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Chapter 1


I balanced three smoothies on my tray and set off across the café to deliver them to my table. On the other side of the café Casey Conway, the new waitress and a distant cousin, explained the daily specials to some customers.  
I caught Casey’s eye and gave her an encouraging smile. She brushed her long light brown hair behind her ear and smiled back. 
At only twenty, Casey had taken a job at the café to save up money to go back to school to train as a nurse. She commuted from Starling to Marchville every day in a bucket of rust and never spent a penny on anything frivolous. 
Grandma Iris said that branch of the family had fallen on hard times a couple generations back. Casey seemed determined to pull herself up again. After seeing her work ethic and her creativity, I felt sure she could do it. 
I put the smoothies in front of my customers and got three huge grins in return. Casey had suggested adding the smoothies to the café’s menu, and so far they’d been a big hit. 
The next two customers through the door made me groan internally. My cousin and lifelong rival Melody walked in with her artist boyfriend Blair Orion. As an artist myself, Blair’s snobby attitude never failed to get under my skin. 
I crossed my fingers that they would be seated in Casey’s section instead of mine. No luck. I gritted my teeth in a smile. 
“Hi Melody, Blair. Welcome to the March Street Café. Would you like to hear the specials today?” 
“Hello Kelly, still waitressing, I see.” Melody’s honeyed tones made me want to flip the table. 
I smoothed the front of my apron. “Yes. The specials?” 
“Sure, if you’d like to recite them, go ahead.” 
I started listing the specials. 
“You know,” Melody interrupted, “Blair’s not the only person with talent in Marchville.” 
I paused, surprised that she would say she could see my talent. “Oh?” 
“We have a very successful musical trio. Did you see that Cadillac commercial during the game last weekend? Our own Moorhead Trio wrote the song. Didn’t you used to babysit Finn Moorhead?” 
“How do you remember who I babysat in high school? It’s been almost twenty-five years.” 
“I take gingko biloba. You should consider, it, Kelly. It’s not healthy to have memory loss at your age.” 
“Our age,” I corrected. “Would you like to hear the rest of the specials?” 
“No, I’ll just have a chef’s salad and a water.” 
I looked at Blair. 
“The same.” 
I took their menus and stomped over to the kitchen to put in their orders. Casey met me at the order window and put a gentle hand on my arm. 
“Kelly, is everything ok?” 
I took a deep breath and nodded. “Not all cousins are good cousins. You’re the good kind. Melody is the other kind.” 
“Want to switch tables?” 
“No, I’m fine. I shouldn’t let her get to me.” 
“Are you sure you don’t want to switch?” 
I nodded. 
The front door opened and we looked to see who was there. It was Finn Moorhead, looking tousled and just as cute as when he was a little boy. Next to me, Casey blushed up to the roots of her hair. 
“Please will you switch? It would be so awkward serving Finn,” she whispered. 
“Why would it be awkward?” I said, feeling the stir of gossip inside. 
“We’re kind of dating. I think he could be the one. But I don’t want to do a whole public display of affection. That’s so high school.” 
“But he’s coming to see you at work. That’s sweet,” I said with a smile. 
“I don’t think he even knows I work here. It hasn’t really come up yet.” 
“Fine,” I relented. “I’ll take his table and you take Melody and Blair. They’re having chef’s salads and water.” 
A shriek from the kitchen startled us. “Potatoes!” 
“Is everything ok in there, Ricardo?” I asked, peering through the window to see if I could spot the problem. There was no blood and no pots boiling over. 
“No, it is not ok!” Ricardo’s furious face popped into the order window. “That stupid Antoine makes potato salad part of the special and does not supply me enough potatoes. And now, where is he? Can he go to the market and fix his mistake? No, he leaves me in the lurch.” 
“Uh, maybe you could—” I started. 
“You! New waitress. You will go to the market and bring me the bag of potatoes.” 
Casey looked at me. I shrugged. “Take a twenty out of the register and make sure to get a receipt.” 
She nodded. “Sorry to leave you to cover.” 
“It’s fine. Just get Ricardo his potatoes.” 
Casey left through the back door and I brought Melody and Blair their waters. 
“What was all the commotion?” Melody said when I set the waters down. 
“Don’t worry about it, just a problem in the kitchen. Nothing important.” 
She gave me a little smirk. “I know it’s not important, Kelly. It’s a café, not brain surgery.” 
“Brain surgery with a chef’s knife, now that would be something else.” I smiled at her briefly and walked away from the table. I needed to bring Finn a menu. 
To my surprise, someone had joined Finn at his table. The someone was a very pretty young woman who appeared to be trying to occupy his lap. Finn smiled at her and stroked a finger down her cheek. 
I walked up and slapped two menus on the table. “Welcome to the March Street Café, I’m Kelly, would you like to hear the specials?” 
“Nadia,” Finn said into the young woman’s ear, “you’d better…” he nodded at the other chair. 
Nadia wriggled off his lap and scooted the chair as close to him as possible before sitting on it. 
“Hi Finn,” I said. 
He stared at me a moment before blinking in recognition. “Kelly, hi.” 
“I hear congratulations are in order.” 
Nadia giggled. “Oh, we’re not, like, engaged.” She wriggled her bejeweled fingers. “These are just, like, fashion.” 
“I meant his song.” 
Finn’s smile grew wide. He brushed his hair off his forehead. “Yeah. That was pretty amazing when I got the call. At first I couldn’t believe it. My song, on TV? Mine?” 
“He wrote it about me,” Nadia said. “I’m his muse.” She favored him with a sultry gaze and a manicured hand on his knee. “I inspire him.” 
A gasp from the kitchen made me look over, where I saw Casey’s face for a second before she ducked behind the door. 
“I’ll leave you to look at the menus. The smoothies have been very popular.” I dashed across the café and into the kitchen. 
Casey drooped against the refrigerator, a sack of potatoes forgotten at her feet. Unshed tears sparkled in her eyes. 
“Are you ok?” 
She took a deep, shuddering breath. “I will be. Momma told me I was a fool to date a musician. She said they were all dogs. I thought Finn was different.” 
“Dogs aren’t so bad. Think of Buddy,” I said, naming Grandma Iris’s bulldog. “You could hardly want a better friend than that.” 
“I’ll have to come by and give him a belly rub,” she said. 
“Do you need to take a little time before you go back in there?” 
She shook her head. “Just let me splash a little cold water on my face and catch my breath. I’ll be fine.” 
I gave her a quick hug, but was interrupted by Ricardo. 
“Potatoes,” he demanded. 
I rolled my eyes and left them in the kitchen. 
When I reentered the dining room, I saw that Melody and Blair had abandoned their own table and joined Finn and Nadia. I pasted a smile on my face and went to the table. 
“Have you had a chance to decide?” I said, looking at Finn. 
“Isn’t this great,” Melody said, “the two big talents of Marchville at one table.” 
Blair preened. Finn ducked his head and smiled a boyish smile. I felt sure he knew just how cute most girls would find that, and probably practiced it in the mirror. 
“We’re both going to have the smoothies,” Nadia said. She help up the menu and pointed at it. “They’re healthy, right? Finn is like, very big on his health.” 
I gave her a tight nod and took the menus. “Anything else?” 
“How about some onion rings for the whole table,” Finn said. 
“Got it.” I went to put the order in. 
In the kitchen, Ricardo had commandeered Casey’s help peeling potatoes. She gave me a rueful smile. 
I raised an eyebrow at Ricardo. 
“Green potatoes,” he said, gesturing at the spuds. “She gets me green potatoes. I can’t leave the skins on those, it’ll poison the customers. So she peels them for me.” 
Behind me, I heard the strum of a guitar. I turned and saw Melody shushing the room. 
“Can I have everybody’s attention! Listen up. This is Finn Moorhead playing his hit song, Sunshine Girl,” Melody announced. 
He strummed and started to sing. The front door of the café flew open and a man marched in. 
The man pointed a finger at Finn. “You rat!” 




Chapter 2


The café went silent. Everyone stared at the newcomer.  
Finn lowered the guitar onto his lap and gave the room a reassuring look. “Joey, hey brother, how are you?” 
“I’m not your brother!” Joey grabbed the guitar and threw it across the room. It bounced off a table leg and hit the wall with a jangling crash. 
After a moment of shock, everyone started talking and moving at once. Melody dragged Blair away from the table. Nadia sidled toward the ladies room. A table of customers near the door left their food and ran outside. 
“You cheated us!” 
Finn held his hands out and started to rise from his chair. “Hey, hey now, it’s not like that.” 
“Sit down, rat. It’s exactly like that. I called Adam.” 
Finn swallowed hard, his eyes fixed on the man looming over him. “You talked to Adam?” 
“I asked him where the check was. He said you had it, you rat!” 
“Me?” 
“He said you claimed the entire copyright, so he had to send the whole thing to you! You traitor! You cheater! You, you, rat!” With wild eyes, Joey lunged toward Finn. 
A potato hit the back of Joey’s head with a thud. 
Ricardo stood in the doorway to the kitchen, another potato in his hand. “Get out! You’ll give everybody bad digestion, and then they think it’s my food. Out!” 
I stepped forward, hands on my hips. “He means it. Now go.” 
Joey shot a dirty look at Finn and left the café. Finn bent and picked up the potato and held it out. 
“Show’s over,” he said, flashing that little boy smile at the room. 
I went to get a mop to clean up the spot on the floor where the potato had landed. Finn went to the kitchen door with the potato. 
“Thanks,” he said. 
“It’s dirty now, I don’t want it,” Ricardo said with a sneer. 
“I mean thanks for interrupting Joey. I think he’s having trouble with his meds or something.” 
Ricardo turned away and went back to the kitchen, revealing Casey standing behind him. 
Finn’s eyes widened for a moment as he caught sight of her. “Casey, you work here? I thought you were in school.” 
“I’m saving up. Who’s that girl?” She cut her eyes in the direction of the ladies room where Nadia had vanished. 
“Babe, it’s not what you think. She’s just a friend.” 
“She looked extra friendly to me.” 
He brushed a finger down her cheek. “People have different ideas about boundaries sometimes. Don’t worry about her.” 
Her face softened. 
I had finished mopping the potato juice off the floor and pushed roughly past Finn. He stepped back from Casey. I put the mop away. 
“Excuse me, Finn, but Casey has work to do.” I couldn’t quite keep my disapproval out of my voice. 
Finn nodded. “I’ll call you later.” 
“I’m working til close
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