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Ethan's knuckles whitened against the steering wheel as the "Welcome to Bayshore Cove" sign emerged from the morning mist. Ten years dissolved like smoke, and he was suddenly eighteen again, desperate to escape the suffocation of small-town expectations. Now he crawled back with his tail between his legs, a failed firefighter hauling the wreckage of his life in a U-Haul trailer.

"That's the sign, buddy. We're almost there." His voice cracked from disuse after three hours of highway silence.

Jacob didn't look up from his sketchbook, pencil moving in tight, controlled strokes. A nod—barely perceptible—was the only acknowledgment that he'd heard. Ethan swallowed the familiar knot of inadequacy that formed whenever he tried to reach across the growing chasm between them.

The truck rumbled past the town square, down streets with names his body remembered even as his mind struggled to place them. Morning painted the storefronts in soft amber light. A few early risers moved along the sidewalks—strangers now, though some of them had probably known him once.

Ethan checked the rearview mirror. "You hungry? We could stop somewhere for breakfast."

Another shrug, this one accompanied by a mumbled, "Not really."

Breakfast could wait. Jacob hadn't wanted much of anything since the divorce papers hit the kitchen table six months ago. He picked at food, spoke only when necessary, and disappeared into his sketchbook like it was an escape hatch from a world that had betrayed him. Ethan understood the impulse all too well.

The truck rounded one final corner, and there it stood: the Cross family home, perched on the edge of town where forest began to claim more space than pavement. Two stories of faded blue clapboard, a wraparound porch with peeling paint, and a front yard that had surrendered to weeds in the years since his parents moved to Arizona.

Ethan eased into the cracked driveway and cut the engine. The sudden quiet hung heavy between them.

"So," he said, tapping his fingers against the wheel, "this is it. Where I grew up."

Jacob finally looked up. His eyes—deep brown like his mother's—scanned the house with quiet assessment, taking in the crooked shutters and the missing slat in the porch railing.

"It's... big," Jacob said.

Relief washed through Ethan. Two syllables counted as a victory these days. "Yeah, bigger than our apartment." Ethan caught himself. Not our apartment anymore. "Bigger than my old place, I mean."

The distinction landed like a stone between them. Jacob returned to his drawing.

Ethan pushed open the door and stepped into the damp morning air. His boots crunched on gravel as he walked to the front of the truck, stretching muscles gone stiff from too many hours on the road. A breeze carried the scent of pine and wet earth, so different from the concrete and exhaust of his life in Portland. He filled his lungs with it, trying to find something familiar, something that said home.

Instead, he found only that peculiar ache of returning to a place you'd spent years trying to forget.

The porch steps creaked under his weight—the same loose third step that had betrayed curfew violations in high school. Ethan dug in his pocket for the key his mother had mailed, along with a terse note: It's yours now. Do what you want with it. They hadn't asked why he needed to come back. Some mercies were small but significant.

The door stuck and then surrendered with a groan. Dust motes swirled in the shafts of light cutting through grimy windows. The house smelled of disuse and faded memories—mothballs and old books and something else uniquely painful: the remnants of family dinners and Christmas mornings and homework at the kitchen table. A life built brick by brick, then abandoned.

Much like his marriage. Much like his career. Much like everything he'd ever built, then watched crumble between his fingers.

Ethan shook off the thought and moved through the living room, flipping light switches that yielded nothing. The electricity wouldn't be turned on until later today. The furniture stood like museum exhibits beneath yellowed sheets—his mother's precious antiques, deemed too fragile for desert living. Half-empty bookshelves lined one wall. A clock hung silent, its hands frozen at 3:42.

He pushed open the kitchen curtains, coughing at the dust that billowed from the fabric. The room revealed itself in gradual detail: faded linoleum, outdated appliances, empty cabinets with doors ajar. The breakfast nook where his father had read the newspaper every Sunday morning for thirty years. The counter where his mother had kneaded bread, her strong hands working the dough with practiced efficiency.

A hollow space opened beneath his ribs.

The sound of car doors slamming outside pulled him back. Jacob stood in the driveway, backpack slung over one shoulder, staring up at the unlit porch light.

"Light's broken," Ethan called, moving back toward the front door. "I'll fix it."

Another item for the endless list of repairs. Another promise he'd try to keep.

Jacob trudged up the steps, keeping a careful distance as he edged past Ethan into the house. He paused in the living room, taking in the shrouded furniture and dust-covered surfaces.

"It's just temporary," Ethan assured him quickly. "Until I get things figured out."

Jacob's shoulders tensed beneath his too-big hoodie. The words "temporary" and "figured out" had lost meaning over the last six months of upheaval. Everything in their lives had become provisional, uncertain.

Ethan cleared his throat. "Let's check out your room. It used to be mine, actually."

He led the way upstairs, testing each step before fully committing his weight. The house had stood empty for almost two years—plenty of time for wood to warp, for minor problems to become major ones. The second floor hallway stretched before them, doors closed like sealed time capsules.

Ethan opened the first door on the right. "Here we go."

The room looked smaller than he remembered. Navy blue walls his mother had never repainted. A twin bed with a stripped mattress. Empty shelves where his trophies had once displayed his achievements. The closet door with height measurements penciled along the frame, stopping abruptly at sixteen.

Jacob stepped inside, set his backpack down, and stood with his hands in his pockets.

"We can paint it whatever color you want," Ethan offered. "Get some new furniture."

"It's fine," Jacob said, moving to the window. He looked out at the backyard where an ancient oak tree held the skeletal remains of a treehouse. His finger traced something on the sill—initials carved into the wood. EC was still visible beneath years of paint.

"I did that when I was about your age," Ethan said, moving closer but stopping short of touching his son's shoulder. "Got in huge trouble."

Jacob's mouth twitched—almost a smile. "Mom would've grounded me for a year."

The mention of Lisa hung in the air between them. Jacob's quiet assessment wasn't wrong; his ex-wife ran a tight ship, rules clear and consequences certain. Ethan had been the one who slipped Jacob extra dessert, who extended bedtime on school nights, who said yes when Lisa said no. The fun parent. The irresponsible one.

A role he couldn't play anymore. Not when he was all Jacob had for the next year.

"Listen, Jake," Ethan began, then faltered. What could he possibly say that would matter? I'm sorry I ruined everything? I'm sorry your mom needed space? I'm sorry I couldn't be what either of you needed?

Jacob's expression closed again. "Can I unpack my stuff?"

"Yeah. Sure." Ethan backed toward the door. "I'll get the boxes from the truck."

Outside, he leaned against the U-Haul and pulled in a deep breath. Three hours in town, and he was already drowning. He'd thought—hoped—that coming back would be a reset. A chance to build something solid after watching his life in Portland collapse. The divorce. The suspension from the department. The mandatory counseling that had scraped him hollow.

He'd imagined a fresh start, not this suffocating sense of stepping backward in time while carrying the weight of a decade's worth of failures.

Ethan yanked open the trailer and stared at the stacked boxes—their life reduced to cardboard containers labeled in his hurried scrawl. Kitchen. Bedroom. Jacob's stuff. He grabbed the closest one and headed back inside, moving on autopilot.

In the kitchen, he set the box on the counter and tore it open. Dishes wrapped in newspaper. A coffee maker. The box of cereal Jacob had been eating the morning everything fell apart. Ethan's stomach twisted. He should have thrown that out.

The sound of footsteps on the porch drew his attention. Through the window, he saw a middle-aged woman with a covered dish in her hands. Mrs. Sullivan—his parents' former next-door neighbor. Her hair had gone completely gray, but her determined walk was unmistakable.

Ethan wiped his palms on his jeans and opened the door before she could knock.

"Ethan Cross." Her smile transformed her face, erasing years. "So the rumors are true. You're back."

"News travels fast," he said, forcing a smile.

"Small town." She shrugged, holding out the dish. "Chicken casserole. Figured you and your boy might be hungry after the drive."

The kindness hit him like a physical blow. "Thanks. That's... thank you."

"Your mama called, said you might need looking in on."

Of course she had. His mother's network of informants remained intact despite the geographic distance. "We're okay. Just getting settled."

Mrs. Sullivan peered past him into the dusty interior. "Place needs a woman's touch, that's for sure." Her expression softened. "Heard about your divorce. Terrible shame."

Ethan's jaw tightened. "Jake's upstairs unpacking."

She caught the deflection and nodded. "Well, let him know I've got chocolate chip cookies with his name on them whenever he wants to come by. And the community center's looking for volunteers for the rebuilding project. Good way to meet people, if you're interested."

"Maybe," Ethan said, though the thought of small talk and curious stares made his skin crawl. "Thanks for the food."

After she left, Ethan carried the casserole to the kitchen. No electricity meant no microwave, but they could eat it cold. He set it on the counter beside a stack of paper plates he'd packed for their first night.

"Jake," he called up the stairs. "Food's here, if you're hungry."

No response. Ethan sighed and climbed the steps, finding Jacob's door closed. He knocked softly.

"Hey. Got some dinner. Lady next door brought it over."

"Not hungry," came the muffled reply.

Ethan rested his forehead against the door. "You need to eat something. We've been on the road all day."

Silence stretched between them. Then: "I'll come down later."

"Promise?"

"Yeah."

Ethan withdrew, recognizing the need for space. He'd been the same at that age—retreating into himself when emotions became too complicated to navigate. Like father, like son. The thought wasn't reassuring.

Back downstairs, he continued unpacking, working methodically through box after box, building order from chaos. The physical labor helped quiet his mind, gave his hands purpose. He made the living room habitable first, uncovering furniture and wiping down surfaces. Found sheets for their beds and towels for the bathroom. Located the box with Jacob's favorite video games and set up the console on the ancient television.

Small gestures. Inadequate, but all he had to offer.

As afternoon slid toward evening, a metallic thunk announced the electricity coming on. Lights flickered to life, and the refrigerator hummed in the kitchen. One small victory.

Ethan stood in the center of the living room, surrounded by half-empty boxes and the ghosts of his childhood. Through the window, he could see the town lights beginning to twinkle in the gathering dusk. Bayshore Cove, waking up for the night.

He'd left at eighteen, certain the town had nothing to offer but limitation and judgment. Now he was back, hat in hand, hoping it might offer him something else: redemption. Forgiveness. A chance to rebuild not just a home, but a relationship with his son. A new beginning, even if it sprouted from scorched earth.

The sound of Jacob's door opening broke through his thoughts. Footsteps on the stairs, hesitant but coming closer. Ethan straightened, brushed dust from his shirt.

His son appeared in the doorway, sketchbook clutched against his chest like armor. Ten years old and already carrying burdens no child should bear. Ethan's chest ached with the need to protect him, to fix what was broken between them.

"The casserole still on the counter?" Jacob asked, voice small but present.

"Yeah." Ethan nodded. "Should be. You want some?"

Jacob nodded, and Ethan followed him into the kitchen. They moved around each other awkwardly, two planets in uncertain orbit. Ethan found forks in a drawer, served two portions onto paper plates. They sat at the kitchen table without speaking, the only sound the scrape of plastic forks against plates.

"It's good," Jacob mumbled, breaking the silence.

"Yeah. Better cold than I expected."

Jacob pushed food around his plate. "Mom called. While you were outside."

Ethan set down his fork. "Everything okay?"

"She wanted to make sure we got here." Jacob kept his eyes on his plate. "Asked if I liked the house."

"What did you tell her?"

Jacob shrugged. "That it's okay. Different."

"Different could be good," Ethan ventured.

"Could be," Jacob agreed quietly, though his tone suggested otherwise.

After dinner, they retreated to separate corners of the house—Jacob back upstairs, Ethan to the porch with a beer he didn't really want but drank anyway. The night air carried the scent of woodsmoke and something floral from Mrs. Sullivan's garden. Crickets pulsed in the darkness, a rhythm he'd forgotten existed.

The broken porch light cast erratic shadows as it flickered. Tomorrow he'd replace the bulb. Tomorrow he'd clear the yard. Tomorrow he'd figure out how to talk to his son without feeling like each word might shatter something fragile.

Tomorrow stretched before him, a road as uncertain as the one that had led them here.

But tonight, they were under the same roof. Jacob had come downstairs for dinner. Had spoken more than two words at a time. Small victories, but Ethan clung to them with desperate hope.

He tilted his face up to the stars—brighter here than in the city, a canopy of light against infinite darkness. Somewhere in that vastness, there had to be answers. A path forward. A way to heal what had been broken.

Ethan Cross might be a failure as a husband. Might have screwed up his career. Might have returned to Bayshore Cove with nothing but regret and uncertainty.

But he was still Jacob's father. And this time—this last chance—he wouldn't fail.

That much, at least, he promised the stars.
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Grace's fingers worked methodically through the cinnamon roll dough, pressing and folding with a rhythm that required no conscious thought. Morning light spilled through the Harbor Light Café's windows, casting golden rectangles across the worn wooden floor. The kitchen smelled of yeast and sugar, of possibility tucked into pockets of flour. Everything in its place. Everything under control.

"You're making that face again," Lila called from the front counter, where she arranged muffins in the display case.

Grace looked up, hands still working. "What face?"

"The one where you're solving everyone's problems in your head while making pastry." Lila tapped her temple with a flour-dusted finger. "I can hear the gears turning from here."

Grace shook her head, though a smile tugged at her lips. "Just making sure we have enough for the morning rush. Tuesdays are unpredictable."

The kitchen door swung open, and Rosie Delgado blew in like a hurricane in leopard-print leggings and an oversized sweater that slipped off one shoulder. Her dark curls bounced with each step, tiny gold stars woven into her braids catching the light.

"Coffee. Strong enough to resurrect the dead. And whatever's making this place smell like heaven." Rosie dropped her salon tote bag on a chair and slumped dramatically against the counter.

Lila laughed, already reaching for a mug. "Rough morning at the salon?"

"Mrs. Abernathy wanted a perm. Again. Despite what happened last time." Rosie accepted the coffee with reverent hands. "I need carbs and caffeine before I tackle fourteen inches of steel-wool hair."

Grace slid the tray of rolled dough into the oven, set the timer, and wiped her hands on a cloth. The kitchen was her domain—organized, predictable, controlled. Unlike the dining area, where people brought their chaotic lives and unpredictable emotions. She preferred the measured certainty of recipes over the messiness of human interaction.

Yet the café existed for those interactions. For the community they'd built. Sometimes Grace let herself believe she was more than just the steady backdrop to other people's stories—that her quiet contributions mattered.

"Have you heard?" Rosie asked between gulps of coffee, eyes bright with the gleam of fresh gossip. "Ethan Cross is back in town. Moved into his parents' old place yesterday."

The name hit Grace like cold water. She kept her expression neutral, but her fingers stilled on the counter. "Oh?"

"With his son," Lila added, voice gentler. Her eyes flickered to Grace's face, assessing. "Sandra Sullivan brought them a casserole. Said the boy barely spoke, and Ethan looked like he hadn't slept in months."

Rosie nodded. "Divorce was ugly, from what I hear. Ex-wife got remarried practically before the ink dried on the papers."

Grace reached for the sponge, wiping down the already-clean countertop. "Did Sandra say why they're back?"

The question emerged too quickly. Too obviously interested. She'd known Ethan Cross since kindergarten—had watched him run headlong into every available danger, had patched his scraped knees and later, his wounded heart. Had stood beside him at his mother's hospital bed when they were seventeen. Had expected... something that never materialized.

"Not sure," Lila said, watching Grace with that quiet perception that sometimes felt like mind-reading. "Something about a fresh start."

"Well, he picked the wrong place for that," Rosie scoffed. "Nothing fresh about Bayshore Cove except the fish."

The timer on the oven beeped, and Grace turned away gratefully, sliding mitts onto her hands. The conversation drifted to other topics—the upcoming town festival, Sheriff Langston's stubborn refusal to update the department's ancient computers, Rosie's latest dating disaster.

Grace listened without contributing, her mind circling back to Ethan Cross and his silent son. She remembered her younger brothers at that age—how grief had hollowed them out after their parents' accident, how she'd stepped into the role of caretaker at twenty-three, determined to hold what remained of their family together.

Some wounds couldn't be fixed with bandages and brave smiles. Some required a different kind of healing—the patient, steady kind that came from simply showing up, day after day, until the person believed you wouldn't leave.

The morning blurred into familiar routines. Grace filled orders, organized deliveries, and managed the lunch preparation with practiced efficiency. By two o'clock, the café had emptied of its midday crowd, and Lila shooed her toward the door.

"We're covered for the afternoon lull," Lila insisted. "Go get those seedlings you've been talking about before they sell out."

Grace hesitated. Staying busy kept her thoughts in check—prevented them from wandering to uncomfortable places.

"The tomatoes will be gone if you wait until tomorrow," Lila added knowingly. "And don't forget, we need coffee beans from Miller's. The Ethiopian we ordered came in."

With a reluctant nod, Grace untied her apron and hung it on its designated hook. "Text if it gets busy again."

"It won't," Lila assured her, pressing a small bag of day-old muffins into her hands. "And take these. They'll just go to waste."

Outside, the afternoon sun warmed Grace's skin. She walked the three blocks to Miller's General Store at an unhurried pace, nodding to familiar faces along the way. Bayshore Cove wrapped around her like a well-worn sweater—comfortable, predictable, safe. She'd never wanted to leave, not even when her brothers scattered after high school, seeking bigger lives in bigger places.

Someone had to stay. Someone had to keep the porch light on.

The bell above Miller's door jingled as she entered. Marjorie Miller waved from behind the counter, where she was ringing up Mrs. Peterson's weekly groceries. The store smelled of floor polish and fresh produce, of penny candy and the leather shoes Marjorie still stocked in the back corner.

Grace headed for the coffee aisle, mentally calculating how many pounds they'd need to get through the week. The café had become busier since they'd expanded their hours last spring—a good problem, but one that required constant adjustment to their ordering.

She rounded the corner and stopped short.

Ethan Cross stood in the middle of the aisle, a shopping basket dangling from one hand and a confused expression on his face as he stared at the coffee selection. A boy—presumably his son—leaned against the shelves several feet away, arms crossed tightly over his chest, a baseball cap pulled low over his eyes.

The years had etched themselves into Ethan's face. The carefree boy she'd known had been replaced by a man with shadows under his eyes and tension in his shoulders. His dark hair was shorter than she remembered, cropped close on the sides with a hint of gray at the temples. He looked solid yet somehow fragile, like glass that had been dropped too many times.

Grace could have retreated, avoided this first encounter. Instead, she stepped forward.

"The Ethiopian light roast is good," she said, keeping her voice neutral. "If you're looking for something smooth."

Ethan startled, turning toward her. Recognition dawned slowly, spreading across his features like a sunrise. "Grace. Grace Miller."

She nodded, trying to ignore the odd flutter in her chest. "Welcome back to Bayshore Cove."

His eyes—still that same deep brown—searched her face. "You haven't changed."

"Neither have you," she lied politely. He'd changed in all the ways that mattered—and some that shouldn't. The stubble along his jaw. The weariness around his mouth. The careful way he held himself, like a man accustomed to things breaking when he touched them.

Ethan glanced at his son, who had moved further down the aisle, pretending intense interest in a display of protein bars. "That's Jacob," he said quietly. "My son."

"I heard you were back." Grace set her basket down. "How's the house?"

"Dusty. Falling apart in places." The honesty surprised her. The old Ethan would have glossed over problems, insisted everything was fine. "But it's a roof."

"Better than no roof."

A ghost of a smile flickered across his face. "Always the practical one."

Before she could respond, Jacob called from the end of the aisle. "Dad, can we go? You said this would be quick."

Ethan's shoulders tensed. "Just picking up coffee, bud. Two minutes."

"You said that ten minutes ago," Jacob muttered, just loud enough to be heard.

Grace recognized the tone—the blend of hurt and anger and fear that came with having your life upended. Her brothers had worn the same expression for months after the accident. She'd learned to weather it, to see past it to the pain beneath.

"They moved everything around last year," she said to Ethan, gesturing toward the coffee. "Local stuff is here now. The imports are two aisles over."

Relief washed over his face. "Thanks. The layout's different than I remember."

"The whole town's different than you remember," she said, without judgment. Just fact.

Ethan nodded, his gaze dropping to the floor. "I should have come back sooner. For visits, at least."

The admission hung in the air between them, unexpected and raw. Grace wasn't sure how to respond. Anger had long since faded into indifference, and now even that felt dishonest in the face of his obvious struggle.

"You're here now," she said finally. The kindest truth she could offer.

He looked up, eyes meeting hers with an intensity that made her breath catch. For a moment, she glimpsed the boy she'd known—reckless and alive and so certain the world would bend to his will.

Then Jacob called again, impatience sharpening his voice. "Dad!"

"Coming." Ethan broke the eye contact, grabbing the first bag of coffee his fingers touched. "We should get going. It was—it's good to see you, Grace."

"You too." The words came automatically, social convention rather than honesty.

He nodded, already moving toward his son. Grace noticed how he kept a careful distance as they walked—close enough to be present, far enough to avoid rejection. The posture of someone repeatedly burned.

She watched them head toward the checkout counter, something tight and unnamed lodging in her chest. Then, grabbing her basket, she moved to the next aisle to find the Ethiopian coffee beans for the café.

The sound of a crash pulled her attention back to the front of the store. Ethan stood amid a scattered mess of groceries, the bottom of his paper bag having given way. Oranges rolled across the floor. A carton of eggs had broken open, yolks spreading in viscous yellow puddles. The coffee he'd just selected lay on its side, the sealed bag mercifully intact.

Jacob stood frozen, his expression caught between embarrassment and that specific brand of mortification unique to children watching their parents falter in public. Marjorie hurried from behind the counter, already reaching for paper towels.

"I've got it," Grace said, moving forward before she could think better of it. She set her basket down and crouched beside Ethan, who had dropped to his knees, frantically trying to contain the mess.

"I'm sorry," he muttered, not looking at her. "Didn't realize the bag was wet at the bottom."

"Happens to everyone." Grace efficiently gathered the salvageable items—canned goods, a loaf of bread, a box of cereal—and placed them in her basket. "Jacob, can you grab another bag from the counter?"

The boy hesitated, then nodded, moving like someone grateful for clear direction. Marjorie had already cleaned up most of the eggs, waving off Ethan's continued apologies with good-natured clucking.

"Don't worry about it, young man. These things happen. We'll just ring up a new carton."

Ethan's face had flushed red, his movements jerky as he collected the last of the scattered items. Grace noticed his hands—steady and capable despite his obvious embarrassment. The hands of someone used to fixing things, building things. Hands that looked empty without tools in them.

Jacob returned with a new bag, thicker than the first. He held it open while Grace transferred the groceries from her basket, his eyes darting between her and his father with wary assessment.

"Thanks," Ethan said quietly as they stood. "For the help."

Grace nodded, struck by the weight of gratitude in his voice—as though assistance with dropped groceries constituted some profound kindness. "It's nothing."

But it wasn't nothing. Not to him. She could see that in the stiff set of his shoulders, the careful way he took the new bag from Jacob, the tightness around his eyes. Ethan Cross was a man unused to accepting help, even when drowning.

"The coffee you grabbed is decent," she offered, trying to ease his discomfort. "Better than what they serve at The Lighthouse Diner, at least."

A small smile tugged at the corner of his mouth. "Low bar."

"Remarkably low," she agreed, surprising herself with the teasing response. It felt like muscle memory—their exchanges had always flowed this way, even after long absences.

Jacob watched the interaction with barely disguised curiosity, his previous irritation temporarily forgotten. Something in his posture had shifted—a fractional relaxation, a tentative openness.

"We should get these home," Ethan said, adjusting his grip on the bag. "Before anything else goes wrong."

Grace stepped back, giving them space. "The café—Harbor Light—is just down the street. If you're ever in need of better coffee than what you make at home."

"I'll remember that." Ethan nodded, then turned to Jacob. "Ready?"

The boy shrugged, but fell into step beside his father as they headed toward the door. Grace watched them go, noting how Ethan unconsciously slowed his pace to match his son's, how his body angled slightly toward the boy even as they maintained their careful distance.

Like planets in unstable orbit around each other—connected but unable to bridge the space between.

Marjorie appeared at her side. "Those two have rough road ahead of them."

Grace nodded, unable to look away as Ethan held the door open for Jacob, their silhouettes briefly outlined against the afternoon sun before disappearing from view. "Yes, they do."

"Reminds me of you and your brothers, after your parents passed," Marjorie continued, her voice softening. "That same lost look. That same determination to make it work."

The comparison pierced Grace's carefully maintained composure. She'd spent over a decade carefully constructing a life of stability after chaos—creating the solid ground her brothers needed, the community support that had saved them all.

"They'll figure it out," she said, more to herself than to Marjorie.

"Some folks need more than time," Marjorie said, patting Grace's arm. "They need someone to show them how to build something that lasts."

Grace turned back to her shopping list, focusing on the concrete task at hand rather than the unsettling emotions stirring beneath her ribs. "Two pounds of the Ethiopian beans, please. And have you got any of those seedling trays left? The ones with the biodegradable cells?"

Later, walking home with her purchases, Grace found her thoughts circling back to Ethan and Jacob. To the broken eggs on the floor and the careful distance between father and son. To the flash of the boy she'd once known in the eyes of
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