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      Head back to Pride Oregon to find out what some of your favorite Jill Sanders’ characters are up to.

      

      Sara Jordan has finally been given the chance to run the Golden Oar, a restaurant that’s been in her family for generations. But the sexy know-it-all carpenter that her uncle hired to make some changes keeps getting in her way. She’ll have to use all her skills just to prove that she’s up to the task.

      

      Parker Clark was hired to bring new life to the old building, but he hadn’t expected sparks to fly from the owner’s niece. As a series of mysterious accidents plagues the jobsite, he finds himself working one-on-one with the temptress to avoid losing everything.
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      Parker watched Robin leave the restaurant and knew he’d been a fool, again. Dating sucked. It sucked even more when you were stuck in a town where everyone pretty much knew everyone else’s history.

      He nursed the rest of his beer as he watched people in the bar come and go. His dead-end job was a sore spot in his life. He loved what he did but hated being tied to a business where he didn’t have more control over the jobs he took.

      He’d dreamed of owning his own construction business. He had the talent and skill but lacked the funds to start things off.

      What he needed was a fresh start. Someplace nice, someplace different. One thing was for sure—he was done dating for a while.

      The sound of his phone ringing shook him out of his depression for a moment, especially when he saw his grandmother’s face pop up on the screen.

      The woman had given up so much to raise him after his mother had bugged out of his life when he was five. His mother, a junkie hooked on whatever drug she could get her hands on, had at least had the decency to leave him with the one woman he’d loved unconditionally.

      “What’s up pretty lady?” His grandmother loved flattery.

      “Parker?” From the sound of his grandmother’s voice, he knew something was wrong.

      “Gran?” He dumped some bills on the table and got up. “Are you okay?”

      “I’m sorry, son, I hoped… I wanted… More time.” Her words were slurred, and he could hear that her breathing was labored.

      “Gran?” He ran from the building now, pulling the keys for his truck from his back pocket.

      “I couldn’t stop….” She was crying and he instantly knew who his grandmother was talking about.

      His mother had been making more frequent visits in the past few months, cleaning out his grandmother’s purse of any cash she had on hand. He’d warned his grandmother not to keep any money on her, but the older woman didn’t believe in credit cards. She worried that someone would get the numbers and steal all of her and her late husband’s savings.

      “Are you okay?” he asked again as he pulled out of the parking lot quickly. His tires squealed on the wet cement, but he didn’t care. His grandmother’s house was less than five miles away. He prayed he could get there fast enough.

      “I love you,” his gran said, her voice barely loud enough to hear now. Her breathing had turned sporadic.

      As he drove, he vowed that whatever happened, his mother would pay for hurting the woman who’d raised him. The only woman who’d ever really loved him.

      When he arrived, there were cop cars out in front of her place with their lights on. Without even turning off his engine, he rushed forward and ran straight through the open front door.

      Two officers tried to hold him back, but he pushed through them while calling out for his grandmother.

      As if in slow motion, his eyes scanned the front room, searching for her. Broken glass and lamps and upturned furniture filled the always-perfect sitting area.

      He noticed his gran’s slippers on the floor and looked over to the edge of the sofa, where he saw her bare feet.

      Pushing his way through the police as tears rained down his face, he knelt next to his grandmother and reached for her hand.

      “Parker.” His gran smiled up at him, her hand reaching up towards him. “I love you, remember that always.”

      “No,” he cried out repeatedly as her eyes slid closed.

      “Sir, we need to move her,” someone said to him. He didn’t want to let go of her hand, but he knew she needed help. He nodded and moved back as they gently moved her. She cried out softly and her eyes opened once more. She smiled over at him as they rolled her out of the house.

      “Sir, we’ll need you to answer some questions.”

      He nodded again as he wiped the tears from his face.

      “My mother.” He turned to the man. “Joanne Clark,” he said without being asked. He turned to the police officer and, suddenly, his fear and worry were replaced by pure anger.
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      One year later…

      Parker stood outside the massive old building and smiled. The possibilities for improving the outside were endless. Inside, well, he’d get a look at it next. But for now, he rolled his ideas over in his mind as a light rain fell in the place he now called home.

      Choosing the small town of Pride to start over and open his business in, had been an easy one. He had his Oregon contractor’s license and wanted to stay in his home state. He had spent almost three months driving up and down the coastline, looking for the right place. Then one day he’d gotten a flat tire on his new truck and had to pull off the highway.

      The picturesque town with its small shops and beautiful old buildings had given him plenty to do that first day as he waited for the new tire to be put on his truck. He’d walked into the grocery store and fallen in love with the place.

      He’d grabbed up every real estate flyer and brochure he could find. Within a month, he’d moved his belongings into a small cottage along the coast. The old owners had let him live in the house until the official closing date, which had been less than a week later. There were plenty of things he had to do to fix up the place, but that made him love it even more.

      One of the first things he’d done after settling in was create his own business flyer and post it in the grocery store, the library, and every other business in town. He’d spent a day walking around and talking to other business owners, getting to know the people of Pride.

      Now, Clark’s Construction was officially open for business. He’d enjoyed his chat with the grocery store owner, Patty O’Neil, that first day. The older woman had eyed him up and down until finally she had smiled and slapped him on the shoulder and exclaimed that he’d fit right in.

      After that, it had taken less than a week to start getting calls for small jobs. But this job would be his biggest to date.

      Remodeling the Golden Oar restaurant would ensure that Clark’s Construction had a future in the town and, more importantly, that he did. He was even more determined to get the job after seeing the outside of the place.

      After jotting down a few of his ideas for the outside of the family restaurant, he stepped through the double doors and glanced around. He’d come early for the meeting with Iian Jordan, the owner, so he could get a feel for the place first. Thankfully, it was between the lunch and dinner rush and the dining area was pretty much empty.

      Most of the staff were nowhere to be found and there were only six customers in the entire place at the moment.

      Inside the door, his mind instantly got to work assessing the place.

      He immediately noticed the beautiful oil paintings that hung on every available wall space. The colorful paintings depicted violent, stormy oceans, peaceful water scenes, colorful sunsets, and fishermen on their boats. Some paintings had underwater cities with merpeople swimming in the background. All were tastefully done and brought charm and character to the environment.

      There was a large stone fireplace near the back of the dining room. A wall of glass overlooked the calm waters of the Pacific, providing guests a shockingly beautiful view while they waited for their food. From where he stood, Parker could see all the way up the coastline.

      The tables were set with candles, small flower vases, cloth napkins, and paper placemats. Fishing nets, oars, and other nautical items hung on the walls, giving the place character.

      He walked further into the room and noticed the painting above the stone fireplace. The mermaid was beautiful. Her green eyes mesmerized him, drawing him closer.

      She was poised as if she were daydreaming, staring off to some distant place as she ran a shell comb through the long blonde tresses that covered most of her ample chest. Her tail was a vibrant green that matched her eyes, which sparkled and caught his eye.

      He had to tear his attention from the beauty when a hostess asked if she could seat him.

      “No, thanks, I’ll just have a seat at the bar.” He nodded towards the bar across the room. There was a wall of glass between the main dining area and the bar, breaking up the flow of the room.

      “If you need anything…” She smiled at him and went back to looking down at her phone.

      The place was outdated, even if it was very well maintained. He estimated that it hadn’t been remodeled in over twenty years.

      “Hi, what can I get you?” a pretty brunette bartender asked when he sat down. She was young, but that didn’t stop her from shooting flirtatious looks as she ran her eyes over him.

      He’d still been scanning the restaurant and hadn’t really noticed her until she spoke.

      “Water.” He smiled at her and set his binder down in front of him.

      Seeing the name on the cover, she smiled. “You’re here to talk to my dad?” she asked.

      His eyebrows shot up. “Iian Jordan?” he asked.

      Her smile grew, and she leaned against the bar, her black halter top dipping dangerously lower. “Yup, that’s him. I’m Riley.” She held out a hand for him to take.

      “Parker Clark.” He shook her hand easily. “It’s a lovely place your family has here.” He glanced around again, hoping that she’d get the hint that this was business.

      “Thanks. I’ve been begging Dad for years to let us update it. Not that it isn’t great how my grandparents decorated it back in the Stone Age.” She chuckled. “But the younger population is slowly taking over Pride and we want more. You know?” She got him a bottled water from a small fridge and set it down in front of him.

      There was no way she was twenty-one. He’d guess seventeen or eighteen, if he had to wager. Seeing the way she moved and talked, he’d bet she had practiced the flirtatious moves in the mirror plenty of times before using them on customers.

      “Should you be bartending?” he asked as he opened his water.

      She laughed and leaned against the bar again, making sure to position herself just right so her cleavage was on display. She was attractive, but much too young for him to even consider doing anything about it.

      “I’ll be twenty-one someday.” She leaned closer. “Besides, who’s counting?” She winked, then her eyes moved past him, and her smile changed. “It looks like your meeting is going to start early.”

      He turned and saw a very tall, broad-shouldered man walk in. He had a frown on his face, and his eyes matched his daughter’s eyes perfectly.

      “What do you think you’re doing?” the man said in a clear voice. He marched behind the bar and looked down at Riley. Parker had heard all about Iian Jordan from Patty.

      “Getting Mr. Clark here some water.” Riley nodded to his bottle with a smile. “Parker Clark, my father, Iian Jordan.” She used sign language as she spoke to her father.

      Parker stood and held out his hand for the man. There were several things he’d learned about Iian Jordan before agreeing to the meeting. One, the man was deaf. He’d read in one of the many interviews of the somewhat-famous chef that he had lost his hearing in a boating accident on his eighteenth birthday. He’d lost his father in the same accident. The second thing he’d learned from Patty was that Iian read lips very well. Lastly, he’d learned that he was very protective of his family, including his many nephews and nieces.

      “Riley was very helpful,” Parker said as Iian reached across the bar and shook his hand.

      “I wasn’t expecting you for half an hour yet,” Iian said easily.

      “I wanted to come early and take a look around.” He made sure to face Iian when he spoke.

      “Good.” Iian took his daughter’s shoulders and nudged her out from behind the bar.

      “I’m sure Jacob needs your help in the back,” Iian said.

      “Jacob can…” Riley stopped when Iian gave her a fatherly look. “It was nice to meet you.” Riley smiled in his direction.

      They watched her go and when Iian turned back towards him, he sighed. “When did she grow up?” He motioned for Parker to take a seat at one of the booths.

      Parker grabbed his binder and sat across from him. Iian Jordan didn’t look like he was old enough to be Riley’s father. There were streaks of silver along his temple and above his ears, but other than that, the man looked like he was in his early thirties.

      “I hear you’re new to town?” Iian, much like his daughter, was sizing him up. He could tell the man was trying to gauge what kind of businessman he was.

      “Yes,” he said and nodded as well.

      “What brings you to Pride?”

      “Work, hopefully.” He was evading answering completely, but he knew to keep his answers short. “It’s a picturesque town. I’d like to think I can make it even more beautiful.”

      Something changed in Iian’s eyes and the man smiled. “I heard you helped Patty make some repairs in the back of the store.”

      “Yes, she needed a new freezer put in and a utility sink in the butchery,” he answered.

      Iian nodded. “I had a look at the job you did. I was impressed.”

      “Thank you.” Parker smiled. “I’ve done a few other small jobs if you’d like more references?”

      Iian shook his head. “No, why don’t you tell me what you have in mind for this place.” He nodded to the restaurant.

      A little over an hour later, Parker walked back out of the building. He would have skipped, if he hadn’t been sure someone would see him. Instead, he did a quick fist pump once he was back inside his truck.

      Iian Jordan’s handshake would have to do until the contracts and pricing were agreed on. Parker would be tied to his computer for the next week as he came up with the architectural design for his ideas. That was plenty of time to get the job done before his next meeting with Iian, where they would agree on exactly what was going to be done.

      He made a quick stop at the grocery store for a few supplies to ensure that he didn’t starve when he locked himself away to work on the design.

      He was walking on cloud nine as he made his way through the store. He was so focused on planning the remodel in his mind that he didn’t notice the woman until he bumped solidly into her.

      The box of Ding Dongs that she had a hold of went flying up in the air as she reached out for something, anything, to steady herself.

      He dropped his own basket of items and reached for her just as the box of chocolate cakes hit him squarely in the forehead.

      When he finally felt steady again, the first thing he noticed was a pair of sexy sea-green eyes looking up at him.

      He blinked a few times to try and clear his mind, but there, lying on the floor of the grocery store, was the sexy mermaid from above the fireplace at the Golden Oar. Anger filled her eyes, turning them an even darker shade of green.
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      Sara’s butt hurt, bad, as she glared up at the man who’d bumped into her. She’d been on her normal Saturday evening snack run and so focused on figuring out what movie she and her cousin Lilly were going to watch tonight that she hadn’t been paying attention. She and Lilly had been making their way through all the black-and-white classics her folks owned on DVD, and Sara was determined to get through each and every one of them by the beginning of summer.

      She’d been so focused on making a decision that she hadn’t been paying attention at all. But she wasn’t going to tell that to tall, tan, and sexy, who was currently looking down at her like she was on the dessert menu.

      “That hurt,” she complained as she continued to sit on the hard tile floor of aisle three.

      Her words seemed to shake him out of the stupor he’d been in. He reached down for her just as she moved to stand up. Their foreheads collided, and she ended up back on the floor, this time grabbing her head instead of her ass.

      “Damn it.” She hissed.

      “My god.” Finally, he spoke. His voice was sexier than she’d imagined.

      This time, he reached down, placed his hands under her arms firmly, and helped her stand up. He was taller than she’d thought. His hair was cut short, almost military style. The dark shirt he was wearing was tight around his muscular arms, making her mouth water instantly. She imagined briefly what it would feel like to be held in them.

      “Are you okay?” he asked. His voice woke her from her daydreams.

      She made a show of dusting off her black yoga pants, which made her remember how she was dressed. She tried not to groan at her attire. She straightened, threw her shoulders back, and tossed up her chin.

      “Didn’t your mother ever teach you to watch where you’re going?” Why had she said that? God! She was being such a bitch.

      Instead of getting offended, the man smiled at her. Slowly, he bent down and picked up the box of Ding Dongs she had grabbed.

      “Maybe if you have these, you’ll give me a second chance at a first impression?” He handed her the box and she hugged it to her chest like a lifeline.

      Her eyes narrowed. Why was he in such a good mood? She’d just thrown a box of Ding Dongs at his head, bumped him in the forehead, and yelled at him. He should be pissed, but instead, he was smiling at her like she was the best thing he’d seen all day.

      “I can be cross when I’m hangry too,” he added as he picked up his own basket of items.

      “I heard the crash.” Patty O’Neal came hobbling around the corner. The woman had once been very large, but when Sara was young, she’d lost almost all of the weight. In the past month she’d undergone full knee replacement on her left knee and was moving around better than before the surgery.

      “We’re okay,” she told Patty, so the woman wouldn’t worry and slip on the tile floor and hurt herself. “Just had a bump in.” She walked past the man, still keeping an eye on him as she went by.

      At the check-out stand, she wasn’t surprised to find the man behind her as she waited.

      “I’m sorry,” he said after a moment. “I hope you’re not hurt.”

      She turned slightly and glared at him. “No harm,” she finally admitted, her eyes running up and down him. When she spotted a red mark on his forehead from where the box of Ding Dongs had hit him, she winced.

      “I’m Parker, by the way.”

      Her eyes narrowed slightly at him. She’d never seen him before in town, and she knew everyone in Pride. Everyone.

      “Visiting?” she asked.

      “No, I moved here a little over a week ago,” he answered.

      She tilted her head slightly and gauged him again. A newcomer. Questions flooded her mind.

      “Sara!” Carol, the clerk, waved her ahead.

      She handed the box of treats over and tried to ignore the new guy standing behind her. It was then that she realized she’d forgotten her purse in her Jeep.

      “Can you just add that to my tab?”

      “I’ve got this,” Parker jumped in. “Just add it to my bill.”

      He handed her the box and started putting his own items onto the belt.

      She sighed, feeling guilty for being cross with him. “Well, thanks,” she said and made a hasty retreat.

      Jumping into her Jeep, she pulled open the box and shoved a treat into her mouth. Skipping lunch had been a bad idea. Especially after the early morning swim and the game of basketball with her cousins. She could never turn down Conner and Jacob. The boys looked so much like her favorite uncle, Iian, that she had too much of a soft spot for them. Besides, she loved a good sporting game and enjoyed trying to beat the brothers, even if she hadn’t had a chance in hell. The fact that they were both well over six foot and she stood a measly five foot five inches, like her mother, didn’t stop her from trying to whoop their asses on the court.

      She was reaching for another treat when a knock on her window caused her to jump.

      Parker stood outside her window, smiling at her.

      “Everything okay?” he asked.

      She shoved another treat into her mouth and nodded, then gave him a thumbs-up and started her Jeep.

      As she drove away from the parking lot, she thought she heard him laughing.

      Pulling into the house, she shoved the third cake into her mouth and finally felt human again. Okay, she really needed something other than a sugary snack to satisfy her. Her blood sugar had leveled off and now she wanted real food. Maybe she’d convince Lilly to order pizza.

      Taking the box of treats with her, she walked up to the front door and didn’t bother with knocking.

      “Lilly?” she called out.

      “In the kitchen,” her cousin yelled back.

      Where Sara was blonde with fair skin and sea-green eyes like her mother, Lilly had taken after her own mother, Sara’s aunt Lacey. Lilly’s thick, dark hair was something Sara had always loved, especially the slight curl it had. Sara’s own hair was straight and extremely fly-away.

      Sara walked into the kitchen near the back of the house and smiled as her stomach growled.

      “Pizza.” She walked over and sniffed the pepperoni pizza Lilly had just pulled from the oven.

      “I’m starved,” Lilly said as she cut the pizza. “I thought we could have a pie while we watch Monkey Business.”

      Sara laughed. “You read my mind, cousin.” She gave Lilly a hug as she reached across and snagged a slice of pizza. “I ran into someone new in town today,” she said, sitting down at the bar before biting into the slice.

      “Oh? Is he cute?”

      Sara shook her head. “No, cute is not a word I’d use.” She thought about how sexy Parker was. The man had gotten her juices flowing with just one look.

      “Oh?” Lilly walked over and stood across from her, leaning on the counter as she nibbled on her pizza.

      “Tall, tan, dark brown puppy-dog eyes, and sexy as hell.”

      “Mmm, sounds like a perfect distraction.”

      Sara chuckled. “I doubt Dylan would be happy to hear you say that.”

      Lilly had secretly been in love with Dylan Bishop since the second grade.

      “Dylan doesn’t even know that I’m alive.” Lilly sighed.

      “That proves what you know and what you don’t.” Sara laughed at her cousin. She was looking forward to the rest of the night, and she tried to forget all about what a stranger had done to her in aisle three of the grocery store.
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      Parker sat at the same table in the Golden Oar a little over a week later. He stopped his knee from bouncing nervously for the second time in the last five minutes as Iian looked at his laptop screen and scrolled his mouse through the images.

      He was confident in his ideas. Positive they would enhance the restaurant. Of course, he’d taken lots of notes as Iian had described what he wanted for the place. Parker’s ideas had fallen closely in line with his, but still, he needed to make sure Iian liked everything.

      He remained silent as Iian scanned the images he’d toiled over for the past week. Did the man know that both his business future and his future in Pride hung on what he thought? When Iian finally looked up, there was a smile on his lips.

      “I love it,” he said.

      Parker’s eyebrows shot up. “All of it?”

      “Every detail. I wouldn’t change a thing.” He reached up and shut his laptop.

      “Really?” He tried to cover up his insecurities by nodding. “Wonderful,” he finally said. “When are you thinking of having me start?”

      “Well, can I let you in on a secret?” Iian leaned forward slightly.

      “Sure.” He nodded and mimicked the man’s move.

      “It’s our anniversary, my wife and mine, next week. I’m taking her on a month-long sabbatical to Europe. We’re going to do it all: Ireland, England, France, Spain, Germany, Italy, and ending up in Greece. Every place she’s ever wanted to go.” He leaned back and glanced around. “I was hoping to have the majority of it done by the time we get back. Which means I won’t be around to check in on the progress.”

      Parker’s eyebrows had slowly gone up. If the man wasn’t going to be around the entire time he was working, that could cause some problems.

      “Wow, congratulations. I’m sure your wife will enjoy the trip. Are you planning on leaving a manager in charge?” he asked.

      Iian sighed. “Well, sort of. My niece has been slowly taking over when I’m not around, which has been happening more often lately. She’s been waiting for an opportunity like this to show me what she’s made of. Most of the dining hall will be closed off in sections, which means she’ll have her work cut out for her.”

      Parker thought about the logistics of the situation. “Will you give her power to agree to any changes if issues should arise?”

      “Some, but I’d like to stick as close to this as possible.” He tapped Parker’s laptop.

      “I can do that.” He smiled and reached across to shake the man’s hand.

      “Speak of the devil.” Iian chuckled and stood up. Parker glanced back to where Iian was looking and stilled.

      There, walking into the bar area, was the sexy blonde he’d bumped into at the grocery store. Today, instead of tight yoga pants, she was wearing a short black skirt with a soft gray sweater. She had on ankle-high black boots with a slight heel and he noticed, just as in the store, she walked into the room like she had a mission.

      “Uncle Iian,” the woman said as she walked into the man’s waiting arms. “I’m here. What did you need to see me about that was so important?” She signed along as she spoke.

      As he stood up, her eyes traveled past her uncle and landed directly on him. Her entire demeanor changed, causing him to smile as he made his way towards her.

      Bumping into the blonde had been the highlight of his time in Pride. Seeing the spark in her eyes when he’d tried to help her up off the floor had caused his heart rate to spike.

      “What are you doing here?” she asked him, her tone making it clear he wasn’t welcome.

      He was pretty sure she’d turned her back on her uncle so that he wouldn’t know what she’d said.

      “Nice to meet you,” he held out his hand, making a point to speak clearly so Iian would understand. “I’m Parker Clark, Clark Construction. Your uncle has just hired me to handle the remodeling of the Golden Oar.”

      “Remodeling?” Her voice pitched, and she turned on her uncle. Instead of speaking, she used sign language to, no doubt, voice her concerns to her uncle privately.

      He didn’t understand what she was saying, but by the way she was throwing her hands and body around as she did it, he guessed that she wasn’t pleased with the new information.

      “Why don’t we all sit down,” Iian finally said, putting his hands firmly on his niece’s shoulders.

      “I’m sorry, I didn’t get your full name,” Parker said after watching Iian practically push the woman into a chair.

      Her eyes were still narrowed at him. “Sara Jordan,” she said quickly. “I don’t like you coming in here, pushing my uncle to—” Iian’s hand was back on her arm lightly.

      “I called Parker here, after talking to Patty and seeing the excellent job he’d done at her place. It’s time this old building got some updates. We barely passed the last inspection.” He sighed and leaned back, crossing his arms over his chest. “As it is, I’m afraid it might catch on fire once Parker starts work.”

      Parker almost jumped in to assure Iian that he was always very careful, but the look the man gave him told him he wasn’t really concerned, but instead trying to persuade his niece of the importance.

      There were a few items they had agreed on in their first meeting that needed to be dealt with to make sure the place was up to code, but nothing that was very threatening.

      “Is it really that bad?” she asked, using sign language as well as speaking along.

      “It could easily get that way. The old place has needed a makeover for years. This is my chance, since we’ll be out of town. Besides, to make things easier on you, I’m thinking of cutting back the hours to only dinner.”

      A small gasp escaped Sara. “That’s drastic. So many people in Pride depend on this place for breakfast and lunch.”

      “I wouldn’t want to overwhelm you on your first month alone,” Iian added.

      “Month?” Sara’s eyebrows rose.

      Iian filled his niece in on his plans. Parker could see the love and excitement in Sara’s eyes when he mentioned the surprise trip for his wife. He listened as they planned how to surprise Allison.

      Slight jealousy surfaced from seeing how close the family was. He’d always dreamed of being part of something bigger. Not that his gran hadn’t showed him enough love, but his mother had always pulled in the opposite direction.

      “We can finish this later,” Iian finally jumped in. “I’m sure Parker doesn’t need more of his time wasted.”

      “I appreciate the chance.” He nodded.

      “Can I see what it is exactly you have planned for the place?” Sara asked, her voice a little softer than before.

      “I’m sure he’ll go over things with you.” Iian stood. “I have to make sure everything’s ready for the lunch rush.” Parker stood and shook his hand. “If you need anything, let me know. As it is, you can start work first thing Monday morning.”

      “I’ll make all the preparations.” He watched the man leave, then turned back to Sara, who had remained seated and was watching him closely. Sitting back down, he opened his laptop and turned it around. “Here’s what we have.”

      Much like her uncle, she was quiet as she scanned through the plans. However, instead of looking pleased, she had a slight frown on her lips. Lips that happened to be painted a soft pink. His eyes returned to them over and over.

      “You’re taking out this wall?” She pointed to the screen. Since she was sitting opposite of him, he stood up and slid into the booth next to her. Seeing the screen, he smiled.

      “Yes.” He looked up at the wall in question. “The flow of the room will be better without it. Besides, in cases of emergency, having this area open will make it a lot safer.”

      “What about the fireplace?” she said after a moment of silence. “You don’t show it here.”

      “Here.” He leaned closer and clicked the screen until the right image showed up. “It’s still there. We’ll remove the old cracked and outdated stones, put in some new tile and paint. With the color your uncle picked out for the walls, the tile should really pop.” In his mind, he could see the finished product.

      He was so preoccupied with his daydreams, he didn’t realize how close he was to Sara until she shifted slightly and her leg brushed up against his, sending his mind in a different direction.
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      Sara could feel her entire body react to Parker’s closeness. Her heart skipped, the palms of her hands grew sweaty, and she nibbled her bottom lip nervously. All basic signs that the man had her libido skyrocketing.

      Purposely leaning away from him, she jutted her chin up and took several breaths to clear him out of her system.

      “What color?” she finally asked.

      “Hmm?” Parker turned, and she found herself looking deep into those dark eyes of his.

      “What color will the walls be?” Sara didn’t like change. The Golden Oar had been the same for as long as anyone could remember. Everyone in town loved it for what it was, a piece of history. She didn’t want the place to change.

      Once, when she’d been in third grade, her parents had repainted her room. Even though she loved the soft pink color, it had taken her almost five years to stop complaining about it.

      She still drove the same old clunker her father had purchased for her when she’d gotten her license. The old Jeep was in great shape but still had more issues than a newer car would.

      “It’s called Amazing Gray.” He opened the binder sitting next to his laptop and there were several color samples.

      She glanced through them and, even though
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