’d been younger and they didn’t share the same
circle of friends.

His father pulled into the garage, and David grabbed his suitcase and
followed his father inside. He was surprised that his mother wasn’t at the
door to greet them. He heard the sound of the television and walked into the
living room. He found her there in her recliner, watching a sit-com. She got
up when she saw them.

“David! It’s so good to see you! Did you have a good flight?” She
looked and sounded perfectly fine. It was a relief to see her familiar,
friendly face. He pulled her in for a hug and a kiss hello.

“You look great, Mom!”
“Well, thank you. But I think I probably look the same as ever. Are you

hungry?”
“I could eat.” He hadn’t had anything other than a banana since lunch.

And it was nearly eight.
“Let me fix you a plate. We had roasted chicken with mashed potatoes

earlier. You love that.”
“I do.” He followed his mother into the kitchen and she quickly made

him a plate of food, then put it in the microwave and heated it up for two



minutes. When the buzzer went off, she opened the oven and looked
confused when the food wasn’t there.

“Check the microwave honey,” his father said.
She did and pulled the plate of food out. “How silly of me! Here you

go.” She set the plate in front of David and he ate seated at the island while
his parents chatted with him. Other than the mix-up with the oven, his
mother seemed really good, better than he’d expected.

The next morning after a great night’s sleep, he woke around

eight, feeling energized and hungry. It was a beautiful day and he’d brought
his running shoes. A run down to the beach and back after he ate a light
breakfast seemed like a good plan. He dressed and went down to the
kitchen where his mother was sitting at the kitchen island, reading the paper
and drinking a cup of coffee. She looked up and smiled. “Hi, honey. There’s
coffee made if you want to help yourself. I could make you an omelet if you
like. Your usual tomato and onion?”

David smiled. That was his father’s usual breakfast. “No thanks. I
thought I’d have a quick bowl of oatmeal and some coffee before I go out
for a run.”

“But you can’t run, honey. What about your knee? You know the doctor
said that wasn’t a good idea since you had the surgery.”

David just stared at his mother in confusion. His knees were fine. But
ten years ago, his father had both knees replaced. What should he do?
Should he correct her? Before he could say anything, his father walked into
the room, saw David’s face and glanced at his mother. “How’s everyone
doing this morning?”

A pained look crossed his mother’s face for a moment before she smiled
and glanced at David. “You look like you’re dressed for a run. That’s a



great idea. It looks lovely outside today.”

Later that afternoon, while his mother was taking a nap, David sat

down in the kitchen with his father. He’d never known his mother to nap.
She was only in her late sixties.

“What do the doctors say?” David asked.
“We just had a battery of tests done at Mass General. We flew into

Boston and spent the night there the day before. Had a lovely dinner in the
North End and then met with her doctors the next day. It’s officially
Alzheimer’s.”

His mother had Alzheimer’s.
“What exactly does that mean? Are there different degrees of it? And

does she know?”
“She knows. Sort of. She was right there with me when the doctors went

over everything. I’m not sure she’s really processed it though. But I think
on some level, she knows something is wrong. Sometimes when she forgets
something a look crosses her face that is heartbreaking. She looks afraid.
Imagine knowing that your mind is going? How do you deal with that?”

“How are you dealing with it?” David asked. He was worried for his
father as well as his mother. He’d never seen his father so stressed.

“I’m not going to lie to you. It’s been hard. Really hard. I think we
might have some difficult decisions to make soon.”

“What are you thinking?”
His father stood and started pacing the room. “Well, there are a few

options. We could put her in an assisted living—Alzheimer’s unit, which I
am not ready to do. She’s not that bad yet. We could both move to an
assisted living place and then she’d have access to services if she needed



them. Or I could hire someone to come here.” He stopped pacing and sat
down again and looked at David.

“She’s at the point where she really can’t be left alone for long. If I just
run out to the store, it’s fine, but longer than an hour and it’s potentially
unsafe. She left the stove on the other day and luckily, I was home. The
smoke alarm went off and everything was fine. But if I hadn’t been here…”

“How have you been managing? What do you do when you go to
work?” David’s father worked as an attorney and had an office downtown,
near Main Street and the waterfront.

“I’ve been working from home for the past few months, except for
when I need to meet in person with a client, and then I run into town and
back as quickly as possible.”

No wonder his father looked so exhausted.
“What do you want to do?” David asked.
“I want things to stay as normal as possible. I don’t think I’m ready to

move to an assisted living place, not yet. I think if I can get someone to
come in here maybe every afternoon during the week, then I could go into
the office.”

“That sounds like a good plan. I can help you find someone.”
His father looked grateful. “I was hoping you’d say that.”

Paula’s grandfather didn’t believe in wasting any time. When she

told him first thing Monday morning that she was accepting the general
manager position, he’d been pleased but then surprised her by saying,
“Good, because David Connolly, that consultant I mentioned to you? He
starts tomorrow, and so do you.”

So, the next morning they all gathered in the conference room around a
big oval table, for the weekly managers’ meeting. Paula sat next to Hallie



and across from Nick.
“How’s Andrea doing?” she asked her cousin. Paula still felt somewhat

guilty that she was taking over Andrea’s job.
“She’s ok. Disappointed of course and pissed off. I saw her on Sunday

for pizza with the family.”
“Did she say what she is going to do?”
“She’s not ready to give up on a GM role somewhere. She has a few

weeks before she is coming back, so I guess she’ll feel the market out.”
They all looked up as her grandfather stepped into the room and was

followed by a tall, blondish man who looked vaguely familiar. Paula had
done her research on David Connolly and she remembered him from high
school. He’d been on the basketball team and he’d always had a quiet
confidence about him. She didn’t know him back then, but she could picture
him walking the hallways surrounded by his friends or his girlfriend, Missy.
She was a cheerleader, and they were together all of senior year. Paula knew
they’d broken up soon after, because Missy married a local Nantucket boy a
few years later. Paula also thought she’d heard recently that they’d gotten
divorced.

Her grandfather made the introductions all around, then he and David
took their chairs. Her grandfather led the meeting, as usual and everyone
gave their weekly updates. Paula handed out her copies of the numbers. She
went through them quickly, giving brief summaries so that she didn’t bore
anyone. Everyone nodded and she expected that to be the end of the
meeting.

But then David opened his briefcase, pulled out a manila folder and
flipped through it until he found a spreadsheet. He glanced at it and looked
back at Paula’s handout.

“It looks like you’re down about ten percent from this time last year.
Any idea why that might be?”



Paula glanced at her grandfather before speaking as she wasn’t sure if
he’d want to answer. He nodded at her to go ahead.

“We are down some, just over ten percent for the year. It varies by
month. It started when a new hotel opened two years ago. Nantucket Grand
is right downtown and a lot of people like that. Do you think we should
lower our prices? We haven’t done it yet.”

David shook his head. “No, I don’t think you should lower your prices. I
think you should raise them.” Everyone at the table looked confused.

“You think we should raise them? We’re already one of the most
expensive on the island,” her grandfather said.

“Yes. You don’t want to be one of them. You want to be the most
expensive, most luxurious, most sought-after hotel on Nantucket. The
people that come here can afford it. If they are looking for less expensive
accommodations, there are plenty of options. There are many people that
equate being the most expensive with being the best.”

“You really think we should raise all of our prices?” Paula wasn’t sure
about that.

“Yes. But on the regular rooms don’t raise by much. We can research
the prices and just go a hair above the rest. But on the suites and villas,
those can go up by 10 to 20%. I’m guessing they stay booked pretty
steadily?”

Paula nodded. “Yes. We don’t have as many of those rooms and they
always go quickly.”

“Good. So that’s the first step. We’ll also look at what you’re doing for
marketing and see if we can make some tweaks there. And over the next
few months, I’ll be assessing everything to see how we can be more
efficient and more profitable.”

“Excellent, we welcome your input,” her grandfather said.
David turned his attention to Paula. “Have you told the staff yet that

you’ve taken over the general manager role?”



“No, not yet.” She smiled. “I only just accepted the role yesterday.”
“Well, we should do that as soon as possible. We’ll walk around the

property today. You can introduce me, and yourself as the new general
manager, at the same time.”

“How do you suggest we present this?” her grandfather asked.
“Matter of fact. Andrea has accepted the concierge role?”
“Yes, she starts in three weeks,” her grandfather confirmed.
“Okay, so we just say that. There’s been a management shift. Andrea is

going to be heading up concierge services and Paula is moving out of the
back office and into the GM role. That’s all we have to say.”

“Good. I agree, let’s do that today.” Her grandfather stood. “Okay, great
meeting everyone. Paula, do you want to show David around the property?”

“Of course.”
Paula had opted to stay in her current office. It was the same size as the

one Andrea was using which was right across the hall. It made sense to
have David use Andrea’s old office while he was going to be with them.
Paula showed him his office first and he dropped off his briefcase before
they headed out for their tour.

“It’s a beautiful property,” David said as they walked into the main
lobby first which had soaring ceilings and white Carrera marble
everywhere. Square-cut crystal vases filled with fresh flowers gave the
room a lovely scent and welcoming feel.

Paula introduced David to the reception team and explained that she
was taking over the general manager role. She was a little nervous about
telling them, but as soon as she did, they were all smiles, and she breathed a
sigh of relief.

“That’s fabulous news, Paula. I know you’ll do a great job.” Maeve was
close to her mother’s age and had worked the front desk for as long as Paula
could remember.



As they walked away, David gave her a curious look. “You seemed
surprised that they were enthusiastic about the promotion. They seemed
happy for you.”

“They did. I just wasn’t sure what people would think.”
“You mean if you’re ready for it? You were in a very different role for a

long time.”
“Yes. And I enjoyed it too. As you know, my cousin Andrea was the

GM. It’s a little awkward.”
“It’s not your fault that it didn’t work out with Andrea. Your grandfather

did the right thing in moving her to a role that better suits her.”
“I know. It’s just a big change, and sudden.” She didn’t add that she

wasn’t totally sure she was ready for it.
David looked at her closely. “It is a big change. Very different from

what you were doing. You could hide in your office, do your thing with
numbers. This is a very visible job. Are you sure that you’re up for it?”

Was she? It was one thing for her to have doubts, but it irritated her to
hear him voice them.

“My grandfather thinks that I am,” she said stiffly.
He laughed and she saw the warmth in his eyes. “Yes, I know. He thinks

very highly of you. So, let’s do this. You have me for two months. Let’s
work together to get you up to speed and comfortable in the new role and
see what we can do to get that ten percent back.”

“Sounds good. So, let’s head to the kitchen next. You can meet Roland
the head chef and my brother, Nick, is his right hand.”

They spent the rest of the morning making the rounds and talking to
everyone in every department. Paula was relieved that everyone seemed
supportive of the changes. They had lunch with her grandfather in the
dining room and David seemed impressed with the menu and the food.

“I noticed that you do a fair number of weddings, but not very many
corporate functions,” he said.



“You mean like conferences and meetings?” Paula asked.
“Yes. That could be a huge growth area for you. This is the kind of

place that companies would love for corporate outings or conferences.
There are a lot of companies with deep pockets—hedge funds, investment
firms, and we could tap into more of that market. The profits are as big, if
not bigger, than a wedding—without the headaches.”

Paula laughed. “No diva brides. We certainly get our share of those.”
“It can be recurring income, too. A lot of these corporate events happen

every year.”
“That’s a great suggestion,” her grandfather said. “You can work with

Paula to develop that?”
“We can. Oh, and another thing. You get a lot of celebrities that come

here, but you could increase that too and overall awareness by using
influencers on social media. We could choose a couple of highly connected
Instagrammers and invite them for a complimentary weekend, with the
understanding that they say nice things and post pictures. That can create
some buzz fast.”

Her grandfather laughed. “That’s all Greek to me. Maybe Paula knows
what you are talking about. The two of you can go after those influencers or
whatever you called them. You have free rein to do whatever you think
best.”

Paula knew what influencers were and her head was spinning with all
the possibilities. She’d known David was going to help her acclimate to the
GM role. She didn’t realize he’d have expertise in these other areas, too.
She was excited to see what they could do.



B

CHAPTER 4

ella was thrilled to discover how easy it was to hide in plain sight.
All she had to do was turn her instantly recognizable long
platinum blond hair into a deep brunette, chin-length bob. To be

safe, though, she also added sunglasses and a pink Red Sox cap. Her jeans
were baggy, and she wore several bulky sweaters. No one looked at her
twice. It was wonderful.

She flew first class from LA to New York, then on to Nantucket and
slept most of the way. When she landed and got her luggage, there was a
white Range Rover parked out front and a driver holding a card with her
name on it.

His name was Johnny, and he was very enthusiastic about the hotel he
was bringing her to.

“Have you been to The Whitley before?” he asked, once her luggage
was in the back and they were on their way.

“No, never. It looks lovely online, though. I’m looking forward to it.”
“Oh, you’ll love it. It’s a special place. Everyone loves it there. Where

are you from?”
Bella thought about that for a moment. Where was she from? She

wasn’t sure anymore. “I’ve been living in Los Angeles for the past five
years. I grew up in Vermont, though. A really small town.”



“No beaches in Vermont. I’ve never been to Los Angeles. You ever see
any movie stars there?”

“No,” she lied. “Some of my friends have, though.” That was true.
“Oh, too bad.”
Johnny was quiet for the rest of the drive and Bella stared out the

window as they drove. It was still light out and the island was even prettier
than she’d imagined. There was sand along the side of the roads and pink
roses everywhere. Johnny turned off the main road and onto a long winding
driveway. When he came around the final bend, Bella saw The Whitley
straight ahead. It had a long, sprawling main building overlooking
Nantucket Sound with individual cottages closer to the beach. The lawn
was lush and perfectly maintained.

Johnny pulled up to the main entrance and jumped out to get Bella’s
luggage. She didn’t have much with her, just one big suitcase and a carryon.
Not a lot considering she was going to be staying for several months. But
she’d wanted to travel light. She figured she could go into town and shop a
bit and get whatever else she might need.

“I hope you enjoy your stay.”
She pressed a generous tip into his hand. “Thank you, Johnny. Enjoy

your night.” She smiled big at him, the smile she was so famous for and it
flustered him. He was adorable, like an enthusiastic puppy.

“Th-Thank you!”

Bella was still smiling as a bellman came rushing over to help

with her luggage. She handed it off to him and stepped inside the lobby,
stopping for a moment to admire its beauty. The cool, white marble and
gorgeous flowers had an instant calming effect. And calm was good. Bella
had been in the eye of the storm for so long, she welcomed the serenity. She



made her way to the reception desk and a woman who looked to be about
her age, thirty, smiled when Bella walked up.

“Welcome to The Whitley. I’m Lucy. How can I assist?”
“Bella Bryant. I’m checking in.”
Lucy looked her up in the system and Bella saw the surprise flash across

her face. Just for an instant. She could tell Lucy was far too professional to
react more than that. Bella gave her credit card, the one with her real last
name, and Lucy ran the card then handed it back, along with her room keys.

“You’re in the Siasconset Rose suite. It’s on the second floor and is an
end unit, so it’s extra quiet. I think you’ll love it. There are complimentary
pastries and coffee in the lobby in the morning and you have a Nespresso
machine in your room, and room service of course if you wish to order
anything. Our restaurant is open until ten, as well.”

“Thank you, Lucy.”
Bella took the elevator up one floor, then walked down a long hallway

and around a corner until she came to her room. She opened the door,
stepped inside and breathed a sigh of relief. The room was perfect. It had
two bedrooms, a living room, kitchen, two bathrooms, and a small deck
with a stunning view of the ocean. She could drink her coffee there in the
morning. The bedrooms were all white, with puffy comforters and
bathrobes and matching slippers. She was tempted to fall into the bed. But
she knew if she did, she’d fall fast asleep and wake in the middle of the
night.

So, she decided to take a hot shower to wash off the travel grime and
maybe order some room service for dinner. The hot water felt wonderful,
both relaxing and reviving her. A half hour later, she was dressed and
sipping a cup of hot tea on her deck and enjoying the feel of the warm
breeze across her face and the crisp, clean air tinged slightly with the salty
scent of the sea. From where she sat, she could see two families below,
playing croquet on the lawn with their children. In the distance, several



small sailboats sailed together close to the shore. She knew that the hotel
had several catboats available for the guests to use. She’d never sailed
before, but it looked like fun.

She was feeling relaxed, for the first time in weeks, until her phone
rang, and she instantly tensed up when she saw her agent’s number on the
caller ID. She thought about letting it go to voicemail but decided to just see
what her agent wanted, and then hopefully not talk to her again for a good
long while.

“Hi, Jean, what’s up?” Jean McIntyre had been her agent since the
beginning of Bella’s career. She liked her, most of the time. Jean was
aggressive and a mover and shaker in the industry. She’d brokered some
good deals for Bella. But she was also relentless when she thought Bella
should do something. Even now. Bella knew she meant well, but she wasn’t
sure that their goals were the same anymore. Jean wanted more, more, more
for Bella and Bella wanted less, so much less. She’d almost walked away
completely.

“Just checking in. Wanted to make sure you made it there safely and to
see if you’re settled in and feeling relaxed yet?”

Bella laughed. “I’ve only been here for about an hour. But it’s lovely. I
think it’s exactly what I need. I don’t want to think about anything for the
next few months. I just want to read books and relax on the beach.”

Jean was quiet for a moment. “Well, there’s another reason I’m calling,
too. I know you said you don’t want to hear about anything new for a while,
but something just came in that is a once in a lifetime opportunity. I think
you should take a look at it.”

Bella instantly felt her chest tighten and a headache begin to form. The
stress was already building at the mere mention of a new project.

“Jean. I told you. I can’t do it right now. I can’t do anything. Any stress
causes my Lyme to flare and the last flareup was the worst yet. I need to



avoid all stress and just calm myself down. Just thinking about a new
project has me feeling twitchy.”

“Okay. I can probably put them off for a few weeks. You’re their top
choice, though. I’ll keep you posted. I wouldn’t be able to forgive myself if
you lost out on the chance to consider this one. It’s that good, Bella.”

In spite of herself, and the creeping stress that was building, Bella was a
little curious. “What is it?”

“I really think it could launch you to the next level—Oscar contention.
It’s an adaptation of a Peggy Marlow Book Club pick, and her production
company, Blue Moon, is casting now. This was a breakout book by a debut
author, and it stayed on the charts for over a year. It’s a strong woman’s
story set in the south, with dark family secrets and a mystery that spans
several generations. It’s big.”

“Is there a script yet?”
“No, it’s in development. I can overnight the book to you, though. You

can read it on the beach.”
Bella sighed. Jean had won this round. “Okay, I do need some beach

reading. Go ahead and send it. I’m not committing to anything, though,
until I’ve read it and even then, I’m not available for several months. I’m
not cutting my stay here short. It’s too important to my recovery.” Bella had
been working non-stop for five years, without a real break. Even between
films, she had all kinds of pressure and demands on her time.

“It’s on the way. Will go out in the mail today. I’ll let you go rest
now…”

As soon as she put the phone down it rang again, but this time Bella was
happy to talk to the caller. It was her sister, Julia. They spoke just about
every day, even if it was just for a few minutes. And it had been Julia’s idea
for Bella to insist on a several month break, and to spend it at The Whitley.

“So, what do you think? Do you love it there?” Julia asked. She was just
a year older than Bella. They were alike in so many ways, but Julia’s life



was so different. She was a librarian in the small Vermont town they’d
grown up in and was happily married to her high school sweetheart, Jim,
who was a firefighter. They didn’t have any kids yet, but they were trying
their best, and going through infertility treatments. In the meantime, they
had a collection of pets, two dogs and two cats. Julia called it her
menagerie.

“I do love it, so far. It’s beautiful. When are you coming to visit?” Bella
didn’t really need two bedrooms, but she wanted plenty of room for her
sister to come and spend a week or two.

“I can’t wait to get back there. It’s been ten years, but I still remember
the weekend I spent at The Whitley for Candace’s wedding. I checked with
work and I can’t take two weeks, but I can do a week, two weeks from now,
if that works for you.”

“Of course, anytime. Will Jim come with you?” Bella was a big fan of
Julia’s husband. He was easy-going, and fun.

“No, he can’t get the time off. So, it will just be me. We’ll have a girls’
week.”

“That will be fun. We haven’t done that in forever.” It had been over a
year since Bella had seen her sister. She was supposed to spend the holidays
with them, but then the film she’d been shooting in Ireland ran into delays
and she had to go right from that film set to another in Italy that had already
started filming. It was a whirlwind and it was exhausting. She couldn’t wait
to see her sister and just play tourists, like normal people.

“How are you feeling?” Julia asked.
“I’m good. It’s very calm here, and quiet. But then Jean called.”
“What did she want?” Julia was not a fan of Bella’s agent. She thought

she was pushy. And she wasn’t wrong about that.
Bella told her about the conversation. And Julia was not happy about it.
“She couldn’t even give you a day. One day before she started bothering

you.”



Bella sighed. “I know. But she is the best and it is what I pay her for. I
told her that’s it though. I’ll read the book, but no promises and I’m not
leaving here early. If anything, I might want to stay longer.”

Julia laughed. “You should. You’re not going to want to leave.”
They chatted for a few more minutes until there was a knock on the

door.
“That must be room service.”
“I’ll let you go. I’ll book my flights and touch base with you tomorrow.”
Bella opened the door and let the room service attendant wheel in a tray

with her dinner. She’d ordered a house special, day-boat fresh haddock,
broiled with a lemon butter sauce, grilled asparagus and mashed potatoes.
Pure comfort food. She ate on her deck, staring out at the ocean and felt the
tension ease away. By the time she finished eating, she was already
yawning. The bed was calling her name again.

She crawled under the covers, with a romance novel she’d picked up at
the airport and read for a bit. The bed was so soft and comfortable, and her
eyes quickly grew heavy as she slipped into a dreamless sleep. Her last
thought before she drifted off was that she couldn’t wait to go exploring the
next day, as a normal person. It had been so long since she’d been able to
do that.



“Y

CHAPTER 5

ou’re a Whitley and the general manager at your family’s
resort, the top hotel on Nantucket. Why would you
consider leaving?” The interview had been going so well,

until the inevitable question.
Andrea was in Boston at the Lennon Hotel, a luxurious boutique hotel

in the Back Bay. It seemed like an ideal fit for her background. She had
flown in the night before and stayed at the hotel. Elaine Humphrey, the
hotel industry headhunter her grandfather had used for years, set up the
meeting.

Andrea walked down Boylston Street the night before and had a
delicious dinner and a glass of really good red wine at Abe and Louie’s, her
favorite Boston steakhouse. She’d gone to bed feeling full and relaxed and
excited about the interview today. But now, she had a sudden, sinking
feeling that it could easily slip away if she didn’t answer this well. She took
a deep breath.

“It’s been a wonderful experience working there. But, as you said, it is a
family business and sometimes family dynamics can be, well, challenging. I
thought it might be a good idea to spread my wings and broaden my
experience by working at another property. And I’ve always loved Boston.”



The interviewer, who was also the owner of the hotel, was an older
gentleman about her grandfather’s age. He smiled. “That’s understandable.
Everything about your background seems to line up very well with what we
are looking for. We have a few other candidates we are considering, but we
will have a decision this week. I’ll be in touch with Elaine as soon as we
have an update.”

Andrea flew home after the interview and spent the rest of the week
anxiously waiting for word. Elaine had also set up two other interviews at
Boston hotels but they’d both been canceled abruptly. She said they’d both
moved forward hiring other candidates so didn’t need to see Andrea, but it
made her wonder. They’d both been presented to her as being at the very
early stages and then suddenly, both opportunities disappeared.

She suspected that both places likely did backdoor references to gather
information. It was a common thing, when companies asked around to see
if anyone in their network knew anything about a candidate. Many
employees over the years had gone to Boston hotels after working at The
Whitley. And Andrea knew that some of those employees hadn’t liked
working for her. She could be demanding, but she had always thought that
was a good thing, to get the most out of people. But not everyone agreed.

She’d left her reference sheet with Human Resources. All the names on
it were family—her grandfather, her cousin Nick and sister Hallie. She did
not include her cousin Paula. There was no way she was going to ask the
person taking her job for a reference. She was worried though about what
her grandfather would say. She knew Nick and Hallie would focus on her
strengths. But her grandfather had told her he’d be brutally honest about
both her strengths and her weaknesses.

There was nothing available anywhere on Nantucket that was
appropriate. General manager roles were few and far between and were
usually filled internally, by referral or through a headhunter like Elaine.
And she’d said there was nothing that she was aware of currently on the



island. Boston was Andrea’s first choice after Nantucket as it was still close
by and it was a very walkable city and much smaller than New York, which
was just so big. Still, she told Elaine she’d consider something there too,
but at the moment, Elaine had nothing.

And in a little over a week, she would have to start in the concierge role.
She was dreading it, sure that everyone would be whispering about her.
Hopefully it wouldn’t be too awful, at least until she found something else.
And she had no intention of going to those deadly boring weekly manager
meetings.

She couldn’t sit through that now, especially with Paula and her
spreadsheets lording it over her in her new role. Andrea planned to have as
little to do with Paula as possible. Hopefully they could stay out of each
other’s way. She didn’t want to be continually reminded of the job her
cousin stole from her by running into her all the time. She had no need for
an office anymore and could just go right to work in the concierge kiosk.

The call came Friday afternoon at five minutes of five. Elaine kept it
brief, delivering the news succinctly. “I’m sorry, hon. They went with one
of the other candidates. They said you were great though. Enjoyed meeting
with you. Sounds like it was close. I’ll be in touch when something new
comes in.”

“Okay. Thanks, Elaine. Did they check references, do you know?”
There was an uncomfortable silence on the other end. “I’m really not

sure. I sent them over, in case they needed them.”
“Okay. I appreciate it. Please do keep me in mind.”
“You got it, hon. Have a great weekend.”
Andrea ended the call and stared out the window in frustration. She’d

thought she had a good shot at that role. She needed to blow off some
steam. See if she could round up anyone to go have a drink with her. It was
time for happy hour, even if she wasn’t feeling particularly happy.



None of her friends were around, but she knew her sister Hallie

would be just getting out of work.
“Meet me at The Club Car for a cocktail? It’s been a crappy week and I

could use a good, stiff margarita.”
Hallie laughed. “I’m sorry you’ve had a rough week. It’s been crazy

here too. I’m definitely up for happy hour. I should be able to meet you
there by six.”

“Great, I’m going to head over now and get a seat at the bar. I’ll try to
save one for you, if I can.”

Andrea changed into her favorite rose pink sweater and her jeans that
were faded and distressed and fit her like a glove. She was down about five
pounds due to stress, but as she twirled in the mirror, she saw that had its
advantages. She was looking cute and for the first time all week, felt the
beginning of a good mood. She hadn’t gone to The Club Car in ages. It
would be fun to relax with her sister and share an appetizer and a drink or
two.

The bar was busy when she arrived as she knew it would be, but she
lucked into an empty seat as two people were leaving as she walked up to
the bar. She sat and put her purse on the other chair. She wouldn’t be able to
hold it for long, but she could try. The bartender came right over, and she
ordered her margarita.

“I’d like it on the rocks please, with salt and a splash of Grand
Marnier.”

“That sounds good. Maybe I’ll get the same. Is anyone sitting here?”
Andrea turned at the familiar voice. It was Marco, one of the many

Brazilians that worked at the hotel. Marco had worked there for five years
now and had his green card. He was a year or two younger than Andrea and



also worked in concierge services. So, she would be his new boss. She
wondered if he knew.

“You are.” She lifted her purse and hung it on the back of her chair.
“Hallie’s on her way.”

Marco settled into the chair and grinned. “Okay, then I’ll keep it warm
for her.”

When the bartender delivered Andrea’s drink, Marco ordered one of the
same.

“How’s everything at the hotel?” she asked.
“Good, busy. The new consultant started. Seems like a nice enough guy.

He explained that you’re going to be my new boss.”
Andrea smiled. She had to be positive. “Yes, though we probably won’t

work together too often.” Usually there was just one concierge on at a time,
except on weekends.

“It’s all good. I usually do work weekends though, so we might work
together some. It will be fun.” His easy smile made her relax. In her fury
about everything, she’d forgotten that Marco worked in concierge services.
He was a lot of fun, and always in a good mood. Sometimes when
schedules aligned a bunch of them went for drinks and it was always a good
time. But it had been a long while since they’d had a night out like that. Her
cousin Nick was often the ringleader. The kitchen staff was always ready to
go out after their shift. It was like they got a second wind after running
around and needed to wind down and burn off some energy.

She chatted easily with Marco, getting caught up on everyone they
knew and then out of the corner of her eye, Andrea saw Hallie walk in and
waved her over. Marco immediately stood and pulled the chair out so Hallie
could sit.

“Such a gentleman, thank you!” Hallie sat and ordered a margarita too.
Andrea had been hoping to vent to her sister about her unsuccessful

search efforts but couldn’t go there with Marco hanging out with them. She



didn’t mind so much though. He had already been a good boost to her
mood. He’d kept her laughing with funny stories about various guest
requests. At least if she was going to be stuck in concierge services, it might
be more fun with Marco around.

After a while, he excused himself to use the rest room and as soon as he
was out of earshot, Hallie asked for an update.

“I didn’t get it. And the other two interviews I had lined up were both
canceled at the last minute. There’s nothing else out there, not right now.
So, it looks like I will be going back to work at The Whitley after all.”

“Oh, Andrea, I’m sorry. I thought the Lennon Hotel sounded great for
you. Though I have to confess, I’m glad you’re not going anywhere. I like
having you around. And I still think you might find concierge is a pretty
cool place to be. You’ll get to work with Marco, too. You guys always got
along great. It might actually be fun.”

“It’s been a long time since work was fun,” Andrea admitted.
Hallie looked at her with compassion. “Work can be fun. I love what I

do. I know you don’t see it now…but this might be a blessing in disguise.”
“Hmm. I don’t know about that. So, tell me about the new guy.”
“David Connolly?”
Andrea nodded. “Yes. I vaguely remember him from high school. I was

a sophomore when he was a senior. He was tall, blond, and went out with
that cheerleader, Missy whatever her name was.”

“Right. I don’t remember her last name either, but I know who you
mean. He seems nice enough. And smart. He had some great suggestions at
his first meeting with us. I think he’ll be good for Paula. She was nervous
about stepping into the role.”

“I bet she was,” Andrea said bitterly. She still partly blamed Paula for
her grandfather’s decision.

“It’s not her fault,” Hallie reminded her.



“Whatever. So, what is this David’s status? Is he single? Just passing
through Nantucket or is he here to stay? His family is still here?”

“I have no idea if he’s single. It didn’t come up. I know he has family
here, but I think this is just a temporary assignment. He lives in New York
City.”

“Of course, he does. There are no eligible men on Nantucket,” she
sulked.

Hallie shot her a look. “That’s ridiculous. There are so many eligible
men that come to Nantucket. Figawi weekend is coming up and the island
will be overflowing with them.” The famous sailing race took place every
Memorial Day weekend when hundreds of huge sailboats with experienced
crews raced from Hyannis to Nantucket and then back on Memorial Day. It
was one of the busiest weekends of the year on Nantucket.

“You know what I mean. Men that live here, year-round. Maybe I
should move to New York. Elaine is looking there, too.”

Hallie didn’t look happy about that. “New York is so far away and so
big.”

“It’s just a short plane ride away. Plenty of direct flights to New York.”
There were many wealthy people that owned second homes on Nantucket
and commuted back and forth on the weekends. Many of them had private
planes and during the summer months, there were dozens of them parked at
the Nantucket airport at any given time. However, although she’d told
Elaine she was open to New York, Andrea really wasn’t excited about it.
She hoped something might eventually turn up in Boston.

As Marco returned to the bar, a seat opened up and he sat next to
Andrea. His phone buzzed and he glanced at a text message and shook his
head.

“My brother was supposed to meet me here. He just said he had a
chance to pick up some overtime and is working instead.”



“Why don’t you stay with us? We were going to get some appetizers,”
Hallie said.

Marco happily agreed and they spent the next two hours eating,
laughing and chatting. Around eight thirty, Hallie suddenly couldn’t stop
yawning.

“You guys, I know it’s early, but I think I need to head home. This was a
long day and it’s caught up to me.”

Andrea had just been about to order another glass of wine. She wasn’t
ready to go home yet.

“It’s so early. Are you sure you don’t want to stay for one more?”
Hallie tried to prevent a yawn and failed. She laughed. “Yes, I’m sure.

You and Marco should stay, though.”
“I’ll gladly stay,” Marco said.
Hallie smiled. “Great! Andrea, I’ll talk to you tomorrow. Goodnight,

Marco.”
Marco was good company. Andrea was glad to be out and, for the first

time since losing her job, she wasn’t stressing so much about her job search.
She realized that she didn’t know much about him, though, other than that
he was from Brazil.

“Tell me about your brother. Is it just you and him here?”
“My sister Alana is here, too. We all rent a house together.”
“Your parents are still in Brazil?”
He smiled. “Just my mother. We lost my father four years ago. We’ve

been trying to get her to come here, at least for a visit. They both came a
year before he passed. She said maybe this summer. We’re going to hold
her to it.”

“I hope she comes. What do your brother and sister do here?”
“Sergio is the oldest. He works for a roofing company. He likes to be

outside. Alana is the baby of the family. She works as a server at a
restaurant downtown, Mimi’s Place. She loves it there. Nice people.”



Andrea nodded. “They are. I met the girls that took it over, Mandy,
Emma and Jill. They had an open house a year or so ago when they
reopened.”

Marco grinned. “I send a lot of guests there.” One of the most common
questions for the concierge desk was what restaurants they would
recommend.

“What do you like to do on your time off? Do you like to fish?” Andrea
was curious to learn more about Marco. He was so easy to talk to, and she
loved his accent. She’d never really noticed before how dark his eyes were
—a deep, warm brown that lit up when he talked. They were almost as dark
as his hair, which was thick and wavy, and she liked that it wasn’t too short.
She’d always had a preference for hair that was on the longish side. Not that
she was thinking of Marco that way. She never had before and given that
she was going to be his boss, it was not a good time for any thoughts like
that.

“I’m not much on fishing. I’ve tried it a few times. I prefer surfing.”
“You know how to surf?” Andrea was impressed. “I’ve always wanted

to try that.”
“You should. There are a couple of surf schools on the island. I took

lessons when I first moved here, and I get out whenever I can. I like the
South Shore beaches, Cisco or Surfside usually.”

“I’ve lived here all my life and haven’t gotten around to it yet.
Someday.”

“So, what do you like to do, then?”
Andrea thought for a minute. “This. I love to go out to dinner or drinks.

And when the weather is nice, I like to just be at the beach. I did try paddle
boarding last summer. That was fun.”

“If you can do that, you can surf.”
“Maybe you can give me a lesson,” she teased.
But he took her seriously. “Anytime. Just say the word.”



“Another round?” The bartender noticed that their glasses were almost
empty. Andrea had already had two glasses of wine, which was usually her
limit.

“What do you think?” Marco asked.
“Sure, why not?” Andrea found herself saying. She didn’t really want

the night to end just yet. Didn’t want to go home alone to her small cottage
and get depressed again thinking about her job search. She wanted to keep
forgetting everything for just a little while longer.

She and Marco lingered over their drinks, chatting and laughing. They
learned that they liked a lot of the same TV shows and were both baseball
fans. Andrea loved going to Boston for a night or two and taking in a Red
Sox game.

Marco insisted on paying even when she tried to give the bartender her
credit card. “But there were two of us.” She had owed Hallie so was
planning on treating tonight.

“Well, I did crash your night with your sister. Let’s consider it a
celebration for your promotion.”

“My promotion?” She was a little fuzzy from the third glass of wine and
was about to correct him and say ‘demotion’. But he spoke first.

“Yes, in my opinion this is a much better job. General manager just
seems stressful. Can you honestly say that job was fun?”

Andrea laughed. “Fun? No.”
“See? Work should be fun.”
“My sister said that earlier, too. Thank you, Marco.”
“She’s a smart girl.” Marco signed the charge slip and they headed

toward the door.
When they stepped outside, Andrea tripped and almost went down, but

Marco caught her.
“Thank you, again.”



Marco looked at her and hesitated for a moment. “Why don’t you let me
drive you home? You can get your car in the morning?”

“That’s way out of your way.” Andrea lived by The Whitley which was
a good fifteen to twenty minutes away. Marco was less than a mile down
the road.

“I don’t mind. Let’s go.”
He led her to his truck and helped her into the passenger side. As they

rode in comfortable silence, Andrea felt her eyes growing heavy and knew
she’d be out as soon as her head hit the pillow.

When they reached her cottage, Marco walked her to her door. And she
automatically invited him in.

“Would you like to come in? I could make coffee.”
He smiled. “I’d love to, but I’d better not. You need your sleep.”
“Okay. Goodnight, Marco and thanks so much, for dinner and driving

all the way out here.” She hugged him and he seemed surprised at first, then
hugged her back and dropped a kiss on her forehead.

“Sleep well, Andrea. It was a fun night.”



P

CHAPTER 6

aula wasn’t sure what she thought about David Connolly. He
certainly knew what he was doing. He was as gifted with a
spreadsheet as she was, and he knew the hotel industry inside and

out. She asked him one morning over coffee how he’d become such an
expert.

“I went through the Four Seasons management training program right
out of college and worked in several different properties. Then I went back
to school for my MBA and went into consulting. With the hotel
background, they put me into that niche and sent me out on the road with
some of the senior consultants. Our typical assignments are two to three
months and we see the same issues come up over and over.”

“You travel so much. Do you ever get sick of it?” Paula couldn’t
imagine living that lifestyle. She knew most consultants flew out on Sunday
and home on Friday. She wouldn’t want to do that short term, let alone all
the time. But she’d always been a homebody. She liked being at home, and
close to her family.

“Sometimes. It’s okay most of the time. The work is interesting.” And
then he’d changed the subject. And that’s why she wasn’t sure about him.
One minute he was reasonably friendly and the next he was distant and



almost cold. Sometimes he looked a million miles away. She wondered if
The Whitley was boring to him, too small to be a challenge.

“We must be small compared to the size hotels you usually deal with.”
“Yes, it’s on the smaller side. But we deal with hotels of all sizes.” He

smiled. “It was nice to come here. To come home to Nantucket. I don’t see
my parents often enough. And they are getting older.”

“How are they? I think you mentioned your father still works as a
lawyer?”

He nodded. “He does. He has an office downtown and he works from
home some.”

“And your mother?”
“She’s fine. She doesn’t work.” He stood, signaling that the coffee break

was over.
Later that afternoon, they had a meeting with her grandfather to go over

David’s recommendations for where they could make some cuts. He had a
list of suggestions and most of them made good sense. He’d pointed out
areas that they could streamline and improve how they ordered to take
advantage of discounts on larger orders. But then he made a
recommendation that Paula hadn’t seen coming. It was one that she
disagreed with completely. Before she said anything, she glanced at her
grandfather, but his face was hard to read. He never gave much away in a
business meeting. He’d told her years ago that success in business was like
playing cards. You never let them see you sweat, and you keep your cards
close to your vest.

Her grandfather nodded at her. “What do you think about those
recommendations, Paula?”

“Well, I think there are some great suggestions. Things we can
implement right away, like the ordering. But I have to say I don’t like the
idea of cutting staff. That seems drastic.”

“It would make us more efficient and more profitable,” David insisted.



“It’s up to Paula,” her grandfather said.
She looked at him in surprise. “What do you think?”
He grinned. “I think you know. Do what you think is right.”
She took a deep breath and looked at David. “No one loses their job. We

can make the other suggestions and continue to try to grow profits other
ways.”

David didn’t look pleased, but he nodded. “Okay.”
His phone rang and when he glanced at the number, he stood and

excused himself.
“I’m sorry, but I need to take this.”
“No problem. We’re all done here,” her grandfather said.
David stepped away and returned a moment later, looking a bit pale.
“I need to take the rest of the afternoon off. My mother fell and my

father just called from the hospital.”
“Of course,” her grandfather said.
“I’m so sorry. I hope she’s okay,” Paula added.
“Thanks. I’ll see you both tomorrow.”
After he left the room, Paula turned to her grandfather.
“Was that what you would have done? Did I make the right decision?”
“Yes, it’s what I would have done. Profits are important but people are,

too. I’ve never had a layoff here and I don’t intend to start now. If we were
to cut people, something else would fall short. People are what make The
Whitley what it is.”

“Good. That’s what I thought. It’s what you’ve always taught me. And I
think it’s what sets us apart, what keeps people coming back.”

“Right. So, fill me in on what’s new. Do we have anyone especially
interesting or famous with us this week?”

Paula laughed. Her grandfather loved to be up on all the gossip.
“We do, actually. Cami Carmichael arrived last week. And she’s staying

for two months.”



“Cami Carmichael? She’s that pretty blonde girl, the one in all the
romantic comedies, with the big smile?”

“Yes, that’s her.”
“I like her smile. She’s everywhere lately. I saw her picture on the cover

of People magazine yesterday and they keep playing the commercial for
some new movie she has coming out. I hope she’s not being bothered too
much?”

“She’s kind of here incognito. Changed her hair. It’s short and dark
brown now and she’s going by a different name. Bella, I think. Lucy
checked her in and said she didn’t recognize her at all. The hair made her
look so different.”

“Good. If she’s staying here for two months, she obviously needs to get
away. I hope she has a relaxing and peaceful stay.”

When David arrived at the Nantucket hospital, he checked in at

the emergency desk and they directed him to his mother’s room. She was
propped up in bed, with one leg resting on a pillow. His father was sitting in
a chair next to her, holding her hand.

“Hi, honey!” His mother seemed unusually cheerful, given the
circumstances. His father looked nervous and exhausted.

David gave his mother a gentle hug and sat next to his father.
“What happened?”
“Your mother went out to get the mail. She forgot there was a step, and

she went down hard. Luckily, I was home when it happened.”
“Did she break anything?”
“We’re not sure yet. The doctor should be back soon. They ran a bunch

of tests and took x-rays.”
“How are you feeling, Mom?”



“Pretty silly. I can’t believe I missed that step. I just wasn’t paying
attention. It doesn’t hurt too bad. Hopefully we can go home soon.” She
sounded good, clear and upbeat.

“I think I’m going to go get a coffee. David, do you want to take a quick
walk with me? Barbara, we’ll be right back. Would you like a coffee or
anything?”

“No, thank you. I’m feeling kind of tired. I might just close my eyes for
a minute.”

David followed his father out of the room, and they walked the short
distance to the cafeteria. They both got a coffee, and on the way back, his
father updated David on the search for an assistant. “I think we found
someone. Her name is Meghan. She goes by Meg and she can start on
Monday. She’ll work afternoons Monday through Friday and she said she
could be flexible if we ever need her on a weekend.”

“That sounds good. What is she like?”
“She’s in her early sixties, a retired teacher looking to work part-time. I

think your mother might like her company.”
“Good, then you can have a break. You look tired, Dad.”
“I’m fine. As long as someone is here with her, then I can relax a bit. I

do miss being at the office.”
When they walked back into his mother’s room, the doctor was there

and was wrapping his mother’s ankle. He looked up when he saw David
and his father.

“So, I have some good news. We took a bunch of pictures and nothing is
broken. But Barbara does have a nasty sprained ankle. I’m going to wrap it
up and then you can take her home, but she’s going to have to keep her
weight off the leg and use crutches until her ankle heals. I’d give it a good
six weeks.”

“That is good news,” his mother said.



An hour later, his mother was discharged, and they all went home. It
took his mother a few tries to get used to the crutches, and a long while to
slowly make her way to the car, but she managed.

When they arrived home, David’s father helped get his mother settled in
her favorite chair, a recliner in the living room, while David ordered a pizza
to be delivered.

Once she was comfortable, they joined her and chatted while waiting
for the pizza.

“How are you liking working at The Whitley? Such a fancy place. Your
father took me there on our anniversary a few years ago. We did the tasting
menu, and it was heavenly.”

“It was kind of fancy for me. I didn’t know what half of the things were.
They did taste pretty good though,” his father said. David smiled at that.
His father’s tastes were simple. One of his favorite meals was hot dogs and
baked beans. His mother had more refined tastes and she’d told him before
about that dinner. She’d loved it.

“It’s good. There’s a lot to do there. It was a nice chance to come home,
and see you guys, too.”

“We don’t see you often enough,” his mother said sadly. “Will you
always have to travel this much?”

“David has a good job, and a life in New York City. There’s nothing on
Nantucket for him,” his father said.

His father was right. Professional opportunities were limited on
Nantucket.

“There’s family. His family is here,” his mother said.
David could sense a mood change with his mother. They were

becoming more frequent. She grew agitated unless they were able to
redirect her. The doorbell rang and he breathed a sigh of relief.

“Mom, the pizza’s here. I ordered your favorite—the one with eggplant,
feta and spinach.”



His mother’s eyes lit up. “You did? Oh, good. My girlfriends and I love
that one the best. I haven’t had it in so long.” They’d had it delivered a few
days ago, too.

His father stood. “If you get the paper plates and napkins, David, I’ll get
the pizza.”

A few minutes later they were all happily eating in the living room.
They laughed and chatted like everything was perfectly normal and his
mother stayed clear-minded for the rest of the night. It gave David hope that
they could manage this, that it might not be so bad.



“T

CHAPTER 7

able nine wants their filet butterflied and well done. What
does that mean?” Caitlin was one of their newer servers, a
college student who had spent the last two years bussing

tables and they were giving her a shot at serving. She’d been through
extensive training, but butterflying was something they hadn’t covered.

Nick groaned. “It should be outlawed. Doesn’t happen often, thankfully.
But that means they want the filet split in half so it will cook faster and
absolutely ruin an otherwise perfect piece of meat. But that’s how they want
it.”

Caitlin made a face. “That doesn’t sound very good to me, either. When
I grew up, I thought I hated beef because my mother always cooked it well
done. When I went out to dinner with some college friends, they talked me
into trying prime rib medium rare and it was an entirely different
experience. There’s a reason they call it red meat.”

Nick laughed. “You’re right about that.” He took the order, hacked the
beautiful piece of filet mignon in half and tossed it under the broiler.

It was Saturday night, and the kitchen was hopping. The hotel was full,
and the restaurant was busy with both hotel guests and the general public.
The restaurant’s reputation had grown in recent years, and more and more



visitors were making the trip to the other side of the island to dine at The
Whitley’s restaurant. Nick liked to think he had something to do with that.

He’d been working there forever, it seemed. He’d started as a
dishwasher when he turned sixteen and worked after school and on
weekends. He’d moved into other roles after that during college breaks,
working every station in the kitchen. After graduating with a business
degree, he realized he wanted to keep going as a chef. He worked at a few
restaurants in Boston, gained some good experience, and then returned to
Nantucket and into his current role about five years ago.

He liked working for Roland, the head chef. He’d learned a lot from
him and in the past few years he’d gained the confidence to experiment a
bit and do more of his own creations. So, when someone ordered well-done,
butterflied meat, it just made him cringe. But as long as the customer was
happy, he’d gladly make it.

The kitchen officially closed at ten, and it was a little after eleven when
Nick was able to call it a day. Usually, on a Saturday night he grabbed an
after-work drink with one of the guys in the kitchen. As long as they
changed out of their work clothes, they could have a drink or two on the
property at any of the bars or restaurants. But tonight, no one was able to
join him. Usually if no one was available, he just went home. But Nick was
feeling energized after running around all night and he wanted to go out.

He decided to have a drink at the outside bar that overlooked the ocean.
It was the most casual of the hotel’s bars. It was a beautiful night, and he
loved that view.

There was one open seat at the bar, which was u-shaped and held about
thirty people. The seat was on the end, next to the cocktail station where the
servers waited for the bartender to make their drinks. That’s why it was
open. Nick didn’t care, though. He knew all the servers, so at least he’d
have a few people to chat with when they came to the bar.



He slid into the seat and Frank, the bartender, came right over. Frank
was in his mid-fifties and had worked at The Whitley for as long as Nick
could remember.

“Hey, Nick, what are you having?”
It was a warm, sticky night, hot for late May, and a beer seemed like a

good idea. “I’ll have a Whale’s Tail draft. Thanks, Frank.”
When it arrived, Nick took his first sip and relaxed as he looked around

the bar. It was mostly couples. He was sitting next to a woman, but she
hadn’t turned his way and all he could see was that she had almost black,
chin length hair. He figured she must be with the guy sitting next to her.

He sipped his beer and chatted with Sue and Jamie when they came to
pick up drinks. They were busy still with scattered tables on the big patio.
There was entertainment, too, two guys on guitars playing easy listening
music like Jimmy Buffett and James Taylor. The crowd loved it.

He was almost finished with his beer and was going to ask for his tab
when the woman sitting next to him turned his way, smiled and his whole
world shifted. There was something about that smile. It lit up her whole
face and it was directed at him. So much warmth. Her eyes were pretty, too
—they were a blueish gray and stood out against her dark hair.

“I’m so sorry. That’s rude of me to have my back to you like that. I
thought the seat was empty.” Nick noticed the guy that had been sitting next
to her was gone.

“Oh, no worries. I snuck in a few minutes ago. I’m Nick.”
She smiled again. “Bella. Are you staying at the hotel?”
“No. I work here, actually. In the kitchen.”
“You do? Did you by any chance cook a piece of marinated grilled

salmon an hour or so ago? I requested it on the rare side.”
He liked her already. Almost no one ordered salmon cooked rare unless

they were a true foodie.
“I did. It’s the only way to eat it. I hope it was all right?”



“It was the best piece of salmon I’ve ever had. Cooked to perfection.
Thank you.”

He grinned. “My pleasure. So, are you staying here?”
“I am. I’m here for a while, an extended vacation.”
“Nice. Where are you from?”
She hesitated for a moment he noticed, then smiled again. “Los

Angeles, but I don’t really consider it home, you know? It’s just where I
live.”

“I know what you mean. That’s how I felt when I lived in Boston for a
few years. I liked it well enough, but it wasn’t home.”

“You’re from Nantucket?” She sounded surprised.
He nodded. “Born here thirty-six years ago. My sisters work here, too.

Lucy is at the front desk and Paula is the new general manager.”
“I met Lucy. She checked me in.”
“Is this your first time on Nantucket?”
“Yes. My sister came for a wedding a few years ago and insisted that I

come here. She loved it. She’s coming to visit soon.”
“That will be fun for you. Have you had a chance to play tourist yet?”
“A little bit. I took the shuttle into town yesterday and did some

shopping. I figured I would wait until my sister gets here and then we can
explore together.”

“That sounds like a good plan.”
Bella’s phone buzzed with a text message. She glanced at it and

immediately looked irritated. She shut the phone off and tossed it in her
purse.

“That’s one annoying thing about people on the west coast. They don’t
always stop and consider that it’s three hours later here, and who wants to
get a business text this time of night?” She sighed and took a sip of her
drink.



“What do you do for work?” Nick was intrigued and wanted to know
more about Bella.

She hesitated and chewed her bottom lip for a moment before
answering.

“At the moment, I’m unemployed and that was someone with a lead for
a job. Which is nice, but I don’t want to think about work right now. Let’s
change the subject. What do you do for fun, when you’re not working?”

Nick grinned and held up his beer. “This. Usually with friends, but no
one wanted to come out and play tonight. If you mean hobbies—well, I love
to fish. It’s almost like meditation. My job is so hectic all the time, and I
love that, but when I fish, I can spend hours soaking up the silence,
enjoying the calm by the ocean. That probably sounds kind of goofy?”

Bella smiled, though. “Not at all. I used to love to go fishing, too, with
my dad up in the mountains of Vermont. It’s been a lot of years, though.”

“Well, if you ever feel like going again, you’re welcome to join me.
Sundays are the day I usually go if I don’t have other plans. I pack a lunch,
maybe a few beers, and a radio and make an afternoon of it.”

Bella grabbed a pen from the bar and jotted her cell phone number on a
cardboard coaster and handed it to him. “Please let me know when you go
next. Like I said, I’m here for a few months, so I’d be grateful for
something to do. And I was actually hoping I might get to fish.”

Nick took the coaster and put it in his pocket. “Will do. We have a
family thing this Sunday but let’s tentatively plan on the one after.”

Bella tried to stifle a yawn and failed. “I’m sorry. The day finally caught
up with me. I think I’m going to head up to my room. It’s been nice chatting
with you, though. Definitely count me in for that Sunday.”

“You got it. Sleep well, Bella.”
He watched her go and was already looking forward to their afternoon

adventure. She was a pretty girl and easy to talk to. And there was



something so familiar about her. But that didn’t make sense. He’d definitely
never met her before.



M

CHAPTER 8

onday morning arrived and Paula felt a sense of dread as she
headed into work. It was Andrea’s first day back in her new
role as head of the concierge team. She hoped that Andrea

wouldn’t be too furious with her. Paula knew it wasn’t her fault, but she still
felt a sense of guilt as she did take her cousin’s job. Her grandfather assured
her that he would have let Andrea go regardless and just called the search
out. But Paula knew Andrea often held a grudge—especially, for some
reason, with her.

She didn’t run into her cousin until mid-afternoon when she had to go to
the front desk to help with a computer issue. Andrea was at the concierge
desk by herself and was chatting with an older couple. Paula gave her a
wave as she walked by, but Andrea just glared coldly at her before turning
her attention back to the guests. Paula sighed. It was pretty much what
she’d expected.

She handled the computer situation then went back to her office to hide
for a bit and look over the weekly numbers. She still was most comfortable
by herself in her office, but she knew she had to get over that and make a
real effort to be out and about, visible with both staff and guests. But she
did have some reporting to do, so was happy to spend the next few hours



surrounded by numbers. She was just finishing up for the day when David
poked his head in her office.

“Am I interrupting?” They’d only seen each other in passing so far that
day. He was working on a project for her grandfather and Paula had been
making her rounds earlier.

“Not at all. I just finished up what I was working on. What are you up
to?”

“I just met your cousin. I thought she was quite charming, and we
chatted for about ten minutes or so. But then I brought up your name, and
well, I saw a different side of her. She’s not too happy with you at the
moment.”

Paula sighed. “I know. She blames me for her losing her job. She
probably thinks I manipulated Grandfather into doing it. She should know
me better than that, but she doesn’t take the time to really see things as they
are.”

“I tried to explain to her that you had nothing to do with it. That your
grandfather had reached out to me and I suggested he do the same thing.
Not that he choose you, necessarily, as I didn’t know you, but just that it
seemed time for Andrea to move to a different role.”

“How’d she take that?”
David chuckled. “Well, she stopped flirting with me pretty quick.”
Paula laughed. “That’s Andrea for you. I do hope she likes the new job,

though.”
“She seemed to be. She was chatting away with an older couple and

gave them some good restaurant suggestions. She can be quite engaging.”
“When she wants to be, yes. She’s probably the most social of all of us.

She’s always up for going out.”
“And you’re not?”
“Oh, I like to go out, sometimes. I am kind of a homebody, though.

After a long day, I love to relax and unwind at home usually. What about



you?”
“Kind of in the middle, I guess. I like to grab a drink after work

occasionally. Do people do that much here? Other than Andrea?” He raised
his eyebrows and Paula laughed again.

“My brother Nick is always up for going out after work. You should go
with them sometimes. More often than not, they get a drink here. Outside if
the weather is nice. That’s my favorite bar here, too. We have some good
entertainment on the patio Thursday through Sunday nights.”

“I’ll have to check that out. We should all do after work drinks one of
these days.”

“We should,” she agreed. “How is your mother doing? Is she managing
okay on the crutches?”

David was quiet for a moment before answering. “Yes and no. She can
get around fine on them, but she was recently diagnosed with Alzheimer’s.
We worry about her forgetting that she needs them and falling again.”

Paula’s heart went out to him. The worry was etched across his face.
“I’m so sorry. That sounds stressful, for all of you.”

He nodded. “It is. For my father, especially. But we’ll figure it out.”

“There you both are. Could we go into my office for a moment? I
have an idea I want to discuss.” Paula’s grandfather looked excited about
his idea, whatever it was.

“Of course.” Paula set her pen down, stood and followed her
grandfather to his office. David was right behind her.

“Have a seat, please.” They sat in the two chairs facing her
grandfather’s massive dark wood desk. He took his seat behind it, leaned
forward and looked at them both.



“I want to do a Taste of the Town event on our front lawn. Invite a
bunch of the area restaurants to participate as well as have a wine tasting.
Paula, can you call Peter at Bradford’s Liquors and see if he wants to help?
He can arrange for all the wine vendors and then take orders if people want
to buy wine.”

“You mean like what they do at the Nantucket Wine Festival?”
“No, not like that. They mostly focus on wine with a few fancy snacks.

This will be as much about the food as the wine. It’s a chance for local
restaurants to showcase their signature dishes. We can give out awards, too,
like best chowder/soup, best appetizer and best entree. The restaurants can
use that for marketing.”

“I like it,” David said. “It sounds like a great way to deepen your
relationships with area restaurants. They may be more apt to refer people
your way.”

Her grandfather’s eyes lit up. “Yes! That’s exactly what I was thinking.”
“When would you want to do it?” Paula knew they’d need some time to

pull something this big together.
“I was thinking the week after the fourth of July. That’s one of the

busiest weeks here and if we do it on Monday, it will be easier on the
restaurants and the people are here looking for something to do.”

His excitement was contagious. Paula smiled. “I think it’s a great idea,
too.”

“Okay, good. I’ll let the two of you take this on. We’ll need tents, of
course, and ones that can be zipped shut if it rains. Lots of details to
manage. But that’s what you’re good at.” He stood. “Okay, we’re done here.
Get started tomorrow and make it happen!”



T

CHAPTER 9

he day that the book arrived for Bella, the weather chose not to
cooperate. It was not a beach day. And she didn’t feel like staying
in her room all day, so she decided to venture out and go

downtown. She put on her ‘keep away’ outfit—the baggy jeans, oversized
Nantucket sweatshirt, jean jacket, sunglasses and the pink Red Sox baseball
cap. No one would look at her twice in that ensemble. The thought made
her happy. She stuffed the thick paperback her agent had sent into a tote
bag, grabbed her wallet and room key and went off to find a ride into town.

A quick stop at the concierge desk helped her to arrange a ride.
“Head outside, and Johnny should be up in a few minutes. Look for the

white Range Rover,” Andrea told her.
“Thank you.”
A moment after Bella walked outside, Johnny pulled up and seemed

happy to see her.
She climbed into the back seat and they were on their way. The ride into

town took about fifteen minutes or so and Johnny chatted most of the way.
“Are you enjoying your visit so far?” he asked.
“I am. It’s wonderful and relaxing. Exactly what I’d hoped for.”
“Good. Less busy than Los Angeles, right?”
She was impressed that he remembered. “Yes, so much nicer.”



“Are you off to do some shopping?”
“I think so. I might find a coffee shop first and read for a bit. The rain

made me stir crazy. I didn’t want to just sit in my room.”
“I get that. A coffee shop that’s near the wharf is The Corner Table. And

if you get hungry later and feel like pizza, down at the Wharf there’s a
takeout place, Oath, that is very good. If you want something sweet, stop by
the chocolate shop, Sweet Inspirations. People go crazy for the dark
chocolate covered cranberries.”

“Really? Have you had them? That sounds kind of strange, to be
honest.”

Johnny laughed. “Yes, I’ve had them. They will give you a free sample
and you’ll be hooked. You’ll see.”

“Okay, now you’ve intrigued me. I will go try them.”
“I can drop you right at that coffee shop, if you like?”
“That’s perfect.”
A few minutes later, Johnny pulled up to The Corner Table. Bella gave

him a generous tip and headed into the coffee shop. It was busy, but she
didn’t mind the line. It gave her a chance to check out the menu and decide
what she wanted. When it was her turn to order, she decided on a caramel
latte and a banana nut muffin and once she had both, settled into a comfy
armchair. She people-watched out the window as she ate her muffin and
sipped her coffee. And then she opened the book and read the first page.

Two hours later, what was left of her coffee was ice cold and she felt the
thrill that she often got when she discovered a great new book and didn’t
want to stop reading. She hated to admit it, but her agent was right. The
story was incredible, and it would be an opportunity that could make her
career. She was excited and nervous at the same time. She knew she
couldn’t pass this one up or she’d regret it. But she didn’t have to call her
agent yet. She had some time. She wanted to finish the book and make sure
she still felt the same way. But in her gut, she knew that she would. She



could see why the book stayed on the list so long. It had crazy word of
mouth. She couldn’t wait to tell her sister about it.

But her legs were getting stiff and she needed to get up and walk
around. The rain had stopped, and the sun was peeking out through the
clouds. It was a little past eleven, perfect time to go do a little shopping.

She walked toward the wharf, where the ferries came in. There was one
pulling in now, a giant catamaran from Hyannis called the Grey Lady III.
Bella watched as the boat docked and people started streaming off, many of
them with dogs of all shapes and sizes.

She browsed a few gift shops, filled with all kinds of tourist trinkets like
sweatshirts, hats, flip flops, mugs and more. Bella was wearing the
Nantucket sweatshirt she’d bought on her last shopping trip, so she didn’t
really need any more touristy stuff. A window display with a pretty, floaty
dress caught her eye and she stepped into another store, Nantucket Threads.

The store was adorable with all kinds of cute clothes and shoes. The
clothing was an eclectic mix of touristy sweatshirts, casual fun clothes and
some really nice high-end stuff. She would definitely have to bring her
sister here for some serious shopping. Bella wasn’t intending to buy much
on this trip, but then she saw the cowboy boots. They were a really soft
brown leather with blue and pink embroidered flowers. They were
gorgeous.

“Those just came in this week and have been popular. Would you like to
try them on?”

Bella turned to see a woman who’d been behind the register ringing up
a sale when she first walked in. She was petite, with long blonde hair that
fell in beachy waves and she was wearing a similar pair of boots, jeans and
a tank top that fell in soft layers. It was a very pretty look. Bella wondered
if she owned the shop.

“Yes, please, I’d love to. I’m a size eight.”
“Great, I’ll be right back. I’m Izzy, by the way. Welcome to my shop!”



She returned a moment later with the boots for Bella to try on. They fit
like a glove and Bella sighed with happiness as she looked at her reflection
in the mirror and saw how cute they were.

“What do you think?” Izzy asked.
“I love them. I’ll take them.”
Izzy took the boots, rang them up and put them in a big bag and handed

it to Bella.
“Are you on vacation?” Izzy asked as she handed Bella her charge slip.
“I am. For a few months. My sister is coming to visit next week, and I’ll

definitely be back then. I wasn’t planning on buying anything today. But
when we come back, I want to spend more time looking around. Your store
is wonderful.”

Izzy beamed. “Thank you. I look forward to seeing you again, and your
sister, too.”

Bella left the shop and walked around for another hour. Most of that
time was in Mitchell’s Book Corner, where she found two more books for
her beach reading. By the time she left the store, she was hungry. She took
Johnny’s suggestion and headed over to Oath Pizza and stood in line for a
custom-made gluten free pizza with one of the best gluten free crusts she’d
ever had.

After she finished eating, she found a bench and opened her book again.
The sun was now shining brightly, and the air had warmed up quite a bit.
Perfect weather for outside reading. Bella read for about an hour and then
decided it was time to head back to the hotel. She texted the concierge desk
to let them know she was ready for a return shuttle, and fifteen minutes
later, Johnny and his white Range Rover pulled up to The Corner Table.

“Did you have a good shopping day?” Johnny asked as he put her big
bag with the boots in the back of the car.

“Yes. Great suggestions, by the way. You were right about Oath Pizza.
I’ll check out the chocolate shop when my sister comes to visit.”



He looked pleased to hear it. “Great, glad you liked it.”
They chatted easily and in no time at all, Bella was back at The Whitley

and in her room. She was just about to open the book again and read for a
while before dinner when her phone rang. She glanced at the caller ID, saw
that it was her agent and debated whether or not to answer. Finally, curiosity
won.

“Hi, Jean.”
“Bella, how are you? Are you loving it there? Is it relaxing?”
“It was. Until you called,” Bella teased her.
Jean laughed. “Very funny. Listen you know I’d only call if it was

important. It’s about the book I sent you.”
“I just started reading it today. You’re right. It’s very good.”
“I knew you’d love it!” Jean sounded triumphant. Which was not

uncommon.
Bella waited for her to get to the reason for the call.
“So, that’s why I’m calling. I know you wanted a few weeks to decide,

but there’s a bit of a wrinkle. There’s another actress they are considering.
Someone they didn’t think they could get, but it turns out she’s read the
book, loves it and reached out to them.”

Bella felt a wave of disappointment and realized she really wanted the
chance to do this movie. “So, that’s it then? They’re going with her?”

“Well, not yet. You’re still their top choice, but they don’t feel
comfortable letting this other possibility go without having a commitment
from you. They’re afraid if they wait, they risk losing you and offending
her.”

“So, they want a decision now? I say I’ll do it and it’s mine?”
“Yep. If you say you’re in, they’ll just tell her it’s filled. But they need

to know asap. By tomorrow—what do you think?”
Bella smiled. “Tell them I’m in. But I can’t start until my two months

are up. That’s non-negotiable.”



“Excellent. I’ll tell them. Congratulations, Bella! This is going to be
huge for you.”



T

CHAPTER 10

he next morning, after dealing with a few pressing issues, Paula
and David met in Paula’s office to go over ideas for the Taste of
the Town event.

“We can use the same tent people we use for our weddings, so that’s
easy enough,” Paula said.

“And I like your grandfather’s suggestion to reach out to that liquor
store and have them handle the wine vendors. It will be worth their while
with the sales it’s likely to generate,” David added.

“Peter’s a nice guy, too. I’m happy to give him the business. He’s run
these types of things before.”

“Do you have some restaurants in mind?” David asked.
Paula nodded. “I’ve been thinking about that. How many do you think

we want to limit it to?”
“I’d say somewhere between twenty and thirty would be good. Not

everyone will say yes. It is an expense for the restaurants in terms of food
and staff to attend. But it’s great advertising.”

“Especially if they win one of the ‘best of’ awards. I don’t think I’ve
seen one of these done on Nantucket before. Closest thing is the wine
festival.”



“Do you think there will be interest from the local restaurants? Maybe
they will feel like they are busy enough and don’t need to do this in the
summer?” David said.

“I think if we can lock down a restaurant or two before we approach the
others it might help. I was thinking we could ask Mimi’s Place first. They
just reopened a year or so ago under new management and might still be
interested in getting the word out.”

“Do they serve lunch as well as dinner?”
“Yes, they serve lunch.”
David smiled. “Let’s go there now. We can have lunch and ask them in

person. It’s harder to say no to someone face to face. Especially if they
know you.”

Paula laughed. “Okay, let’s go.”

David drove, and they arrived downtown at Mimi’s Place at a

quarter to twelve. Mandy, one of the owners of the restaurant, was at the
front desk and smiled when she saw them.

“Hi, Paula. Nice to see you. Two for lunch?”
“Yes, thank you.”
Mandy led them to a table for two that was by a window with a nice

view of Main Street and people walking by. She handed them each a menu.
“I heard about your promotion. Congratulations!”

Paula was surprised and pleased. “Thank you. How did you hear?”
“Mia was in over the weekend and mentioned it. She said she’s been

dealing with a difficult bride that is having her wedding at The Whitley.”
Mia was a wedding coordinator that they often worked with and to say

her current bride was difficult was an understatement. Davina was a
nightmare.



Paula smiled. “She is. I think she’s happy now. At least I hope so. This
is David Connolly. He’s a consultant who is with us for a few months.”

“It’s nice to meet you. Stacy will be over in a minute to tell you the
specials.”

“Thanks, Mandy. Do you have a minute? There’s something we want to
run by you,” Paula said.

“Sure, what is it?”
“So, David and I are working on an event at the hotel for mid-July.

We’re putting together a Taste of the Town. It will be on a Monday night.
We’re thinking twenty to thirty restaurants handing out samples of whatever
they’d like to highlight—a signature dish, something new, chowder, or
dessert. There will also be a wine tasting.”

“That sounds intriguing.”
“We’re also doing awards,” David added. “Attendees will vote and

we’re thinking top entree, soup or chowder and dessert. Restaurants can
offer all three if they like, it’s up to them.”

“That could be good marketing, just being there and if you win, too,”
Paula added.

“Well, it sounds good to me. I’ll have to talk to Emma and Paul, our
chef. They’re both in the kitchen so I’ll go run it by them and let you
know.”

“Great, thank you, Mandy.”
As soon as Mandy walked away, their waitress, Stacy, came over and

told them about the specials.
“We have mushroom tortellini in a gorgonzola cream sauce with toasted

walnuts and also grilled swordfish with mango salsa. We also have lobster
chowder.”

“I’ll have the tortellini.” Paula loved anything with cream sauce and
walnuts.



“And I’ll do the swordfish and a cup of the lobster chowder,” David
said.

A few minutes later, Stacy returned with a bread basket and David’s
chowder, and they both dove in. Paula loved the bread at Mimi’s Place.
They got it from a local bakery, and it was served warm with a crispy crust
and soft inside. She was happily spreading butter on it when she looked up
and saw David looking at her curiously.

“What?” she asked.
He smiled. “I’ve just never seen someone so enthusiastic about a piece

of bread.”
Paula laughed. “You haven’t tried it yet.” She took a bite and sighed. It

was that good.
She waited for him to take a taste. “So?”
“You’re right. It’s pretty good.”
“How long have you been living off-island?” Paula asked. She

wondered if it was strange for him to be home, or if he was liking it.
“Oh, it’s been years. I left after I graduated from college and moved to

Manhattan.”
“Do you miss it? Or were you anxious to get away?” A lot of kids she’d

gone to school with couldn’t wait to get off-island and get a job in the ‘real
world’. Nantucket was like a bubble, and for some of them, a stifling one.

“A little of both, I think. For what I wanted to do, there were no
opportunities here so it wasn’t ever really an option. But yeah, I miss my
family. And I do love Nantucket. It’s hard not to love it here. What about
you? Have you ever wanted to live anywhere else?”

Paula shook her head. “No. Never. I went away to college, so I
experienced what it was like to live away from Nantucket. After four years,
I was more than ready to come home. But, still, I lived in Boston for a few
years first. My grandfather thought that was important for me. To see what



it was like working at another hotel and get some good experience and also
to live somewhere else. And Boston wasn’t that far. I still got home often.”

“You weren’t tempted to stay in Boston?”
“Not a bit. Boston was great. I had a good time there, but it’s not

Nantucket. This is where I want to be, and I’m lucky that there is a good
work opportunity for me here.”

“Maybe someday I’ll come back, too. I do miss seeing my family.
Especially with what’s going on with my mother. It’s hard being so far
away.”

“They must love having you here now?”
“I think they do. My dad especially needed some support. Now that he

found someone to be with my mother during the week, I think it will get
easier for him.”

A few minutes later, their meals arrived, and they were quiet for a bit.
The food was excellent, as usual. Paula’s pasta was rich, and she only ate
half of it and saved the rest to take home. David cleaned his plate.

Stacy came to check on them and asked if they wanted dessert.
“What do you think? Do you want anything?” David asked.
“I’d love dessert, but I’m too full. You should get something, though.

The tiramisu here is amazing.”
“Really? That’s one of my favorites. If I get one, will you at least have a

bite?”
Paula laughed. “Of course.”
A few minutes later, Stacy returned with the dessert and two forks.

Paula took two small bites and let David enjoy the rest. As he was finishing
up, Mandy came over to their table.

“So, I talked with Emma and Paul and they both love the Taste of the
Town idea. So, Mimi’s Place is in!”

“Oh, thank you. That’s great!” Paula was thrilled. Now they could
mention that they already had Mimi’s Place confirmed when they spoke to



the other restaurants.
Stacy brought the check and David immediately reached for his wallet,

but Paula stopped him and put down her American Express card. “This was
a business lunch, so it’s on The Whitley,” she said.

David put his wallet back in his pocket. “All right, then. Thank you. I’d
say it was a productive lunch. And a delicious one.”

As they drove back to The Whitley, Paula’s phone buzzed with a

text message from her cousin, Hallie.
Where are you? Please come find me when you get back. Davina’s here

and I want to kill her right now.
“Ugh. Our bride from hell is displeased about something, again.”
“The one you mentioned at lunch? Danielle?”
“Davina. Yes, that’s the one. We get our share of diva brides, but she is

high on the list.”
“What’s her issue?”
“I don’t know. Hallie’s dealing with her now and I’ll go find out when

we get back. She’s pretty much had issues with everything so far.”
David chuckled. “Have fun with that.”
* * *
When they reached the hotel, Paula headed to Hallie’s office. She and

Mia were there with Davina and all three women looked miserable.
“Paula, come on in,” Hallie said. “I was just telling Davina that you

were on your way. Davina, Paula is our general manager.”
Paula smiled. “Hi, Davina. I hear you’re having your wedding with us.”
“Well, I was planning on it. But I’m having second thoughts now. I just

didn’t think this would be so difficult.”
“What’s going on? How can I help?”



“Davina wants The Whitley to only rent rooms on the Saturday of her
wedding to people in her wedding party,” Mia said.

Sometimes that made sense, if the wedding was big enough. Paula
couldn’t recall the size of Davina’s wedding, but she didn’t think it was that
big.

“How many are attending your wedding?”
“One hundred and fifty.”
Well, that wasn’t going to work. The Whitley had over two hundred

rooms. Paula decided to take a different approach.
“We could certainly work with you on that. You are welcome to book all

of the rooms. But that would probably be more rooms than you need. We
have a total of two hundred and twenty rooms. Your party will fill more
than half of them. We have had weddings that have bought out the hotel
before. It’s up to you. But we can do that if you like.”

Davina looked confused and then did the mental math. “I’d have to pay
for all the rooms, even if we didn’t use them?”

“Well, yes. If you don’t want us to rent them out.”
“You couldn’t just not rent them?”
“I’m sorry, no. If we did that then we’d be paying for those rooms and

that’s not a good business decision for us. I hope you can understand that.”
“Well, maybe I’ll take my business elsewhere!” Davina stood in a huff

and glared at Paula. But Paula called her bluff.
“That’s your choice, of course. We hope you’ll decide to stay. Let Hallie

and Mia know what you decide to do.”
“Thanks, Paula,” Hallie said.
Paula walked back to her office and tried not to smile. She knew that

Davina wasn’t going to cancel her wedding. There was nowhere else that
she could get on such short notice. Instead, she would likely continue to
terrorize them. But once it was over, they’d never have to see her again.

Hallie came up to her office twenty minutes later.



“What did Davina decide?”
Hallie smiled. “What do you think? She’s not going anywhere. She

calmed down after you left. Said she thought about it and understood.”
“Good. Has she had her tasting yet?” All brides were invited in for a

formal tasting of the menu options. It was usually a really fun night for the
bride and groom and usually the mother of the bride and maybe the maid of
honor or best man.

Hallie made a face. “No. That’s next Thursday night. Poor Nick.”
Paula laughed. “It might not be that bad. Nick’s food is amazing. Maybe

she’ll actually relax and enjoy herself.”
“One can only hope,” Hallie said.



“G

CHAPTER 11

ood morning, ladies. Where did you end up going last night
for dinner?” The two older women had asked Andrea for
restaurant recommendations the night before.

“We went to Mimi’s Place, and you’re right, it’s wonderful,” Beverly
Higginbottom said.

“Best swordfish I’ve ever had,” her sister, Jane, added. The two women
were visiting for a week from upstate New York.

“I’m so glad you enjoyed it. How can I help you today?”
“We wanted to ask your advice about the Whaling Museum. Is it really

worth seeing? We’re heading into town for the afternoon and trying to plan
our day.”

Andrea smiled. “It’s definitely worthwhile. It’s one of the places I
suggest that everyone visit when they come to Nantucket. Give yourself
plenty of time to go through it all. There’s a lot to see, and it’s fascinating.”

“Good. Thanks, Andrea.”
As the two ladies walked off, a message popped up on the computer

screen, from Paula.
“When you finish up today could you please pop by my office for a

moment? David and I want your advice on a new project we are working
on.”



Andrea’s first reaction was irritation. The last thing she felt like doing
was helping Paula. But still, she was curious what she might possibly need
to know. She typed back that she’d stop by.

And an hour later, when Marco came on to relieve her, Andrea made her
way upstairs and stopped outside Paula’s office. The door was ajar, and
David was in there with her. They were deep in conversation, so Andrea
didn’t want to barge in. She knocked lightly. Paula looked up, saw her, and
waved her in.

“Thanks for coming.” Her cousin sounded nervous.
Andrea felt like snapping that it wasn’t like she had a choice. But with

David sitting there, she bit her tongue and instead said, “What’s up?”
“So, Grandfather wants to do a Taste of the Town event. David and I

have been working on that today. We had lunch at Mimi’s Place, and they
agreed to participate. I talked to Peter at Bradford’s Liquors and he’s going
to handle the wine tasting. We’re putting a list together of restaurants to
invite and wanted to run it by you and see if you had any additional
suggestions.”

“Let me take a look at the list.” Andrea thought it was a great idea and
something she’d love to attend, but she wasn’t about to admit that to Paula.

She looked over the list. It had all the usual suspects, well-known
restaurants that they’d all been going to for years.

“These are all good, but let’s add some of the new ones. There are some
great new spots that you might not know of yet, but they’re very good.” She
mentioned a few names and Paula jotted them down. “I’d also add Oath
Pizza and the restaurant at the airport.”

“Oh, I forgot about that one,” Paula said.
“What do you think of the idea?” David asked. He looked genuinely

curious about her opinion. Andrea had enjoyed chatting with David when
he’d introduced himself to her, until he mentioned Paula. She sighed.



“It’s a good idea. I’m sure it will be a huge hit. Good luck with it.” She
turned to leave.

“Andrea…”
She turned back to look at her cousin. “Was there anything else?”
“No. I just wanted to say thank you.”
“You’re welcome. Goodnight.”

Andrea walked home, changed into her sweats and went for a run

along the beach. Nothing else relieved stress better than a good run. She’d
been having a relatively good day, until her cousin wanted to see her. It still
burned her that her grandfather thought that Paula, mousy little Paula who
liked to hide in her cave of an office, would be a better choice for general
manager. She’d looked scared to even talk to her. Andrea ran faster, harder,
and forty-five minutes later when she returned to her house, she was
exhausted and feeling calmer. She’d feel even better after a hot shower.
Maybe she’d see if Hallie felt like grabbing a bite to eat somewhere
downtown. She wasn’t in the mood to cook.

After a long shower, Andrea was relaxed and in a much better mood.
She changed, dried her hair and made her way down to the kitchen. Her cell
phone was on the counter and there was a notification that someone had
called. She listened to the message and it was from Elaine Humphrey, the
recruiter.

“Hi, Andrea. I’ve got a good one for you! Boutique hotel in Manhattan
needs a new general manager, ASAP. Call me.”

New York, not Boston. Andrea was a little disappointed but called
Elaine anyway. She picked up on the first ring.

“Hi, Andrea. This one is right up your alley. The Alexandria hotel is
uber luxurious, a small hotel in a great area. When can you meet with



them?”
Andrea was startled. “They don’t want to start with a phone interview?”
“Nope. They loved your resume and want to meet in person. How soon

can you go?”
Andrea thought about her schedule. She had this coming Sunday and

Monday off.
“I could do Monday.”
“All right. Stay tuned. I’ll put a call in and get back to you asap.”
“Thanks, Elaine.”
Andrea looked up the hotel online. The Alexandria really was exquisite.

It was small, only one hundred rooms, and the location excellent, close to
everything. She supposed it might be fun to go there and check it out, even
if she didn’t want to pursue it further after meeting with them. And maybe
she’d fall in love with it. It wasn’t like she’d have to stay in Manhattan
forever. Maybe a year or two, and it would be a good resume builder.

Elaine called back just as Andrea was about to walk out the door. She
had an interview at The Alexandria Hotel on Monday.

Hallie agreed to go to Millie’s, their favorite spot when they were

in the mood for Mexican. It was right on the beach and the food was so
good.

They sat upstairs where the views were better. Andrea ordered a
margarita and Hallie went with chardonnay. They both ordered the same
things—a scallop and bacon taco and a fish taco—and some guacamole and
chips to share while they waited for their food.

“So, how was your day?” Hallie asked as she reached for a chip.
“It was fine until Paula wanted to speak to me. I had to report to her

office before I left for the day.”



“Why? Is everything all right?”
“It’s fine. She wanted my opinion for the event they are working on. Do

you know about that? The Taste of the Town in mid-July?”
Hallie looked surprised. “No, I hadn’t heard about that. What is it?”
Andrea explained it to her. “So, Paula wanted my opinion on the list of

restaurants they were thinking of inviting.”
“That’s what she wanted to talk to you about?”
Andrea nodded.
“Well, that’s a good thing. She wanted your opinion. Maybe it was a

way of breaking the ice with you. I know she hates that you’re mad at her.”
Andrea sighed. “I’m not really mad at her. It’s just frustrating, you

know?”
“I do know. I’m sorry.”
“It’s not your fault. I’ll get over it, eventually. What do you think of the

idea?”
“For a Taste of the Town? I think it’s fantastic, actually. I bet it will

bring a lot of people to the resort and get it on more people’s radars.
Involving the restaurants will help spread the word, too, and it seems like it
could be great marketing for them. This was Grandfather’s idea?”

“That’s what Paula said, yeah.”
“He really is pretty savvy. Especially for someone his age,” Hallie said.
Andrea took a sip of her margarita and ignored that comment.
“So, I have some news. I’m flying to New York Sunday night. I have an

interview there Monday morning.”
“You do? For a GM role?”
Andrea nodded. “At The Alexandria Hotel. Have you heard of it?”
“I have, actually. It’s really exclusive if I recall.”
“It’s a high-end luxury hotel,” Andrea confirmed. “I looked it up online

and it’s gorgeous, same level of quality as The Whitley.”



Hallie smiled. “Well, that’s good! I suppose it doesn’t hurt to check it
out, right?”

“That’s what I figured. I’ll fly in Sunday night and stay at the hotel, get
a feel for the place and zip home after the interview on Monday. No one
will even notice that I’ve gone.”

“I hope it goes well, but I hate the idea of you moving so far away,”
Hallie said as the server brought their tacos to the table.

“I’m honestly not sure how I feel about it, either. But I’m going to go
and check it out. So, on a different note, how’s it going with your bride
from hell?”

Hallie laughed. “Davina really is the devil. I had to call Paula to come
explain to her that we couldn’t simply refuse to rent out the hotel the night
of her wedding.”

“She seriously asked for that? Wow.”
“Yes, and threatened to leave. But Paula handled her well. She just said

it wasn’t possible. And of course, Davina didn’t cancel. Where else would
she go last minute?”

“Mia must have been horrified,” Andrea said. Mia coordinated a lot of
weddings with them, and Andrea didn’t know how she put up with people
like that.

“She wasn’t happy with her. And she felt bad that we had to get Paula
involved. But Davina didn’t listen to either of us. It was crazy.”

“Well, hopefully that’s the last of your issues with her. Everything else
is settled now, right?”

“Not quite. We still have the tasting coming up. But that should be fine.
Everyone loves the food here.”

For once, Andrea was glad not to be general manager so she wouldn’t
have to deal with nightmare clients like Davina. Pretty much everyone that
came to the concierge desk was in a good mood and appreciative for the
help they received.



“Good luck with that,” Andrea said.
“Thanks. Hey, speaking of Mia, she mentioned that she and her sister,

Izzy, are having a cookout Saturday night and that we should come. Sounds
like there might be a good-sized crowd there.”

“That sounds fun. I don’t have any plans. They live right on the water,
too, don’t they? Those condos on the wharf?”

“Yes. It’s Mia’s condo but Izzy is staying with her for a while. She had a
baby not too long ago and she’s expanding her store, Nantucket Threads.”

“I love her store. I bet she’ll do well.”
“Mia told me she’s doing even better than they anticipated. She’s been

working with a consultant to build her online store and that’s been really
busy.”

“I’m not surprised. Online sales are booming, and people love
Nantucket. I’ve often thought that we could do more with that at The
Whitley. We could sell the monogrammed bathrobes and slippers online as
well as the sweatshirts we sell in the gift shop.”

“That’s a great idea. You should mention it to Paula,” Hallie said.
“I’m not mentioning it to Paula!” Andrea snapped.
“Sorry, of course. Maybe to Grandfather, then. I bet he’d be interested.

It’s a great idea.”
“Hm. Maybe I will. We’ll see.” Andrea wasn’t feeling especially

generous toward either her cousin or her grandfather at the moment. Her
good idea could wait.



“L

CHAPTER 12

et’s go to Mia’s cookout. We don’t have to stay long. It’s a
gorgeous day and there should be quite a few people there
that we know.” Lucy was sitting in Paula’s kitchen, drinking

coffee and nibbling on a maple glazed donut. She’d popped over as she
often did on Saturday morning to catch up with her sister.

“I don’t know if I’m really in the mood for a big crowd,” Paula said.
She often felt intimidated in large gatherings.

“Don’t be silly. What else are you going to do? Besides, I’ll be there, so
it’s not like you won’t know people.”

“I know. I’m sure Andrea will be there, too. I’m just not sure I want to
deal with that.”

“I really wouldn’t worry about Andrea. She’s not going to pay you any
attention. You know your cousin. She loves a party and will be flitting
around talking to everyone.”

“That’s true.” Paula glanced out the window. It really was a perfect day.
The sun was shining and there wasn’t a cloud in the sky. And it was warm.

“All right, I’ll go. You’re right. I’m sure it will be fun. We should
probably bring something. What are you thinking?”

“I was going to make potato salad. People always like that at cookouts.”
“Maybe I’ll make some brownies.”



“That sounds good. I’ll swing by around six and we can head over.”

Paula ran errands the rest of the day, did some laundry, made

brownies, and around five thirty started getting ready to go to the cookout.
She decided on jeans and a pretty floral top in shades of pink and blue.
Lucy came by a few minutes before six and they headed out.

It was always challenging finding somewhere to park downtown,
especially on the weekends. Lucy had to drive around for a while before she
saw a space open up a few streets over. The downtown area was packed
with people walking around shopping and heading to various restaurants or
to the waterfront and the ferries. Lucy parked and they walked over to
Mia’s condo, which was right on the wharf. Paula had seen these condos
from a distance and always thought they looked lovely, but she’d never
been inside one before.

They could hear voices as they approached Mia’s unit. Lucy knocked
and a moment later, Mia’s sister Izzy opened the door.

“Paula, Lucy! Come on in.” She glanced at the food they were carrying.
“Thanks for bringing that. You can set it down in the kitchen. Are those
homemade brownies? They look amazing.”

Paula smiled. “Yes, thanks. It’s an Ina Garten recipe, lots of butter and
chocolate.”

“My favorite kind.” Izzy led them to the kitchen, and they found room
on the counter to set the potato salad and brownies down. “There’s wine
and beer, help yourself to whatever you’d like to drink. Will’s outside on
the grill so wander out to the deck whenever you get hungry. He’s making
his famous Juicy Lucy burgers and hot dogs.”

“What’s a Juicy Lucy burger?” Lucy asked.



Izzy grinned. “It’s out of this world delicious. Seasoned meat with lots
of cheese in the middle of the burger.”

“I think I have to try one of those,” Lucy said.
Paula and Lucy poured themselves glasses of chardonnay, made their

way out to the deck and said hello to Mia. Hallie was there, too, and Marco.
Paula looked around but didn’t see any sign of Andrea.

“Is Nick here, too?” she asked her cousin.
Hallie shook her head. “No, he’s working tonight. You know how busy

Saturday nights are in the restaurant.”
“That’s true. I know he has someone that covers now and then.”
“He does, but he tries to save it for something he really needs the time

off for. He’d have fun here, but he doesn’t really know Mia and Izzy like
we do.”

“Who is that tall guy talking to Mia?” He looked familiar to Paula, but
she couldn’t quite place him. He had dark hair and a smile that lit up his
face.

“That’s her next-door neighbor, Ben. He was at the hotel last year for
his sister’s wedding. It was one of the biggest I’ve ever done. They live in
Manhattan, Upper East Side. It was a spare-no-expenses wedding.”

“Right. That’s why he looked familiar.”
Mia looked up and saw them, and waved them over. She gave them both

hugs and introduced them to Ben.
“Paula and Lucy both work at The Whitley where your sister was

married,” she said.
Ben smiled and shook both of their hands. “Great to meet you. My

sister’s wedding was something else. It’s a beautiful spot.”
Paula nodded. “Thank you.”
“I’m also Mia’s next-door neighbor—well, part of the year.”
“You live in Manhattan, too?” Paula asked.



“I do, but I love it here. During the summer months I mostly work from
here and only fly back occasionally if it’s a meeting I can’t get out of.”

“What do you do?” Lucy asked.
“Real estate development, mostly. I have some buildings I’ve bought

and rent out or bought and flipped. And I do educational training stuff. That
I can do online, so it’s what I focus on more when I’m here.”

“You’re here for the season now?” Lucy asked.
“I am. I’m going to do everything possible to avoid leaving this island

for the next few months.”
“Ben!” Someone hollered from the living room. “You gotta come see

this!”
Mia laughed. “You’re being summoned.”
He grinned. “Sounds like I am. I’ll be back.” He left to go see what his

friend wanted, and Lucy immediately turned to Mia.
“What’s Ben’s deal? Is he single?”
Mia looked delighted by the question. “He is. He recently ended things

with a girlfriend in Manhattan. She wanted to get married and he said she
wasn’t keen on spending time here. So, he’s very much available. He’s a
great guy. We’ve become really good friends.”

Lucy smiled. “Good to know.”
Paula was intrigued. Ben wasn’t the type that Lucy usually went for.

Her past boyfriends tended to be more artsy—musicians, writers, painters.
Mia chatted with Paula for a bit about Davina’s upcoming tasting and
another wedding that she’d just booked. When Paula looked up, Lucy was
gone.

“We must have bored Lucy with our shop talk,” Paula said.
“Or she found someone more interesting to talk to,” Mia said.
Paula followed her gaze and saw that Lucy was deep in conversation

with Ben in the living room.



“What about you, Paula? Are you dating anyone these days?” Mia
asked.

Paula hated that question, though she knew people meant well. She just
grew tired of giving the same answer. “No one at the moment. I’ve just
been busy with work. It hasn’t really been a focus.”

“Hm. You know, Izzy mentioned the other day that Jason, one of Will’s
friends, is available. He’s not here yet, but he should be soon. Really nice
guy. His girlfriend dumped him when she got a job offer in Boston.”

“Really? Boston’s not that far.”
“She said she didn’t want to do the long-distance relationship thing.

And that getting the job was a sign that it was time to move on.”
“That’s kind of harsh. How did he take it?” Paula already felt bad for

this guy and she hadn’t even met him yet. She could relate, though. The one
serious relationship she’d had ended two years ago for a similar reason.
Ryan took a job in New York—his dream job—and felt it was time to move
on from Nantucket and from her. He never even considered asking if she
wanted to go with him. Paula wasn’t sure that she would have but still, it
would have been nice to be asked. Since then, it was just easier to avoid
getting serious again and going through the same type of breakup.

“Will said it was hard for Jason at first, as it caught him by surprise. But
he realized that he dodged a bullet. She wasn’t the one.”

“Is he from Nantucket?” If he was, Paula probably knew him.
Mia shook her head. “No. He’s from Duxbury. He moved here with Will

and one other friend after college. He runs a painting business and does
pretty well, from what I’ve heard. He and Will refer each other business.”
Will was a contractor.

“That’s great. How are things with you and Sam?” Paula thought Mia
and her boyfriend Sam made a great couple. They’d recently started dating
after meeting in a bereavement group. Mia had lost her fiancé to a



motorcycle accident, and Sam had lost his wife to cancer. Their friendship
slowly grew into a romantic one.

Mia smiled at the mention of Sam. “He should be here soon. He was
having dinner at home with his girls and then he’ll be over.”

A few minutes later, Mandy and Emma walked over and said hello, and
Paula chatted with them for a bit. She was pleasantly surprised by what a
good time she was having. She knew more people than she’d expected.
When her glass was almost empty, she stepped inside to go to the kitchen
for a refill. After she filled her glass and was heading back outside, Mia got
her attention and waved her over.

Mia was standing in the living room talking to a tall, thin man with dark
blonde hair.

“Paula, have you met Jason? He’s a friend of Will’s.” So, this was
Jason. He smiled and held out his hand.

“Nice to meet you.”
“You, too.” Paula shook his hand.
“I was just telling Jason that I’ve been doing a lot of weddings lately at

The Whitley and that you work there, too,” Mia said.
“What do you do there?” Jason asked.
Paula hesitated for a second. “I’m the general manager. I’ve only been

in the role for a few weeks, so I’m not used to saying that yet.”
Jason grinned. “Congrats on the promotion.”
“Can you two excuse me for a moment? I see someone I have to go say

hello to,” Mia said and swiftly walked away, leaving the two of them
together to chat. Paula suddenly felt a little nervous. She always worried
that she would run out of things to talk about, which is why parties like this
were sometimes stressful.

She scrambled for something to say. “Mia mentioned that you have a
painting business?”

“Yeah, Nantucket Paint. It keeps me busy,” he said modestly.



“Have you eaten anything yet? I was thinking of trying one of Will’s
burgers.” That way if he didn’t feel like talking to her anymore, he had an
easy escape and she really was getting hungry. She noticed that Lucy was
still deep in conversation with Ben, who looked like he was hanging on her
every word.

“No. Will’s burgers are legendary. Lead the way.”
Paula went out to the deck and Jason followed. Will was just taking

several burgers off the grill and set them on a platter next to an array of
condiments. They helped themselves to burgers and some of the potato
salad Lucy made which someone, Mia probably, had brought outside as
well. Once they had their plates, they sat at a small table on the deck. The
burger with the hot cheese oozing out of its middle really was delicious. Her
face must have shown her enthusiasm as Jason laughed. “See, I told you
they were good.”

They chatted a bit as they ate, and it turned out they knew some of the
same people. That didn’t surprise Paula, though, as Nantucket was a small
town. She found her nerves melting away as Jason was easy to talk to. He
had a good sense of humor, too, and made her laugh as he told her about
one of his particularly difficult customers. “I suppose you have your share
at the hotel, too,” he said.

She thought of Davina and smiled. “Yes, you could say that. Especially
with weddings. Some of the brides can be…challenging.”

“These burgers really do look great.” Lucy sat down at the table with
them and Paula introduced her to Jason.

“I’ll be right back,” Paula said as she went inside to use the restroom.
On her way out, she ran into Ben.

“Did your sister leave?” he asked.
“No, she’s on the deck eating a burger.”
He looked relieved. “Okay, good. I had to run next door to my condo for

a minute and when I came back, I thought she might have left. Is she single,



by any chance?”
Paula smiled. “She is.” She sensed someone looking her way, and saw

that Andrea was looking at her and Ben with interest.
“I want to make sure I get her number before she leaves.”
“I can help with that.” Paula pulled a pen out of her purse and jotted her

sister’s number on a scrap of paper and handed it to him. She noticed that
Andrea looked decidedly displeased.

“Thank you. You’re sure she won’t mind?”
She nodded. “I’m sure. But she’s outside, so you can chat with her

more.”
“All right. I’ll do that. How about you? Are you having a good time?”
“I am. So far, it’s been a really fun night. I’ll see you outside. We’re

sitting at a table.”
“I’ll be out in a few minutes. I see someone I need to chat with first.”

Andrea watched the exchange with her cousin Paula and Mia’s hot

neighbor, Ben, and felt her blood boil. Was she giving him her number?
How could he be interested in Paula? Ben was like the one hot guy at the
party and Andrea hadn’t really had a chance to talk to him yet. He seemed
to know everyone and was constantly in conversation with someone.

But after Paula walked outside, he was alone for a moment, and Andrea
pounced. She was across the room in two seconds and held her hand out.

“Hi, I’m Andrea. I don’t think we’ve met yet.”
He shook her hand, and she liked the feel of his firm handshake.
“Ben. Mia’s next-door neighbor. How do you know Mia? You look a bit

familiar.”
“From The Whitley Hotel. I work there in concierge services. You

probably saw me there at your sister’s wedding. It was quite an event.”



He laughed. “It certainly was. My sister doesn’t do anything halfway.
Mia did a fantastic job.”

“She did,” Andrea agreed. “Do you live here year-round?” She thought
that she’d heard it was just a summer place for him.

“I wish. Not yet. I split my time between here and Manhattan.”
“No kidding? Do you love living there? I always have fun when I visit,

but it’s so different from Nantucket.”
He laughed. “Manhattan is the concrete jungle. It’s great, but I don’t

miss it when I’m here. When I’m there, I’m almost counting the days until I
can get back here.”

Andrea looked at him curiously. “If you like it here that much, could
you live here year-round?”

“I’ve tried to think of a way to make that work. But I’m in real estate
and I physically need to be there for a lot of the work that I do. But I might
be able to shift to spending more time here. That’s the goal anyway.”

Andrea smiled. “And what do you like to do here?”
“Well, I golf a lot. My family has a membership at the new club. But I

like to go downtown to all the usual places, Club Car, The Gaslight.”
“I like those places, too. I’ve never golfed. It’s something I’ve often

thought about learning.”
Ben’s face lit up. “Oh, you should. It’s a sport you can play for years.

My parents both play and there’s a social aspect to it as well.”
“I’d definitely like that.” She leaned toward him and looked him in the

eye and flirtatiously said, “I don’t suppose you’d want to give me a lesson
sometime?”

Something flickered in his eyes that she couldn’t quite read. But then he
laughed. “Of course. Anytime. I gave Mia some pointers last year and she
loves the game now.”

“How does Tuesday afternoon look for you?”
“This Tuesday?”



Andrea nodded.
“Sure. I can do that. Why don’t you meet me at the driving range around

three, and we can hit some balls?”
“That’s perfect.” She pulled one of her business cards out of her pocket

and handed it to him. “That has my cell on it, in case you need to get in
touch.”

He tucked the card into his pocket. “Great, that will be fun.”
“I was just going to head outside for a minute,” Andrea said.
“I’m going that way, too.”
Andrea walked outside and saw her cousin Hallie chatting with Paula,

Lucy and some guy that she didn’t recognize. They were sitting around a
table on the deck. She wandered over to them, and Ben followed her.

“There you are. I was just thinking we should head out soon. Are you
ready to go?” Hallie asked.

“Sure, I’m ready.” Andrea glanced at Ben and then back at Paula and
smiled, “Ben’s going to give me a golf lesson next week, isn’t that fun? I’ve
always wanted to learn.”

Andrea saw the look of surprise on Paula’s face as she exchanged
glances with Lucy. Finally, she managed to take something away from
Paula for a change.

“I didn’t know you were interested in golfing,” Hallie said.
“I’ve always been curious about it. Ben said he golfs all the time and

taught Mia how to golf.”
Ben nodded. “It’s true, I did. Mia’s a good golfer now.”
“I think I need another glass of wine.” Lucy stood and headed inside to

refill her glass.
“All right, we’re heading out. Bye, everyone,” Hallie said.
“Goodnight, all.” Andrea glanced around the table and met Paula’s gaze

for a moment before heading inside. Paula looked annoyed, which made
Andrea happy. She knew it was petty, but still, it made her feel better.



She followed Hallie inside and was heading toward the door when she
ran into Marco coming out of the kitchen.

“Leaving already?”
“We’ve been here a while. Hallie’s ready to go home.”
“Did you have fun? You have that look, like you’re up to something.”
Andrea laughed. “Who, me? I don’t know what you are talking about.

And yes, I had a very good time. See you later, Marco.”

When Lucy went inside and Hallie and Andrea went home, that

left just Paula and Jason at the table. Paula hoped Lucy was okay. She’d
looked annoyed when she went inside.

“I should probably head inside and talk to some people when your sister
gets back,” Jason said.

“Oh, you don’t have to wait.” Paula felt bad that he didn’t think he
could leave her alone.

He smiled. “Don’t be silly. I’d rather just stay out here and talk to you,
but that would be sort of rude. But I’m glad we have a few minutes to
ourselves because it gives me a chance to ask for your number—if you
might want to go out sometime?” He seemed a little nervous asking and the
question took Paula by surprise. She’d enjoyed talking to him, too, but
didn’t expect that it was going anywhere.

“Sure, I’d be happy to go out sometime.”
Jason pulled out his phone. “Okay, shoot…”
Paula rattled off her number and he plugged it into his phone and sent

her a text message that said ‘test’.
“Now, you have mine, too. I’ll check in with you this week and maybe

we can do dinner or something next weekend?”
Paula smiled. “That sounds great.”



Lucy returned to the table a moment later, looking somewhat less
annoyed, but she didn’t sit down. “Are you ready to head home? I think I’m
peopled out.”

That was usually what Paula said when they went somewhere. “I’m
ready.”

Lucy glance at Jason. “It was nice to meet you.”
He stood as well. “You, too, Lucy. Have a good night.”
They said their goodbyes to Mia and Izzy and headed out to the car.

Lucy was driving and as soon as they to the car and pulled out of their spot,
Paula spoke. “So, that was fun. Did you have a good time?”

Lucy shot her a look. “I did. Until Andrea got her claws into Ben. A
golf lesson? Really?”

Paula chuckled. “Yeah, that was a bit much. But it seemed like you and
Ben were hitting it off. He asked me if you were single and I gave him your
phone number.”

“You did? Thank you. We were hitting it off. That’s why I was so
annoyed with Andrea, though I don’t think she saw us chatting earlier.
Maybe she was out on the deck. Ben explained that she asked him for a golf
lesson and kind of put him on the spot. He asked me out to dinner, for
Thursday night. But I wasn’t sure what to think. If he was some kind of
player. I don’t want to be dating the same guy as Andrea.”

“I would believe him. That sounds like something Andrea would do.
She’s not shy.”

“No, she’s not,” Lucy agreed.
Suddenly Paula realized something. “I have a feeling I know what

might have happened. Andrea saw me talking to Ben and when I gave him
your phone number, I bet she thought I was the one interested. So, her
competitive nature kicked in. If she’d known it was you, I doubt she would
have done that.”



“You’re probably right. But still, he is going to give her a golf lesson.
And she is outgoing and so is he. They might get along well.” Lucy
sounded miserable at the thought of it.

“I wouldn’t get ahead of yourself. He asked you to dinner. Go and have
fun and get to know him better. He’s not your usual type, either.”

“No, he’s not. I usually go for guys like the one you were talking to.
Jason, right?”

“Yes, Jason. He actually asked me to dinner,” Paula admitted.
“He did? That’s great! Are you excited? He’s cute.”
“I don’t know if excited is the word I’d use. He’s nice. I think it will be

fun to go to dinner and see how it goes.”
“Well, all in all it was a pretty good night. We both met someone and

have dates lined up. I think that’s a first, both of us in the same night.
Maybe it’s a good sign?” Lucy always saw signs in everything. But this
time, Paula was inclined to agree with her.

“Maybe it is.”
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CHAPTER 13

ick took extra care Sunday morning when he showered, changed
and splashed on a hint of cologne. He normally didn’t wear
cologne when he went fishing, but today was different. He’d

texted Bella the night before to confirm that she was still up for fishing on
Sunday. He hadn’t seen her since the night he met her at the outside bar, so
he wasn’t sure if in the light of day, she’d still be interested. But she was
and agreed to meet him just outside the main entrance at noon.

He loaded up his truck with everything they’d need—fishing poles,
lures, a bucket for the fish, if they caught any, and a cooler full of snacks
he’d made that morning. He also packed a portable radio, a bottle of wine
and a few beers. He wasn’t sure what she liked to drink, if anything. He
usually had a beer or two when he fished as he was out there for most of the
afternoon.

He was glad to see that the weather was cooperating. The skies were
clear, and it was warm enough that he didn’t need a jacket. He had a
sweatshirt with him anyway just in case. The temperatures often dropped at
the beach unexpectedly.

Nick smiled when he saw Bella waiting outside the front door and he
was glad to see she was dressed appropriately in knee-length shorts,
sneakers and a long sleeve tee-shirt. She also had a tote bag with her, and he



guessed that she had a sweatshirt or jacket as well. He waved as he pulled
up and she came over to the truck and hopped in.

“Good morning!” Bella said cheerfully as she buckled herself in and put
her bag on the floor.

“Did you bring a sweatshirt, just in case?” he asked.
She grinned. “I did. I brought my lucky lure, too.”
“Did I hear you right?” He knew she’d said she liked to fish, but she

had a favorite lure? He might be in love.
She laughed. “I told you I liked to fish. I was hoping to fish at some

point while I was here. I haven’t used it in ages, since I lived in Vermont
actually, but I brought it with me just in case.”

“Did you bring your own fishing rod, too?”
“No, that’s too clunky. I figured I could just rent or borrow one. The

lure is small.”
“Well, let’s hope it brings us both luck!”
“So, where are we off to?”
“I like Eel Point. It’s usually less crowded and I’ve found the fishing

there to be the best. It’s also a gorgeous beach and if you like to collect sea
shells, that’s the best beach on the island for it.”

“It sounds lovely.”
“Are you hungry? I packed us some stuff to snack on.”
“I’m starving, actually. I was hoping you’d say that. I brought some

cheese and crackers, too, and some of that beer you said you like.”
“Thanks! Are you a beer drinker, too?”
“Not usually. I’m more into wine.”
“Good, because I brought a bottle of chardonnay. Bread and Butter. My

sisters like that one.”
“I do, too. I brought a thermos of coffee for now. Are you a coffee

drinker?”



“Always. I had one cup this morning, but I could go for another. You
don’t have to be back at any particular time, do you?”

Bella shook her head. “No. I’m all yours for the day. I’m in no hurry.”
Nick grinned. “Good, because I usually stay out there all afternoon. It’s

a great way to spend a Sunday and if I catch anything, that’s a bonus.”
“Well, I intend to catch something,” Bella declared.
“Good! I hope you do. If we catch anything, I’ll cook it up for dinner.”
“I look forward to that.”
Nick looked forward to it, too. He really hoped one of them would catch

something. If not, he was pretty sure he had some frozen fish in his freezer
he could defrost and throw on the grill if they both struck out. Hopefully, it
wouldn’t come to that.

“I’ve had pretty good luck the last few times I’ve been out here,” Nick
said as he pulled into the beach parking lot. He grabbed the cooler and
fishing gear from the back of the truck, as well as two chairs and the radio.
Bella grabbed one of the chairs, and they made their way down to the beach
and set up the chairs by the shoreline.

Nick handed Bella one of the fishing rods and watched in admiration as
she pulled her lucky lure from her bag and attached it to the rod. Once she
was set, they walked a few steps to the shore’s edge and cast their lines into
the water. They stood there for a few minutes. Bella kicked off her shoes
and dipped her toes in the water and pulled them out two seconds later.

“This is much colder than California waters.”
“Yes, but the fishing is better.”
Bella laughed. “That remains to be seen.”
Nick moved everything up a bit to where they were standing, and they

settled into the two chairs he’d brought. Nick opened the cooler and pulled
out several containers of food.

“Do you like guacamole?”
“Of course. Did you make it?”



“I did. I made a pimento cheese dip, too. We can have that with crackers
for now.”

“I brought some cheese, too, just cheddar and Swiss slices. We can have
those, too.”

“Sure, let’s do it.” Nick set everything on top of the cooler and they
helped themselves. Bella poured a cup of hot coffee for each of them.

“I’ve never had pimento cheese before.” Bella spread some of it on a
cracker. He waited anxiously for her reaction. This was his most-requested
dip and it had just the right amount of spice and creamy mayonnaise
binding the cheese and peppers together. Before she said anything, Bella
was already going for seconds. After she ate her second one, she looked his
way.

“That stuff is amazing!”
He grinned and felt a wave of happiness rush over him. Such a simple

thing when someone said they liked his food, but it meant so much.
“I’m glad you like it.”
Bella raved about the guac, too, which he expected. He knew he made a

good guac and was glad she liked it.
“I once dated a girl that hated guacamole.”
Bella laughed. “Obviously that relationship was doomed.”
“Yep, I think there may have been a second date. That’s when she

actually told me that she didn’t care much about food at all. How’s that
even possible?”

“Some people really don’t. My roommate in California was like that.
Super picky and just didn’t really enjoy anything. I can’t imagine.”

“No. Neither can I. I love making people happy with my food. Really
everything we do revolves around it. Family gatherings, celebrations,
dates.”

Bella nodded. “You love your job. Did you always know you wanted to
be a chef?”



He thought about that for a moment. “I think I did, though I didn’t
always realize it. I worked in the kitchen doing everything, and then went
off to college for a business degree. But when I graduated, the thought of
working in an office wasn’t appealing. I couldn’t wait to get back to the
kitchen. I’ve been at it ever since. What about you? I don’t think you
mentioned what you do?”

Bella looked uncomfortable for a moment and hesitated for so long that
he wondered if he’d blown it and said the wrong thing. She clearly didn’t
want to talk about work.

“Listen, never mind. We don’t have to talk about work stuff. Besides,
you’re on vacation. Work is probably the last thing you want to talk about.”

“Thank you. Yeah, it’s been a stressful year. I’ve had some health
challenges. Nothing too serious. Are you familiar with Lyme disease?”

“When you get bit by a tick?”
She nodded. “Yes. Sometimes when you get bit there’s a bulls-eye

pattern rash and if you see the doctor right away, it’s not an issue. You take
medicine and it clears right up. But not everyone notices a rash. I didn’t
even know I’d been bitten and had no idea how long ago it was, but
suddenly I was sick and couldn’t figure out what it was. After lots of
testing, they determined it was Lyme and I’ve been off and on treatment for
the past year. It clears up, but then any kind of stress can trigger a flare-up
and it’s been a stressful year, so I finally put my foot down and decided to
take two months off totally and just relax.”

“That sounds hard. Will you be able to avoid stress after the two months
are up?” He wondered what was so stressful and figured it tied into her job,
whatever that was. He was starting to understand why she didn’t want to
talk about it, if it made her that stressed.

“I’m going to try. I’m making changes in how I work and hopefully that
will help.”



“I hope so, too. I hate to think of you feeling sick. You look so happy
and relaxed right now.”

Bella smiled. “I am happy and relaxed. I am loving Nantucket so far.
It’s just beautiful here and everyone is so friendly.”

“We try! I think most of us, in my family anyway, feel lucky to have
grown up here and to be able to work and live here year-round. A lot of my
friends ended up moving off-island after college. Opportunities can be more
limited here.”

Bella smiled. “Unless you work in hospitality or retail?”
“Right. There are professions, too, just not on a scale of what’s available

off-island.”
“I wish I could stay here year-round,” Bella said wistfully. “It must feel

like you’re on vacation all the time.”
Nick laughed. “It does. When I’m not working, that is.”
The conversation slowed to a comfortable silence and Nick appreciated

that Bella didn’t feel she had to rush in to fill the silence with idle chatter.
One of the things he always appreciated about fishing was the solitude, just
being one with the beach, watching the tide come in and go out and feeling
the breeze across his face and the warm sunlight. It was a good time for
reflection, or for not thinking at all and letting go.

They sipped their coffee and watched people walking along the beach.
Dogs racing into the surf. Other people getting ready to fish, as well.

Bella suddenly jumped up and Nick saw a tug on her line.
“I might have something!” She slowly reeled the line in and they both

laughed when they saw what she’d caught—a seaweed-covered sneaker.
She pulled the lure out of it and cast her line into the water again before
settling back into her seat.

“False alarm! I was so excited there for a minute. I thought I had our
dinner.”

Nick chuckled. “It’s early still. Plenty of time.”



“Tell me about your family. You have two sisters, right? Paula and
Lucy?”

He nodded. “Yes, I’m the oldest. Paula is in the middle. She’s probably
the most serious one. She’s super organized and great with numbers. The
GM role is new for her. I think she’ll be great at it, but it’s definitely out of
her comfort zone. She’s on the shy side and has to be around people more in
this job.”

“Sounds like it might be good for her,” Bella commented.
“I think it will. Lucy’s the baby. She’s the most creative of all of us. She

works the front desk but it’s not really her passion.”
“What is?”
“She likes to paint things.”
“You mean like pictures? Artwork?”
“Sort of. She likes to repurpose things. So, she’ll go to a yard sale, find

an old desk or chair, or maybe an end table. Bring it home, sand it, paint it
and decorate with a custom design. She paints flowers, or ocean scenes
right onto the wood.”

“That sounds kind of cool.”
“She does nice work. Sometimes she shows her stuff at art festivals.

People walk around, see her work and she almost always sells out. She told
me she just set up a way to sell some of it online, too, through an Etsy store,
whatever that is.”

“Etsy is awesome. It’s like an online arts and craft festival. I’ve bought
some gorgeous things there. I’ll have to look up Lucy’s shop. Do you know
what it’s called?”

Nick thought for a moment. He knew she’d told him. What the heck
was it called. Finally, it came to him. “Lucy’s Looks.”

“Cute. That’s easy enough to remember.”
“What about you? Do you just have the one sister?” He remembered

she’d mentioned at the bar that her sister was coming to visit soon.



“Yes, it’s just me and Julia. She’s a year older than me. She’s a librarian
and is happily married to her childhood sweetheart. They live in the same
small town we grew up in. We’re pretty tight. She’s only a year older but
she likes to mother hen me. But, since she insisted I come here I have to say
I don’t mind that so much.”

“And she’s coming to visit soon?”
“Yes! Tomorrow and staying through the weekend. I can’t wait.”
“Do you have anything special planned?”
“Just all the usual touristy things. Shopping, we’ll hit the Whaling

Museum as she didn’t get a chance to see that when she was here before
and of course go to a bunch of different restaurants. We’re both foodies.”

“You’ll have to be sure to come into The Whitley restaurant while she’s
here, too, and let me know when you come. I’ll do a special tasting menu
for you both.”

“Really? That would be wonderful. She’d love that. I would, too.”
Another hour passed before Bella felt another tug on her line and a

moment later, Nick did, too. They both stood up and pulled their fish in.
They were both striped bass and Nick did a quick measure. They needed to
be at least twenty-eight inches to keep. Nick’s was only twenty-six, so he
threw it back. But Bella’s was almost thirty inches, so it was a keeper and
he put it in the bucket he’d brought along with some water.

“Looks like you’re cooking tonight!” Bella said happily.
Nick was pretty happy about that, too. “Yep. You want to keep going for

a while? See if we can get a few more?”
“Sure!” They cast their lines out again and sat down.
“Are you ready for a lobster roll?” Nick asked.
“Yes, please.”
Nick reached into the cooler and brought out the lobster rolls he’d made

earlier. They had big chunks of fresh, sweet lobster, tossed with just a bit of



lemon and mayonnaise and piled onto a soft roll. He handed one to Bella
and opened a bag of rippled chips and set it between them.

“I think I’m ready for a beer, too. Do you want a glass of wine?”
“I’d love one, thanks.”
Nick opened the wine and poured Bella a glass in a big plastic cup. He

opened a beer for himself, one of the ones Bella brought, and they enjoyed
their lobster rolls.

“This is so good. We just don’t have lobster rolls like this in California,”
Bella said.

“I’ve never been to California. What’s it like there?”
Bella was quiet for a moment. “It’s different. It’s beautiful in its own

way. Malibu has some gorgeous beaches. It’s just a different lifestyle.”
“Are you going back there?” It didn’t sound like Bella was all that crazy

about the place.
She nodded. “Probably. It’s where the work is mostly for me. But

maybe I can spend less time there. That would be ideal. I’m looking into
how to make that happen.”

“That sounds like a good compromise. Do what makes you happy.
That’s my motto.”

Bella smiled. “That’s a good way to look at things. I’ll keep that in
mind.”

They stayed for another hour or so. Bella caught another fish, but it was
too small to keep. Nick got one too that was just long enough, so he added
it to the bucket, and they packed up and headed out.

When they reached the hotel, Nick pulled up to the front door.
“Are you still up for dinner tonight? We have a pile of fish to cook up.”
“Yes, absolutely. Can I do anything to help?”
It was nice that she offered. “Just bring your appetite. I can come by for

you around six, if that works? And then we can walk to my cottage. It’s not
far from here.”



“Perfect. I’ll be outside at six sharp.”
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CHAPTER 14

ella took a long, hot shower when she got back to her room. It
was just about four, so she had plenty of time to relax before she
had to meet Nick. She untangled her wet hair and sprawled out on

her bed in the snuggly Whitley Hotel bathrobe. She felt relaxed and a little
sleepy from spending several hours in the sun and from having a glass of
wine. She decided to set her phone for twenty-five minutes so she could
close her eyes for a short nap.

As she drifted off, she thought about what a perfect afternoon it had
been. She’d enjoyed her time with Nick more than she’d expected to. She
was glad to have made a new friend, since she was going to be at the hotel
for another month and a half. Truth be told, she couldn’t help but wonder
what it would be like to be more than friends with Nick. She found herself
even more attracted to him after getting to know him better. And she’d
totally fallen in love with his food. He had serious talents as a chef. And he
was easy on the eyes, too.

She fell into a lovely dream world where she and Nick were dancing at
the beach bar where they’d met, swaying to the soft music. She loved the
feel of his arms around her. When their eyes met, she caught her breath and
waited in anticipation as his lips came toward hers. But before their lips
met, he faded away and the sound of her cell phone alarm grew louder as it



pulled her out of her dream. She hit the snooze button and tried to get back
to that happy place, but it was gone.

So, she swung her legs off the bed, got up and dried her hair. She
changed into a comfy baby blue sundress and a pair of new leather sandals
she’d bought at one of the shops downtown. She still had some time to kill,
so she picked up her book and stepped out onto her deck to read for a bit.

The weather was still gorgeous. Warm with a soft breeze. Bella could
see people below coming up from the beach, a family playing Bocce ball
and an older couple walking along hand in hand. She tried to read a little
but couldn’t concentrate, and instead resumed her people-watching. And
smiled when she saw a familiar face—Nick, striding across the lawn,
looking so handsome in a Hawaiian print shirt and tan shorts. His hair
looked damp and wavy like he’d just taken a shower. He went into the
building and she checked the time. It was ten of six. She needed to get a
move on.

She ran a brush through her hair, so it fell into place. She thought she’d
miss her signature long blonde hair, but the shorter style was really growing
on her. It made her eyes stand out and that was her best feature. She added a
slick of peachy pink lipstick and a squirt of Yves St. Laurent, her favorite
perfume.

Bella made her way down to the lobby at five of six and noticed quite a
few elegantly dressed guests heading toward the restaurant for dinner. She
looked forward to joining them when her sister arrived. She made her way
outside and Nick was there, chatting with one of the bellmen. She noticed
Nick was holding a plastic bag filled with something green, a vegetable or
an herb, maybe.

He looked up as she approached and smiled. It was the same big smile
she’d seen in her dream and it took her breath away. She quickly recovered
and smiled back. “What’s that?” she asked, glancing at the bag in his hands.



He grinned. “I ran into the kitchen to grab some fresh dill for our fish.
Are you ready to go?”

“I’m ready!”
He led the way down the road about half a mile to a small neighborhood

of similar white cottages.
“My sisters and cousins all have cottages here. The whole neighborhood

is filled with Whitleys.”
“That’s pretty cool. And you can walk to work.”
He laughed. “Yes, I think that was part of the attraction for my

grandfather in giving us all these cottages, since we all work for the hotel in
one capacity or another.”

He walked past the first two cottages and stopped at the third. They all
had farmer’s porches out front. “This is mine.”

He opened the front door and they stepped inside. It had a strong beachy
feel with light, wide hardwood floors, and lots of white and navy blue
everywhere. The sofa in the living room was a deep navy with yellow and
white pillows and it looked very comfortable. There was also a well-worn
brown leather recliner facing the television. Bella guessed that was Nick’s
usual spot.

She followed him through the living room and into the kitchen, which
was bright and airy and opened into an eating nook that faced the ocean. It
was in the distance, but she could still make out a sliver of blue water. The
kitchen had a commercial look to it, with lots of stainless steel and poured
gray cement counter tops. The stove was the centerpiece of the room with
six burners and a double oven.

Nick opened the sliding glass doors that led to his back patio where his
grill was. There was also a round glass-topped table and four padded chairs
that looked comfortable and well-used. She hoped they’d be eating there
tonight.



“So, this is my house. There are two bedrooms and a bath upstairs. It’s
small, but it’s all I need.”

“I don’t think it’s small. It seems perfect to me.” Bella loved the feel of
the cottage. It was casual and relaxing and cozy all at once.

“I hope you’re hungry. We have a lot of fish. I could freeze some of it,
actually. But then you’d have to come back to help me eat it.”

Bella laughed. “I’m very happy to do that. Can I help you do anything?”
Nick thought for a moment. “I could put you on salad duty. You can

throw some lettuce in a bowl and cut up a few vegetables.”
“I can do that.”
They went back into the kitchen and Nick showed her where everything

was. While she was working on the salad, he put the fish and some
asparagus on the grill after adding the fresh dill to the marinade. Once the
fish was cooking, he came back inside. “Are you ready for some wine? I’m
going to have a beer.” She nodded and he poured her a glass while she
finished chopping vegetables for the salad.

When everything was ready, they ate outside, and Bella thought it might
be the best fish she’d ever had. Nick smiled when he saw her expression
after she took her first bite.

“The fish is okay?” he asked.
“It’s amazing. There’s nothing like eating fish you caught yourself, and

what you did to it, so good.” He looked pleased by the compliment.
When they finished, she helped him clean up and they went back

outside to finish their drinks, but this time, they went to the front porch and
sat in the two rockers that faced the ocean. They sipped their drinks and
rocked as they watched the sunset, and Bella couldn’t remember the last
time she’d felt so relaxed and happy.

“You’re so lucky to live here. This house, it’s perfect. Do you sit out
here all the time? I would, if I lived here.”



“Not all the time, but often enough. If I’m up early, sometimes I’ll go
for a run and then have my coffee here on the porch.”

“That sounds wonderful.”
Nick looked at her thoughtfully. “Nantucket suits you. Maybe you

should think about moving here. Get a cottage and porch of your own?”
“I wish I could. That sounds heavenly. Maybe someday.”
“Well, until then you’re welcome to visit whenever you want. I’d love

the company. It’s more fun to sit out here with someone else,” Nick said.
Bella glanced at him. “I bet there’s no shortage of people that would

love to sit out here with you.”
Nick looked suddenly serious. “I don’t invite just anyone over. This is a

special place to me. I’m tired of dating, to be honest.”
Bella found that hard to believe. “Nick, you’re handsome and charming.

You must have plenty of women dying to go out with you.”
“Oh, I’ve done my share of dating. I just want to find someone that I

have more of a connection with.”
“You mean you’re ready to settle down?” she teased him.
But he didn’t laugh. “Maybe. If I meet the right person. I wouldn’t mind

that at all.”
It felt so natural sitting on Nick’s front porch, rocking back and forth

and just being with him. She wished she could be that special person, but
she knew it was impossible. Their lives were too different. Her stay on the
island was temporary. She wished, not for the first time, that she could put
roots down somewhere other than L.A. But she didn’t see how she could.
Unless she gave up her career and as stressful as it was at times, she wasn’t
ready to do that yet.

They stayed out there until the sun set and the air grew cooler. Finally,
Bella yawned and said the words she’d been putting off. “I should probably
head back to the hotel.”

Nick nodded and stood. “I’ll walk you back.”



“Oh, you don’t have to. I know where I’m going now.”
“It’s getting dark. I’m walking you. I don’t mind at all.”
“All right.”
Nick walked her back, and it didn’t take long, ten minutes at the most.

They chatted easily as they walked, and the time almost went by too fast.
Before she knew it, she was at the front entrance of the hotel.

“Thank you so much for dinner. For all day, actually. I had a great
time,” Bella said.

Nick smiled—the easy smile that reached his eyes and made tiny laugh
lines dance around them. “Thanks for spending it with me. If you want to
do it again, just let me know.”

“I will. Goodnight, Nick.”



“L

CHAPTER 15

ook who’s here!” Paula’s mother said. Paula had just
walked in the door of her parents’ house for Sunday dinner.
And sitting around the kitchen table were her parents, her

sister and the surprise guest, her Aunt Vivian. Great. Paula hadn’t seen her
aunt in over six months. She wondered what kind of new drama had
happened. Aunt Vivian was all about the drama. She and Uncle Freddy had
been touring Europe, last Paula knew. Uncle Freddy was not at the table.

“Come give your aunt a hug!” Aunt Vivian exclaimed.
Paula did as requested, giving her aunt the briefest of hugs and wiggling

away when she tried to pull her in tightly.
“It’s nice to see you. How was Europe?” Paula noticed that everyone

had a glass of wine in front of them. It wasn’t quite five o’clock yet, but
Paula decided to join them and poured herself a glass before sitting down at
the table.

“I was just telling everyone what’s going on. I’ve asked your uncle for a
divorce!”

Paula sighed. Her aunt did this every few years and never went through
with it.

“I’m sorry to hear that.” She didn’t ask what happened, because she
knew her aunt well enough to know she was going to tell them, in great



detail.
“So, I was just telling everyone what’s going on. I’ve just had it with

Freddy. He was slowing me down. I wanted to see everything, and he
wanted to stay put everywhere we went. I just couldn’t take it anymore.
Especially when he told me I was being dramatic. Me! Dramatic. He’s the
dramatic one.”

Paula couldn’t even look her sister’s way. She knew if she did, she’d
break into laughter. Her aunt had no idea how ridiculous she was.

“Where’s Uncle Freddy now?” Paula asked.
“He’s still in Tuscany. Said he needed a break from me. How rude is

that? Says he’s coming home next week. I’m thinking about having the
locks changed. That will show him.”

“I’d wait on that. See if you calm down,” her mother advised.
“Hm. I’m really done this time,” her aunt insisted.
“We have some news,” her mother began. Paula knew she was trying to

change the subject. “Paula is the new general manager. She just started a
few weeks ago.”

Her aunt looked confused. “What about Andrea?”
“She’s heading up concierge services now.”
Her aunt processed that for a moment, then smiled. “Well, that sounds

like a good thing. Congratulations, Paula!”
“Thank you.”
“I’ll be in my office there tomorrow. Let me know if I can be of any

help,” her aunt said. Paula immediately cringed at the thought.
Aunt Vivian had a small office at The Whitley and, while she didn’t

have an official title, she popped in from time to time and acted as though
she was visiting royalty and had the answers to everyone’s problems. She
liked being recognized by the staff, and she attended the manager meetings.
Even though she had no idea what was going on day-to-day at the hotel, she
always offered her opinion. Usually, after a few weeks, she grew bored of it



and took off again. But Paula dreaded the upcoming weeks—her aunt
flitting about and butting in was an added stress that she really didn’t need
while she was trying to get used to the new role. She was, however, amused
thinking of how David would react to her meddling aunt.

Paula smiled. “I’ll do that,” she lied.
“So, where’s your brother? Is he working?” Aunt Vivian asked.
“No, today is his day off,” Lucy said. “He said he was going to go

fishing.”
“Who did he go with today? I saw him when I was on my way home

from the store,” her mother said. “He was driving off with a pretty dark-
haired girl.”

“Long hair?” Paula asked. She tried to think of all the girls Nick knew.
She wasn’t aware that he was dating anyone at the moment.

“No, she had a chin length bob. She looked vaguely familiar, but I may
have confused her with someone else.”

“Oh.” As soon as her mother described Bella’s bob, Paula knew who
she was talking about. “I think it’s someone staying at the hotel.”

Lucy’s eyes widened and Paula knew she’d connected the same dots.
She wondered if Nick knew who Bella really was. She, David and Lucy
were the only ones that were aware of Bella’s true identity. Grandfather,
too, since she’d filled him in. They generally tried to limit who knew that
kind of thing to ensure as much privacy as possible for their celebrity
guests. Once word was out to the whole staff, some people couldn’t help
but talk to their families and the next thing they knew, they’d have press
arriving. So far, that hadn’t happened. And Paula noticed there had been
much speculation in the paper on where Bella might have disappeared to.

“So, girls, tell me everything that’s new in your lives. Any interesting
new men?” Aunt Vivian asked.

Another question that Paula dreaded. She wasn’t ready to share that
Jason had asked her out. She was preparing to give her usual non-answer



when Lucy beat her to it.
“I’ve actually just met someone. His name is Ben, and he seems like a

really nice guy. We’re going to dinner later this week.”
“Oh, that’s wonderful,” her mother said.
Her aunt leaned forward and lifted her glass of wine. “Tell us all about

him…”

Andrea sipped a glass of champagne on the plane ride to New York

and stared out the window, deep in thought. She had mixed feelings about
this trip. On one hand, she was excited to go to Manhattan. It was always a
fun place to visit. But could she see herself actually living there? Once the
plane landed, she caught a cab to the hotel, settled into her room, then
ventured out to a nearby restaurant for dinner.

There was almost a sense of excitement in the air when she stepped
outside and walked along the busy sidewalk. People were rushing along on
their way home from work or out to dinner and there was so much concrete
everywhere, not a tree in sight. It was night and day different from
Nantucket.

The hotel was a few blocks away from a restaurant she loved and had
been to several times, Becco. It was on Restaurant Row in the theater
district and Andrea was a big fan of the triple pasta special. Servers kept
walking around offering three different kinds of pasta, all delicious, and
they varied each night. The pasta was also unlimited, so one could have
seconds, or even thirds.

She started her dinner with a simple green salad and a glass of Italian
chianti. All around her, people were dressed to go to the theater. It was fun
to people-watch while she sipped her wine. The pasta was as good as she
remembered and after she ate her fill, she slowly walked back to the hotel.



She took another look at the lobby when she entered the hotel. It was a
contrast in black and white, with black marble floors and plush white sofas.
The walls were painted a rich black and the reception desk was white. The
staff all wore white suits. The overall look was sophisticated and elegant.

There was a bar off to the left in the lobby, and it had sleek dark brown
leather chairs. Andrea was tempted to have a second glass of wine but
decided instead to head to her room and get a good night’s sleep. Her
interview was early in the morning, at nine sharp, and she planned to head
straight to the airport after that.

She let herself into her room and happily kicked off her shoes. They
were gorgeous black leather, but new and a little snug and her feet were
protesting. The hotel room was an oasis of calm. The bedding was all white,
with a fluffy down comforter and luxurious Frette sheets.

Andrea slept well and woke early the next day. She took care getting
ready for the interview and wore a bit more makeup than she usually did.
On a typical day, she often just wore lipstick and maybe mascara. But today
she also applied a hint of eyeshadow, concealer, a sweep of blush and a
dusting of powder to set it all. She wore her best navy suit, and blew her
hair stick straight.

She felt confident as she walked downstairs to the corporate offices. She
was meeting with Human Resources first and then with the president of the
company. Both meetings went very well. She had a better feeling about this
interview than she had at the Lennon. There were no awkward moments
and the president, a distinguished man in his early sixties, was interesting to
talk to and he seemed to understand her wish to join a hotel that was not
owned by family.

“I am impressed with your background, Andrea. I think your experience
at The Whitley could be a very good fit for us. We have a few other
candidates we are seeing this week and then we’d like to bring two
candidates back for a final interview with our board. That might not happen



for a few weeks, as several of them are out of the country. Does that work
with your timing?”

“That’s fine.” Andrea wasn’t in a hurry. Not for a Manhattan-based role.
That gave her a little more time to see if something might turn up in Boston.

“We’ll be in touch early next week with our decision.”
“Thank you.”
Andrea checked out after the interview and caught a cab to the airport.

There was a shuttle leaving in an hour for Nantucket, so she didn’t have to
wait long. She got herself a coffee and relaxed at the gate, waiting for her
plane. She had a good feeling about this interview. She would be surprised
if she didn’t get a call back for a final interview. And she’d go and see what
happened. Maybe living in New York for a few years could be a fun
adventure.



P

CHAPTER 16

aula made her rounds Monday morning, checking in with each area
of the hotel and, as she walked down the hall between the catering
offices and the lobby, she noticed a woman standing in her

doorway holding a towel and looking around, as if she was waiting for
someone and she looked irritated.

“Is there something I can help you with?” Paula offered.
“You work here?” The woman did not seem happy at all.
“Yes, I’m the general manager.”
“Well. I’ve been standing here waiting for close to ten minutes for

housekeeping to bring me more towels. I asked them yesterday to leave
extra and instead they only left one!”

“I’m so sorry. I’ll get you more towels myself. I’ll be right back.” Paula
went down the hall, around the corner to the laundry room and grabbed four
towels that were still warm from the dryer. She added a handful of
chocolates, too, and walked back to the woman as fast as she could. She
was still standing in the doorway, glaring at Paula as she approached.

“Here you go. Again, I’m so sorry for the delay.” She handed over the
towels and the woman’s expression softened when she saw the chocolates.

“Thank you. And thank you for the chocolates, too. We’ve been coming
here for years and nothing like this has ever happened before.”



“I’ll make sure it doesn’t happen again. Please accept my apologies.”
“It’s fine. Thank you for taking care of it yourself.”
Paula reached into her pocket and pulled out a coupon for two free

drinks at the outside bar and gave it to the woman. “Please have a drink on
us as well.”

That brought a smile to her face. “Thank you very much.”
Paula turned to go and almost bumped into David. She hadn’t heard him

walk up behind her. He stayed quiet until the woman shut her door and they
were halfway down the hall.

“Housekeeping screwed up?”
“Apparently.”
“So, what will you do about it?”
“I need to go talk to them, of course.”
“Right. Mind if I tag along?”
“Of course not.”
They walked down another hall and saw two housekeeping trolleys

outside rooms. Paula knocked lightly on the doors and asked each cleaner to
step into the hall for a moment. One woman, Marie, had been with the hotel
for years. The other one, Michelle, was relatively new, and much younger.

“I was just walking down the hall and there was a woman in room 200
that was waiting for extra towels that never came. And she said her room
was short on towels. Do either of you know what might have happened?”

“I’m sorry, I don’t. I didn’t have that room,” Marie said.
“I did. I screwed up. I was supposed to get her those towels and totally

forgot. I’m sorry.” She didn’t sound sorry, though. She sounded
disinterested.

“Okay, well, please be more careful. That’s not supposed to happen in a
place like this.”

“Got it,” she said.
Paula smiled at Marie. “I heard you just got a new grandchild?”



Marie’s eyes lit up. “Yes!” She reached into her pocked and pulled out a
photo of an adorable baby and handed it to Paula.

“So cute!” Paula handed it back. “Enjoy the rest of your day, ladies.”
Marie was still smiling as she put the photo back in her pocket, while
Michelle just turned and went back into the room she’d been cleaning.

David was quiet as they walked back to their offices. When they
reached them, he turned to Paula. “I suppose this is as good a time as any
for our touch base meeting. Do you have a few minutes?”

“Sure.” Paula wasn’t sure what he wanted to touch base about, but she
followed him into his office and took a seat across from his desk.

“So, I’ve been working with you for a few weeks now and your
grandfather wanted me to give him an assessment when I finish as to how
suitable I think you are for the job. I thought it might be good for us to
check in and discuss how that’s going and where I see some areas for
improvement.”

“Okay.” Paula suddenly felt a bit nervous and on the defensive.
“Overall, considering you haven’t been in this role before, I think

you’re doing a decent job. People like you and that’s the piece that was
missing with Andrea. But I’ve noticed that some of them seem to be taking
advantage a little. They’ve sensed that you’re nicer than Andrea and they
can get away with more. That Michelle is a perfect example.”

Paula felt like she’d just failed a test. And she never failed tests. It
wasn’t a good feeling. She also knew he was right. “So, how do I fix that?”

“You just need to take a firmer hand. Let them know what you expect
and that you won’t put up with anything less.”

Paula felt sick to her stomach. She hated conflict. Maybe taking this job
was a bad idea. Maybe it wasn’t too late to go back to hiding in her office
and just focusing on the numbers. Grandfather could call the headhunter
and get someone in that had experience and wasn’t a pushover, like her.



“Are you okay? You look miles away.” David looked at her with
concern.

“I’m fine. Was there anything else?”
“I think that’s it for now. Just think about what I said.”
“I will.”
Paula went into her office and closed the door. She felt her eyes well up

with tears which she immediately wiped away. She was not going to cry
over this. She’d actually thought she was doing a pretty good job. So, to
have David say she wasn’t was disheartening. Especially when she saw the
truth in what he said.

Andrea never had that problem, but she also had employees intimidated
by her and turnover was high. People didn’t like working for her cousin.
There had to be a middle ground. But it would mean Paula had to step out
of her comfort level. Could she do that? She sniffled and grabbed another
tissue.

And then she called housekeeping and Maria answered.
“Can you please ask Michelle to come to my office for a moment?”
“Of course.”
Five minutes later, Michelle knocked on her door, her expression a mix

of surliness and guilt.
“You wanted to see me?”
“Yes, please come in and shut the door. Have a seat.” Michelle sat in the

chair across from her desk.
“Michelle, how long have you worked here?”
“About three months.”
“Do you like it here?”
“It’s okay.”
Paula looked closely at her. Michelle was in her mid-twenties and Paula

doubted that she was excited about a career as a housecleaner. It was just a
job.



“Listen, I know that housecleaning isn’t the most glamorous work. But
it’s a good job. And this is a good place to work. There will be other growth
opportunities here, depending on what you want to do. People have moved
into all different areas—the ones that do a great job and are hard workers.”
She was quiet for a moment and Michelle was, too.

“What happened this morning can never happen again. I’m not sure if I
was clear about that earlier. Our guests expect a level of service here that
wasn’t met. Can you assure me that won’t happen again? If it does, we
won’t have any choice but to terminate you. We can’t take the risk of
potentially losing clients because of poor service. I won’t put up with it. Do
you understand?” Paula spoke quietly but firmly.

Michelle nodded. “I’m sorry. I do understand. It won’t happen again.”
“Thank you, Michelle. I appreciate that. You can go now.”
Michelle left and when Paula stood to close the door, David was just

stepping out of his office. He saw Michelle walk by and then caught Paula’s
eye and smiled. She ignored him, shut her door and sat back down at her
desk. She was shaking. It hadn’t been easy for her to talk to Michelle like
that. She hoped that her words had sunk in. She really didn’t want to have
to fire anyone, but she meant what she said.

Because her grandfather had a morning meeting downtown, they

held the Monday update meeting in the afternoon. A little after one, they all
gathered in the conference room—Nick, Hallie, David, Paula, and her
grandfather. Paula was about to start the meeting when the door flew open
and her Aunt Vivian rushed in.

“I’m so sorry I’m late. Don’t mind me.” She settled into an empty seat
and looked around the room until her eyes landed on David. She held out



her hand and introduced herself. “I’m Vivian. I help out here when I’m in
town.”

David looked a bit confused as he shook her hand. Clearly, her
grandfather forgot to mention that Aunt Vivian was back. “Nice to meet
you,” he said.

Paula started the meeting and handed out her usual spreadsheets with
the weekly numbers.

“Hallie closed a new conference this week, which bumped our numbers
quite a bit. Hallie, do you want to tell us about it?”

Hallie leaned forward in her chair. “Sure. It was actually thanks to a
lead from David. A Manhattan hedge fund called to see if we could
accommodate them for a company weekend conference in late September.
They booked all of our suites, including the four presidential ones.” The
presidential suites were their nicest, biggest rooms at almost two thousand
square feet. They had three bedrooms, a huge deck, full kitchen, dining area
and a conference room.

Grandfather looked pleased. “That’s fantastic. Nice work, Hallie. And
thank you for the referral, David.”

David smiled. “I’m glad it worked out.”
Paula went through the rest of the agenda, finishing with an update on

the Taste of the Town event.
“David and I had lunch at Mimi’s Place and they were the first to agree.

So, we were able to use that with the other restaurants we spoke to. So, far,
twenty have agreed to come on board and we’re still waiting to hear from a
few and have a few more to talk to. I think we’ll end up with between
twenty-five and thirty total.”

“Good job, Paula and David,” her grandfather said.
“We’re doing a Taste of the Town event? Will The Whitley’s own

restaurant be participating?” Aunt Vivian asked.
“I’m planning on it,” Nick said.



“Are you sure that’s a good idea?” Aunt Vivian clearly didn’t think it
was.

“Well, yes. We are hosting the event, after all,” Paula said.
“Exactly. So, maybe we shouldn’t be participating as well?” Aunt

Vivian argued.
“I think it’s an excellent idea for us to participate. I’m excited to do it,”

Nick said. “It will be great advertising for us—to get people to sample our
food and want to come eat here.”

“Hm. Well, people already know about us. I think there’s a conflict of
interest,” Aunt Vivian insisted.

“Vivian, it was my idea to have this Taste of the Town event, and a main
reason was to showcase the property—all of it, including our restaurant,”
Grandfather said.

“There shouldn’t be any conflict,” Paula explained. “Everyone that
comes will get to vote on all of the restaurants. So, the winners will be their
choice, and everyone has an equal chance.”

“All right, then. I see I’m outvoted,” Aunt Vivian said.
“There was no vote. We’re all on the same page with this event,” David

said.
“That settles that. What’s next on the agenda?” Grandfather asked.
Paula smiled. “That’s it. We’re done here.”

“I take it your aunt is a Whitley?” David asked as he and Paula

walked back to their offices. Her grandfather and Aunt Vivian had gone in
the opposite direction.

Paula nodded. “Yes, that’s my Aunt Vivian. She is a character. She just
returned from spending six months touring Europe with my uncle. He’s still
there. He needed a break from her.”



David chuckled. “So, is she working here full-time now? And in what
capacity?”

“No one knows exactly what she does, other than drive us all crazy. She
has an office and when she feels like it, she comes around. Usually, she gets
bored after a few weeks and then we don’t see her again for months.”

“Okay. So, she has no formal role, then?”
“No. She likes to ‘help out’ in all areas as her mood suits her. So, we

never quite know what to expect. I just hope she doesn’t meddle too much
with the Taste of the Town event. She didn’t seem all that enthused about
it.”

“There’s not much she can do about it. It’s happening,” David said.
“Yes, I suppose that’s true.” But David didn’t know her Aunt Vivian.



T

CHAPTER 17

hey were halfway through Davina’s tasting on Thursday night,
before Paula finally relaxed a little. Davina had brought her
mother, her best friend, who was also her maid of honor, and the

groom. Hallie and Paula were seated at a separate table and were having a
smaller tasting of the same items. They didn’t normally do that at a tasting.
It was actually Nick’s idea, and given how difficult Davina had been so far,
Paula thought it was a good one.

The first course was appetizers and Paula couldn’t imagine they’d find
any fault there. Nick personally made all of the appetizers and Paula loved
all of them. There were tiny tuna tacos—buttery sushi grade tuna in a
mango vinaigrette with an avocado cream sauce and fresh cilantro, scallop
cakes, Lobster Newberg in phyllo cups, Oysters Rockefeller, short rib
ravioli, dates stuffed with gorgonzola and wrapped in crispy bacon, and The
Whitley’s famous colossal shrimp cocktail.

Paula and Hallie went to Davina’s table for feedback and they were all
smiles after the appetizers. Davina especially.

“I want to have all of them at my wedding. Can I do that? Those
Lobster Newberg cups were amazing,” she gushed. Paula had never seen
her so happy.



“Of course, you can,” Paula assured her. She didn’t add that it would
likely double the cost for appetizers, but if that’s what she wanted to do, it
was all good.

For the main course, they were trying four items—marinated and grilled
swordfish, poached lobster, filet mignon with a red wine reduction sauce,
and a roasted chicken with wild mushroom risotto.

When they went to check with Davina after the entree course, she was
less enthused.

“The lobster, filet and chicken were excellent. But I can’t bring myself
to try the swordfish. I’ve never had it before, and I can’t imagine my guests
will like it.”

“It’s one of our most popular menu items,” Paula said.
“I told her she should have a fish option. Lots of people like fish,”

Davina’s mother said.
“Do you like fish at all?” Hallie asked her.
“Sure. I like the white flaky fish, cod or haddock, even halibut.”
“If you like all those, you might be surprised to find you like swordfish,

too. It actually reminds me a little of chicken,” Hallie said. “Nick was
experimenting the other day and fried up some swordfish chunks in
seasoned batter, and it was very chicken like, and delicious. I’d encourage
you to at least try a bite, before deciding.”

Davina looked dubious. “Tastes like chicken?”
Hallie laughed. “Well, not exactly. But it’s not fishy, if that’s what you

are worried about.”
“Just try a bite,” her mother encouraged her.
“Fine.” Davina cut a sliver of swordfish and popped it in her mouth. She

looked like she wanted to hold her nose as she did it. But after a moment,
her expression changed, and she took a bigger bite. And smiled.

“Okay, you’re all right. It’s nothing like I imagined. Why don’t we offer
the swordfish, the chicken—because there’s always someone that wants



chicken, and the lobster and filet together as a surf and turf?”
“That’s perfect. We can do that,” Hallie said.
Nick and Roland came out to meet Davina’s party when the tasting was

finished, and Paula had never seen Davina so gracious. There were no crazy
demands, and no complaints.

After Davina and her party left, Hallie and Paula decided to have a glass
of wine at the outside bar. It was a gorgeous night and they both wanted to
relax and celebrate getting through Davina’s tasting unscathed. Nick had
come in just to help with the tasting, so he said he’d come and join them
shortly as well.

The bar was busy, but there were several empty seats and Paula and
Hallie slid into them. Frank, the bartender, didn’t even ask them what they
wanted. He just said hello and set two glasses of J. Lohr chardonnay in
front of them, their usual order.

There was a woman sitting next to Paula who looked vaguely familiar.
Paula didn’t think she’d ever seen her before, though. She was very pretty,
with fair skin and dark, almost black hair that was cut in a chin-length bob.
She had an intriguing looking drink in front of her. It was creamy and blue.

“What is that?” Paula asked.
“It’s a Blue Hawaiian. I haven’t tried it yet. Frank said it’s like a Pina

Colada. I told him I wanted a vacation drink.” She took a sip. “Oh, it’s
really good!” She smiled and Paula had that same feeling again that she
knew her, somehow.

“Are you on vacation?” Paula asked.
“Yes, a nice long one. I’m actually here for two months. It’s going by

too fast. Are you on vacation, too?”
Paula smiled. “No, I work here, actually. I’m Paula Whitley, the general

manager.”
“You’re Paula! I’m Bella and this is my sister, Julia. I went fishing with

your brother on Sunday. We had so much fun.”



So, that was why she looked so familiar. Paula glanced at Hallie and
saw she was chatting with Frank, the bartender. But still she lowered her
voice a little. “Has anyone recognized you? I wouldn’t have known if you
hadn’t told me your name. No one else on staff knows, by the way, just me
and my sister Lucy that checked you in.”

“I wondered about that. You haven’t told Nick?” Bella asked.
“No. You should be the one to tell him, if you wish.”
“Thank you. It’s kind of nice that he doesn’t know, to be honest.

Everything changes once people know.” A hint of sadness filled her eyes
for a moment.

“Nick should be along any minute, actually.” Paula didn’t think Nick
would change how he acted if he knew Bella’s true identity. But he might
be disappointed that because of who she was, having a normal life and
settling down somewhere outside of L.A. probably wasn’t going to happen.

“Oh, good. I want my sister to meet him.”
“Who do you want your sister to meet?” Nick said with a teasing tone.

He’d walked up to the bar and neither of them had seen him coming.
“Nick, you’re here! I wanted to introduce you to my sister, Julia. She’s

here for the week.”
Julia smiled. “It’s nice to meet you. Bella said you had fun fishing.”
“We did. We had a good day and caught some stripers.”
“Nick cooked it up for our dinner and it was so good,” Bella added.
Paula got Frank’s attention and Nick ordered a beer. When it came, he

held it up and toasted Hallie and Paula. “To surviving Davina’s tasting.”
They all clinked glasses.

“Who’s Davina?” Bella asked.
“A bride that had her tasting tonight. She’s been a little…challenging

with her demands. So, we didn’t know what to expect, but fortunately she
liked everything,” Nick said.



“I’ve actually never seen Davina in such a good mood. Turns out she’s a
foodie and she loved everything,” Paula added.

Bella laughed. “How could she not? Nick’s food is amazing.”
“Thank you.” Nick looked at both Bella and Julia. “You two should be

sure and come in one night while your sister is here. I told Bella I’ll do a
special tasting menu for you. It will be fun.”

Julia smiled. “Bella mentioned that, and I am really looking forward to
it. I leave on Sunday, so we are thinking to do it on Saturday night.”

The chair next to Hallie opened up, so she and Paula both moved over
to let Nick sit next to Bella as he was deep in conversation with her and
Julia. Paula could tell her brother was interested in Bella as more than a
friend. She hoped he wasn’t going to fall too fast and end up heartbroken
when Bella’s two months were up.

“They look cute together,” Hallie said. “Where is she from? Any chance
there could be a romance there?”

Paula shook her head. “Not anything long-term. She lives in
California.”

“Oh, that’s too bad.” Hallie took a sip of her wine. “How’s it going with
David? He seems nice.”

“It’s going okay. I thought it was going better than it was. David had a
meeting with me earlier today and told me I’m too nice. That I need to be
firmer, so people don’t walk all over me.”

Hallie was quiet for a moment. “And what did you think about that
feedback?”

Paula sighed. “That he was probably right. I just didn’t like to hear it.”
“Well, there could be some truth to that. You’re the total opposite of

Andrea and the way she approached people. She was a little too blunt and
direct.”

“I don’t like conflict,” Paula admitted. “But I’m going to work on that
and do better.”



“You’ll do great. People like you. So, what’s David’s deal? Is he
single?”

“Why, are you interested?” Hallie dated but wasn’t seeing anyone
regularly and hadn’t been serious with anyone in a long time.

“No, I don’t think so. He’s a little too corporate for me. He seems nice,
though, and he’s certainly good-looking.”

“He is. I don’t really know his status. It’s never come up in
conversation. He hasn’t mentioned a girlfriend.”

“I was just curious. So, when’s your date with Jason? Are you excited?”
“We’re going to dinner Saturday night. He mentioned The Gaslight.

Said there’s a good blues band there that night.”
“That sounds fun. I love that place—good food and they always have

interesting live music.”
“I’m a little nervous, to be honest,” Paula admitted. “It’s been too long

since I’ve dated anyone. I’m feeling a little rusty.”
“I’m glad you’re getting back out there. You’ll be fine. Just think of it as

dinner with a new friend. See where it goes. Don’t put too many
expectations on it.”

“Thanks. That’s really good advice.”
Hallie grinned. “Just go and have fun. And enjoy a delicious dinner.”
“I think I can do that.”



“A

CHAPTER 18

ny fun plans for tonight?” It was five of two on Tuesday
and Marco had arrived to relieve Andrea at the concierge
desk.

Andrea grinned. “I’m off to learn golf.”
“No kidding? You’re taking lessons? I didn’t know you golfed.”
She laughed. “I’ve never picked up a club before. But I’ve been

meaning to learn. A new friend is giving me a lesson.”
Marco raised his eyebrows. “I see. So, you have a date!”
“I’m not sure about that. For now, it’s a lesson and we’ll see.” She’d

love for it to be an actual date, but she didn’t think that was how Ben was
thinking of it. He was just being nice. But maybe once they spent some time
together…

“Well, have fun.”
“I will, thanks. Do you golf?” She knew he liked to surf.
“I love golfing. My brother and I like to hit the links for a round when

our schedules match up. Anytime you want to play, let me know.”
Andrea knew playing golf with Marco would be fun.
“I will. Once I figure out what I’m doing.”



Andrea headed home to shower and change. She was meeting Ben at

the driving range at three thirty. She’d already bought a set of starter clubs
and loaded them in her car.

It was a warm day, so she went with a pale blue sleeveless golf shirt and
tan shorts. She didn’t have golf shoes and didn’t think it really mattered for
the driving range, so she just wore sneakers. She tied her hair back in a
ponytail and added a hot pink visor to block the sun. A quick swipe of lip
gloss and she was ready to go.

She arrived at the driving range right on time and Ben was already
there. He waved as she drove in and she quickly parked, grabbed her clubs
and walked over to him.

“I hope you weren’t waiting long,” she said.
Ben smiled the big, easy smile that had caught her interest at the

cookout.
“I just got here a minute ago. You’re right on time. Are you ready to

go?”
He led the way, and they found a good spot to hit from.
“I’m surprised it’s not more crowded,” Andrea commented. There were

only a few others there hitting balls.
“It’s too nice of a day. People are out on the course. It’s usually busier in

the morning.”
“Oh, that makes sense.”
“Okay, so first thing. This is how to hold your club.” Ben demonstrated

the proper way to grip and hold the club. He checked Andrea’s positioning
and had her move her hands down a bit.

“So, you want to keep your arms straight, but not locked straight, if that
makes sense.” He showed her what he meant and then she tried to do the
same.

“Good! Okay, now we try to hit the ball.” He hit a few to show her the
way to swing and then he had her try it.



“Remember head down, arms straight.” She swung and missed and felt
like an idiot.

“Don’t worry about that. Everyone does it. Keep your feet flat. You
came up on your toes that time. Did you feel it?”

She hit again and again and again. Just when she thought she had it, her
next hit would be awful.

“This is a frustrating game,” she said.
Ben laughed. “It can be. It’s as much a mental game as a physical one.

The more you hit, the more you play the game, the easier it will get and the
better you’ll play.”

They hit balls for about an hour and by the end of it, Andrea was hitting
much better. Her balls didn’t go anywhere near as far as Ben’s did, but they
were going straighter, which he said was a good thing.

“Let’s work on our short game now and our putting.” Ben showed her
how to hit with her different clubs and how to chip, pitch and putt. It was a
lot, but Andrea had fun learning and Ben was encouraging.

When they finished up, Andrea got up her courage to ask if he wanted
to grab a bite to eat. “On me, of course. I’d love to thank you for the
lesson.”

Ben hesitated for a moment before smiling and agreeing. “How can I
say no to that. You did really great today. We’re not far from the club I
belong to. Want to go have a drink there?” he suggested.

“Sure.” Andrea had driven by Nantucket’s newest golf club a million
times but had never been there. She’d always been curious about what it
would be like. She knew it was very expensive to join, something crazy like
a million-dollar initiation fee. Way out of her budget. She’d suggested to
her grandfather once that he should join for the family and he laughed at the
idea. He was a wealthy man but told her that was a ridiculous amount of
money and he didn’t like golfing, anyway.



Andrea followed Ben down the road to the club. They parked and he led
the way into the restaurant/bar area. They sat outside on the patio because it
was gorgeous out. When their waitress came, Andrea ordered a margarita
and Ben got a draft beer. “What are you in the mood for?” Ben asked.
“They have great nachos and club sandwiches here.”

“Both sound good.” They decided to share a platter of nachos and a
turkey club sandwich. It was plenty of food. While they ate, they chatted
about the people they both knew.

“Mia and Izzy are great neighbors. I had a crush on Mia when we first
met, but I don’t think she ever saw me that way. She’d also met Sam and
they really hit it off.”

“Are you dating anyone now?” Andrea asked. She was curious if he’d
mention Paula.

“I just ended a relationship before I came back here for the season. I’m
dating here and there, but nothing serious. What about you?”

“I was engaged until about a year ago. I’d dated Steve for six years and
we got engaged because we were tired of people asking about it. It was the
logical next step, but I don’t think either of us really wanted to do it. He’s a
great guy. But we probably should have ended it way sooner. Sometimes
it’s just easier to coast along than to deal with a breakup.”

Ben nodded. “I can see that. How far did you get with wedding
planning?”

“Not far at all. I realized when I started making lists of everything I
needed to do that I just wasn’t excited about any of it. I see brides here all
the time who are obsessed with every last detail of their weddings. And I
just wasn’t feeling it. I dreaded having to do it, to be honest. That’s when I
realized it would be a mistake to go on. I talked to Steve and he was
surprised at first, but mostly relieved.”

“Good you realized it before it was too late,” Ben said.



“I know. Funny thing is Steve got married last month. He met someone
a few months after we broke up and they got engaged six months later.”

Ben grinned at that. “I think when you know, you know.”
Andrea laughed. “Right. It shouldn’t take six years to figure it out.”
They chatted easily as they finished their drinks. Ben was funny and had

her laughing with some of his stories. He was an adventurer and loved to
travel and to sail.

“Last year, I rode on a friend’s boat for the Figawi race. That was a
blast. Have you ever done that?”

“Yes, once. Steve’s boss raced in the Figawi every year and the first
year we were dating, we both got to go. It was really something. Did you do
it again this year?”

“No. He didn’t race this year. I went to all the parties here, though. That
was fun.”

“I’m sure it was. It’s always a fun weekend.” That was another thing she
liked about Ben. He was social and outgoing, like she was. She was glad
she’d suggested the golf lesson. She couldn’t get a read, though, on if Ben
was attracted to her at all. He had the kind of personality where he was
charming and flirtatious with all women in a fun way. But it made it harder
to tell if he just thought of her as a friend.

When they finished up, and the waiter cleared their table, Andrea asked
him for the check. He seemed startled by the request at first then glanced at
Ben. “There is no check. Ben has a house account here.”

“Oh, okay.” When he walked away, Andrea turned to Ben, “I wanted to
treat you.”

He flashed her that smile. “Sorry. You’re actually doing me a favor,
though, by coming here. I have to spend a certain amount at the restaurant
every month as part of my membership. So, it just went toward that.”

“Okay. Well, thank you, then.”



They walked out and when they reached their cars, Ben asked, “So,
think you’re up for an actual round on the golf course soon?”

“Do you think I’m ready for that?” Andrea was a little nervous and
wondered if she needed more time on the driving range first.

“The best way to learn how to play golf is to play golf. I can take you
through and give you some pointers as we go. If you’re interested.”

“Oh, I’m definitely interested!”



D

CHAPTER 19

avid noticed that Paula had been a little cold towards him since
their meeting where he gave her the feedback that she needed to
be firmer with the people she managed. He could immediately

tell that he’d upset her, and knew she was sensitive and had been worried
about moving into the role to begin with. He thought he was helping,
though, so she could try and improve and develop her management skills.

He’d been encouraged when he saw Michelle in her office not long after
their chat and took it as a good sign that she was making an effort already to
improve. He’d nodded and smiled but she’d simply turned and went back
into her office. And since then, she’d been a little distant toward him. And
he didn’t like it.

He realized he’d enjoyed their interactions. Paula was smart, and they
both enjoyed analyzing data and using it to guide their decisions. And
they’d had fun working on the Taste of the Town event together. She’d
made him laugh with her stories about nightmare brides and though he
didn’t talk about the situation with his mother much, when he did, Paula
was a good listener.

So, he was determined to get back into her good graces. His opportunity
came when he ran into her brother Nick in the kitchen. David had a



question about logistics for the Taste of the Town event and Nick had the
answer. He was also finishing up a day shift and had the night off.

“What are you doing tonight? A few of us are going out for drinks after
work. You should come.”

“That sounds good to me. Where and when?” David hadn’t been out for
after work drinks yet with anyone.

“We’re meeting up at five thirty or so at the outside bar.”
“I’ll see you then. Maybe I’ll see if I can get Paula to join us.”
Nick laughed. “Great idea. Tell her it’s been too long since she’s come

out with us.”
“I will.”
David went back to his office and finished up what he was working on.

At a quarter past five, he knocked on Paula’s door.
“Come on in.”
He pushed the door open. Paula had a spreadsheet up on her computer

screen, one pencil in her hand and another stuck in her hair. It was all
twisted up into a knot and the pencil held it in place.

“Nice hair-do,” he teased her. She didn’t wear her hair like that outside
of her office.

She laughed. “I know it probably looks ridiculous. But when I’m
focusing on something, I don’t even realize I do it— I twist my hair up and
off my face and grab whatever is handy to secure it.

“It looks cute.”
“Thanks. Did you want something?”
“Yeah. I ran into your brother a little while ago and he invited me out

for drinks with him and a few others. He said you should come, too, and
that it’s been too long since you last went out with them.”

Paula smiled. “He’s right. It has been too long. I guess I could go for
one drink. What time?”

“I’m heading down in fifteen minutes. I can come get you then.”



“Perfect.”
At five thirty sharp he knocked on Paula’s door again. Her messy bun

was gone, and her hair was down and straight and shiny. Her computer was
already shutting down. She stood and grabbed her purse, and they made
their way downstairs.

Nick was already at the bar, sitting next to Marco and Andrea. David
sensed Paula hesitate when she saw Andrea. He made a point to sit next to
Nick so when Paula sat, she’d be as far away from Andrea as possible.
Andrea simply nodded when she saw them and went back to talking to
Marco.

David ordered a draft beer when Frank, the bartender, came over and
Paula got a chardonnay.

“So, how did your day go?” Nick asked. “We were busy in the kitchen.
Lunches have been slammed lately. Although today wasn’t exactly a beach
day, so that helps.”

On better weather days, guests at the hotel sometimes got lunches to go,
but usually were out and about, either on the beach or sightseeing and so
lunch service usually wasn’t all that busy. But on a cloudy or rainy day, it
was different.

“We’ve been working on a few things. The Taste of the Town event is
keeping us pretty busy. I think it will be a fun event and good for the hotel.”

Nick nodded. “I’m excited for it, too. Roland is letting me handle it and
decide what to offer. I’ve been tossing around a few ideas for appetizers.
We’ll do our seafood chowder, of course.”

“Will you do an entree sample, too?” Paula asked.
“Yes. I’m leaning toward short ribs with rosemary mashed potatoes.

And maybe some kind of seafood for the appetizer.”
“That sounds like a good combination,” David agreed. “Some people

don’t like seafood and just about everyone likes beef.”
“It’s one of our most popular dishes,” Nick added.



“Bella’s sister, Julia, seems nice. Are you going to do something special
for their tasting? Paula asked.

“Her sister is great. We closed the bar last night. They’re both fun to
talk to.”

“I chatted with Bella a bit before you got there. She seemed excited to
see you again,” Paula added.

David noticed that Nick seemed both embarrassed and pleased to hear
it.

“Yeah, I was happy to run into her, too. I’m still working out what I’m
going to make for them, but it will be impressive.”

Paula laughed. “I know it will be. I wonder what they are up to
tonight?”

“She said they were going into town today to do some shopping and eat
tonight somewhere on the water. Maybe the Straight Wharf.”

“Nick, what do you think about this?” Andrea asked.
Nick turned his attention to his cousin and Marco, and David turned to

Paula, who was sipping her wine and looking around. The two guys that
were the night’s entertainment seemed like they were almost ready to start
playing.

“Are they good?” David glanced at the two musicians.
“They are. It’s vacation music, lots of Jimmy Buffett, that kind of

thing.”
“It really is a great spot. I almost feel like I’m on vacation, too, sitting

outside here.” He was glad to see that got a smile out of Paula.
“I know. I really feel lucky to live here year-round. It’s such a beautiful

spot.”
“So, where do you go on vacation? Do you have anything fun planned?”
“I haven’t gone anywhere in a while. Last year I just relaxed at home

and caught up with friends I hadn’t seen in a while. I’ve thought about



going to Europe, though. I’ve never been there, and we have some relatives
in London, so that might be fun.”

“London’s great. All of Europe, actually. I’d love to go back, especially
to Italy. The food and wine there are so good.”

“That sounds fun, too. Maybe I should do two weeks and fit more in.”
“When are you planning this vacation?”
“Probably not until the fall. It starts to slow down here in October so

that might be a good time. Until then, I’ll just take some days here and
there, and make long weekends. What about you?”

He hadn’t given vacation a thought. Until Alvin offered this consulting
role, David had thought he’d be using some of his vacation time to visit his
family.

“I don’t know. I like to ski so maybe later this year I’ll do that
somewhere.”

“Paula? Is that you?” David and Paula both turned to see an older,
elegantly-dressed woman with a silver-gray bob standing in front of them.

“Mrs. Ferguson? We missed you last year. It’s so good to see you.”
“It’s good to be here. I had some pesky health issues last year but I’m fit

as a fiddle now and so glad to be back.” An older man joined her. He was
holding a cardboard to-go box.

“Well, that’s good to hear. Did you just have dinner?”
“Yes, and everything was just marvelous, as usual. I ran into your

grandfather earlier today and he told us about your promotion.
Congratulations, dear. We both think you’ll do a fabulous job.”

“Thank you, both. David, this is Mr. and Mrs. Ferguson. They’ve been
coming to The Whitley every year for as long as I can remember. David is
consulting with us.”

“Lovely to meet you,” Mrs. Ferguson said. “Well, we’re on our way
back to our room. I just saw you and wanted to say a quick hello.”

“Thank you. It’s so good to see you both.”



They left and David smiled at Paula. “You have some fans there.”
She laughed. “They are sweethearts and they have been coming here

forever. I worried when we didn’t see them last year.”
“You know a lot of the guests?” David was impressed that she

remembered them so well.
“Yes. That’s one of the first things Grandfather taught me. We want to

treat these people like they are all guests in our home. It’s easy to do as
most of them are like the Fergusons, just nice people. And so interesting.
People come from all over the world to stay here.”

“Little things like that, remembering people by name, makes such an
impression,” David said. “I think that’s the key to success in any service
business. When people feel valued and welcome, they want to come back
and tell their friends.”

“Exactly.” Paula smiled and reached for her wine. “How’s your mother
doing?” she asked.

“She’s doing better, both physically and mentally. My father hired a
woman around her age to stay with her in the afternoons so he can go to the
office. She likes the company and he really needs the break.”

“It has to be hard for him, and for you and for her, too. I can’t imagine,”
Paula said.

He nodded. It was so hard to see his mother like that and he felt awful
for his father. He was glad, though, that since he’d been home, his father
seemed less stressed and more optimistic about it all. David wished that he
could be around more often, but in a little over a month, his assignment
would be over and he’d be heading back to New York. Usually, he was
eager to get home to his Manhattan apartment, but this time, he was in no
hurry. Summer on Nantucket and spending time with his family was where
he needed to be, for as long as possible.

He noticed that Paula’s glass was just about empty. “Would you like
another glass of wine?”



“No, thank you, though. One was perfect. I think I’m going to head
home.”

“Okay. See you tomorrow, then. I’m glad you came out with us.” She
seemed more relaxed and he would have liked to talk to her longer. He was
just glad that she seemed to have thawed out towards him.

She smiled. “I’m glad I came out, too. See you tomorrow.”



A

CHAPTER 20

ndrea was in a fantastic mood. Earlier that afternoon, she’d
received a text message from Elaine the headhunter. She’d made
the final cut for the two candidates the Alexandria Hotel wanted

to invite in to meet the board. It wouldn’t happen for three weeks because
of some travel schedules but Andrea was totally fine with that. She still
wasn’t sure what her interest level was to actually move to Manhattan, but it
was nice to be a step closer to having that option.

And while she wouldn’t admit it to her grandfather or Paula, she was
enjoying her new role. There were almost no management responsibilities
other than scheduling people and passing along any company-wide updates,
which were few and far between. As Marco had said when they met up at
The Club Car a few weeks prior, it was a fun job. And Andrea was having
fun, for the first time in a long time. The role really did play to her
strengths. She loved Nantucket and loved sharing what she knew about
restaurants and different sightseeing options on the island.

The weekend shifts when she and Marco often worked together were
the most fun. He made her laugh, and they shared a similar sense of humor.
He was quickly becoming a good friend. It didn’t hurt, either, that he was
quite good-looking with his dark hair and eyes and warm smile. He made



everyone feel welcome and flirted with all the women, no matter their age,
and they loved it.

She couldn’t help but notice that the few times their hands accidentally
touched as they both reached for something that there was an immediate
buzz of electricity. So, yes, she was attracted to Marco and she sometimes
ever so faintly picked up a similar vibe from him, but each time he quickly
made a joke, and the moment was gone. She suspected that he felt, as she
did, that it would be a huge mistake for them to do anything beyond
friendly flirting. Her track record wasn’t great, and the last thing she needed
was an awkward breakup and then have to still work so closely together.
Plus, she didn’t want to lose their budding friendship. They’d gotten into
the habit of having after work drinks once or twice a week and she looked
forward to it.

She was surprised to see Paula join them at the outside bar. Miss goody-
two-shoes rarely went for after work drinks. Even her brother seemed
surprised to see her. She couldn’t help but notice that Paula’s hair looked
more polished than usual and she was wearing lipstick, something she
rarely did. And the consultant, David, was with her.

She wondered if Paula was interested in him? Maybe she didn’t even
realize that she was. That wouldn’t surprise Andrea. Especially as she gave
Ben her number. Andrea assumed if they hadn’t already had a date that
they’d be going out soon. Paula wasn’t the type to date around. She wasn’t
surprised when Paula only had one drink before calling it a night. And she
noticed with interest that David finished his beer and then left, too.

When she’d first met him, she found David attractive, but after that
initial conversation when she realized he agreed with her grandfather’s
decision to replace her with Paula, she wrote him off as stuffy and boring.
Maybe he and Paula would make a good match, after all.

“You’re deep in thought. Should I be scared?” Marco teased her.



She laughed and turned her attention back to Marco and Nick. “Sorry,
just spaced out for a moment. What are we talking about?”

“Nick was just saying that he’s going fishing on Sunday and asked if I
want to join him.”

“I thought you didn’t like to fish?” she asked.
“Good memory. I told Nick that but he’s pretty persuasive.”
“You should come, too, Andrea. When was the last time you fished?”

her cousin asked.
“It has been a long while. I don’t even remember.”
“It’s not about the fishing as much as it’s just fun to hang out on the

beach on a beautiful afternoon. It should be a good time. I was thinking of
asking Bella to come again. She actually enjoys fishing and I know her
sister leaves Sunday morning.”

“Who is this Bella? Is this someone you’re dating?” Andrea asked. She
noticed that Nick flushed a little.

“I can’t say that we’re dating really. I took her fishing once. I enjoy her
company, but she’s a guest. I know she won’t be here for long.”

Andrea grinned. “But you like her. I can tell. I’ll come. I’m curious now
to meet her.”

“Okay, we’ll plan to head out around noon.”

“You’re right. I was skeptical but dark chocolate covered

cranberries really are delicious,” Julia said. She and Bella had just tried
candy samples at Sweet Inspirations, the chocolate shop that Johnny, the
driver from The Whitley, had mentioned.

“You should bring a box home. I’m going to get one, too,” Bella said.
“Good idea. I can’t believe this is my last day. I’m a little envious that

you get to stay for another month or so. I know you need it, though. I can



tell it’s helping.”
“You can? That’s good to hear. I wish I could stay longer.”
“You seem more relaxed and for the first time in a long time, you seem

happy instead of stressed. How are you feeling?”
“I’m good. I haven’t had a Lyme flare-up since I got here and I’m

actually feeling stronger every day. I wish you could stay longer, too. This
week has flown by.” And it had been a wonderful week. They’d managed to
pack a lot into it, seeing the Whaling Museum, going on a walking ghost
tour through one of Nantucket’s oldest neighborhoods and eating at so
many great restaurants.

They did quite a bit of shopping, too, and Bella made sure to bring her
sister to Nantucket Threads. Julia fell in love with several cute tops and a
gorgeous pair of leather sandals. It was all new stuff from the last time
Bella was there. Izzy made sure to tell them about her online store, too, in
case Julia wanted to order anything once she got to Vermont.

“I can’t thank you enough for that Instagram post. My online sales blew
up, especially for those boots.” Bella had posted a pic of herself from the
knee down, of her wearing the boots and had included a caption, “Surfing
online and fell in love with these boots from Nantucket Threads. Gorgeous
and comfy.” She made sure to mention she got them online so people
wouldn’t connect the dots and think she was on Nantucket.

But the post made people curious about where she was. She’d been off
all social media since she came to Nantucket—no Facebook, Twitter or
Instagram. But a few days ago, she made that post and popped onto
Facebook and immediately left after seeing post after post of people
wondering where she was and who she was with, as if they knew her. She
knew that was all part of being a celebrity, but still, it was a little unnerving.

The cashier, a young girl who looked about sixteen, rang them up and as
she handed Bella her charge slip, she paused.



“You look so familiar. I was trying to figure out where I knew you from
and it just hit me. Has anyone ever told you that you look like Cami
Carmichael? It’s the smile I think.”

Bella nodded. “I get that now and then. She’s much prettier, though, and
has lighter hair.”

“Right. Her hair is gorgeous. Anyway, thanks for coming in.”
When they stepped outside, Julia whispered, “Well, that was close. Is

that the first time someone has sort of recognized you?”
“Yes. I think she bought that it wasn’t me, though.”
“I think she did, but I’m not so sure about the people who were standing

right behind us. I thought I got a glimpse of someone snapping a picture
with their cellphone. It might not have been of you, though. It probably
wasn’t.”

Bella felt a little sick to her stomach. She’d been thoroughly enjoying
being an anonymous tourist and moving about the island freely without
worrying about being recognized. “I hope not.”

They called for a ride back to the hotel and relaxed for a bit in the room.
They’d both picked up a few new books in the bookstore downtown and
read for a while before showering and getting ready to head down to dinner.

It was Bella’s first time actually eating in the restaurant, though she’d
ordered room service many times. She’d never wanted to eat alone there
and attract too much attention.

They had a reservation and were taken right to their table, which was by
a window with a breathtaking view of the ocean.

“It’s so close, I almost feel like we’re on a cruise ship,” Julia said as
they sat down.

The room was beautifully elegant, with rich navy silk window
treatments and gold and navy carpeting. Everything else was white—the
linens, plates and flowers in square crystal vases.



Their server was an older man in his fifties, Bella guessed. His name
was Ramon and he proudly told them that he’d just celebrated his twentieth
year of working at The Whitley.

“And I understand that our chef, Nick, has a special tasting menu for
you tonight. He’s picked out matching wines as well for each course, if that
suits you? Or you could order cocktails.”

“The wines sound wonderful to me,” Bella said, and her sister nodded
in agreement.

“I’ll be right back with the first one, a sparkling rosé.”
When Ramon returned, he set down the flutes of pink bubbly wine and

a small dish of some kind of paté and sliced baguettes. There were also a
few small gherkin pickles, a grainy mustard and sweet pepper jelly.

“That’s Nick’s foie gras paté and assorted condiments. Enjoy!”
The next few hours were a blur of one delectable dish after another and

an assortment of wine tastings that perfectly complemented each course—
everything from spicy tuna tartare to a silky lobster bisque, duck confit and
a sliced chateaubriand topped with orange-scented poached lobster. They
finished with a crème brûlée that was a swirl of dark chocolate and coffee
flavors.

When they were completely and totally finished, Nick walked up to the
table.

“I hope you enjoyed the tasting?”
“It was amazing, incredible. Thank you so much,” Julia said.
Bella smiled. “Insanely delicious. Truly the best food I’ve ever eaten.

Thank you, Nick.”
He grinned. “I’m so glad you both liked it. I had a lot of fun with the

menu.” He glanced at Julia. “I’m sorry you have to go home tomorrow.”
“I really wish I could stay longer. But I’m heading out first thing in the

morning.”



“I’m going to miss her,” Bella said wistfully. She’d gotten used to
having her sister’s company. It was going to seem quiet once she’d gone.

“A few of us are going fishing tomorrow. To that same spot I took you.
My cousin Andrea and Marco, who also works at the concierge desk. Why
don’t you join us? It’s supposed to be a gorgeous day.”

Bella smiled. “I’d love to. I was wondering what I was going to do with
myself tomorrow.”

“Perfect. Meet us out front at noon tomorrow and bring your lucky
lure!”



“I

CHAPTER 21

think you should go out with him at least one more time.” Lucy
had stopped by Paula’s cottage Sunday afternoon before they
went to family dinner at their mother’s house. Neither one of

them wanted to have their dating lives dissected over the dinner table,
especially if Aunt Vivian was there. She could be relentless with the
questions.

“I don’t know if that’s a good idea.” It wasn’t that Paula didn’t like
Jason. He was a nice enough guy. But she hadn’t felt a single spark on their
date the night before. He took her to The Gaslight, which was a great date
spot, with good food and live music. It was a fun night. She felt like she
was having dinner with a friend, though, so she wasn’t sure if it was fair to
him to waste his time with another date.

“So, I’ve dated a lot of guys that I didn’t feel attracted to on the first
date, but I still give them at least another chance or two, because sometimes
the attraction does come. Not always, but sometimes. Remember Bill?”
Lucy dated him for over a year and they somehow managed to remain
friendly after the breakup.

“You weren’t attracted to him at first?” Paula didn’t remember that.
Lucy laughed. “Not even remotely. But he was so nice and funny, and

we had a great time together. By the third date, he was much cuter, because



I knew him better and bam, the attraction was there. It might have also had
something to do with the fact that I overheard someone else say they
thought he was hot.”

Paula laughed, too. “Funny how that works. How did your date with
Ben go?”

“We had fun! He’s not my typical type at all, but he’s a nice guy and
really outgoing. We went to The Club Car for dinner and drinks, and I think
he knew a half dozen or so people there. I like him enough to go out with
him again.”

“Well, that’s good.”
“You know, I have an idea. He mentioned going to see some blues

bands next Saturday afternoon. It’s at Cisco Brewers and will go all
afternoon with five or six different bands playing sets. It’s an outside thing
and there will be beer, of course, but wine, too, and all kinds of snack stuff,
like hot dogs. Very casual. Why don’t you and Jason come with us? It might
be more fun with a small group.”

“That’s actually not a bad idea. If he calls this week, I’ll suggest it to
him.”

Bella was sad to see Julia leave Sunday morning. She was more

alarmed, though, by the text message her sister sent from the airport. While
waiting to board her plane, Julia was checking Facebook and there was a
picture of Bella and Julia in the Sweet Inspirations shop and the caption, “Is
Cami Carmichael vacationing on Nantucket? If not, she’s a dead ringer
except for the hair.”

Panic swept over Bella. She wasn’t ready to deal with the media yet.
Not on Nantucket, which until now had felt like her safe place. She thought



about what to do and then she walked down to the lobby and went to the
hotel’s luxurious spa, which also had a hair salon.

She made sure not to smile when the hostess greeted her—and that was
hard, but necessary. She didn’t want anyone else to put two and two
together.

“Can I help you?”
“I’d like to get a cut and color please.”
“Let me check and see who is available.” She took a look through her

schedule. “Stephanie can help you. Please follow me.” She led Bella to a
chair facing a mirror in the back of the salon, which was perfect. No one
was likely to notice her there. A moment later, a stylist walked over.

“Hi, I’m Stephanie. What are we looking to do?” Stephanie didn’t seem
to recognize Bella, and she relaxed a little. No one other than the girl in the
store had come close to recognizing her but now that her picture was on
social media, Bella knew she had to change her look immediately.

“Nice to meet you. I’m Bella. I’d like to get some layers and go to a rich
auburn with beachy loose curls all over. Kind of the Meg Ryan look if that
makes sense?”

“Got it. Huge Meg Ryan fan.” Bella wasn’t surprised. Stephanie was
about fifty so probably saw all of Meg Ryan’s romantic comedies. Bella’s
natural hair color was a dark strawberry-blond, but she’d been strongly
encouraged to bleach it blond when she got her first big break. The thinking
was that redheads weren’t as popular. Bella didn’t agree or like it, but she
wanted to work then, so she bleached it a sun-kissed blonde for her first role
and it became her signature look.

Stephanie chatted away while she stripped off Bella’s existing color and
then applied the lighter shade. Bella learned Stephanie was a Nantucket
native, married with two children, and one just had their first child.

“So, I’m a grandmother, finally. It took them long enough. They’ve
been married for almost ten years.”



“Congratulations, that’s exciting.”
Once the color was applied, Bella relaxed even more. No one was likely

to recognize her now. She looked quite ridiculous with her hair going in all
different directions and half of it covered in foils. Stephanie explained that
she wanted a layered natural highlights effect, which sounded good to
Bella.

An hour later, when her hair was rinsed, cut, dried and curled, Bella
opened her eyes and was amazed at the transformation. The Meg Ryan
bouncy curl look was cuter than she’d expected and the rich, red color
matched her skin better and made her eyes pop. She was still a little nervous
about people recognizing her, but no one had seen her as a redhead before
and they wouldn’t be expecting the hairstyle, either. She knew she had to
take additional precautions, though. She wouldn’t be going anywhere, not
even to the beach with Nick and his friends, without her dark aviator
sunglasses and a floppy beach hat.

She also knew that it was time to have a conversation with Nick, before
he heard the truth from someone else or, God forbid, the media.

“What’s going on at the hotel? Is that someone from TMZ?” As

Nick pulled up to the entrance to pick up Bella, he noticed several vehicles
that seemed to be sitting and waiting for something or someone. He glanced
in his rearview mirror. “Do we have anyone famous with us right now?”

“Not that I’m aware of,” Andrea said from the backseat where she and
Marco were sitting with Nick’s packed cooler in between them.

“I haven’t heard anything, either,” Marco added.
“I don’t see Bella yet. I thought she’d be out front by now.” Nick was

running a few minutes late and it was five past noon. He noticed a woman
with striking red curls walking towards them. He couldn’t see her face as



she was wearing sunglasses and a huge floppy sun hat hid her face. She was
also dressed in dark, baggy sweats. But when she reached the car, she
looked up and he realized it was Bella and she wore a panicky expression.
He unlocked the door and she jumped in and immediately locked it behind
her.

“Is everything okay? You look great. Love the hair.”
“Thank you. I’ll explain when we get to the beach, if that’s okay.”
“Of course. That’s my cousin Andrea in the back and Marco. They both

work at the concierge desk.”
“Nice to meet you both,” Bella said politely.
Something was definitely off about Bella today. She sounded stressed

and a little scared. Nick wondered what was going on and he hoped he
could help—at least to get her to relax and take her mind off whatever was
bothering her.

“I hope you’re hungry? We have a ridiculous amount of food. Marco
made Brazilian steak tips to cook on the grill and Andrea made a pasta
salad. I also made a caramelized onion dip, spicy tuna tartare and, of course,
cheese and crackers.”

“I am and that sounds wonderful. I brought some wine and chocolate
from Sweet Inspirations. My sister and I were just there yesterday.”

Once they reached the Eel Point beach, they unloaded everything, and
found a good spot near the water to set up their chairs and the grill.

Bella peeled off her huge sweatshirt and baggy sweatpants and had on a
cute pair of shorts and a short-sleeved Nantucket red t-shirt. It was warm
out, so Nick wondered what was up with the dark baggy sweats but didn’t
feel it was appropriate to ask.

Once everything was settled and Andrea and Marco had thrown their
lines in the water, Bella turned to Nick. “Can we take a quick walk?”

“Of course.” He realized she didn’t want the others to hear what she had
to say.



They walked down the beach until they were out of earshot.
Finally, Nick asked, “Is everything okay? You seemed a little frazzled

when I picked you up. Is there anything I can do to help?”
Bella sighed. “This is incredibly awkward. I probably should have told

you sooner, but it’s just been so nice being Bella on vacation and totally
anonymous.”

Nick had no idea what she was talking about. “Okay.”
“I love that you have no idea who I am. That’s such a gift, to be able to

totally be myself and just have fun.”
“What do you mean?”
“So, remember when we met and I told you that I was out of work?”
He nodded.
“Well, that was true. But I didn’t explain what that meant or what I do. I

live in L.A. and am an actress. I just finished up a movie and am taking a
much-needed break. I get recognized and hounded by the media, so it’s
been wonderful to have a break from that.”

As Bella was talking Nick’s mind began processing what she was
saying and connecting the dots. He’d thought she looked a little familiar
when they first met, but he didn’t think much of it.

“So, who are you? Someone that I might know?”
She laughed lightly and then turned the full force of her smile on him

and he felt it again, the smile that was so familiar and so attractive to him.
“Maybe. Do you know who Cami Carmichael is?”
His jaw dropped. “Of course, and now I feel like an idiot. How could I

have not noticed that?” He was blown away by her revelation and shocked
that he never saw it.

“The shorter dark hair really made a huge difference. And when I went
out anywhere, I usually wore my sunglasses, and no one gave me a second
look. But I got a little too comfortable yesterday when I was shopping with
my sister. I wasn’t wearing the glasses and a young girl, a cashier in a shop



—she noticed. And someone behind her snapped a picture and posted it on
social media. So, word is out, and they know about the short dark brown
hair.”

“So that’s why you got the new do. I really like it. The color suits you.”
She smiled again. “Thanks. This is actually close to my natural color.”
He shook his head in disbelief. “I can’t believe you’re Cami

Carmichael. I did not see that coming.”
“I’m sorry I didn’t tell you sooner. But it was really nice when you just

thought of me as Bella, someone on vacation.”
Nick could see the worry in her eyes that now things might change.

Beyond his initial shock, he didn’t see why they had to.
“You’re still Bella on vacation to me. Is Bella your real name?”
She nodded. “Yes. My manager thought for privacy reasons, I should

use something different. I am glad I agreed to that.”
“Yeah, Cami doesn’t fit you as well. You’re Bella to me.”
“Should I tell the others? I always worry about too many people

knowing, but it sounds like it’s already out there.”
Nick glanced at Andrea and Marco, who were deep in conversation.
“I don’t think you have to worry about those two. Andrea is a Whitley

and she used to be our GM. She knows that it’s important to keep secrets
like this to protect your privacy. That’s why we get so many celebrity guests
here.”

Andrea and Marco were seated when they returned, with their

poles in hand and Marco was in the middle of an animated story that had
Andrea laughing. Nick and Bella got their rods ready and cast the lines into
the water and then they sat, too. Bella took a deep breath and told Andrea



and Marco what was going on and who she really was. After their initial
shock, they were both very cool about it.

“We get a lot of celebrities at The Whitley and it’s often a problem for
them. You don’t have to worry about either of us saying anything. We know
how difficult that must be,” Andrea sympathized. A moment later she
grinned and said, “I do have one question, though. Is it true what they say
about Grayson George being a jerk?”

Bella laughed. Grayson was her co-star in the last project she worked
on. “You didn’t hear it from me, but he’s awful. I won’t work with him
again if I can avoid it.”

“I knew it! I was never a fan of his.”
“Have you had a good vacation so far?” Marco asked.
“Yes. It’s been incredible and fun having my sister here this past week.

She went home today.”
“Well, you’re always welcome to join us if we’re doing anything.

Sometimes we’ll grab a drink after work at the outside bar,” Andrea said.
Bella appreciated the invitation.

“Thank you. I will probably take you up on that. Do you think I have to
worry about the media coming onto the property?”

Nick shook his head. “No. We have a security team and if someone does
come onsite, they’ll be swiftly escorted away. But we can’t stop them from
waiting outside the main entrance, unfortunately.”

“Maybe I’ll lay low for a bit and hit the beach instead of going into
town. I do have lots of beach reading to catch up on.”

“That sounds like a good plan,” Andrea agreed.
Bella was so relieved that Nick didn’t seem to be too weirded out by her

news. Too many times, that had happened. Once people realized who she
was, they acted differently toward her. But Nick, his cousin and Marco were
just fun, normal people and she relaxed and enjoyed the rest of the
afternoon.



They caught a few fish—well, Marco and Nick did. Andrea and Bella
didn’t have any luck, but they didn’t care. It was fun having a glass of wine
and eating all the delicious food everyone brought.

“How did you make your steak tips, Marco? They’re so good,” Bella
asked.

He grinned. “It’s just garlic, a little olive oil, salt, pepper and fresh
parsley. Lots of garlic!”

They stayed at the beach until almost six, when the temperature dropped
a bit and they reluctantly decided to head home. No one was hungry enough
to cook their fish because they’d been snacking all day, but Nick suggested
coming for dinner the next night.

“I’m off tomorrow, too, and have some leftover fish from when Bella
and I went a week or so ago. I can cook it all up. If that sounds good?”

“I’m in. I’m off around five,” Andrea said.
“And tomorrow is a day off for me, so count me in.”
Nick glanced her way and Bella nodded. “Definitely.”
“Perfect, why don’t you all come by around six.”
When they got back to The Whitley, Bella was thrilled to see that the

cars that had been waiting out front earlier were gone. Still, she pulled on
her baggy sweatshirt, big sunglasses and floppy hat just in case.

“Thanks for coming with us, Bella,” Nick said.
“Thanks for including me.” She waved to Andrea and Marco in the

backseat. “Great to meet you both. I’ll see you all tomorrow.”

When Bella walked through the lobby, she thought she sensed a

few people looking at her more than usual but wondered if she was just
imagining it and was paranoid that she was going to be recognized. When
she got to her room, she took a hot shower, wrapped herself in one of the



comfy bathrobes and made a cup of hot tea. And then she opened her laptop
and went online.

She saw the media had done some digging and recognized her sister
from old family photos and that confirmed for them that the cashier was
right, and Cami Carmichael was on Nantucket. Someone saw them get into
the white Whitley Range Rover for their ride home, so that’s how they
knew where she was staying. She tried not to feel stressed about it by
reminding herself that it was inevitable at some point that she’d be found
out. And at least at The Whitley she was more protected as the hotel was on
private and secluded grounds, and the beach was totally secure. The only
way to access it was to walk across the property and there was good
security.

So, she drifted off to sleep planning to spend the next day relaxing on
the beach and doing some binge reading. And she was looking forward to
dinner at Nick’s. She was thrilled that her big news didn’t seem to faze him,
or Andrea or Marco, either. She enjoyed meeting the other two and thought
they made a cute couple—although, she realized that she didn’t know if
they actually were a couple or not. They just seemed to fit together, from
what she saw.



B

CHAPTER 22

ella had the perfect beach day on Monday. The skies were clear,
the air was warm, and no one bothered her. She walked the beach,
swam a little and read a lot. She didn’t see any paparazzi in front

of the hotel and hoped that meant they’d given up and were onto something
else.

She showered, dressed in her oldest, most comfy jeans and a thin white
cotton sweater and was drying her hair when the phone in her room rang. It
startled her because it was the first time the phone had rung since she’d
been there. Everyone she knew just called her cell phone.

“Hello?”
“Bella? It’s Andrea down at the concierge desk. I’m getting off in a few

minutes and didn’t know if you wanted to meet me in the lobby and we can
walk over to Nick’s together?”

“Oh, sure! I’ll be down in a few minutes.”
She hung up, ran a brush through her hair and grabbed a bottle of wine

she’d bought earlier that week. She didn’t want to show up empty-handed.
She donned her dark glasses, grabbed a light jacket and headed down to

the lobby to meet Andrea.
They walked the short distance to Nick’s place in less than ten minutes.



“I’ll meet you there in a few minutes. I’m just going to run home and
grab a salad I told Nick I’d bring.”

Andrea walked toward the house next door, while Bella knocked on
Nick’s front door.

He opened the door a moment later and she tried not to stare. Nick
looked amazing. He was just wearing a t-shirt and jeans, but his arms were
lean and muscled and Bella had noticed on the beach that he had some
impressive abs. His hair was slightly damp, and she guessed he’d recently
showered. He grinned when he saw her.

“Come on in.”
“Andrea ran home to get a salad she’d made.” She handed him the

bottle of wine.
“Great, thanks. Everything is just about done, so once they get here, we

can eat.” He opened the wine, poured her a glass and got a bottle of beer for
himself. Marco arrived a few minutes later and Andrea was right behind
him. They ate on the back patio and the fish was just as good as she
remembered.

Bella mostly listened as the other three told stories that had them all
laughing. Nick and Andrea were obviously great friends as well as cousins,
and Marco was so full of energy and funny. They were entertaining, and
Bella was surprised at how fast the hours flew by as they laughed and
talked and had a few drinks. She was envious of the three of them, that this
was just a typical night and they could do this whenever they wanted.

Finally, a little after ten, Marco yawned and a moment later Nick did,
too. Andrea saw it and laughed.

“I think that might be a sign that it’s time to call it a night.”
“Yeah, I have the early shift tomorrow,” Marco added.
“I’m in early as well to do our weekly orders,” Nick said.
“This was a lot of fun. Thanks for cooking, Nick,” Bella said.
He smiled the big slow smile that lit up his whole face.



“Anytime. I’ll walk you back when you’re ready.”
She was about to protest and say she could go herself, but then she

looked outside. It was dark, and she knew he’d insist anyway.
“Thanks. I’m ready.”
They all said their goodbyes and Nick walked Bella back to the hotel.

They walked slowly, chatting all the while.
When there was a lull in the conversation, Bella impulsively asked what

had been on her mind more than once since she’d met Nick. “Nick, you’re a
great guy. How is it that you’re still single?”

He laughed. “It’s been a while since I’ve been in a serious relationship.
It’s hard sometimes with my job and the hours, all the nights that I work.
Mary, the girl I was serious about, had a normal nine-to-five job and she
just got sick of it eventually. Since then, I’ve kept it light and just dated here
and there.”

“If it was the right person, that wouldn’t be an issue,” Bella said.
“You really think so?” He sounded surprised.
She nodded. “I do. You could find a way to make it work, somehow. It’s

similar with me, maybe even worse as I’m often gone for weeks or months
at a time on location. That means a long-distance relationship at times and
that can be challenging.”

“Yeah, I’d miss you if we were together and then you left for a few
months,” Nick admitted.

“It’s not ideal, I know. There’s something I’ve been thinking about a lot,
though, since I’ve been here. I’ve had a lot of time to think. And I may be
looking to put my own production company together. To build a team and
make the kind of movies I want to see. And that would give me some
flexibility on where things are shot and with scheduling.”

“That sounds awesome. But wouldn’t you have to be in L.A. for that?”
“Not all the time. The company could be based there, but so much these

days can be done virtually. It’s just something I’m thinking about.”



“Well, it sounds exciting. I hope it works out for you. Though I have to
admit, I’m going to miss you when your time here is up.”

“I’m going to miss you, too, and this place. You’re so lucky to be able
to live and work here. I wish I could figure out a way to do that, but it
seems impossible right now.”

“Yeah, I guess that wouldn’t work. You’ll just have to take more
vacations and come back in between movies.”

She laughed. “Oh, I’m already thinking about that. I hear the fall is
great here and there’s a Christmas Stroll in early December.”

“The Stroll is a busy weekend and a good time. If you can make it for
that, I think you’d really enjoy it. It’s like the last hurrah before the slow
winter season.”

They reached the hotel entrance, and both paused outside the front door.
Bella wasn’t in a hurry to go inside just yet. She impulsively leaned over
and kissed Nick on the cheek. “I really had a great time, yesterday and
tonight. Thank you.”

Nick smiled and took hold of her hands. He pulled her close to him and
every so lightly brushed his lips against hers. It was a quick kiss, whisper-
soft, and it gave Bella the shivers.

When it ended, he looked her in the eyes and said, “I thought about
doing that all night. Goodnight, Bella.”

“Night, Nick.”
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CHAPTER 23

uesday morning at eleven thirty, Grandfather popped his head into
Paula’s office, David right behind him.

“Do you have a minute?”
“Of course.” Paula wondered what the two of them were up to.
“So, David and I were just talking, and he mentioned seeing that a new

restaurant just opened near the Wharf. The Portside or maybe Starboard?”
He glanced at David.

“It’s Portside. I noticed it when I was downtown the other day and
asked your grandfather if he’d been there yet. He suggested we go for lunch
and if we like the food, invite them to join the Taste of the Town event.”

“Oh, that’s a good idea. Grandfather, you’ll come with us?”
But he shook his head. “No, you kids go ahead and go. I have an

important meeting at noon.” He grinned. “The boys are coming for lunch
and a quick card game.”

“That’s right. It’s already that time of the month.” Once a month,
Grandfather had some of his oldest friends in for lunch, cards and gossip.
“We could go a different day, so you could join us?”

“No, we need to get this nailed down. I trust your opinion. Go and have
fun.”

“Want to leave in about fifteen minutes?” David asked.



“That’s perfect. I’m just finishing up some paperwork.”

David drove and they reached the Portside a few minutes before

noon. It was near the waterfront but on a quieter side street, so it wasn’t as
busy as the more visible restaurants. Which was a good thing as they didn’t
have to wait for a table and were seated immediately. The blue and white
nautical decor and big glass windows overlooking the water almost gave the
feeling of being on a boat. And the menu was mostly focused on seafood.
Paula decided to treat herself to something she only got once or twice a
season—fried Nantucket scallops. David went with broiled scrod and an
appetizer of fried clams for them to share.

They chatted easily about everything from work to David’s mother, who
he said was doing great now that she had an afternoon companion.
Everything was delicious and when they finished, Paula asked their server
for the check and also if the manager was available for a quick question.

“Sure, I’ll get Missy. She’ll be right out.”
Two minutes later, a familiar face walked toward them.
“David Connolly! It’s been a long time.” David stood and gave his high

school girlfriend a big hug.
“It has been. How are you, Missy? I didn’t realize you were working

here.”
Paula watched their interaction with interest. They both looked pleased

to see each other. Missy still had long, very blond hair, which she had
pulled back into an elegant, low ponytail. Lots of mascara and eyeliner
accented her baby blue eyes and her lips shone with bright pink gloss. She
was also as slim as ever and tall. Paula felt somewhat short and frumpy next
to her.



“I just started here. The owners are good friends and we just opened a
week ago. Are you just visiting? Or back for good?”

“I’m on a consulting assignment here for a few months, at The
Whitley.”

“Oh, nice! And your parents, are they good?”
He hesitated for a moment and then simply said, “They’re both great.

How about yours?”
“Dad just retired this year, so they’re going on a cruise soon.”
“It’s great to see you. Part of the reason Paula and I stopped in here was

to check out the restaurant and to invite you to participate in an event we’re
doing in July—a Taste of the Town. It might be good PR for you.”

“Oh, it might be. Can you email me some details I can share with the
owners?”

“Sure thing. I’ll send it as soon as we get back. This is Paula Whitley,
by the way. She’s the new general manager at The Whitley.”

“Paula. You were in school with us, too, a few years behind?”
Paula nodded. “That’s right. It’s nice to see you, Missy.”
She turned her attention back to David. “I got divorced a year or so ago.

Are you seeing anyone these days?”
“No. I’m still single.”
Her eyes lit up. “We should get together soon and catch up over a

drink.”
“That sounds great. Let me know what works for you.”
“I’ll watch for your email and we can make a plan.”

Paula couldn’t help noticing that as they did in high school, that

Missy and David looked good together. For some reason, the thought
depressed her. Which was silly. She reasoned that it was just that she wasn’t



overly fond of Missy. She’d come into The Whitley for various ladies’
group functions over the years and had never so much as said hello to Paula
when she saw her. And it wasn’t like she didn’t know who she was, she
clearly remembered as she said so today. No, she just always acted as
though Paula, and many others, were beneath her.

That was while she was married, though. Missy didn’t work then, and
her husband was wealthy. They belonged to one of the swankier country
clubs and she was involved in various charity organizations. Paula had no
idea why they divorced, but she guessed that her financial situation wasn’t
as rosy as it used to be if she was helping to manage a new restaurant.
Maybe the experience had humbled her. But Paula still didn’t think she was
worthy of David.

He was quiet as they drove back to the hotel. They were halfway there
when his phone rang.

“Hi, Dad. What’s up?”
Paula noticed a muscle in his jaw clench as he listened to his father.

“You have no idea where she might have gone? I’ll be right there to help
you look. Don’t worry, Dad. We’ll find her.” He hung up the phone and
looked at Paula. “My mother disappeared. In the middle of the day, with her
companion in the house. My father is on his way home from the office to
help look for her. I need to go there, too.”

“Take me with you. It will save time from having to drop me off. And I
can help look, too.”

“Are you sure?”
“Yes, turn the car around.”
He did, and ten minutes later they pulled up to his parents’ house. An

older woman who looked to be in her sixties was on the front porch dabbing
her eyes with a tissue. His father was talking to her and as they walked up
they could hear him saying, “It’s not your fault, Meg. Who would have
thought she’d disappear while you were putting a load of laundry in?”



“Hi, Dad. Paula and I were just out to lunch, so we’re both here to help
look for Mom.”

“Thank you both for coming. I’m going to head east, down the street
and to the park. Do you want to head the opposite way and check by the
pond, too? Meg, why don’t you stay here in case she comes back?”

David led the way down the street, calling his mother’s name.
“Has she ever done anything like this before?”
“No. But her doctors warned us this could happen. It just didn’t seem

real, though.”
They walked the length of the street and then down to the neighborhood

pond, going through the woods as it led back to his parents’ house. Paula
could tell David was getting more stressed as they walked and there was
still no sign of his mother.

Finally, as they were close to the house, they heard a sneeze and walked
toward the sound. They saw his mother, sitting on the ground, leaning
against a huge tree, with her eyes closed. The sun was bearing down on her
and a slight breeze rustled the leaves.

“Mom? Are you okay?” David asked gently as they reached her.
She looked up and blinked. Her gaze at first was confused, but then

seemed to sharpen and she smiled. “David, it’s so good to see you. What are
you doing here?”

He chuckled. “Looking for you. You gave us a bit of a scare.”
Her lower lip trembled as she looked around her. “I’m sorry. I didn’t

mean to scare anyone.”
He held out his hand to help her up. “It’s fine, Mom. I’m just glad we

found you. Let’s get you back to the house.”
As they walked back, he asked her, “What made you decide to walk out

to the pond?”
“I’d stepped outside for just a minute, to feel the sun on my face and

then I heard the distinctive sound of a cardinal and I just wanted to see it.



So, I kept following the sound and ended up by the pond. I never did find
the cardinal.”

They led his mother back to the house, and as soon as Meg saw her she
rushed over and gave her a hug. His mother’s eyes welled up again.

“I didn’t mean to scare you. I’m sorry.”
“Don’t be silly. I’m just glad you’re okay. What do you say we go in

and have a nice cup of tea?”
“Do we have the vanilla one?” His mother sounded excited.
“Yes, I know that’s your favorite.”
David gave his mother a hug, too. “Mom, I have to head back to work.

I’ll see you soon, okay?”
“Okay, honey. Nice to see you.” She glanced at Paula. “Who is your

friend? She’s pretty.”
“Mom, this is Paula Whitley. We work together at the hotel.”
“Okay. I’ll see you soon, honey.” His mother followed Meg inside, and

they turned to leave and saw his father walking toward him.
“She’s inside. We found her sitting by a tree down at the pond. She

heard a cardinal and was following the sound,” David said.
His father’s face softened. “She’s always loved cardinals.”
“Dad, you should talk to Meg. I don’t think she can take her eyes off

Mom at all while she’s here.”
His father nodded. “I agree. It’s not her fault. She was just trying to

help, but now we know. I’ll talk to her before she leaves today.”
Once they were in the car again and heading back to the hotel, David

glanced her way. “Thank you for coming. That was the first time she’s
wandered off like that. Hopefully, it will be the last time.”

“I’m sorry. I know that was scary for all of you. I don’t think Meg will
let it happen again. I felt bad for her.”

“I did, too. And for my father. It’s stressful for all of them.”
“And for you, too,” Paula added.



He smiled. “Thanks. It’s just the strangest thing. I was there last night
for our weekly pizza dinner and she was so good. Better than she’s been
since I first got back. But it seems that it comes and goes.”

“You’ve had quite the day. Have you and Missy kept in touch at all over
the years?”

He shook his head. “No. I haven’t run into her at all when I’ve been
home before. I knew she was married ages ago. I didn’t realize she got
divorced.”

“I was surprised to see her working in a restaurant. I’ve seen her a few
times over the years. She’s come in for various events at the hotel and I
don’t think she worked then.”

“She used to work as a hostess at one of the waterfront restaurants when
we were in high school. I don’t know what else she has or hasn’t done over
the years.”

Paula smiled. “Well, she wants to catch up, so you’ll probably find out
soon enough.”

“Right. I have to email her the details on the Taste of the Town event
when we get back, too.”

“I bet they’ll do it. It’s a great opportunity for a new restaurant.”
“I agree. They’d be crazy not to.”

When they got back to the hotel, David disappeared into his office

and Paula was about to go check her email, too, when she saw her
grandfather and Aunt Vivian coming down the hall.

“How was it?” her grandfather asked.
“Good! Cute place, mostly seafood. We invited them to participate and

David is emailing the details to the manager to send to the present to the
owners.”



“Excellent!”
Aunt Vivian glanced pointedly at her watch. “That was a nice long

lunch.”
They had been gone a long time. Not that it was any of her aunt’s

business.
“Actually, our lunch wasn’t long at all. But David had a family

emergency, so we stopped by his parents’ house on the way home.” She
didn’t go into any more details than that.

“Oh, that’s a shame,” her aunt said.
“I’m sorry to hear it,” her grandfather added.
“Everything’s fine now,” Paula assured him. She glanced at her nosy

aunt. “If you’ll excuse me, I need to get back to work.”



P

CHAPTER 24

aula headed to Lucy’s cottage around two on Saturday afternoon.
They were meeting Ben and Jason in a half hour at the Cisco
Brewery for the Blues Band event. She knocked on Lucy’s door,

but there was no answer. Her sister rarely locked the door, so Paula checked
it and then let herself in.

She guessed that Lucy was in her back studio and maybe lost track of
the time. The blues music she loved was playing loudly so she probably
didn’t hear Paula knocking. She walked to the back and poked her head in
the studio. Lucy was all dressed and looked adorable in a tie-dyed tank top
and flowing white linen pants. Her hair was twisted up in a messy knot and
she had a paint brush in one hand and was intently focused on dabbing pink
paint onto a vivid blue sky.

“Hey, there. I knocked but it looks like you are in another world.”
Lucy laughed and put the paintbrush down. “I was working on this

earlier. Then went to change and while I was waiting for you, I started
playing around again.” She stood up, shook her hair loose and grabbed a
brush and ran it through her hair a few times.

“Okay, I’m ready when you are.”
Paula drove and there was already a good crowd in the parking lot when

they arrived. Lucy saw Ben waiting at the entrance and waved. By the time



they parked and walked over, Jason had arrived, too, and they all went in
together.

It was a fun afternoon. It wasn’t too hot of a day, but sunny and warm
and the bands were excellent. Lucy and Paula had white wine while the
guys tried a few of the different draft beers. They had hot dogs and fried
bread dough and later on, Lucy and Jason had ice cream cones.

Ben kept them entertained and Jason was just as nice as Paula
remembered from their first date. She wished she could feel some kind of
attraction, but it just wasn’t there. And as much as she thought Ben was
interesting and funny, she was surprised that he and Lucy were a match.
Maybe she was broadening her scope, which could be a good thing. But
Paula also wondered if she was considering that Ben wasn’t a year-rounder.
When the fall came, he’d be heading back to Manhattan. And never in a
million years could she see Lucy following him there. She loved Nantucket
and being close to her family.

Maybe for both of them it was just a nice summer diversion.
“So, what do you think of the bands so far?” Jason asked her after

they’d listened to several sets.
“I thought they were all pretty good,” Paula said. She couldn’t really

differentiate between them. She liked blues music but didn’t listen to it
often enough to have a preference.

“I thought the second band was amazing,” Lucy said.
Jason looked pleased to hear it. “I did, too. I think they are the best so

far. I saw that they’re coming to The Gaslight soon.”
“Oh, that’s good to know. They get some great bands there. I saw one a

few weeks ago, Blue Soul, that was excellent.”
“No kidding? I saw them last year, they’re great.”
Ben laughed. “I thought they were all good, too. I don’t know a whole

lot about blues, though. I like it all.”



“Oh, I have some news,” Lucy said. “Paula, I forgot to tell you. Some of
my pieces are going to be at an art show next weekend.”

“Really? That’s great. Which ones?” Lucy had done a few art shows and
her work always sold quickly.

“A couple of small tables, a few paintings, some mirrored wall
hangings, and a few mailboxes.”

Jason looked confused. “You make all that?”
“No. I find stuff at estate sales and then refurbish and paint my designs

on them. The mailboxes are something new.”
“That sounds really cool. I’ll have to be sure to check it out,” he said.
“I will, too.” Ben grinned. “Have to support our local artists.”
By the end of the afternoon, Paula noticed that Lucy seemed to be

getting along really well with Jason. The two of them knew a lot of the
same people and shared similar taste in music and art. She laughed and
chatted with Ben just as much, but her connection with Jason seemed
different.

When they all said their goodbyes, much to Paula’s relief, Jason didn’t
mention getting together again. When they were in the car and on their way
home, Paula thought about what she’d noticed and decided to say
something.

“I think maybe you should go out with Jason.”
Lucy looked at her in surprise. “What are you talking about? I’m dating

Ben and you’re with Jason.”
“But I’m not. Not really. You talked me into this date. There’s no spark

there for either of us. But it looked to me like there might be a connection
with the two of you. Unless you prefer Ben, of course.”

Lucy sighed. “Ben’s really nice, but he didn’t mention anything about
going out again this time. I’ll wait and see. Are you sure you don’t like
Jason? He seems like such a great guy.”



“He is. But he’s not for me. I think maybe he’s better for you. Maybe
he’ll come to your art show and you can see what happens from there.”

“Maybe. I think Ben might still be dating Andrea, anyway. So, I will
give this some thought.”

Andrea was pleasantly surprised when Ben called on Sunday to

see if she wanted to play her first round of golf with him the next day.
“I thought I remembered you saying you sometimes have Monday off?”
“I do and I’d love to. Are you sure it’s okay for me to play on an actual

course already, though?”
He laughed. “Yes, you’ll be with me and I’ll be helping you. It’s the best

way to learn—to just get out there and do it. It will be fun.”
They agreed to meet at his country club the next day at two in the

afternoon. Andrea wondered if he was still dating Paula. She felt a little
guilty about that, but at the same time also had a sense of satisfaction that
maybe she was taking something away that Paula had wanted. It seemed
fitting, somehow. It still bothered her that she’d been forced to leave the
role she thought she’d be in forever and by Paula, of all people.

She just didn’t see how Paula was a better option. She didn’t seem
entirely comfortable in the role. Andrea couldn’t help but notice that she
often seemed nervous and quiet in her interactions with groups of staff. She
was better at one-on-ones. Andrea had loved talking to groups of people.
But truth be told, there were aspects of the job that she didn’t enjoy. All the
details and follow up needed and all the meetings and putting out fires. So
many fires, all the time.

For the time being, she was actually having fun in the concierge role. It
felt a bit like a vacation after the demand and stress of being the general
manager. Until she landed a new GM role somewhere, it was a good way to



pass the time. She was still hoping that something might turn up in Boston,
but Elaine said there was nothing yet. Andrea also had the feeling that
Elaine wanted to focus on the Manhattan job and close her on that one since
she was a final candidate.

That interview was still two weeks away, though. She’d hoped to have
something else in the works as well so she could have more than one option
to choose from. But it didn’t look like that was likely at this point. So, if her
final interview with the board went well, she would have a big decision to
make. One that she wasn’t quite ready for. But she’d cross that bridge when
she got there.

In the meantime, she was having fun, enjoying her job and had fallen
into the habit of going out several times a week after work with her co-
workers. She’d done that when she was the GM, too, but not as often as her
schedule was more demanding. Now she had more time to play and her
usual partner in crime was Marco, as well as a few of the others like her
cousin Nick whenever he had the night off. Bella had also joined them a
few times lately.

She enjoyed Bella’s company. She was more down to earth than Andrea
would have imagined for a movie star, and it was fun seeing Nantucket
through her eyes. Bella had a sense of wonder about everything and Andrea
could tell she loved Nantucket. It deepened Andrea’s appreciation for the
island she’d grown up on. It was a beautiful place and when she thought
about it, the idea of moving off-island was too sad to really deal with. But
eventually she would have to. Just like Bella, who would have to end her
extended vacation and head back to L.A. She also worried a bit about her
cousin Nick. She could see that he was growing closer to Bella and was
likely dreading when she’d have to leave as well.

Andrea decided to head to the driving range and hit a basket of balls, so
she wouldn’t be as rusty when she saw Ben the next day. She wasn’t due to
her parents’ house for Sunday dinner until five. It was only three and she



felt too restless to sit around, even though there were plenty of things she
could do, like laundry or cleaning.

She went and practiced her golf swing for about an hour. The first half
hour was frustrating as it felt like she was starting over and her balls were
going all over the place. But after a while, it got better. Her balls went
higher, longer and straighter. By the time she left, she felt as though she
might not totally embarrass herself the next day, and she’d gotten a little bit
of a workout and burned off some nervous energy.

She made it home and to her parents’ house with minutes to spare. And
she’d worked up an appetite as well.

“What are we having? Something smells great,” Andrea said as she
walked in the house.

Her mother looked up from the stove where she was stirring a big pot of
red sauce.

“Just meatballs and sauce. Oh, and your sister made garlic bread.”
“Yum. I brought a bottle of merlot. Shall I open it?”
“Yes. I’ll take a glass and your sister and Aunt Vivian probably will,

too, but check with them.”
Andrea could hear her aunt laughing in the living room. She poked her

head in the other room and saw Hallie and her aunt deep in conversation.
“So, your Uncle Freddy said he’s ready to come home now. I asked him

where he planned to stay, and he got mad. He flies in tomorrow, evidently. I
told him there might be room at The Whitley.”

“You’re terrible,” Hallie said. “You wouldn’t really make him stay in a
hotel, would you?”

Her aunt chuckled. “No, probably not. It is fun torturing him a little,
though. He has some apologizing to do when he gets home.”

“Do you two want some merlot? I’m about to open a bottle.”
They both said yes at the same time, so Andrea went and poured wine

for all of them.



“Do you need help with anything?” Her mother was chopping
cucumbers for a salad.

“No, go ahead in the other room and relax. We’re still waiting for your
father to get home. Everything else is done.”

Andrea handed glasses of wine to her sister and aunt and settled on a
comfy chair opposite from the sofa where they were sitting.

“So, what’s new with you?” Aunt Vivian asked.
“Not too much. I was just out at the driving range, hitting some balls.”
“You’ve taken up golf?” Her aunt was surprised.
“Well, I needed to practice because I have a golf date tomorrow. I met a

cute guy, Ben, at a cookout, and he gave me a golf lesson and tomorrow
we’re playing a round at his country club.”

Hallie frowned. “Is that the same Ben that Lucy’s been dating?”
Now it was Andrea’s turn to be confused. “I thought he was dating

Paula?”
“Not as far as I know. Lucy met him at the cookout, too, and they’ve

gone out a few times. Paula told me that she gave him Lucy’s number when
they were chatting, and he expressed interest.”

“Oh, I didn’t realize that. Are they still dating?” Andrea didn’t want to
screw things up for Lucy if she was interested in Ben. She’d never had an
issue with Lucy.

“I haven’t heard otherwise.” Hallie looked at her sister carefully. “You
didn’t seem concerned when you thought he was dating Paula. Is it different
now that you know it’s Lucy?”

Andrea sighed. “Yes. Lucy didn’t steal my job.” Both her sister and aunt
looked at her with disapproval.

“That’s not how I heard it went,” her aunt finally said.
“Well. You haven’t been around until recently. I still think Paula

manipulated Grandfather into making this switch.”



“You couldn’t be more wrong,” Hallie said. “Paula was even more
shocked than you were. She never asked for this. Never wanted it.”

“That didn’t stop her from taking it, though, did it?” For the first time,
though, Andrea felt a little niggling of doubt. Was she being too hard on her
cousin?

“Okay, your father’s home, come fix your plates,” her mother called
from the kitchen.



A

CHAPTER 25

ndrea had a blast playing golf with Ben the next day. It was just
the two of them, so they weren’t slowing down the foursome
behind them and Ben was able to give her lots of pointers as

they played.
“I can see why people get addicted to this game,” she said after an

unusually good shot.
Ben grinned. “It is fun. It can be frustrating at times, though. It’s so

much a mental game and sometimes you’re in the zone and other times, not
so much.”

He made her laugh as they played. She liked his sense of humor and
carefree attitude. When they finished, he suggested getting a bite to eat at
the club. Because it was a Monday night, it wasn’t as busy as usual, so the
outside area wasn’t crowded at all. They sat at the bar and ordered a round
of drinks and a few appetizers to share. Neither one of them felt like a big
meal.

Several times people stopped by to say hello and Andrea was impressed
that he seemed to know so many people.

“You’re like the mayor here,” she teased him.
He grinned. “It’s really because of my parents. They were one of the

first members and a lot of the people I know here, I know through them and



from being in Manhattan. There’s a lot of us that go back and forth. Lots of
families like mine where the husband is in the city during the week and flies
to Nantucket on the weekends.”

“Does your mother work?”
“No. My dad always worked long hours in the investment world, and

she stayed home with us. She keeps busy, though, with lots of different
groups and charity stuff.”

Andrea thought back to his sister’s wedding the prior year at The
Whitley. It had been one the biggest she’d seen in her years of working
there. It was amazing to her what some people spent on weddings. Ben
came from a very wealthy family. Andrea wasn’t normally impressed by
that, but it was intriguing as he was also so normal and down-to-earth.

She liked that he split his time between Manhattan and Nantucket. If she
did end up going to the Alexandria Hotel, it would be nice to know
someone in the city. And like he said, his father regularly flew to the island
on his days off. She could do the same. Especially in the summer months.
For the first time, the idea of taking that job wasn’t completely depressing.

“So, I have a secret. But you can’t tell anyone,” she began.
His eyes lit up. “I like a good secret.”
“I’m a final candidate for a job at a hotel in Manhattan, The Alexandria.

Do you know it?”
“Sure. They have a great restaurant/bar there. We go for drinks

sometimes before seeing a show on Broadway. Are you seriously thinking
about moving there?”

She nodded. “I haven’t made any decisions yet and I still need to see if
they even make an offer, but it’s something I’m considering.”

“You don’t like Nantucket?”
“I love it here. But The Whitley is a family business and if I’m going to

keep growing my career, I need to broaden my experience. Working at a
Manhattan property could be very good for my resume.”



“I suppose so. If you do decide to make the move, when I’m back in the
city, I’d be happy to show you some of my favorite spots and introduce you
to some people.”

“I’d love that. I don’t know a soul there.”
He grinned. “Well, you know me. And like you said, I know a lot of

people. It could be fun.”
“It could be. I go back in two weeks for my final interview. It’s between

me and one other person. No one else knows, though.”
“Good luck. I won’t tell anyone. In the meantime, any interest in going

to dinner at The Gaslight this weekend? They always have good live music,
too.”

“I love The Gaslight.” She was quiet for a moment, still feeling a little
guilty about Lucy. “I have to ask. Are you still dating my cousin, Lucy? I
don’t want to step on anyone’s toes, if you are.”

“I appreciate that. No. Lucy’s awesome. We went out a few times, but
on our last date it was clear to both of us that the romantic connection isn’t
there. We don’t really have much in common. She’s a great girl, though.”

Andrea smiled. “I would agree with that. You’re not her usual type. And
yes, I’d love to go to The Gaslight with you this weekend.”



D

CHAPTER 26

avid went to his parents’ house for dinner Sunday night. They
ordered his mother’s favorite pizza as she wasn’t cooking much
these days and she’d never allowed her father in the kitchen, so

his skills were minimal. But he had their favorite pizza place on speed dial.
After they ate, David’s mother wanted to watch TV and he and his father
went out to the front porch to sit for a bit. They each had a can of beer and
sat in the two rockers that faced the street. In the far distance, there was a
sliver of an ocean view.

It was nice to just sit outside and enjoy the cooler night air. His mother
was having a good day, but she grew tired after she ate, and her eyes were
probably already heavy as she watched TV. She didn’t have the energy to
make conversation, so she’d suggested they go off and talk.

His father took a sip of beer and they were both quiet for a bit. Finally,
his father spoke. “It’s been good having you home. I know you have to head
back soon, though. When does your assignment end?”

“It’s been great being back. They actually just extended me a few more
weeks. Alvin Whitley asked if I could stay on through the Taste of the
Town event. So, I’ll be here until mid-July.”

His father nodded. “And then back to New York City?”
“Briefly, and then I’m on to a new engagement in Kansas City.”



“Kansas City. Do you still enjoy all this traveling?”
Did he? “Most of the time I don’t mind it so much. I wouldn’t mind

doing less. Sometimes there are assignments where I can do a lot of the
work remotely and then I’m able to work out of the New York office.”

His father smiled sadly. “Too bad they don’t have a Nantucket office.”
David laughed. “That would be awesome. It might be a hard sell for my

boss, though.”
“Oh, well. Too bad.”
David was glad his time was extended as he wasn’t ready to leave

Nantucket yet. It had been a long time since he’d spent more than a few
days there and now that he had, he knew it was going to be hard to leave.
He thought about what his father said and wished there was a way he could
spend more time there.

Monday night a little after six, David walked into The Club Car

restaurant and saw that Missy was already seated at the bar chatting with
two older men sitting next to her. They seemed to be hanging on her every
word. She was still beautiful with her long blonde hair, and those big blue
eyes. Missy used to be into yoga, and it looked like she kept that up over
the years. She was wearing a pink and blue sleeveless dress that showed off
tanned and toned arms. She glanced toward the door and smiled when she
saw David. When they’d exchanged emails about the Taste of the Town
event, Missy had reminded him that they needed to have a drink to catch up
and she suggested meeting at The Club Car, a popular spot for after work
cocktails.

He made his way over to the bar and slid into the seat next to her. She
leaned in to give him a hug hello.



“Don’t you look handsome in your sharp suit.” Missy smiled and batted
her eyelashes, and for a moment David felt like he was back in high school.
When they’d first met, she’d turned those blue eyes on him, and he’d been a
goner. They’d dated for all of senior year and then a week before he left for
college, she dumped him for a local boy. Missy never had any desire to go
to college. She married that year and had two kids right away.

It had stung when she dumped him, but he knew a long-distance
relationship would have been hard to keep up while he was at school. He
saw her a few times over the years when he was home for summers. But
once he moved off-island, he didn’t run in to her again until just recently,
when he was with Paula.

“You look very nice, too,” he said. “What are you drinking?”
“I’ll have a Cosmopolitan.”
David ordered her drink and a draft beer for himself.
When the bartender set their drinks down, Missy lifted her glass and

tapped it against his. “Cheers! To new beginnings.” She smiled and held his
gaze for a moment before taking a sip.

She was flirting with him. That was unexpected. He’d agreed to the
drink because he thought it might be fun to catch up with an old friend. But
he had no intention of rekindling things with Missy. He wondered if she
thought he was staying on the island.

“I’m sorry about your divorce,” he said.
“It happens. As my mother likes to say, ‘everything happens for a

reason’.” Missy had married into one of the most prominent, wealthy
families on the island. They developed and owned real estate and her ex,
Bill Cooper, had inherited the business from his father.

David had never cared for Bill in high school. He was in their year, too,
and thought he was better than everyone else. He’d rubbed it in David’s
face when he ran into him that he and Missy were engaged. At that point,



David really didn’t care, but Bill was eager to pour salt in the perceived
wound. Just because he could.

“How are your kids?”
“Tommy goes off to college next year and Samantha is a year behind

him. They’re great kids. I’m lucky.”
“Off to college, how did that happen?”
She laughed. “I know, right? The years went by so fast. I was only

eighteen when I had Tommy. Another lifetime ago.”
He nodded. It was hard for him to imagine having children that age. He

hadn’t even thought about marriage, let alone kids, yet. Though at thirty-
six, he knew he probably should think about it at some point.

“He cheated with his secretary,” Missy said bitterly. “Such a cliché,
right?”

David wasn’t sure what to say to that, so he just nodded again.
“And it’s true what they say. If they do it once, they’ll do it again. They

married six months ago, and I’ve already heard some rumors that he’s up to
his old tricks again.”

“That’s too bad. Maybe you dodged a bullet, then. Better to find out
sooner rather than later.”

“That’s true. And it’s not like I’ve had any shortage of dates. There are
quite a few eligible men on this island.” She glanced at the man next to her
who looked to be in his mid-fifties. He wasn’t a bad looking guy for his age
and if his Rolex was an indicator, he was well off, too.

“I’m surprised you’re not off the market already,” David said.
She looked pleased to hear it. “I could be, but I’m being really picky

this time. I want to make sure I choose well.”
“That’s smart.”
“Enough about me. Tell me everything about you. What you’ve been up

to and how long you’re here for. Are you moving back?”
He shook his head. “I wish. But it’s just not possible with my job.”



She leaned forward and looked fascinated. “And what is your job?”
He told her about it and explained what he was doing at The Whitley.
“So, you’re there to train Paula. You’re not dating her?”
“No, I’m not dating Paula.”
“That’s a relief. She’s not good enough for you. She’s always been so

mousy. I’m surprised they made her general manager.”
That irritated him. “You don’t know Paula. I’m not surprised at all.

She’s doing a great job. She’s smart and a hard worker.” And she never
would have talked about someone the way that Missy was. Paula was a kind
person. She was easy to be around and he realized he was going to miss
working with her.

“That’s all well and good, but I’m just saying it makes sense that you’re
not dating her. She’s not your type at all.”

“Oh, and what is my type?”
She smiled and lightly ran her hand along his arm.
“Well, at one point, I was.”
He pulled his arm away. “We’re not kids anymore.”
“No, we’re adults.” She grinned. “It could be much more fun now!”
He thought for a moment of how to nicely get it across that this wasn’t

going to happen. “Missy, I’m only here for a few more weeks. I’ll be
heading back to New York soon.”

“Well, you have weekends off, right? Plenty of people fly back here on
the weekends.”

She was right. They did. But he’d never been one of those people. He
tried a different tactic.

“Honestly, I’m not really looking for a relationship right now. It’s too
hard with all the traveling I do.”

But she brushed that off, too. “Everyone wants a relationship. It just has
to be the right one.” She smiled and tried again. “Why don’t you come with
me to a charity thing at my country club? It’s a fundraiser for the library and



there’s a silent auction with some great items up for bid. Philippe Gaston,
the bestselling thriller writer, lives here on the island, and he’s donated
tickets to a private screening of his new film and a dinner at his house
catered by his private chef. It should be amazing.”

“When is it?” Hopefully on a date he was unavailable.
“It’s the first Saturday in August.”
He breathed a sigh of relief. “I won’t be here then. My assignment ends

in mid-July, right after the Taste of the Town event.”
But Missy wasn’t ready to give up. “Well, that’s no problem. You can

just fly back for it. It’s on a weekend, after all.”
“We’ll see. That’s a ways off.”
“Just think about it.”
Missy wanted a second drink, so David ordered another round and they

chatted for another forty-five minutes or so until he said he had to get
going.

“I have an early day tomorrow. It’s been great seeing you, though. I’m
glad we caught up.”

“Me, too. And if you want to do anything, give me a shout.”
He hugged her goodbye and promised to keep that in mind.
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CHAPTER 27

y father taught me how to make this when I was about
eight. It’s the one thing I’ve totally mastered. We used to
make it all the time.” Bella was at Nick’s on his night

off. They’d had pizza earlier and now she was making her signature snack.
She poured the oil in the saucepan, added the popcorn and turned the heat
on medium high. A few minutes later, it stopped popping and she emptied it
into a big bowl and melted some butter to drizzle over the top. A few
shakes of salt and it was done.

Nick grabbed a handful and gave her the thumbs up. “Perfect.”
They resumed their spots on the sofa, side by side with the big plastic

bowl of popcorn on Bella’s lap. They were having a Netflix movie
marathon and Nick couldn’t be happier. Ever since the night she came for
dinner with Andrea and Marco and shared a kiss afterward, they’d been
inseparable. Whenever he had time off, they spent it together and since she
was avoiding going downtown, they mostly enjoyed the beach, went fishing
and relaxed at his place.

He’d never felt so comfortable with a girlfriend before. Bella was
beautiful, but it wasn’t just that. There was a sense of belonging that was
new for him and he sensed it was for her, too. They hadn’t really talked
about their relationship yet. It was too new, and they were both aware of



how limited their time together was. He didn’t know what would happen
when she had to go home to L.A. He was hoping that she could extend her
vacation, but he didn’t know if she would or if it was even possible.

“You’re awfully quiet. What are you thinking about?” she asked softly.
He ran his hand though her hair, massaging her scalp gently.
“Just how much I’m enjoying this. Being with you. And wishing you

could stay longer,” he admitted.
She turned and gave him a quick kiss. “I’m working on that. I told my

agent I’m not ready to come home yet and asked if she can delay my start
date. I might be able to get an extra week or two, possibly.”

He grinned. “I’ll take what I can get.”
“Maybe you can take some vacation time and come visit? I’d love to

show you around the crazy town I live in.”
Nick had never had any desire to go to Hollywood, until now. “I might

be able to do that. I do have some vacation time coming.”
“Keep it in mind. I’ll have a better idea of my shooting schedule in a

few weeks and we can plan it for a week where they don’t need me much
and we can do some sightseeing. Maybe take a drive to Malibu. It’s
gorgeous along the Pacific Coast Highway.”

“Not as pretty as Nantucket, though,” Nick teased her.
“Of course not! It could be fun, though.”
“If you’re there, it will be fun.” He leaned over and kissed her, and she

melted in his arms.
“Okay, what do you want to watch next?” she asked as she pulled away

and reached for more popcorn.
“Surprise me.” He didn’t care what they watched. He was just happy

being on his sofa, eating popcorn with Bella. He wished this was their
normal, everyday life and not just her vacation. Once her time here was up,
would she still feel the same way? He knew that he would. His feelings



grew stronger every day and it had taken him totally by surprise, at first. He
didn’t know if she felt the same way, though.

“You’re still spending time with Nick?” Bella’s sister sounded

concerned. Bella had kept her secret to herself until now, not wanting to
jinx anything. And because she was afraid her sister would be the voice of
reason and tell her she was making a mistake.

“We’re not just spending time together. I really like him, and I think he
feels the same way. If he was in L.A., I think we’d be an official item.”

“You’re not in L.A., though. You’re on vacation—in fantasy land—not
the real world. You only have a few more weeks until you have to leave. I
just hate to see you get hurt when it ends.”

“I know. I wish it didn’t have to end. I mentioned having him come visit
me. Nick has some vacation time he can use, and he liked the idea.

“Sure, but that would be his vacation. Still not real. What happens after
that? I’m not trying to be a Debbie Downer, just thinking realistically. You
live in two very different worlds. And do you really want to drag him into
the craziness of the media in your world?”

Bella was silent for a moment. The media was the worst part of her job
and she hated to inflict them and their lies on someone she cared about.

She sighed. “He’d hate that.”
“I just don’t want you to get your hopes up. Why not just enjoy the time

you have left on Nantucket and don’t expect anything more?”
“I know you’re right. But I’m already pretty attached. I hate the thought

of leaving here and saying goodbye.”
“Well, the more attached you get, the harder it will be. Maybe try and

slow things down a little?”



Bella laughed. “It’s much too late for that. And I don’t want to waste
any of the time that I do have left. We’re together constantly. It’s pretty
intense already. But in a good way. I think you’d really like him.”

Julia was silent for a moment. “I do like him. He’s charming and if there
was any way for the two of you to actually be a couple, I’d totally support
it. I just don’t see how that’s possible. Do you?”

“Not the way things have been, no. I keep trying to think of some way
to make it work.”

“Well, if you can find a way, then I’m all for it. I just want you to be
happy.”

“I know. And I love you for it.”
Bella ended the call feeling sad and a bit anxious. Her time on

Nantucket was winding down more quickly than she’d hoped. Her agent
had tried to push the start date out two weeks and they balked at that, but
agreed to give her one extra week before she had to report to the set. So,
that was something. She hadn’t told Nick the good news yet. But she knew
she’d be seeing him later that night when he got off work.

On the nights he worked, she often met him at the outside bar for an
after-work drink or they went to the beach during the day, or both. Nick was
eager to spend as much time as he could with Bella and there was nothing
she’d rather do than spend her time with him. She’d never actually been in
love before, but she had a feeling this might be it. It exhilarated and
terrified her at the same time, because she didn’t know what the future held
for them.
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CHAPTER 28

t about three thirty in the afternoon, Paula stopped by the
reception area to visit her sister, Lucy, and to help out if needed.
Her job as the general manager wasn’t as glamorous as some

might think. She spent most of her time helping out wherever an extra pair
of hands was needed. During the busy times of the day, she spent most of
her time assisting at the front desk and welcoming guests to the hotel.

Their official check-in time was three and they often had a rush of
guests in the late afternoon. Lucy had several people in line as did the other
two front desk associates. Paula hopped behind an empty computer and
waved the next person in line over. Twenty minutes later, the rush died
down and she went to chat with her sister.

“How’s it going?” she asked Lucy.
“Good. I just witnessed a top-secret affair.”
“You did? Who?”
“The Cape and Islands Senator is here for two nights and look who is in

his room.” She pointed to the computer screen and Paula’s jaw dropped.
“But she’s married.” It was a local woman—someone they knew as a

total snob. Grace Peterson was married to an executive and was active in
several women’s groups and charity organizations.

“He’s married, too,” Lucy said.



“Well, isn’t that something.” It was one aspect of the job that never
failed to surprise her. Quite a few people had affairs and booked rooms at
The Whitley for the privacy.

“On a different note, I have some news,” Lucy began. “I ran into Jason
yesterday at Stop and Shop. I reminded him about the art show this
weekend and he asked if I wanted to grab a drink after. I just wanted to
double-check to make sure you’re okay with that?”

Paula smiled. “It was my idea, remember? Yes, I am very much okay
with that. I’m excited for you—and for the show. I’ll stop by, too, at some
point.”

“Okay, good.”
They both looked up as David walked across the lobby and waved as he

saw them, before disappearing down the hall to the executive offices.
“He’s an interesting one. Too bad he’s not staying around. I thought he

might be a good possibility for you,” Lucy said.
“For me? David’s great, but like you said, he’s leaving soon. He also

travels so much. He told me it’s made it hard to have any kind of a serious
relationship.”

Lucy frowned. “I don’t know how he can stand all that travel. Don’t
people eventually slow down on that and let other people take over?”

“I don’t know. It didn’t sound that way to me. He’s a consultant and it’s
all travel. I agree, though, it sounds awful to me, too,” Paula said.

“Speaking of people that would make a good couple…” Lucy glanced
across the lobby to the concierge desk where Marco had just arrived for the
evening shift, and he and Andrea were laughing. Andrea had another hour
or so and then she’d be leaving for the day.

“Andrea and Marco? I don’t know about that. I heard she just went out
with Ben again.”

“My Ben? Hm, you know I can see that, too. She definitely has more in
common with him than I do,” Lucy said.



“She looks happier than I’ve seen her in a long time. I know she was
mad to lose the GM role, but it looks like she’s having fun in concierge
services.”

“It’s a much better fit for her,” Lucy agreed.
“Oh, I have some huge news. We got a call this morning and the

President is coming in a few weeks.”
“The President? Like of the U.S.?”
“Yes, the one and only. Just for one night. He’s being honored and

giving a speech at some event downtown—a literacy thing, I think,” Paula
said.

“That’s right, he has a memoir out now, doesn’t he?”
“He does. It’s crazy, though. They booked fifty rooms and he’s only

staying here for one night, but they booked the rooms for two nights.”
“Fifty rooms?”
Paula nodded. “Yes, some of his secret service team are coming the day

before to get the rooms ready. They’re bringing bullet proof glass to install
in the windows of the President’s rooms.”

“Wow.”
“I know. It’s an honor to have them here, though. I’m going to work

closely with housekeeping to make sure the rooms are perfect for them.”
“That’s very cool.” Lucy said and then her attention went to a new

arrival in the lobby. “Hm, what is Aunt Vivian up to? She has a gleam in her
eyes that usually means trouble.”

Paula followed her gaze to where her aunt had paused to chat with
Andrea at the concierge desk before heading toward her office.

“One never knows,” Paula said. “It’s still a mystery what she actually
does here.”

Paula chatted for a few more minutes with Lucy and was about to head
back to her office when she noticed a somewhat familiar looking man in a
sharp black suit walk into the lobby, look around and then head to the



concierge desk, too. He spoke with Andrea and Marco for a moment then
headed toward the executive offices. Paula still couldn’t place who he was.

She walked over to the concierge desk on her way to her office. Andrea
and Marco were chatting and looked up when she reached them, and she
addressed them both. “Who was that? He looks so familiar, but I can’t place
him.”

“Bill Cooper of Cooper Real Estate. Said he was here to see your Aunt
Vivian,” Marco said.

“She said she was expecting him and to send him on to see her. But she
didn’t say what he’s here about,” Andrea added.

“Okay, thanks. That’s odd.”
Andrea laughed. “Aunt Vivian is odd, so it fits.”

Andrea watched Paula head back to her office and realized that

was the first civil exchange they’d had since Paula started in her new job.
“What do you think your aunt is up to?” Marco asked.
“Who knows? She’s still saying she wants to divorce Uncle Freddy, so

maybe it has something to do with that. Maybe she’s putting her house on
the market. Your guess is as good as mine.”

Andrea worked with Marco until almost five when she was due to head
home. She was just thinking about what she was going to do for dinner
when a businessman who’d just checked in came over to see them. He
radiated frustration and panic. He was also soaking wet. The rain had
started about an hour ago and it was blowing in all directions. The heavy
rain was predicted but the wind was much stronger than anticipated.

“Lucy said you might be able to help me,” he began.
Andrea smiled to put him at ease. “I’ll do my best. What do you need?”



“I just flew in and my luggage apparently went in a different direction.
All my clothes are on their way to the West Coast. And I have a business
meeting first thing in the morning. Any suggestions?”

“You don’t have anything else with you?” Andrea asked.
“Only what I’m wearing. This would be fine for the meeting, if it was

clean.”
Andrea thought for a moment.
“Why don’t you come with me.” She led him into their gift shop and to

the clothing section where there was a selection of t-shirts, sweatshirts and
shorts.

He shook his head. “I can’t wear this to the meeting.”
Andrea smiled. “No, that wouldn’t be good. But you can change out of

your clothes, find a t-shirt and pair of shorts here and give me your shirt and
pants. I’ll get them cleaned and pressed for you and deliver to your room
first thing in the morning. Is eight o’clock early enough?”

He looked as though he wanted to kiss her. “You’re an angel.” He
quickly picked out a long sleeve t-shirt with The Whitley Hotel logo on it
and a pair of long tan shorts. He changed in the dressing room and then
handed Andrea his shirt and pants. “I can’t thank you enough. I need to pay
for these clothes.”

Andrea smiled. “It’s all set. Don’t worry about it. Just go and relax.
Your clean clothes will be at your door in the morning.” Andrea had a
discretionary account where they could occasionally give out t-shirts or
other items as advertising expenses. The goodwill they received from doing
so more than made up for the cost.

“Thanks again. I really appreciate it.” He went off to his room and
Andrea wandered back to the lobby with the pile of folded clothes in her
arms.

Marco raised his eyebrows. “I’m almost afraid to ask. What did you do
with him?”



She laughed. “He’s wearing a Whitley t-shirt and shorts and is relaxing
in his room. I told him I’d get these cleaned and pressed for him and
dropped off in the morning so he can make his meeting.”

“What laundry is open now on Nantucket?”
She grinned. “The one at my house.”
“Impressive!”
“I do what I can. And I should probably get going. Have a good night.”
“You, too. Are we on for dinner and drinks tomorrow?” Marco had

mentioned trying out the new restaurant, Portside, that had opened down by
the waterfront.

“Sure, sounds good. See you tomorrow.”



A

CHAPTER 29

t a few minutes before six, Paula finished her daily paperwork
and closed down her computer. She was getting hungry and
realized there wasn’t much in her house, and the last thing she

felt like doing was cooking. Maybe she’d feed Chester and order a pizza. It
felt like a good night for that. She’d change into her sweats, crash on the
sofa watching TV and go to bed early.

She stepped out into the hallway at the same time as David, who was
also done for the day. Her aunt was long gone, and Paula had no idea how
her meeting with the realtor went or what that was about. She wasn’t sure
she really wanted to know, either.

“Any exciting plans tonight?” David asked as they walked down the
hall.

She laughed. “Nope. Beyond trying to decide what kind of pizza to
order. What about you?”

“The same. I’m beat today. Probably going to head to bed early.”
They walked across the lobby and Paula noticed the sky outside was

darker than usual, the wind was howling, and the rain was coming down
even heavier than before. She’d known they were getting a storm but didn’t
think it was expected to be this bad. She was glad that she’d remembered to



bring an umbrella. Still, with the driving rain she knew she’d likely be
soaked anyway by the time she reached her cottage.

They were just about at the door when a huge gust of wind rattled the
windows and with a whoosh, the power flickered and then snuffed itself
out. They both paused and waited for it to come back on. The power rarely
went out for long on Nantucket, and it wasn’t unusual for it to flicker and
then come right back to life. The lobby was full of people trying to check in
and the girls at the front desk looked a little frazzled.

“The power should come right back on, hopefully,” Paula said.
David looked outside. “That storm doesn’t look like it’s slowing down

any time soon. Do you lose power often here?”
“Almost never. When we do it’s usually a horrible snowstorm, and it’s

back up the next day. Or an accident when the lines get knocked out.”
“Wouldn’t surprise me if a tree fell on the lines. That might mean it’s

out for a while.”
“Looks like I’m not getting that pizza.” Paula headed over to the

reception desk and helped explain to the guests that until the power came
back, they wouldn’t be able to check them in. Those who already had their
room keys could still access their rooms as the locks were battery operated
and since there were only three levels, people could easily take the stairs to
their rooms. The elevators were set to automatically go to the ground level
during a power outage and the doors could be manually opened. She took a
deep breath and looked around. David was at the concierge desk talking to
Marco and several guests.

When the lights still didn’t come on after a half hour, and it was getting
darker, Paula went to the housekeeping room and found a bunch of candles
which she placed all over the lobby, on all the counters. David saw what she
was doing and came to help carry out more candles. They went to the bar
area which was just off of the lobby and placed them all along the bar as
well.



Frank was the bartender on duty, and he came over when Paula set the
candles down. “Great idea.” The bar wasn’t overly busy but there were a
few guests enjoying cocktails. The restaurant was emptying out as there
was no way for the kitchen to cook. Paula realized the power might be out
for some time, and they still had a lobby full of people that couldn’t check
into their rooms yet. They were starting to look restless and frustrated, and
she didn’t blame them.

David looked around the lobby, too. “No generator, huh?”
She shook her head. “Grandfather considered it at one point, but we so

rarely lose power that he didn’t think the expense was worth it.”
“Might be worth reconsidering, if only to power the reception area so

people can get checked into their rooms,” David said.
“I agree. And possibly for the restaurant, too. We should look into that

again. Actually, I have an idea. I’m getting hungry, and I bet some of our
guests are, too.”

“What are you thinking?”
“I’m going to head into the kitchen and see if there’s anything we can

offer them.”
Nick was overseeing the kitchen that night and when Paula explained

what she had in mind, he was all for it.
“We have cheese and crackers. Some nuts. I can whip up some

guacamole and chips. And we can splurge a little and give them a platter of
shrimp cocktail. People always like that. And some brownies and cookies.
Sound good?”

“Yes. Sounds perfect.”
“Give me ten minutes and I’ll have it ready for you.”
Paula headed back to the bar. “Frank, we’re going to put some snacks

out for people in a few minutes. I’d like to offer everyone a round or two of
drinks, as well. That might be welcome about now.”

He grinned. “I think that’s a fabulous idea.”



Paula took a deep breath and walked into the middle of the lobby.
“Could I get everyone’s attention, please?” Her voice seemed to wobble

and echo in the room with its high ceiling. But the chattering quieted and
people looked her way.

“I’d like to apologize for the weather. Unfortunately, we can’t control
the power outage and we don’t know what time it will be back up.
Hopefully soon. In the meantime, I’d like to invite you all to have a cocktail
or two on us. Please head to the bar, and Frank can take your order. We’re
going to have some snacks for you, as well, shortly.”

“Nice job,” David said when she walked back over to him.
“You really think so? I know it’s a little extravagant.”
He smiled. “And that’s why they come to the most expensive hotel on

the island. For its legendary service. They’ll appreciate it and a drink or two
will help to pass the time and take the edge off for them.”

Paula was relieved that he approved. His opinion mattered to her. She
grinned. “Good. Want to help me carry the food out?”

Marco had heard their exchange. “I’ll help, too.”
Nick had everything ready for them and they carried out platters of

cheese and crackers, plump shrimp with cocktail sauce on the side, bowls of
salted nuts, and sliced salami and other cold cuts, patés, crusty sliced
baguettes and a big platter of cookies and brownies.

The food and drinks were a hit and for the next few hours it felt a bit
like a party in the lobby. Paula, David and Marco enjoyed a drink as well
and snacked a bit.

“Has this ever happened on any of your other assignments?” Paula
asked David.

“A few times, actually. One time in New York City on a really hot July
night, there was a brownout and all of Manhattan went dark. That was fun.
Picture all those tall buildings and no one can use the elevator.”

“What did they do?” Marco asked.



“They tried to do whatever they could, but it was limited. The lobby
was dark, there were no candles because everything was all on a higher
floor that they couldn’t access. They handed out snacks and it was mostly
stuff from a vending machine, chocolate and chips, junk food. But they
gave out beer and wine, too, from the hotel bar and that made people happy.
The power finally came on a few hours later.”

He glanced at Paula. “You handled this about as well as you could. The
food and drinks were a smart choice.”

“Thank you.”
Paula made the rounds of the room again, checking in with the girls at

the front desk and making sure they had a chance to have some food and a
drink if they wanted. The atmosphere in the room had changed from tense
to almost fun. When the power came on an hour later, the lobby erupted in
cheers. Paula jumped behind the front desk again and helped to get
everyone checked in while David and Marco brought the empty platters
back into the kitchen.

Once everyone was settled, Paula and David walked out together.
“Well, that was an adventure, huh?” David said as they stepped outside.

The wind had died down and the rain completely stopped, which Paula was
grateful for.

“Certainly unexpected. It turned out okay, I think, though. Maybe even
a little bit fun.”

David smiled. “I had fun. See you tomorrow, Paula.”
“Goodnight.” As she walked home, Paula smiled to herself. It had been

a crazy and chaotic night, but it had been a good one, too.



“A

CHAPTER 30

re you having fun?” Marco’s deep, amused voice got her
attention. He was looking at Andrea with such warmth in
his eyes that it gave her goosebumps.

“I am. I love this place.” They were at The Gaslight for dinner and
Andrea was having the best night. The food, as usual, was great and now
they were having a cocktail and listening to live music.

It would have made her top five list of dates except that it wasn’t a date
at all. She and Marco were just two friends and co-workers having dinner.
She reminded herself that she was also his boss. So, when she felt the
occasional hint of attraction, she tried to ignore it.

“I love this song. Want to dance?” He stood and held out his hand and
she did want to dance.

It was a slow jazzy tune, and they wrapped their arms around each other
and swayed to the music. Andrea leaned into him and caught a whiff of his
cologne. She liked the feeling of being in his arms and was disappointed
when the music ended, and the next song was a fast one. They stayed on the
dance floor and danced several songs in a row before taking a break.

She’d heard from Elaine that morning, confirming the date for her final
interview in Manhattan. It was coming up fast, a week from Monday. She
still had very mixed feelings about the opportunity. The job itself sounded



great. The property was lovely and elegant, and really the perfect size. It
was just the location. Could she actually see herself living in Manhattan?
Leaving Nantucket?

She’d talked to Ben right after Elaine called. He’d checked in to see if
they were still on for an event he’d invited her to—a book launch party for
a writer friend. It was a cocktail party held at the White Elephant and
Andrea knew it would be fun. So that was tomorrow night. Her social life
had never been so busy.

She had to admit, she really preferred the hours of the concierge desk.
One thing she didn’t miss was the hours the general manager had to put

in. She’d just missed the blackout at the hotel the night before. Marco had
filled her in on how Paula and David stayed to make sure everyone was
taken care of. She would have done the same if she’d been the GM. But she
wasn’t sure she would have thought to offer free drinks and put food out.
She begrudgingly had to admit that had been smart of Paula.

“Good news. My mother will be here in a few weeks. I can’t wait for
you to meet her,” Marco said.

“She will? That’s great. I look forward to meeting her, too.” Andrea
knew Marco and his brother and sister were close to their mother and
missed seeing her.

“We’ll have a big cookout when she gets here and have all of our
friends over to meet her. She’ll love that,” he said.

Andrea had met his brother a few times before and just met his sister a
week or so ago when a small group of them went out to Mimi’s Place for
dinner after work. His sister reminded Andrea of Marco. They shared the
same smile and infectious laugh. He said they got that from his mother.

When another slow song came on, Marco didn’t even ask if she wanted
to dance. He just stood and held out his hand and she followed. They didn’t
talk at all as they swayed to the music. Marco was tall, just over six feet,
and even though Andrea was barely five-five, they seemed to fit together



perfectly. There were two slow songs in a row, which made her very happy.
When the beat picked up, they stayed out there until the set ended and they
were both laughing as they went back to their seats. Both of them had
danced up a bit of a sweat as the dance floor was packed.

“Looks like that was their last set,” Marco said.
Andrea glanced at the time and it was already past midnight. The time

had flown by.
“They were great. We’ll have to watch for when they come again.”
“Definitely.”
The waitress came by with their check and Marco quickly handed her a

card before Andrea could even open her purse.
“What are you doing? Let’s split this.”
He shook his head. “Not tonight. This is my treat.”
“You don’t have to do that.”
“I know. I want to. Maybe I’ll let you return the favor sometime.”
She laughed. “Yes, you will. Thank you, then. Everything was great.”
He drove her home and walked her to her door.
“Thanks again, Marco. It was a fun night.”
He smiled and for a moment, those eyes locked into hers and he leaned

toward her and she caught her breath, worried and at the same time eager
for the kiss that might come. But he didn’t kiss her. He pulled her in for a
hug.

“See you tomorrow, Andrea. Sleep tight.”
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CHAPTER 31

t’s not a date!” Paula insisted.
Lucy laughed. “Have you ever heard the expression ‘If it

walks like a duck, quacks like a duck…”
“It’s really not like that.”
“Really? What is it like, then?”
There was already a good crowd for Lucy’s art show. It was Saturday

night, a little after seven. Paula had arrived about ten minutes ago. And
David was with her. Though not at the moment. He was off chatting with
Nick and Bella by the cheese and crackers table.

“We all went for drinks after work yesterday. We were just chatting
about what we were up to for the rest of the weekend. And I mentioned
your art show. And Nick said he was going, so David said that sounded like
fun and could he tag along? So here we are. Not a date.”

“Mm-hm. And did you all ride together, then?”
“No, David drove. Nick and Bella met us here.”
Lucy smiled. “Interesting. Yet Nick lives next door to you, and you

could have all driven together.”
“I mentioned it to Nick, but he said wanted to take his own car as he

wasn’t sure what he and Bella wanted to do after. They might walk around
downtown or get a bite to eat or just get take-out and go home.”



“Okay, I guess that makes sense. Those two have been inseparable. I
worry a little about him when she leaves. It won’t be much longer.”

Paula agreed. “I know. He said something to me about going out there
to visit.”

“To Hollywood? That’s interesting.”
“Oh, honey, look at this. This would look perfect in the baby’s room.” A

woman admiring one of Lucy’s pieces called her husband over to see the
turquoise rocking chair with hand-painted pink roses all over it.

“We’ll be back,” Paula said and left so Lucy could talk to her potential
customers.

“Champagne?” A server strolled by holding a tray of flutes filled with
the bubbly beverage.

“Yes, thank you.” Paula took a glass and a sip as she joined the others.
“Your sister is so talented,” Bella said.
Lucy had a crowd of people around her now, asking questions.
“She really is,” Paula agreed.
“Does it run in the family? Do you paint, too?” Bella asked.
Nick and Paula both laughed at that. “No. She’s the only one. Nick and I

have no artistic skills.”
“We just appreciate those who are talented,” Nick said and gave Bella a

quick kiss. Bella looked beautiful and a bit mysterious as she was still
wearing dark sunglasses. She was afraid to go out in public without them.
With her rich red curls and the glasses, no one seemed to recognize her,
thankfully.

Another server came by with a tray of stuffed mushrooms and they all
took one. Paula helped herself to some of the cheese and crackers that were
on the table, too. They walked around and looked at the other artwork that
was displayed. There were some beautiful pieces. When they made their
way back over to Lucy, Paula was happy to see that Jason had arrived and
the two of them were deep in conversation.



They all said a quick goodbye to Lucy and walked outside. Nick and
Bella decided to order Thai take-out and just go home.

“I don’t feel like going home yet, do you?” David asked. “Want to walk
around a bit? I haven’t really played tourist since I’ve been back.”

“Sure.” It was a warm night and lots of the shops were still open. They
strolled around, looking in the display windows and popping into some of
the shops. They were a few doors away from Oath Pizza on the wharf when
David asked if she felt like going somewhere for dinner.

“I actually wouldn’t mind just having some pizza. Do you like Oath?”
As soon as she saw the sign her stomach rumbled, and she started to crave
it.

“I forgot about Oath. Sure, that sounds good.” They waited in line for
their pizza and brought it to a nearby bench and ate watching the last ferry
come in for the night. The ocean was still and calm and the night was clear.
The moonlight glimmered on the water.

“Are you looking forward to heading home?” Paula asked. David only
had a few weeks left. The time was going by fast and the Taste of the Town
event was right around the corner.

“I’m actually not looking forward to it. It’s been good being back here. I
hope to get home more often to see my family.”

“How’s your mom doing?”
“About the same. But a little better because now we have a plan in place

and know what to anticipate.” He smiled. “No more running away to the
pond.”

They were both quiet for a moment, enjoying their pizza and then Paula
asked, “What’s it like living in the city? Are you right in Manhattan?”

“I am. I have an apartment close to the office. It’s convenient. I’m on
the twenty-third floor.” He laughed. “Very different from Nantucket.”

It sounded awful to Paula. But she knew some people loved being in the
city.



“Do you think you’ll stay there? Long-term, I mean?”
He hesitated. “I honestly don’t know. I’ve never really thought that far

ahead. I don’t have any plans to move any time soon, though. It’s where my
work is. Well, it’s the place I sleep when I’m not traveling, that is.”

“So, when you’re not traveling, what do you like to do for fun in the
city?”

He smiled. “Anything you want. It’s there. That’s one thing I love about
Manhattan. Great sports teams, restaurants, shows. I have some good
friends there now so there’s always something to do.”

“I saw a Broadway show there a few years ago. A few of us went for a
girls’ weekend and had a blast. We stopped at the M and M store in Times
Square after the show.” Paula remembered being surprised by how crowded
it was in Times Square, people so close together that it was almost
claustrophobic.

David grinned. “I’m a big fan of that M and M store.”
“Have you ever been in Times Square on New Year’s Eve? I can’t even

imagine how crowded that must be.”
“No, we stay far away. I don’t like it that crowded.”
“I bet it must be beautiful at Christmas, though, with all the lights?”
“It is. But it doesn’t hold a candle to the Nantucket Stroll. I haven’t

made it back for that in a long time. Maybe this year.”
“That’s always a busy weekend for us at the hotel.” They were already

almost completely booked. Many people came every year and booked for
the following year when they left.

When they finished their pizza, they walked back toward the art gallery
where they were parked. When they passed by The Gaslight, they could
hear the music from the band inside. David slowed his steps and they
listened for a minute.

“Feel like going in and having a drink, maybe catching a set?” he asked.
“Sure, why not?”



They went inside and were seated at a small cocktail table not far from
the band. Paula ordered a glass of chardonnay and David a gin and tonic, a
departure from his usual draft beer.

“It’s my summer cocktail,” he explained.
The band came on and played a good variety of older rock songs and

current favorites. It didn’t take long before the dance floor filled up. It was
too loud to talk easily so they just sipped their cocktails and people-
watched. David was easy to be with. As they’d spent more time together,
Paula had grown used to having him around and realized she was going to
miss him when he left. He was a great sounding board to bounce ideas off
of, but she also just liked talking to him, too.

She wondered how things were going with Missy, if they ever ended up
going out. David didn’t talk much about his personal life. She assumed he
was single but for all she knew there was someone in New York he was
eager to get back to. For some reason, that thought depressed her. She’d
wondered when he first told her about the situation with his mother if he
was planning on relocating back to Nantucket. But it didn’t look like that
was a possibility. She knew job opportunities, especially for the kind of
consulting work that he did, were pretty much non-existent on Nantucket.

A slow song came on and the dance floor filled with couples swaying to
the beat. It was an older song that Paula had always loved, “Wonderful
Tonight.”

She glanced at David and he smiled. “Great song,” he said.
Paula felt a sense of anticipation and wondered what it would be like to

dance with David. To feel his arms around her. She hadn’t really thought
about him that way before, but suddenly she was very aware of everything
about him. How his lashes were so long it was downright unfair, how his
arms were muscled and how the laugh lines around his mouth only made
him more attractive. He leaned forward and she prepared to get up and head
to the dance floor. But then he sighed instead and leaned back in his chair



and crossed his arms over his chest. And the moment was gone. She felt a
bit silly for even imagining he was about to ask her to dance. They were not
on a date. They were just two co-workers.

So, when the set ended and David asked if she was ready to go, she
nodded. He pulled into her driveway twenty minutes later.

“Thanks for letting me tag along tonight. That was fun,” he said.
“It was. You’re welcome to tag along anytime.”
“Goodnight, Paula.”
He waited until she opened her front door before driving off. Paula

stepped inside and locked the door behind her. Chester came running and
she scooped him up and gave him a hug. She shook her head, frustrated
with herself. It was no wonder she was still single. Instead of falling for the
perfectly nice, available local guy, Jason, she instead found herself more
interested in someone who was completely unavailable and soon to be
leaving Nantucket.

David drove home feeling a mix of emotions, among them regret

that he didn’t ask Paula to dance. There was a moment when he sensed he
could have and she would have said yes and it might have been magical.
But he hesitated and considered it for too long and talked himself out of it.
He’d reminded himself that it was inappropriate, given their working
relationship and he didn’t want to send the wrong message. Especially since
he found himself fighting an attraction that took him by surprise.

When he’d first met Paula, he found her attractive but quickly dismissed
the thought, given their working relationship. And at first, he wasn’t even
sure if she liked him as a co-worker. She was definitely uneasy about the
move into the new role and in having someone there to watch over her.
When he gave her the feedback that she was too nice, he felt her retreat and



regretted having to tell her that. But it was true. And to her credit, she
immediately tried to do something about it. Even if she didn’t like hearing
it.

But he’d enjoyed working closely with her and lately they’d been
spending more time outside of work together, too, and he found himself
wanting to be around her. But as much as he’d love to date her, he knew it
was impossible and he didn’t want to start something he couldn’t finish. He
only had a few weeks left, and then he’d be heading home to Manhattan and
probably wouldn’t see Paula again. So, no sense in making things any more
difficult than they needed to be.



“A

CHAPTER 32

re you up for fishing tomorrow with Nick and Bella, and
then dinner at his place? Should be a fun time.” Marco
leaned against the concierge desk, waiting for Andrea’s

reply. He was finishing up a shift and she was taking over for the evening.
She smiled. “I can’t tomorrow. I have plans,” she said vaguely.
“Yeah? What are you doing that’s more exciting than coming out with

us?”
She laughed. “I’m heading to New York for the night. I have Sunday

and Monday off. Meeting an old friend. We might see a show or
something.” It wasn’t a total lie. She did have plans to meet up with a
friend, but the friend was Ben. It turned out that he had to go home for a
real estate closing and to see another property.

Marco looked disappointed. “Oh, okay. Well, have fun then. I’ll see you
when you get back.”

Andrea took a two o’clock flight to New York on Sunday and

checked into her room at a quarter to four. The hotel was as elegant as she
remembered and the woman who helped her at the front desk was really



lovely. She welcomed Andrea and quickly got her settled with a spacious
suite. Andrea wasn’t meeting Ben until six, so she took a book into the bath
and soaked in the tub until her skin felt wrinkly. It was nice to just relax and
read for a while.

She was excited to go out in the city. Ben had mentioned possibly
getting tickets to a Broadway show. She wore a cute new dress she found at
Nantucket Threads earlier that week—it was a sleeveless, black cocktail-
length dress and was very flattering on.

He texted her when he walked into the lobby and she went down to
meet him. He looked handsome in a navy blazer, dark pants and a pale-
yellow dress shirt. He smiled when he saw her.

“You look gorgeous.”
“Thank you. You’re looking pretty sharp yourself.”
They went to one of his favorite restaurants, a small Italian bistro a few

blocks from the theater. And he’d managed to get third row center seats for
one of the hottest shows on Broadway. She was impressed.

“How did you manage that?”
He grinned. “I know a guy. Our real estate attorney gets good seats all

the time. He hooked me up.”
Dinner was great and the show was wonderful. When it finished, they

joined the crowds pouring onto the streets in Times Square.
“Want to go for a quick drink?” Ben asked. “There’s a really cool piano

bar not far from here.”
“Sure.”
He led the way to a cozy bar that had a huge piano and lots of small

cocktail tables. They each only had one drink, but they stayed for several
hours, singing along to the music and chatting during the breaks. It was a
fun night, and the time flew by. When it was past midnight, they reluctantly
decided to leave as Andrea’s interview was at nine the next day. They
strolled back to the hotel and when they reached the front door, Ben pulled



her to him for a hug and then a kiss. It was a nice kiss, but Andrea was a
little disappointed that the expected spark wasn’t there. She was so sure that
it would be. Maybe she was just too tired.

He met her eye and smiled. “Goodnight. And good luck tomorrow.”

Andrea woke early the next day, ordered a big room service

breakfast of scrambled eggs, home fries, toast and coffee and felt pretty
good about her upcoming interview. She wasn’t as nervous as she normally
was before an interview and she had a feeling it might go well. She’d found
that the more it mattered whether she got a job, the more nervous she
tended to be. Whereas when she was less invested, she tended to be more
confident, more relaxed and interviewed better.

And that’s exactly what happened. She was led into a conference room
and took a seat at a long table where three interviewers faced her. Normally
that would be intimidating, but she just smiled and actually had fun with the
interview. She knew she had the experience, and she gave lots of good
examples for each question that she was asked. When the interview ended,
she knew she’d done well.

They asked ‘buying questions,’ and the final one was, “Ms. Whitley, if
this were to work out, how soon would you be able to begin?”

She smiled. “I would have to give several weeks’ notice but could start
right after that.”

“Excellent. We’ll be in touch with a decision by the end of the week.”

By the time Andrea checked out and boarded the plane home to

Nantucket, her high from the interview had faded. And she worried about



actually getting an offer and having to make a decision that she still felt so
unsure about. The flight was smooth and as her plane landed on Nantucket
and she turned her phone back on, it pinged with a text message and she
smiled when she saw that it was sent earlier from Marco.

“Hope you’re having fun in the Big Apple. Missed you yesterday.
Caught lots of fish. See you tomorrow.”

She texted back. “Glad you had fun and caught lots of fish. Any
leftovers?”

Sixty seconds later, her phone pinged. “Lots. Dinner tomorrow night,
my place?”

“See you then.”

Andrea headed to her parents’ house for dinner Monday night.
They’d postponed their normal Sunday gathering as both Andrea and her
father were out of town. She wondered what her father was up to, as he
rarely went off-island. Her mother said their Aunt Vivian would also be
joining them as well as Uncle Freddy. As Andrea had expected, those two
had kissed and made-up. Aunt Vivian was just all bluster and drama. She
loved the attention.

The mood around the dinner table was festive. Andrea hadn’t seen her
father in such a good mood in a long time. And her aunt and uncle were
madly in love again.

“So, how did it go? Do you think you have a good shot at the job?” her
mother asked.

Aunt Vivian leaned forward. It was the first she’d heard of Andrea’s
interview. “What job is this?”

She addressed her aunt first. “It’s a GM role at a boutique hotel in
Manhattan.” And then her mother. “I think it went well. I wouldn’t be



surprised if they make an offer. I should know by the end of the week.”
“Manhattan. That’s exciting. I didn’t know you wanted to go there,” her

aunt said.
Andrea laughed. “I’m not sure that I do. I’d prefer Boston as it’s closer

or ideally something here, but there don’t seem to be any opportunities
either place at the moment.”

“Aside from the location, are you sure that’s the job you want? To go
back into a general manager role? I’ve honestly never seen you as happy
and relaxed as you’ve been since moving to the concierge desk,” her mother
said.

“I agree. And selfishly, I don’t want you to leave. But, if it’s what you
really want to do, of course we will all support that,” Hallie said.

“I honestly don’t know what I want to do. The job seems perfect other
than the location. And you’re right, I have been enjoying the concierge role.
But I haven’t thought of it as something long-term, just a fun temporary role
until I land a GM spot.”

“I don’t see why it has to be temporary,” her mother said. “Work doesn’t
feel like work when you enjoy what you do.”

Hallie nodded. “I’ve said that before, too. Work is much less stressful
and more enjoyable when it’s fun.”

“I have a lot to think about. I’ve never really considered concierge as a
long-term place for me,” Andrea said.

“Well, maybe you should. I agree with the others,” her aunt chimed in.
That reminded Andrea of something she’d meant to ask her aunt.
“Aunt Vivian, you recently had a realtor in to see you at The Whitley.

What was that all about?”
Her aunt smiled impishly. “I called him in to do a fair market evaluation

of The Whitley, for your grandfather.”
That shocked the table into silence. Finally, Andrea spoke. “He asked

you to do that? Is he seriously thinking of selling?”



“Well, no he didn’t exactly ask me to do it. But I thought I’d get the
information and then share it with him in case he might want to consider
selling.”

Her mother frowned. “Vivian, why on earth would you want to
encourage that?”

“Well, I don’t think any of you realize what that hotel is worth. We
could sell it, divide the proceeds and never have to worry about working
again.” She glanced at Uncle Freddy. “Some of us could really use that
money.”

“Are you having money issues again?” her mother asked.
Aunt Vivian glanced away. Uncle Freddy put his hand on hers and

squeezed it. She met his gaze and then sighed.
“I may have gotten into a bit of a jam in Europe. The casinos there are

fabulous.”
“That’s what we were actually arguing about,” Uncle Freddy added. He

usually stayed quiet, but Andrea sensed he wanted to clear the air and let
them know he wasn’t the bad guy in what happened.

“He’s right. He insisted that I stop going to the casinos and that’s when I
got mad and came home.”

“Well, that makes more sense. But I thought you stopped gambling
years ago?” her mother asked.

“I did. But then I sort of started again. I thought I could handle it and
the casinos there are so lovely. But I know now that it’s still a problem. I
found a local Gamblers Anonymous group on Nantucket and have been
going regularly. I’m not even buying scratch tickets anymore.”

“But she was until I got home. I found a box of scratched off tickets in
the garage,” Uncle Freddy added.

“Why do you keep the tickets?” Andrea’s mother asked.
“Just in case they might be useful. There’s fine print on the back about

holding onto them,” her aunt said.



“I put them in the trash,” Uncle Freddy said.
“So, what has Grandfather said about all this?” Andrea asked.
“I haven’t talked to him yet. We have a meeting set for Tuesday

morning.” Grandfather had been out of town for the past week on a cruise
with some friends.

“What will you do if he says no?” her mother asked.
Aunt Vivian smiled. “We’ll cross that bridge when we have to.”

Andrea was surprised by a phone call the next afternoon from

Elaine, the headhunter.
“Great news! They want to offer you the job!”
The news wasn’t all that unexpected, but the timing was. “Already? I

didn’t expect to hear until the end of the week.”
“They all loved you. It was close with the other candidate, but they met

with her yesterday afternoon, then took a vote and you won.” She
mentioned a very generous figure, more than Andrea had anticipated. She
was shocked into silence.

“So, shall I tell them you accept? When would you like to start? That’s
another reason they didn’t wait until the end of the week. They want you
there ASAP.”

“Well, this is exciting news. But I need to think about it. When do they
need an answer?”

“I could probably stall them a day or two, tops. They don’t want to lose
the other candidate if you’re not in. You are taking it, though, right? This is
an incredible opportunity, and they came in higher than we expected on the
money.”

“I know. It’s a very generous offer. I just need to sleep on it and let it
digest.”



“Okay. Let me know as soon as possible. And congratulations.”
“Thanks, Elaine.”
Andrea ended the call and took a deep breath. Now that she actually had

the offer, she didn’t know what she wanted to do. She really did need to
sleep on it. Especially after the conversation with her family the night
before.

And she was due at Marco’s house in an hour. She finished up at

five, went home to freshen up and headed off to Marco’s. She stopped at
Bradford’s Liquors on the way to pick up a six pack of the local Cisco
Brewers’ beer that Marco liked and her favorite wine, Bread and Butter
chardonnay.

Marco was outside on the deck, firing up the grill, when she pulled into
his driveway. His car was the only other one there. She parked and carried
the beer and wine over to him.

“Hey, there,” he said when he saw her. “The door is open if you want to
set that in the kitchen.” He grinned. “If you feel like pouring us a drink,
even better.”

“Will do. Where are your brother and sister tonight? Are they
working?”

“Alana is. Sergio is out with friends. I don’t expect either of them back
‘til later. So, all the fish is ours!”

She laughed. “How can I help?”
“Everything’s done. I just need to throw the fish and veggies on the

grill. Rice and salad are already made. We can sit outside and relax until it’s
ready.”

“Works for me.” She went inside and put the beer in the refrigerator and
poured one into a glass for Marco. She also opened the wine and poured a



glass for herself and brought both drinks outside. Marco was just sliding
two aluminum foil packets onto the grill. When he closed the cover, she
handed him his beer.

They sat at the round table on his patio and chatted for a bit. She told
him about her day. It was his day off and it had been a comical day at the
concierge desk.

“I think there might be a full moon. I don’t remember the last time I had
so many odd requests in one day. The first one was actually kind of
romantic. The groom of a honeymoon couple called and wanted us to
scatter pink Nantucket rose petals all over the bed. Then the wife of an
older couple that was coming to celebrate his 80th birthday asked us to get
several boxes of those chocolate covered cranberries from Sweet
Inspirations and leave them in the room with a bottle of champagne.”

“That sounds like a good combo, actually,” Marco said.
She laughed. “I thought so, too. But the funniest request of all was from

Mrs. Davis. She’s arriving tomorrow and asked us to get a baby blue doggie
sweatshirt that says Nantucket on it for her newest addition to the family.”

“She got another dog? Or did something happen to Pepper?”
Mrs. David was one of their favorite guests. She came every summer

for a month, rented one of their biggest suites, had people in and out
visiting every weekend and she always brought her gorgeous Pomeranian,
Pepper.

“Pepper’s fine. She said thought Pepper might be lonely and needed a
sibling, so she recently acquired Daisy.”

Marco chuckled. “I’m glad Pepper is okay. That sounds like quite the
day.”

“It was. I had one of the front desk girls cover the concierge desk so I
could run into town and get everything. It was a fun day, actually.”

“Never a dull moment at the concierge desk,” Marco said.



It was the perfect opening for Andrea to mention her New York offer.
She wanted to talk to Marco about it and not just spring it on him if she did
decide to accept. But it was hard for her to bring it up, too. If she decided to
take the offer, it was going to be even harder to leave, and she knew she’d
miss Marco, too.

She waited until after they’d eaten and were relaxing with a second
cocktail. They were still outside watching the sun beginning to set. There
was no water view from where Marco lived, but it was still a nice area. His
house backed up to conservation land and there were lots of trees
everywhere.

Usually, the two of them were never at a loss for conversation and often
had to be careful not to talk over each other in their rush to get their
thoughts out. But suddenly there were some quiet moments. The normal
flow of conversation seemed to dry up as the weight of what Andrea needed
to say hung over her. Marco finally noticed it, too, and said something.

“Is everything okay? You seem a little distracted, not your usual chatty
self.”

She smiled. “I do have something on my mind. So, I didn’t exactly tell
you the whole story about why I went to New York.”

He took a sip of his beer and held her gaze, waiting for her to continue.
“I had a final interview, for a general manager role at an upscale hotel in

Manhattan. It’s a great opportunity. And they made me an offer this
afternoon. A good offer.”

“I see. You don’t seem all that excited about such a great offer. Do you
want the job? If you do, if you think it might be your dream job, then you
should take it.”

She didn’t expect him to say that.
“I don’t know what to do. There are pros and cons. It’s a great

opportunity, but it’s in Manhattan. That has never been my first choice.”



“I think you have to decide if that’s what you really want to do, too.
Were you happier as a general manager than you are working in concierge
services?”

She bit her lower lip as she considered the question for what felt like the
millionth time.

“I feel like I should want this job,” she admitted.
“Why?”
“Well, because it’s the highest level and what I always thought I should

be doing and what I did do for so long here.”
“Do what you love and the money will follow…that’s an old saying my

father used to say. When a man loves what he does, it’s not work, it’s living.
I guess it depends how you want to live your life. Only you can decide that,
Andrea.”

She knew he was right. And she knew she had a lot to think about. She
smiled. “How did you get so smart?”

He leaned over and brushed a wayward strand of hair off her face.
“You’re making it too hard. Sleep on it and go with your gut. Go with what
is going to make you feel lighter, happier. Maybe it’s the Manhattan job.
Maybe it’s not.”

“That’s a good suggestion. I’ll do that.”
“There’s something else to consider, too,” Marco said softly and leaned

in closely.
“What?” she whispered.
He closed the distance and touched his lips lightly to hers. The kiss

made her toes tingle. It didn’t go on for long, but it was powerful. When it
stopped, he smiled again as he met her eyes. “I’ve wanted to do that for a
long time. I just wanted you to know how I feel. If you stay, it could be
amazing with us. I think you feel it, too?”

She nodded. “I do.”



“I’m not trying to change your mind. If New York is what you want, I
still think you should go for it. But I just wanted you to have all the
information.”

“I don’t know if this is a good idea. I am your boss, after all,” she said
softly.

But Marco shook his head. “I already looked into it. There are no rules
about dating co-workers or supervisors at the hotel. We’re adults, Andrea. If
it doesn’t work out, I think we’d still be able to work together. And if it
does work out—well like I said already, it could be amazing.”

“I have a lot to think about. I should probably get going.”
“You do.” Marco walked her to her car and kissed her again, more

thoroughly this time, and left her breathless.
“Sleep well, Andrea.”



S

CHAPTER 33

omething was brewing. Paula didn’t know what was going on, but it
involved her Aunt Vivian. Her grandfather and her aunt went into a
meeting at eleven that lasted over an hour and by the way Aunt

Vivian had stormed out of office, Paula guessed it hadn’t gone in her aunt’s
favor. Her grandfather had back-to-back meetings the rest of the day and at
two in the afternoon, she noticed that David went into a meeting with him
that also lasted for over an hour.

Paula had an odd feeling that it may have been about her as she wasn’t
included in the meeting and David’s time here was almost over. Technically
it was over, but her grandfather had asked him to stay on for the Taste of the
Town event which was coming up on Monday. He was due to leave after
that. The time was going by too fast. Paula didn’t feel like she needed his
guidance for a longer period of time, but she enjoyed having him around.

She went down to the reception area at three to help with the check-in
rush and when it slowed and she returned to her office an hour and a half
later, her grandfather waved her into his office and a moment later, David
joined them.

“You may have noticed it’s been a busy day today. Lots of meetings.
Some of them were just catching up after being away, but there was one



with your aunt that we need to discuss and also I met with David to discuss
his overall assessment of your suitability for the role.”

Paula nodded. There wasn’t much for her to say at this point. She’d
known the assessment was coming. She thought she was doing a good job.
She hoped David and her grandfather agreed.

“So, first your aunt. Did you know she had a harebrained idea that I
might want to sell The Whitley?”

Paula was shocked. “No. I knew nothing about that.”
“She invited a realtor in, got an assessment and then tried to convince

me it would be a good time to cash in. For her to cash in is really what it
came down to.” He explained about her aunt’s gambling addiction. Paula
knew she’d had a problem with gambling years ago but didn’t know it was
an issue again.

“I’m sorry to hear that. I didn’t know.”
“None of us did. Except Freddy who was there. That’s the real reason

she came home and was all upset with him. He put his foot down about the
gambling. But not before she lost most of their life savings.” He sighed.

“I talked to David about it and we came up with an idea. I didn’t want to
involve you on this because you are family, and I wanted an outside,
objective opinion. I also wondered if he might have run into anything like
this before in his consulting and he has.”

“Twice, actually. Gambling addiction is more common than people
realize.”

Her grandfather nodded. “Your aunt is already addressing the problem.
She’s joined a local support group. What we’ve decided to do is to advance
her a portion of her inheritance—enough to give her a cushion and get her
back on her feet and so they won’t have to lose their house.”

Paula’s jaw dropped.
Her grandfather nodded. “Yes, she’s really got herself and Freddy into a

pickle. And it’s not his fault. She lied to him about what she was up to. He



thought she was out with her friends—and she was—but at casinos. It’s a
mess.”

“Your grandfather isn’t just giving her money, though,” David added.
“That’s right. I told her I’m not a bank and I have no intention of selling

The Whitley—ever. I did tell her we can give her a real job here, though,
and put her on salary. David came up with the perfect role for her.”

“We thought she’d make a good program director,” David said. “She
can work with Hallie on putting together some packages where guests come
for a long weekend or a week and have an educational experience—like a
Nantucket history week where we have talks on different aspects of
Nantucket and tours of the local museums. Or a Nantucket foodie week,
where we line up cooking demonstrations and luncheons at area restaurants.
A knitting weekend or a literature week. She can target her own age
demographic especially, as they have the time and money for vacations like
that.”

“And she’s like your cousin Andrea in that she’s very social so she can
be the hostess for the guests that attend, like a cruise director,” her
grandfather said. “When David said that, it made sense to me as we had all
kinds of similar things on our cruise. And it’s another way we can market
The Whitley.”

“Well, that all sounds like a good plan to me,” Paula said. “How can I
help?”

“You can oversee Hallie and your Aunt Vivian, and make sure they have
the support they need,” her grandfather said.

“Now that that is settled, it brings me to our other business. When I first
brought David in, I asked him to help you settle into your new role and to
give me an honest assessment at the end as to if he thought you were a good
fit. I told him it wouldn’t change anything as I’d already made my mind up,
so your job is safe. But I wanted to know what he thought as someone that
has been to a lot of properties. I’ll let him share what he told me.”



David smiled. “I told your grandfather I was unsure about you at the
beginning. When he first told me that he’d promoted his back-office
accountant to the general manager role I questioned that decision, but he
told me to reserve judgement and to meet you and then I’d understand. So, I
did, and I do. I think the biggest obstacle you’ve had is yourself and if you
believed you could do the job and if it would make you happier than being
in the office with your numbers. I know you liked that role and resisted this
one?”

Paula nodded. “I did. I also felt guilty since I was taking it away from
Andrea.”

Her grandfather interjected. “But you weren’t. Not really. Even if you
didn’t take the job, I was still going to replace Andrea.”

“I know. And that’s why I decided to give it a try. And because I didn’t
want to disappoint you,” Paula said.

He smiled. “I don’t think you could ever do that, my dear. If you don’t
want this job, it’s not the end of the world. I could just call Elaine and get
someone in a New York minute. But of course, I’d rather not do that. But
it’s up to you.”

“I also told your grandfather that I think you’re doing an excellent job.
And you take feedback well, even when it’s not what you want to hear.”

Paula knew he was talking about his comment that she was ‘too nice.’
That had stung.

“You weren’t happy with me. I knew it. But you processed the feedback
and you tried to do better, and you did. You’ve grown in the role and I think
you could do a great job for a long time, if you choose to.”

Her grandfather smiled. “So, it’s entirely up to you, my dear. What do
you think? Are you happy in the role? If you’re not, you can go back to
what you used to do.”

Paula took a deep breath and looked at both of them. “I didn’t think I
was going to like the role. To be honest, parts of it scared me a little, being



so visible and out there everywhere. But I don’t think I could go back to my
old role. I think I’d miss the variety in this position and the challenge. I
didn’t realize it at the time, Grandfather, but you were right. It is a good fit
for me. I just had to discover that for myself. I’m happy to stay on as the
GM.”

Her grandfather beamed. “Well, that’s most excellent news. And I think
it calls for a toast. There might be a bottle of that bubbly stuff you like in
the refrigerator. Want to get it and pour us a cup?”

Paula went to his small office refrigerator and saw the yellow cardboard
box that held a bottle of her favorite champagne, Veuve Clicquot. She got it
out and brought it over to them.

“You got this for me? You were that sure we’d be celebrating?”
He laughed. “I think I know my granddaughter. You’ve never backed

away from a challenge before. I felt pretty confident that you’d want to stay.
And now we can toast and make it official.”

Paula poured champagne for each of them and they tapped their glasses
together.

“To you, and to The Whitley and many more happy years together,” her
grandfather said proudly.



A

CHAPTER 34

ndrea had Tuesday off and was scheduled to work the evening
shift at the concierge desk. She slept unusually well and woke
feeling rested and lighter and she knew what her decision was.

Once she decided, there was no going back and she knew in her heart that
she’d made the right decision, for her.

She was about to call Elaine when her phone rang, and it was Ben.
“Hey, there, just calling to say hello and see what your plans are for the

weekend. Didn’t know if you wanted to do something Friday night?”
“Hi, Ben. Thanks again for showing me around New York. That was

such a fun night.”
“Of course, anytime. If you take that job, we can do that more often.”
Andrea hesitated—she always hated conversations like this, and she

really did like Ben. “I’ve actually decided not to take that job. I’m happier
here, and there’s also someone that I’ve recently grown closer to and, well,
I think I need to see where that goes. I hope you understand.”

“Oh. Yes, of course. I’m disappointed, but I understand. He’s a lucky
guy, whoever he is.”

“Thank you, Ben. It’s been great getting to know you.”
“You, too. I’m sure I’ll see you around.”
“I’m sure you will.”



Andrea ended the call feeling sad and relieved at the same time. Ben
was a really great guy, a catch for the right girl. But that girl wasn’t her.
There was only one person she wanted to kiss, and she couldn’t wait to see
him.

She called Elaine next and felt bad after that call, too, as Elaine wasn’t
going to get a commission from placing her. Hopefully, she could still fill
the role, though, as Elaine shared that she represented the other candidate,
too. It was a great opportunity, but it just wasn’t the right one for her.

Andrea took a little more care than usual with her hair and makeup
before going in to work, curling the ends a bit and using a new lipstick in a
deep rose shade that made her lips look fuller.

Marco was at the concierge desk when she arrived and he smiled when
he saw her, but his expression was guarded as if he was bracing himself for
bad news. She walked up to him, smiled big and simply said, “I’m staying.”

The light came back into his eyes and his smile matched hers.
“Well, you’ve made my day. I can swing back by and we can celebrate

after your shift, if you like?”
“I would like that very much.”

Her shift ended at eleven and at a few minutes of, Marco texted

her that he was at the outside bar saving her a seat. Andrea practically
danced out the door and as soon as she settled into her seat, before she said
a word, she leaned over and kissed him. “I’ve been wanting to do that all
day,” she admitted.

He grinned. “Just the first of many, I hope.”
Andrea ordered a glass of wine, and after it came, she turned to him and

raised her glass. “To new beginnings.”



“I like that.” He clinked his glass against hers. “So, you actually turned
down that other job?”

“I did. No regrets, either. I woke up this morning and the decision was
made. When I thought about going to New York and taking that GM role, I
felt tense and stressed. When I thought about staying here working the
concierge desk and being with you—well I only felt happy and at peace.”

He leaned over and kissed her, and she felt like she was overflowing
with happiness.

“I’m so glad you made that choice. I wasn’t looking forward to going to
New York to visit you.”

“You would have come to see me in New York?”
“Of course. I’m not that easy to get rid of,” he teased.
“I don’t want to get rid of you.”
“Good, because I’m not going anywhere. We’re going to have so much

fun together.”
She smiled. “I know we are.”



T

CHAPTER 35

hey got lucky with the weather for the Taste of the Town event.
The forecast initially called for it to be overcast, with possible
showers, but the winds shifted, and Monday brought nothing but

sunshine and warm breezes. There were a few glitches when the electric
outlets didn’t work correctly in all the sections, but Paula called in an
electrician that got it all sorted and working by noon.

The restaurants were all set up in their booths and ready to go by three.
The event officially got underway at four and the turnout was even better
than expected. Grandfather was thrilled as he strolled around with Paula
and David, checking out the different restaurants and their offerings.

“Isn’t this marvelous?” he said as they made the rounds to make sure
everyone had everything they needed.

“It was a great idea, Grandfather,” Paula agreed.
“I just had a feeling it would go over well. There’s nothing like it here

and what else are people going to do on a Monday night? It’s the slowest
night for the restaurants and this is a great opportunity for them to show off
what they can do.”

Peter Bradford was there overseeing all the wine vendors and they ran
into him and his girlfriend Paige and her two best friends, Lisa, who owned
the Beach Plum Cove Inn, and her friend Sue, who owned an insurance



company downtown. They were all sipping wine and snacking on tiny crab
cakes from one of the restaurants.

“What do the vendors think?” Paula asked him.
“They’re loving it, and a few have already asked if this is going to be an

annual thing. You could probably lock most of them in as well as the
restaurants for next year if you wanted,” Peter said.

Paula looked at her grandfather and at David. Her grandfather smiled.
“What do you think about that, Paula?”

Paula looked around at the huge crowd and the busy booths.
“I think that’s probably a very good idea. Let’s do it.”
Her grandfather winked at Peter. “Looks like it’s a go for next year.”
“I’ll let them know.”
“We can let the restaurants know, too,” David said. “That will make it

easier for next year if most of them are already committed.”
“I think just about all of my guests at the inn are here,” Lisa said. “I’ll

let them know as well, and maybe they’ll want to book with me for next
year, too, when they check out. It’s a wonderful event. You have all done a
great job.”

“Thanks so much,” Paula said.
They continued to walk around and stopped at Nick’s booth, where he

was handing out tiny tuna tacos and plating up sample-size portions of
rosemary mashed potatoes and short ribs and small cups of seafood
chowder. Bella was by his side, adding bags of crackers for the chowder.
She looked cute in a Whitley hotel apron, and dark sunglasses. Nick had
beads of sweat on his upper lip and was in constant motion, plating food
and chatting with people as they came up to the booth.

They waited for a lull before stepping over to say hello.
“How’s it going?” Paula asked.
“This is fantastic. People are loving everything. And they’re saying

good things about all of it, the wine tasting and all the different sampling. I



think we might have to do this again next year.”
Grandfather laughed. “I think you’re right. Peter Bradford already

suggested it and we agree. Looks like it’s a hit.”
He turned to Paula and David. “Why don’t you kids go get in line and

try all of this good stuff, too? There’s nothing else you need to do at this
point other than enjoy it. I see someone I need to go visit with.”

He left and David turned to Paula. “Shall we?”
They got in line and received a small square tray that had a space for a

wine glass to hook into it. It was a clever design that let you set your glass
into the tray so you could nibble on the food more easily. They roamed
around and tasted a bunch of different wines and lots of food samples.
There were so many good options. Most of the restaurants had a soup of
some kind or an appetizer and an entrée, and some had a dessert choice, too.

They ran into Andrea and Marco at one of the wine stations and Paula
was pleasantly surprised when Andrea was actually friendly.

“You should really try this Charles Krug Cabernet. It’s ridiculously
good,” Andrea said.

Paula noticed that Marco had one of his hands on the small of Andrea’s
back and they looked like two people in love, or madly in like. Paula was
happy for them.

They wandered away, and David and Paula tasted the cabernet that
Andrea had raved about.

“She’s right, this is really good,” David said.
“It is. Sweet and silky and jammy,” Paula said.
David laughed. “You sound like a real wine connoisseur.”
She smiled. “I just know I like it!”
They continued to walk around and tried everything. A number of the

restaurants were ones that she either hadn’t been to before or hadn’t been to
in a long time, and she made a note to go again.



When they finished tasting a bit of everything, they filled their glasses a
final time and found a bench to sit on.

“I can’t believe tomorrow’s your last day,” Paula said.
“I know. These weeks went by too fast. I’m heading to see my parents

from here for our last pizza dinner and then I fly out in the morning.”
“Well, if you come back to visit, stop in and say hello. We’d all love to

see you,” Paula said. What she really meant was that she’d love to see him,
but there didn’t seem to be a good reason to say that. He was leaving. There
was no future for them—assuming he was even interested, which he’d
given no indication of.

“Of course. I’ll probably be back in a month or so, when my latest
engagement finishes up.”

“Kansas City, right?”
He laughed. “Good memory. Yes, Kansas City. It shouldn’t take too

long.”
“Well, I just wanted to say thank you. I appreciate everything you’ve

done for us, and for helping me to settle in.”
“It was a fun assignment for me. I’m glad that you decided to stay in the

position. I meant what I said. You’ve really done a good job.”
“Thank you.” She wanted to say more than that. To let him know she

was going to miss him, but it didn’t feel appropriate. Instead, she finished
her glass and stood up.

“You should probably get to your parents’. They’re probably anxious to
see you.”

He smiled. “You’re probably right. Take good care, Paula. Let’s keep in
touch.”

Her heart leaped at the suggestion, but she knew he was probably just
being polite. He gave her a hug goodbye and she wanted to hold on tighter,
liking the feeling of being in his arms.

“Goodbye, David.”



B

CHAPTER 36

ella had so much fun helping Nick at the tasting event. They even
had a chance to try everything, too, as when it slowed a bit, one of
the cooks took over for Nick so they could take a quick break.

They raced around, sampling what they could and tasting a few wines
before making their way back to the booth.

Once the event was over and everything was broken down and put
away, they went to the outside bar and had one drink each. Bella was overly
aware that her time there was slipping away. She only had a few more days
left and then she’d be heading home to L.A. and would begin shooting for
the new film. She was excited about the film. Her agent had Fedexed the
script and it was very good—very close to the book—which was
exceptional. The story gave Bella the shivers and she knew it was going to
be an important film and possibly huge for her.

But she dreaded leaving Nick. To his credit, he’d been great about it and
kept reassuring her that it would all work out somehow. Once she knew her
schedule, she was going to let him know so he could put in for the time off
and book his visit to see her. She was excited about that, for the chance to
play tourist with him in her world. She just hoped that it didn’t overwhelm
him. He hadn’t really experienced what the media could be like. It wasn’t
pretty.



Andrea and Marco were just leaving when they arrived at the bar. Bella
noticed that they were holding hands and she was happy for them.

“They’re official now, I see,” she said to Nick once they were seated at
the bar.

“Yep. I think it’s great. They seem to be good together.”
“They look happy. That’s all that matters, right?”
Nick leaned over and kissed her. “Yes, that’s all that matters.”

Three days later he drove her to the airport. They’d had a special,
romantic evening the night before. Nick had cooked an amazing meal for
her, and they’d just cuddled on his sofa and she never wanted to leave. But
they both knew she had to go the next day. It was so hard to say goodbye—
to kiss him knowing she wouldn’t be able to see him or kiss him again for a
long time.

“Text me when you land,” Nick said.
“I will.”
“Bella, there’s something I want you to know, before you go…” There

was a sudden urgency to Nick’s voice that alarmed her.
“What is it?”
He grinned. “Just that I love you. I wanted you to know that.”
She felt her eyes well up. “Nick. I love you, too. So much.” She kissed

him again and didn’t want to let go. But eventually she had to. It was time
to board her plane.

“I’ll text you when I land.”



The first thing they did when Bella showed up on set was to find a

hairdresser to fix her hair. They got rid of the red and brought back the
blond. And then the Bella they wanted was back. She threw herself into the
work, lost herself in the character and focused on making the best film
possible. By the time she got home each night, she was utterly exhausted
and spent. But it helped because otherwise she was just missing Nick.

They spoke most nights, even if just for a few minutes. It was strange
being back in L.A. It felt foreign to her and she realized it had never felt
like home. It was just a place where she worked and slept. Her life, her real
home, was with Nick on Nantucket. But that wasn’t her reality,
unfortunately. Nantucket was being on vacation. L.A. was back to work.

Once she knew her schedule and when there was going to be a light
week, she let Nick know and he booked a flight out. Knowing he was
coming got her through the next few weeks.

Nick flew in on a Friday and Bella met him at the airport. She

started crying happy tears when she saw him. It had been so long, and she’d
missed him so much. He pulled her into his arms, and she wanted to stay
there.

“It’s so good to see you. I’ve missed you so much,” she said.
“Not as much as I’ve missed you.” He grinned. “So, let’s see L.A.!”
She took him everywhere, showed him all the usual tourist spots. They

had spicy chicken pizza at Spago and walked along the Hollywood Walk of
Fame, the sidewalk where celebrities had stars embedded in the sidewalk.
They drove along the Pacific Coast Highway to Malibu and Nick agreed
that it was beautiful, but Nantucket was still prettier.

And it was in Malibu that Nick experienced the media for the first time.
They’d gone to Nobu for sushi and had a wonderful dinner. But on the way



out, paparazzi were waiting and as soon as they saw Bella and Nick, they
pounced, snapping pictures and peppering Bella with questions.

“Who is he, Cami? Is this your new boyfriend? Is he an actor? What is
he in? Talk to us, Cami!”

She ignored them and instead rushed Nick to her car and they drove off.
Her nerves were on edge and she didn’t begin to relax until they were a
mile down the road. Nick was quiet beside her.

Finally, he spoke. “I didn’t really get it when you always wore those
glasses and didn’t want anyone to recognize you. I get it now. That was
intense. Is it always like that?”

“If they see me, yes. It’s partly my fault, though. Nobu is a pretty visible
place and the paparazzi are always on the lookout there. But the food is
amazing, and I knew you’d love it.”

“I’m glad we went there. It was a perfect night. I’m also glad that I
experienced the craziness that you deal with all the time. It helps me
understand it. And I’m sorry that it’s a regular thing for you.”

She sighed. “It goes along with what I do. I don’t like it, but I can’t
really complain about it. Plenty of people would love to be in my shoes. I’m
very lucky to be able to do this.”

“I get what you’re saying. Celebrities know that fame is a part of the
package. And the more famous and successful you are, the worse it is. But
still, it has to be annoying.”

Bella laughed. “That’s an understatement. But it’s better now, since
you’re here with me.”

Nick kept calm but he was shaken up by what he’d just experienced.
The level of intensity and entitlement toward Bella was astounding. He was
frightened for her safety. He remembered when Princess Diana was killed



when she was being chased by paparazzi and the driver of her car lost
control.

“Do they ever chase you?” he asked.
“Yes, all the time. If I’m out walking somewhere. Not driving, though. I

won’t let that happen.”
“Good. Just be careful. Those people are crazy.”
He didn’t realize how crazy until he saw the newspapers the next day

and the entertainment shows on cable and the internet. Social media was
blowing up with coverage of ‘Cami’s New Boy’. In an instant, his whole
life had been investigated and displayed online. Where he worked, what he
did, who he last dated. It was all there. And it freaked him out. And Bella
knew it.

The worry on her face was evident. “Are you okay? This is awful, I
know. It’s bad enough that they do it to me. I’m used to it. You didn’t sign
up for this. I’m so sorry, Nick.”

He tried to reassure her. “But I did sign up for this. I just didn’t fully
realize it.” He grinned. “Coming out here to see you, loving you. It’s all part
of who you are and being in your world.”

She looked a little relieved to hear it. “It’s still so unfair to you, though.”
“Well, I’m not going to lie. It was nicer when we were both on

Nantucket and no one knew you were there or who I was.”
She looked sad. “That was vacation, not reality unfortunately.”
“It’s okay. We’ll be okay.” Nick tried to reassure her, and himself.
His week with her seemed to go by in an instant. And when she drove

him to the airport and they kissed goodbye, he felt a huge wave of sadness.
Before, when she left, they both knew he’d be flying out to see her in a few
weeks. Now, they didn’t have a plan. She still had at least two months of
filming and he didn’t have any more time off to use. He didn’t know when
they’d see each other next. He only knew it was much too far off for his
liking.



T

CHAPTER 37

he bomb-sniffing dogs came first with the secret service security
team that arrived the day before the President was due. They were
beautiful animals, but it seemed odd to see them roaming the halls

and going from room to room along with their handlers.
Paula and the housekeeping team had gone above and beyond to make

sure the President’s rooms were perfect. Paula had taken it upon herself to
add some extra comforts, such as some sweet-smelling candles, a box of
chocolates and a few new releases from local authors. She knew the
President was a big reader and thought maybe he’d enjoy them, if he had
any downtime to read.

She was surprised and dismayed to see that the President’s
immaculately cleaned rooms were pulled apart by the security team as they
looked for who knew what in every possible nook and cranny. Beds were
stripped, drawers taken out of dressers as the room was thoroughly
searched. Finally, she was given the word that they could go clean up again.
She immediately apologized to the housekeeping team and pitched in to
help them redo the rooms.

And it didn’t help matters at all when later that day she ran into Missy,
who was at the hotel for a chamber of commerce luncheon. Paula regularly
tried to attend these gatherings as she knew it was good PR for The



Whitley, even when they weren’t held at the hotel. Typically, the meetings
rotated locations.

This time, at least, Missy appeared to recognize her and at first, seemed
sweet enough. “Oh, hello, Paula, nice to see you again. The food here was
wonderful, as usual. I bet you’re missing David? I’m sure he was a huge
help to you. Have you heard from him since he’s been gone?”

Paula shook her head. “No, not yet. I don’t think he’s expected back for
at least another month—to see his parents.”

“Of course. He might be coming back to see his family, but he’s also
going to be attending the literacy gala with me at the country club. I don’t
suppose you’ll be there?”

“I wasn’t planning on it,” Paula said. She’d never been to it before. It
was one of those snooty events held at the most expensive country club on
the island and unless you were a member or good friend of a member, you
didn’t make the cut for that guest list.

“You really should go sometime. It’s a fabulous event. Well, nice seeing
you.” She sauntered off and Paula was left feeling grumpy and out of sorts.
She didn’t care about not going to the event, but she was disappointed to
learn that David might be attending it with Missy. He hadn’t mentioned that
they were seeing each other, but then again, why would he? And it made
sense since they had shared history and were both single. She thought he
had better taste than that, though.

After all the anticipation for the Taste of the Town event, the following
week felt anti-climactic and oddly quiet. Paula supposed she was missing
David’s presence, too. She’d grown used to having him right down the hall
and bouncing ideas off of him. But she was slowly getting used to doing
that with her grandfather and Hallie and Nick instead. And surprisingly,
even her Aunt Vivian. Now that she had a defined job, and the stress from
her financial mess was resolved, her aunt had thrown herself into her work



and was doing a good job. Better than anyone expected, and she seemed to
be thriving and enjoying it.

Aunt Vivian also happened to overhear the exchange with Missy.
“She’s a bit of a witch, isn’t she? My guess is she hasn’t heard boo from

David, otherwise why would she be asking you if you’d heard from him?”
Paula laughed. “That’s a good point.” Though she wouldn’t put it past

Missy to ask just to see if she could get a rise out of Paula and to make sure
she knew that Missy and David had plans. But, like her aunt said, if things
were solid between them, she wouldn’t care or be fishing for information.
She hoped that was the case. Missy really didn’t seem to be David’s type.
Or at least Paula didn’t think she was right for him. Who knew what David
actually thought?

David was miserable in Kansas City. He felt like a fish out of

water there, for one thing. It was just so different from New York and
Boston. But, more than anything, it wasn’t Nantucket, and he was surprised
by how much he missed being at The Whitley. Well, more accurately how
much he missed being around Paula. Even though there hadn’t been
anything romantic with them, he missed her presence, missed discussing
business ideas with her, having lunch together, and chatting about nothing
in particular.

And more than anything, he realized he was totally over traveling. He’d
done it for so long that he never gave it much of a thought. It was just part
of his job. But he’d put a big part of his life on hold to do that job. He
hadn’t had a serious relationship of any kind in too many years.

Spending several months at home on Nantucket and especially seeing
his parents regularly was a gift. It made him realize that time was precious
and for his mother, it was slipping away, and he didn’t want to have regrets



when she passed that he didn’t see her enough. He wasn’t sure how he was
going to make it happen, but he knew his current work life wasn’t
sustainable.

It needed to change. He needed to change. The question was how? He
decided to approach finding a solution the same way he would approach it
for any of his clients. Assess his options, identify possibilities and put a
plan into action. He just needed to figure out what that plan would be.



“C

CHAPTER 38

ami and her co-star Cameron are inseparable, and sources
say an engagement announcement could come any day!”
The cover of Stars magazine showed a picture of Bella and

some pretty blond actor sitting in a car at an In-and-Out Burger. Aunt
Vivian pushed the copy of the magazine toward Nick and he shoved it away
so hard that it slid off the table.

It was a Sunday afternoon, and they were all sitting around the dining
room table. They’d already eaten dinner and moved on to drinking coffee
and snacking on coffee cake for dessert.

“I just thought you’d want to know, honey,” Aunt Vivian said.
“I appreciate that,” Nick said slowly. “But the media lies. You can’t

believe anything. That’s what Bella always says.”
His mother sipped her coffee and then weighed in. “We just worry about

you honey. This all happened so fast with Bella. She seems lovely, but you
really don’t know her well. Maybe she has moved on and it makes sense
she’d pick someone in the industry who understands what she is going
through. Maybe it’s time for you to do the same thing.”

“What are you saying?” Nick tried not to sound as angry as he felt at the
suggestion. He knew his mother loved him and meant well. But she just



didn’t understand how he felt about Bella and how she felt about him. They
were in love and it was real.

“Just that it might not be real, honey. She was here on vacation. For an
escape from reality. And she met you and liked you a lot, but you might be
part of that fantasy, a vacation fling. I just wouldn’t put so much weight on
it lasting. You have a lot of strikes against you. And many miles.”

She was right about that. They were on opposite sides of the country—
about as far apart as possible—and unless he were to move to LA, that
wasn’t likely to change anytime soon.

“The distance is hard,” he agreed.
“I’m just thinking it might be a good idea for you to move on, too. Get

out there and meet some new people, that actually live on Nantucket. There
are plenty of eligible women,” his mother said.

“She’s right,” Paula agreed. “Don’t get me wrong, I love Bella, too. I
just hate seeing you so sad.”

Lucy nodded. “I just wouldn’t put all your eggs in the Bella basket.
Even if you don’t date anyone else right away, you need to stop putting
your life on hold, and start living again—go out and have fun with your
friends, come out with us.”

He had been hibernating too much. Rushing home to make sure he was
there to chat with Bella when she called. He hadn’t gone out with his
friends or even his family in a few weeks and that wasn’t like him.

He nodded. “You’re all right. Not that things need to end with Bella, I
don’t know how that is going to go, but I agree that I need to start having
fun again. So, where are we going after dinner?”

Bella worried that Nick might be slowly slipping away from her.
And she didn’t blame him one bit. She’d been furious when the pics of her



and Cam hit the internet and at the predictions about an engagement. It was
so untrue—they were simply sharing burgers together, getting off-set for
lunch and talking about how they were going to approach their scenes later
that afternoon. Cam had never even looked twice at her. Not romantically.
She wasn’t his type—no woman was.

And it was frustrating because she knew his publicist had sent the tip to
the media. Cam was at the beginning of a booming career as a romantic
comedy star and was deeply locked in the closet. He hated it and wanted to
be truthful, but all of his advisors told him it would be career suicide and a
huge financial loss if he came clean too soon in his career. She understood
that, but she didn’t like being used as part of his chess game.

The only good thing was that it got the media focus off of Nick. She’d
called him the minute the story hit, to assure him it wasn’t remotely true.
He’d seemed to understand, but he also was a bit distant lately as if
something had shifted. She’d never had trouble reaching him before—now
her calls often went to voice mail and he called her back hours later. Each
time, he said he’d been out with friends or family at a bar or restaurant
where it was too loud to talk on the phone and he didn’t want to be rude to
his friends, either. She understood that, but she’d also gotten used to being
his first priority, so it didn’t feel so good to be shifted down the list. But, at
the same time, she was glad he was getting out and having fun. She just
wished she was there with him.

She still had another whole month of filming ahead of her. They were
on a six day a week schedule to wrap as soon as possible, which was good,
but it didn’t leave enough time for even a quick trip to Nantucket. Once
they wrapped, she planned to fly there immediately. She couldn’t wait to
see Nick. And in the meantime, she was trying to come up with a way to
stay there longer. She had something in the works and was crossing her
fingers and hoping that everything would fall the way it needed to. Then



she could share her good news with Nick. And hopefully, it wouldn’t be too
late for them.



B

CHAPTER 39

ella was being all mysterious and Nick was intrigued. Her plane
was due in at a quarter to four and Nick was at the Nantucket
airport at three thirty. She’d been hinting for a few weeks that she

had something big brewing but didn’t want to say anything until it was
certain. She was afraid she’d jinx herself. He tried to get her to spill but she
just told him to be patient and when she saw him, she’d explain everything
and hopefully have some very good news to share. She was still waiting on
a final phone call, which hadn’t come before she left L.A.

He parked, went into the airport and got a cup of coffee while he waited.
It was a Friday afternoon so there was a steady stream of private jets flying
in and taking off. Right on time, he saw a Jet Blue plane landing and
walked outside to wait for Bella.

His heart jumped when he saw her walk off the plane. She scanned the
area and then smiled and waved when she saw him. She ran over to him and
he pulled her into a bear hug before kissing her hello and then finally
speaking. “I can’t believe you’re finally here,” he said.

She smiled. “You said I can stay with you for as long as I want, right?”
Nick laughed. “Yes. Forever, if that works for you.”
She laughed and he realized she probably thought he was kidding. But

he’d be happy if she stayed indefinitely. He knew that wasn’t likely, though.



He’d settle for a week or two but hoped for longer.
They walked over to where the luggage racks were being wheeled over

from the plane. Bella looked for hers and he was a little surprised to see she
had two giant suitcases, more than what she’d had when she stayed at The
Whitley for several months. She laughed when she saw his expression.

“I warned you I might stay a while. Let’s go home and I’ll fill you in.”
They chatted about inconsequential things on the ride to Nick’s house.

He told her about the latest goings on at The Whitley and she updated him
on the gossip around her film and also the buzz was really good.

“I think it’s the best thing I’ve ever done, and everyone felt it was their
best work, too. We’re all so excited to see how the movie does. It feels like
it might be big.”

“I’m really happy for you. I read the book, by the way. Just finished it
yesterday and you’re right. It’s something special.”

When they got to the house, he carried in her bags and she followed
with her carry-on. Once they were inside, she pulled a bottle of champagne
out of her bag and went into the kitchen and opened it over the sink, so it
wouldn’t spill.

He got two glasses out of a cupboard for her and she filled them both.
She carried them into the living room and they settled on the sofa in their
usual spots. She handed him one of the glasses, and then took off her
sunglasses and, as always, he was mesmerized by those gorgeous eyes of
hers.

“So, what are we celebrating?”
She took a sip and smiled. “I have some really big news, huge, life-

changing. For both of us.” She paused dramatically.
“What is it?” He couldn’t take the suspense.
“It just closed. I got the final call when I landed. So now it’s official. I

started a production company—Nantucket Rose Films.”
“Congratulations. Love the name. So, what does that actually mean?”



“Not a whole lot, until I have something in production, and now I do.
That was the phone call I was waiting on. So, first I optioned a book series
and put a team together—a director, screenwriter and actress, which is me,
and pitched the project to Netflix as a limited TV series. And they just said
yes.”

“Bella, that’s awesome!” Nick knew it was huge for her and he was
proud of her, but he wasn’t sure it solved their problem as filming was still
likely to be in Hollywood. “Where is the show set?”

She smiled. “Well, that’s the best part. It’s a six-book women’s fiction
series, set on Nantucket. And we’ll be filming most of it here.”

Now he was well and truly stunned. “Here? Not in Hollywood?”
“Here. I’ll still have to fly to Hollywood a few times, but just for a day

or two. The majority of the work can be done here.”
“Are you sure you want to give up film, though?” He loved the idea of

her working on Nantucket, but not if it meant it could hurt her career-wise.
“I’m not giving it up. I’m just being pickier about what I do. This will

keep me here for the next year or so and I’ll look into other projects after
that. I will look into producing my own films, too, which will give me more
control over everything. If this series goes well, it will be easier for me to
get other projects made.”

“Well, this is the best news ever. I’m thrilled for you. For both of us.”
“And you’re sure you don’t mind me staying longer than you

expected?” she teased him. “I can always rent a place if it’s inconvenient.”
He leaned over and kissed her to stop the ridiculousness. “I meant what

I said, you can stay here for as long as you like. Forever wouldn’t be too
long for me.”

“I hoped you’d feel that way.”
“Hold that thought. I’ll be right back.” Nick jumped up and ran upstairs

to his bedroom, pulled open the top drawer of his dresser and rummaged



around until he found what he was looking for. He went back downstairs
and resumed his spot on the sofa.

Bella raised her eyebrows at him. “What was all that about?”
He grinned and held out the small chocolate brown velvet box and

flipped open the top. “This.”
Her jaw dropped at the sight of the antique diamond ring.
“Nick,” she began.
“Bella, I spotted this not long after you first went back to Hollywood. I

was downtown walking around and something made me walk into a jewelry
store I’d never set foot in before and it drew me towards it. One look and I
knew that I wanted to give it to you. I wasn’t sure when that would be, but I
bought it that day and I’ve kept it in a drawer upstairs ever since. And it
feels like the right time now.”

Nick stood, turned around to face Bella and got down on one knee. He
held the ring up. “Bella, will you marry me? I meant what I said about
forever. When I think of forever, I see it with you. If you’ll have me.”

Her eyes filled with tears that spilled over as she spoke. “Of course, I
will. I love you, Nick.”



P

CHAPTER 40

aula was in her office Friday and was thinking about what to do for
lunch when her phone rang, and it was her brother, Nick.

“Hi, Nick, what’s up?”
“Just wanted to let you know Bella and I are having a cookout on

Sunday to celebrate our engagement. Everyone is coming—the rest of the
family, Andrea, Marco all our friends. And, hopefully you.”

She laughed. Nick had told them the good news the day after he’d
proposed to Bella and also let them know that she was going to be on
Nantucket for at least the next year. They were all thrilled for both of them.
“Of course. I’ll be there. Let me know what I can bring.”

“Whatever you feel like bringing, bottle of wine or a dip or something,
it’s all good. There will be tons of food.”

“I have no doubt. Sounds like fun.”
Paula hung up the phone and stared out the window, watching the surf

crash on the shore. It was early October, but the weather on Nantucket was
still beautiful. The fall was always her favorite time of year on the island. It
was less crowded with tourists and still warm enough to go to the beach.
She thought about Nick and Bella and was really happy for her brother.
She’d never seen him like this with anyone before. And they all really liked
Bella.



Everyone seemed settled and happy these days. Lucy was going strong
with Jason and Andrea and Marco were pretty serious. She’d never seen
Andrea so relaxed and downright pleasant. It was nice to see. And then
there was Paula. She hadn’t heard a word from David, but she hadn’t really
expected that she would. She was feeling pretty good overall, though, as
she’d really settled into her new job and was enjoying it more than she’d
ever imagined that she would. She was glad that she’d stepped out of the
back office and her comfort zone to try something new.

She poured herself another cup of coffee and checked some emails
while she tried to decide what to do about lunch. She could run home and
make a sandwich or order something to be sent up from the restaurant. She
was just about to look up the restaurant menu when there was a tap on her
door. She turned and did a double take when she saw David standing there.

“Hey, there. Sorry to interrupt. I thought I might catch you before you
went to lunch. I just dropped something off for your grandfather. Truthfully,
I could have mailed it, but I wanted an excuse to say hello.”

“Hi! How are you?”
He smiled. “I’m good. Really good. Any chance you might want to grab

some lunch?”
“I’d love to…I was about to call the restaurant, actually. We can just go

down there, if that works.”
“Works for me.”
A few minutes later they were seated by the window and once they put

their orders in, David continued to surprise her.
“So, I have some news. I’m not just visiting. I’ve moved back to

Nantucket.”
“For good?” Paula couldn’t believe it.
“Yes. I rented a condo downtown and I’m going to rent an office at my

dad’s law firm.”
“What will you be doing?”



“Well, I was miserable in Kansas City, and I had a lot of time on my
hands to research possible business ideas. I approached it like it was a
consulting gig for one of my clients and I’m pretty excited about what I
came up with. I’m going to do consulting still, but focus on Nantucket and
Boston and New York clients, and I’m also going to develop a series of
educational trainings that hotels can use for new employees. There’s a real
need for it and it lines up with my area of expertise. It’s also something I
can do from anywhere.”

Paula was impressed. “David, that sounds really great. Your parents
must be thrilled.”

“They are. Especially my dad. He likes the idea of having me in the
office and just having me around. My mother seems enthusiastic but I’m
not sure she really understands it the same way. But that’s okay. I’ll still be
able to see her more often and that’s the main thing.”

“I think that’s wonderful.”
When their meals came, they chatted as they ate, and Paula caught him

up on everyone that they knew and on Bella and Nick’s engagement.
“They seemed like a great couple. I’m glad they were able to find a way

to be together.”
When they finished, David insisted on paying the check and walked her

back to her office.
“So, there’s one more thing,” he said as she was about to walk through

her door.
“What’s that?”
“Well, now that I’m back here and we’re not working together, how

would you feel like getting dinner, possibly tomorrow night?”
She smiled. “I’d love that.”
“Good. Oh, and there’s also this…” He leaned over and kissed her

lightly. And it was every bit as good as she’d imagined it would be. He
grinned. “I’ve kind of wanted to do that for a while.”



“Me, too,” she admitted. “Oh, about dinner tomorrow night. I forgot that
I already have plans.”

His face fell. “Oh, okay. Another night, then.”
She grabbed his hand. “No, I have plans already but that’s okay. Nick

and Bella are having a party to celebrate their engagement, and everyone
will be there. I’d love for you to come with me, if you’d like. It should be
fun.”

“That sounds perfect to me.”



P

EPILOGUE

aula held a holiday open house the Saturday of Nantucket’s
Christmas Stroll weekend in December. She was excited to host
everyone for the first time and they were all in a festive mood.

David had helped her decorate the outside of her cottage and surrounding
bushes with white twinkling lights. She’d just finishing making a big bowl
of Christmas Sangria, with sparkling wine, crushed fruit and a container of
rainbow sherbet. It was her signature cocktail and the family demanded she
make it every year.

She and David went downtown the night before so David could
experience his first Christmas Stroll in years. They’d walked up and down
Main Street and all the side streets, stopping into various shops and
participating in a gingerbread cookie decorating event. After walking up an
appetite, they’d had dinner at Mimi’s Place. It was pretty much a perfect
night.

And now, as Paula looked around the kitchen and living room of her
cottage, she smiled with contentment. Everyone she cared about was there.
Nick and Bella were still deliriously happy and she’d just started shooting
on her new Netflix show. Andrea and Marco were mixing margaritas over
by the sink and laughing as they argued about who made a better one. Paula
was actually starting to enjoy Andrea’s company and her cousin seemed to



be making an effort to be less ornery, which was much appreciated. Marco
seemed to have a good influence on her.

Her sister and Jason were doing well, too. And Lucy’s Etsy store was
very busy for the holidays. She was working nights and weekends to keep
up with the demand and seemed to be loving it.

Aunt Vivian and Uncle Freddy were chatting with Paula’s and Andrea’s
parents. Andrea’s father had recently started a new job as a rep with a food
supply company in Hyannis and was handling all of the Nantucket
accounts. Andrea and Hallie both said they’d never seen their father
enjoying his work like this before. They’d all wondered what his
mysterious trip off-island was about and he said he’d kept quiet until he
knew he had the job, because he didn’t want to get anyone’s hopes up.

Mia and Izzy were there, too, with their neighbor, Ben. He was getting
ready to head back to Manhattan for the winter and was still hoping to
eventually spend more and more time on Nantucket. Paula noticed with
interest that he and Hallie were engaged in a spirited conversation and
seemed to be hitting it off.

“It really is good to be back,” David said. He’d walked over to where
Paula was opening a new bottle of wine. Everyone else was gathered
around the food table in the living room. And there was so much food,
everyone had brought an appetizer or dessert.

“It’s too bad your mom and dad couldn’t make it,” Paula said.
“We’ll see them tomorrow. I think this many people might be

overwhelming for my mother, and stressful for my dad, worrying about her.
They’re really doing great, though.”

David’s mother was stable and her doctor was pleased that her disease
seemed to be staying steady instead of getting progressively worse.

“Just think, this time next week, we’ll be in Rome,” Paula said.
David grinned. “We’re going to eat our way through Italy, and then

London and Paris, too.”



They were leaving on Sunday for Paula’s dream vacation, made even
better because David was going with her. They were going for two weeks.
She hadn’t taken that much time off at once in years.

“It’s perfect. We’ll be home just in time for Christmas,” she said
David laughed and looked up. “Speaking of Christmas…” They were

standing under one of the several sprigs of mistletoe that Paula hung earlier.
“Merry Christmas, Paula,” he said softly
And then he kissed her.

Thank you so much for reading! I hope you enjoyed this story. If

you’d like to keep in touch, please visit my website for updates on new
releases.

Watch for Nantucket News, book 7 in my Nantucket Beach Plum Cove
series. To receive a notification when that is available or the preorder goes
live, join my mailing list.

If you haven’t started that series, click here for The Nantucket Inn.
If you like a little mystery in your women’s fiction, please check out my

newest release, Plymouth Undercover, set in my hometown.
Have you read The Restaurant yet? That is my biggest seller so far.
Thanks so much!
Pam

http://www.pamelakelley.com/
http://eepurl.com/QZb41
https://pamelakelley.com/books/the-nantucket-inn/the-nantucket-inn/
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https://pamelakelley.com/books/standalone-books/the-restaurant/
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