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Chapter One
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Ellis eased the finished tote bag from under the presser foot and snipped off the trailing threads, adding them to the growing pile on the table. “You are gorgeous,” she murmured, fingering the glossy blue thread of the embroidery, the first she’d done on her brand-new second-hand commercial machine that was already proving itself worthy of its ridiculously high price. So what if it was going to take her years to pay it off? “We are going to make beautiful music together. If you’ll pardon the expression.” She patted the machine and stood, surveying the assortment of canvas fabrics, threads, and braiding on the kitchen table. That mess could wait.

Since her accent pillows had been selling well on consignment at Serendipity, one of the two gift shops on Main Street, for almost two years now, she hoped Cora Raeburn, the shop owner, would be willing to find space for tote bags as well. The weekly pillow supply consistently sold out in summer, the most wonderful season of all, which would be arriving in a couple of weeks, and Ellis was confident tote bags emblazoned with Colchester, the name of their little beach town, were sure to be hot items with tourists. She’d also embroider some with words geared to the year-round residents, as soon as she thought of something catchy. 

Grabbing her purse and the inaugural tote bag, she glanced in the mirror by her front door. Her hair was half falling out of its ponytail but she still had remnants of lipstick left, which was a good enough look for Main Street on a Saturday morning. 

Starting her VW Golf, she tried to come up with something else to embroider, something that would catch the eye of her neighbors and convince them they had to have one of her canvas bags for themselves. When nothing popped into her head, she moved on to thoughts of Serendipity, and what she would do with the shop if it were hers. Cora had mentioned retiring a couple of times since Ellis had started doing business with her, and the idea to buy the shop someday had settled itself firmly in her mind. It would be more exciting than her current job as admin at Wyberg’s, the largest employer in Colchester, Massachusetts. Software design was interesting as far as it went, and the people she worked with were nice, but to own her own business... It was the stuff that dreams were made of. And once she’d made a real success of it, she’d save and save until it hurt, sacrificing wherever she could because the end result, an early retirement, so she could travel all over the world, was worth it.

Unable to get a parking spot in front of Serendipity, which she took as a good sign for the shop, she angle parked in front of Auggie’s Hardware, waving to Auggie in the front window as she closed her door. He waved and returned his attention to the customer next to him. 

Hugging the folded tote bag against her chest, she pushed open the door and entered the gift shop. She counted five customers browsing and saw Cora and Addison, home from college for the summer, helping still more. She strolled around, eying the cards, the rack of mugs with funny sayings that never failed to make her grin, the shot glasses, post cards, and t-shirts. By the time she’d made her way to the craft corner, Cora had finished with her customer.

“Good morning, Ellis.”

“Hi, Cora.” She saw the older woman eying the tote bag and hoped she would like it.

“What’s that you’ve got there?”

Ellis opened it to better display the embroidery. 

“Lovely,” Cora said. “May I?”

She handed it to the woman, crossing her fingers. “I could do some for the locals, too. With, I don’t know, Summer Fun, or something clever on them. Do you think you might want to sell them?” She watched Cora examine the outside and inside, and gently touch the lettering with her fingertips.

“Absolutely.” She looked at Ellis. “You’re still making the pillows, aren’t you?”

“Yes. If you have room for both.” The tote bags were less expensive to make but were about the same amount of labor.

“I’ll find room. I know these will sell. What are you thinking for the price?”

Ellis suggested a number, and Cora shook her head. “I think you can go a little higher.”

“Really?”

Cora glanced around then spoke with a lowered voice. “At least in the summer. Then we’ll have a ‘sale’ in the off-season.” She winked.

“Great. I’ll go home and get to work.”

“Would you take special orders on the embroidery?”

“Yes.” She should have thought of that herself. “Maybe with a few days turnaround?” If she wasn’t working at Wyberg’s it could be an hour turnaround, but she did appreciate having a roof over her head, food, her three-year-old car, luxuries like that, so for now Wyberg’s was a fact of life.

“That’s perfect. Are you leaving this with me?”

Ellis looked at it. Did she need it as a model? No, she had her sketch. “Yes.”

“I’ll record it and tag it, and we’ll see what happens. Do you have more pillows for me? The corner is getting a little sparse.”

“I’ll bring them later today.” She’d been so focused on having the bag accepted she’d forgotten about the pillows. She saw Cora eying the customers. “Sorry to keep you when it’s so busy.”

“No, it’s fine. I wanted to talk to you, but this isn’t a good time. How about tomorrow for coffee across the street? Say nine?”

“Sure. Is everything all right?” Cora’s eyes didn’t look as cheery as they had only moments ago.

“Fine. We’re fine.” She patted Ellis’ arm. 

That was a little concerning, even if Cora had said ‘we’re fine’. Who was ‘we’? “I’ll drop off the pillows in a little bit, then I’ll see you tomorrow.”

“Thank you, Ellis.”

As she walked to the door she saw Addison ringing up one of her pillows, white and blue with appliqued flip-flops and sunglasses. The tourists must be here already, which was another good sign. Bring on summer.
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FLYNN EYED THE BOXES stacked in the living room of his condo, the condo that would only be his for another couple of weeks. Once he closed on it, he’d be heading to Colchester to stay at Cora and Carl’s house, just like when he was a kid, except he wouldn’t be staying with his aunt and uncle for only a week this time. His furniture would be in storage until he found his own place, but Carl had told him there was no rush to leave, since he expected to be away with Cora for at least two months. Flynn was looking forward to the summer at the beach and being one step closer to realizing his life-long dream. 

His primary concern was securing a job and then finding a reliable manager to run Serendipity. Carl had said there might be an opening at Wyberg’s due to his retirement, and Flynn planned to update his resumé tonight and send it along to any companies in the area that looked promising. He hoped there wouldn’t be a gap between Bryman’s and his next company. The move, buying the shop, another new job so soon after getting the last one, basically a new life, might be as harebrained as his father had said it was, but he’d committed to it all just the same. Flynn’s father had told him he’d never grow up, never amount to anything so many times that he’d stopped listening. It had taken him years, but he was going to give it everything he had to prove his father wrong. About everything.
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ELLIS FOUND AN EMPTY table at Coffee Express on Sunday morning, arriving ten minutes early and ready to hear whatever Cora was going to tell her. Or at least she hoped she was ready to hear it. She waved to people at the other tables, those she knew, seeing quite a few she didn’t. The B&Bs must be doing some business already, even though it was late May and the weather was still only in the 60s on the best days. 

When she saw Cora step inside she waved and sat up straighter. Their server, Morris, another student home from college, followed Cora to the table and Ellis greeted the woman.

“Hi, Ellis.” 

After they’d ordered their coffee and muffins, Ellis folded her hands in her lap, then decided to rest them on the table instead. This way she’d look approachable rather than wary.

“What I wanted to talk to you about is my retirement.”

This would make the third time she’d mentioned it. “Okay.” Maybe she’d do it this winter or next summer. Cora was still only in her 60s, and according to Ellis’ mother, people were working longer now, not taking retirement until they were in their 70s. 

“I’ve decided to retire when Carl does.”

Carl? Carl, as in her husband Carl? Who was also Ellis’ boss, and the manager of her department? “But that’s – that’s so soon.” The company had already posted his position and rumor had it there were plenty of applicants.

“Yes. But don’t worry. Serendipity will stay open. I’m selling it to my nephew.”

Selling it to her nephew. She felt her shoulders slump along with her spirits. The timing of it all couldn’t be worse. “Oh. I see.”

“I doubt Flynn will make any changes. He knows the shop is doing well, and he’s a smart cookie.”

“I see.” She hoped she was making a happy face. “I’m so sorry you’re leaving, but I know you’ve worked really hard and you must be looking forward to having time off.” She waited while Morris placed their mugs and basket of muffins between them. “Thank you, Morris.” She looked at Cora. “I’m happy for you.” A truth, just not the whole truth. “What are you and Carl going to do with all your free time?”

“We’ve got a buyer for the sailboat and we’re buying an RV and going exploring around the country for the summer. Then we’ll decide what happens next.”

“That sounds like so much fun.” Ellis forced thoughts about buying Serendipity to the back of her mind. All the way back, with the other things she knew wouldn’t be happening any time soon. Or ever, most likely. She wished she could ask how much Cora had sold the shop for, but even if she knew, it would only confirm her inability to realize her dream of buying it. Who was this nephew, anyway? This Flynn person? She’d never met him, and she wondered if he had any experience in retail or owning his own business. “What does Flynn do now?” 

“Something in software. Like Wyberg’s. He’s going to stay at the house while we’re gone, and then he’ll find an apartment or something.”

“That’s great.” Another lie. Her weekend, which had started out so promising with the success of her first embroidered tote bag, had taken a slow nose dive, right into her cup of coffee. She broke off a piece of chocolate chip muffin, wondering if food would make her feel better.

During the drive home, she called Ricki. 

“Hi, Ellis. I was just thinking about you.”

Had word about Serendipity being sold already gotten around? “Why?”

“I’m looking at all the laundry I have to do, and I thought about how much you love doing it. Do you want to come over and do mine?”

“It’s not that I love doing it. It’s just my favorite part of housecleaning, since I pretty much hate everything else. Anyway, I just found out Cora’s retiring when Carl does, and she’s selling the shop.”

“Really? That’s great news. Are you ready to buy it?”

“She’s selling it to her nephew.”

“Oh, no. I’m sorry, Ell. You must be so disappointed.”

“I’m fine.”

“You don’t sound fine. You want to do something today? Like go to the beach and watch the waves for a while?”

“No. Well, maybe. I need to get some work done first.”

“Okay. Call me later. I’ll be happy to get away from this place. Maybe we can get ice cream, too. That might cheer you up. You weren’t ready to buy it yet, were you?”

Ellis sighed. “No. But I’m still going to sulk about it for a while.”

“Sulk away.”

“Thanks for cheering me up.”

“You’d do the same for me. You did last week, remember? When I couldn’t zip my favorite jeans.”

Maybe ice cream wasn’t the best idea for today. A true friend might suggest something else. Like maybe a salad. She grimaced, knowing that wouldn’t do the trick today. “I’ll call you.” She disconnected, thinking about the changes coming her way, professionally and personally. She wasn’t feeling any enthusiasm about any of them.
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Chapter Two
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Ellis was at her desk when Mick walked by her cubicle, and she gave him a wave and a smile. When he turned around and came to stand in front of her desk, she looked up at him. “Can I help you?”

Mick grinned, then leaned over Ellis’ desk, wanting to share his news with her, knowing he could trust her. “I’m taking over for Carl.” 

She did an impromptu tap dance under her desk and when she saw him put a finger to his lips, she nodded. He had told her he was applying, and she was happy to hear he’d gotten it. He’d be a good boss for her. “Congrats, Mick.” 

“Thanks.”

“Management’s smart here.” 

“I’ll try to maintain the image.”

She’d always liked working with Mick. He was an all-around good guy, and smart, and nice-looking. The complete package. At one time she’d wondered if he and she might be a good match, but since he’d never asked her out, she guessed he’d never had any interest in her. And that was fine. “See if you can institute half-day Fridays for summer, will you?”

“I’ll get right on it.” 

“Who’s going to do your job?”

“They haven’t posted it yet, but someone in here might want it.”

“I hope it’s someone good. I won’t want to work with just anybody, you know.”

“We’ll find you ‘someone good’.”

“I like having a friend in high places. Maybe I should take you out for lunch so you won’t forget about me.”

“You’re on. I’ll see you at noon. What was your name again?”

Ellis waved him off. She’d miss seeing him around the department all the time, expecting the new job would keep him in his office as much as it had Carl. 

She heard her inbox chime and saw an email from Cora, who was apparently throwing herself a retirement party at Serendipity, and was requesting the presence of all her employees and vendors a week from Friday at 7. She would also be introducing her guests to Flynn; her nephew and the new owner. Ellis shook her head at the “no gifts” directive and responded that she’d be attending. No way was she missing the chance to meet the man who had managed to squash her dreams without even trying. She’d better start practicing her fake smile.

She stopped at her sister’s house on the way home, knocking on the kitchen door before letting herself in. Reagan was at the sink, a head of iceberg lettuce in her hands. “Hi. You want to stay for dinner?”

“Thanks, but no. What are you having?”

“Burgers. Does that mean yes?”

She smiled and watched her sister rinse and tear the lettuce. “I’ll hold out for spaghetti night.”

“What’s going on with you?”

“Not much. Mick is getting Carl’s job, and I don’t know who is replacing him. And Cora is throwing herself a retirement party by invite only, and I’m one of the lucky few. I’ll get to meet The Nephew.”

“Maybe he’ll sell it to you in a few years, when you’ve saved enough. Do you want to sell your condo and move in with us? We won’t charge much rent, but you’ll have to babysit the boys for date night every week.”

“That’s kind of tempting. I’ll have to give it some thought.” She frowned. “Actually, you wouldn’t want me here. The embroidery beast makes a lot of noise, and I’m on it every night.”

“The bags are selling?”

“It was a slow start, but I sold six last week.”

“Great. Once summer really gets going, you’ll sell even more.”

“I hope so.” She looked around. “Where are those little cuties? It’s so quiet here.”

“Doing their homework.”

“They get homework in first and second grade?”

“Minutes of it.” She smiled. “Ask them how many days ‘til vacation. They’re about to burst from the excitement of going to all those amusement parks with their Auntie Ellie.” 

“I can’t wait either. Should I not bother them?”

“Go see them. They’ll be upset if you don’t.”

“So will I.” She headed upstairs and found Evan and Nick at their desks, pencils in their hands, eyes on their papers. “Hi, guys.” After hearing her nephews’ squeals of delight and sufficiently disrupting their work, she let them get back to it, and returned in time to see Reagan kissing Jake at the door. “Ah. Young love...”

Reagan stepped back and grabbed Jake’s sleeve to pull him into the kitchen. “I love my Jakey.” She patted his cheek.

“Hi, Jake.”

“Hey, Ellis.”

“I’ll see you guys later. Enjoy those burgers.” She headed to her car with images of the boys and Reagan and Jake in her head. They were the epitome of happiness. She may have lost out on her Serendipity dream, but she could still sell her crafts there, and still earn some money for her retirement, even if it would take a lot longer. Years longer. And she still had her happy ever after dream to think about. All she needed was the right guy, one who would want to travel with her.

––––––––
[image: ]


THE NIGHT OF THE PARTY, Ellis reached the sidewalk in front of Serendipity fashionably on time, her gift a tote bag filled with travel sizes of everything she imagined Cora and Carl might need on the road. And some chocolate. Everyone knew a road trip required chocolate. Looking through the plate glass windows, she could see Cora with some of her employees. Then Cora saw her and waved her in. Pushing the glass door open, she stepped inside and Cora pointed at the tote bag with attached bow and card, and frowned.

“I said no gifts, Ellis.”

“I missed that part of the email.” She looked around and saw she wasn’t the only one who had disobeyed orders, and she added her gift to the collection on the counter. “Hi, guys.”

“How about some punch?” Cora indicated the glass punch bowl filled with something pink and frosty looking.

“I’d love some.” She heard the door open and took the cup from Cora before turning to see two of Cora’s vendors come in. She wondered when The Nephew would be arriving, then told herself she’d better adjust her attitude. This was a party, not a battlefield, and she needed to move on from her disappointment. She didn’t know much about Cora’s family, really, but she knew nephews could be any age. If Cora, or even Carl, had an older brother or sister, then their son might not even be very young. She’d heard of people who had nieces and nephews only a few years younger than they were. If that were the case here, maybe Flynn might be thinking about selling or retiring in a few years. 

The possibility of it drastically improved her outlook, and she tried supplying an image to go with her new idea. A slightly younger version of Santa Claus would be perfect. Customers would love seeing him in the shop, and she just knew he would be kind, happy to see everything she made, and life would be all kinds of wonderful until he took her aside one day and asked if she wanted to take over for him. She drank the rest of her punch, then smiled, gazing out the front windows at the cars passing by, many with their tops down, their passengers enjoying the sunshine. Wasn’t it a perfect day?

She heard the back door open and close, guessing it was Addison, who she hadn’t seen in the shop yet. As she turned to greet her, she heard Cora’s raised voice.

“Attention, everybody. Let me introduce my nephew, Flynn Molloy, the new owner of Serendipity.”

That wasn’t Santa Claus. Not even close. What nerve. The guy couldn’t be much older than Ellis was, maybe mid-thirties, and by the time he was ready to retire she’d have long forgotten about her dream. She wanted to go home and sulk some more.

Flynn glanced around at the dozen or so smiling faces, his eyes stopping at a frown that turned to a smile once the girl realized he was looking at her. Or at least it was an attempt at a smile. His glance continued until he’d seen everyone and he nodded to what felt like an audience. He wondered if the frowner was on Serendipity’s payroll. 

“Let me get you some punch and then you can meet everybody.”

He felt Cora’s hand on his arm and let her lead him to the counter. Laughter and conversation filled the store, and he decided this wasn’t the time to ask about staffing issues. They tended to rise to the surface pretty quickly anyway.

Ellis decided to pretend she was a shopper, studying everything in every display around the store as The Nephew made the rounds. She had positioned herself behind the rack of mugs and knew she wasn’t visible from the area of the shop she’d last seen him in, and decided to stay there until he left. He’d come to the party late, and he’d probably leave early. A guy that looked like that, even better looking than Mick, which was saying something, and even taller than Mick, had better things to do than hang around a gift shop on a beautiful summer night, especially a Friday. When she heard the shop phone ring, she peered around the rack toward the counter, but didn’t see The Nephew anywhere. Maybe he’d left already.

“Looking for something?” Flynn asked the back view of the girl. 

Couldn’t a person get a moment’s peace? She slowly turned to face him, finding him only a fraction of an inch outside her personal space. Then he stuck out his right hand, which definitely infringed on her space, even if she was in his store. She switched the empty cup to her left hand, wiping her right hand on her pants.

“Flynn Molloy. Cora’s nephew.” Yup. She was frowning again. But she did shake his hand for at least half a second; maybe even three quarters. Clearly impressed with him.

“Ellis Chevry. Cora’s accent pillow and tote bag supplier.”

“And now my accent pillow and tote bag supplier.”

Had there been sarcastic undertones to his remark? “So Cora says.” 

He hadn’t expected to be in a staring contest tonight, but if Ms. Chevry was game, so was he.

“Who wants cake?” 

Ellis was relieved to hear the announcement. “Time for cake. Excuse me.” It was a better idea than waiting for more comments from Flynn Molloy. 

Flynn watched her turn the corner past the rack of mugs, then noted one of the mugs showed a sailboat and he huffed out a quiet laugh. His disappointment over Carl’s having sold Corabelle, his Nor’Sea 27 sailboat, coveted by Flynn ever since he’d first laid eyes on it as a boy, was lingering, and he expected it would linger indefinitely. But then, he’d never really expected all his dreams would come true that easily.
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Chapter Three
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Between bites of cake, Ellis watched as Cora led The Nephew around, still introducing him to the guests. Apparently, he didn’t like cake, which was one more strike against him. Who didn’t like cake? Especially Stephanie’s Bakery’s chocolate cake with buttercream frosting. She’d have to find out what hours he wasn’t working at Serendipity and bring her products in then. As for her payments, maybe he could leave her checks with Addison, or whoever was working, so she never had to talk to him. She looked at her empty plate then at the unguarded cake on the counter and decided she needed one more little piece. As she shoveled the first bite into her mouth, she felt a hand on her back and hurriedly swallowed and swiped at her mouth before turning.

“Ellis, I was just telling Flynn about your embroidered apron idea,” Cora said, smiling. 

Ellis could see the idea hadn’t impressed The Nephew in any way, shape, or form, but as it was soon to be his shop, she couldn’t very well share her opinion of his lack of enthusiasm. Or of him.

Flynn’s so far unannounced plan to shift the focus of Serendipity to strictly nautical-themed goods didn’t include aprons. Ditto for tote bags and throw pillows. He hated throw pillows, considering them good for only one thing, which was chucking them out the window into the nearest trash barrel. He’d noticed the shop was lacking in ships in bottles, and hoped he could find some old salt who built them as a hobby and would be interested in a little side income. It occurred to him when he saw Cora and Ellis Chevry staring at him he was expected to make a comment. “What else do you make?”

“What else would you like me to make?” Her mother had always told her it wasn’t what she said, it was the way she said it. She could almost hear the familiar refrain now. But maybe if she explained what she’d just spent on the embroidery machine, and what she would be paying on it every month until the third of forever, her mother would cut her some slack, just this once.

“You do any work with wood or metal?”

“Had I known I needed those skills I would have picked up part time work with a carpenter and a blacksmith. Alas, all I can do is thread a needle.”

“Cora, honey, I have to get going.” Ellis heard the voice from beside her, and pulled her eyes from the intent gaze of The Nephew to see Robin, the pottery vendor, hugging Cora.

“Thanks for coming, Robin. I hope to see you before Carl and I leave.”

“I’ve got another load for you, and I’ll bring it by this weekend. Nice to meet you, Flynn.”

Ellis enjoyed the skeptical look she sent him, and wondered if Robin had the same lack of faith in the future shop owner as she had.

Flynn wondered if all the vendors he’d been introduced to would be loading Cora up with their stuff before she left, and then wondered how long it would take before it all sold and he had room for what he wanted to sell in its place. It was time for big changes at Serendipity, and he would make them, with or without anyone else’s support. He glanced at Ellis and saw her looking at him, frown again in place, before she turned away and joined the group beside her.

By the time the place had cleared out, he’d met the vendors for candles, t-shirts, stained glassware, silver jewelry, and boats. Unfortunately, not life-sized, or he would have been able to summon some enthusiasm. The boats were for kids, pretty wooden replicas of the full-sized models, but they had only served to remind him of what might have been. 
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ELLIS DROVE TOWARD the beach on her way home, trying to dispel the sadness brought on by Cora’s imminent departure. And not only Cora’s, but Carl’s. She didn’t like goodbyes, and even though she told herself she’d still see them around town for a few more days, and after their road trip she was sure to run into them, this still qualified as a goodbye. And if The Nephew, who she really needed to start thinking of as Flynn, decided he was cut out for gift shop ownership, she’d never be able to buy Serendipity from him.

She thought about the other shop in town, Trudy’s Treasures, and wondered if Trudy had any plans to sell. Maybe she needed to look into that possibility. She’d sold her pillows and bags exclusively through Cora, but talking to Trudy was always an option if things didn’t work out with Flynn. She was proud of herself for starting to think of him as his own person, instead of just someone who had done some serious damage to her dream. A door had closed, true, but she would find another door and then open it. Maybe she’d even kick it open.

There were a few cars in the parking lot at Town Beach, and someone had lit a small fire, which silhouetted the people sitting around it. The night was warm, and for a few moments, she envied them, having fun with each other, talking and laughing, anticipating the rest of the weekend. 

Looking ahead at the road illuminated by the Golf’s headlights, she told herself she was going to have a fun weekend, too, even if she would be spending it cutting and sewing canvas. Sewing meant dollars which meant someday owning her own shop. Or at least selling her products, enough to earn herself the money to travel wherever her heart desired. And sitting around at the beach wouldn’t ever get her more than happy memories with friends.
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FLYNN TOLD CORA HE was going for a drive and would see her and Carl later. Pulling into the lot at Town Beach, he parked and climbed out of his Jeep, heading for the water’s edge. He glanced at the small campfire on the other end of the beach, heard the laughter, and wondered if he’d know any of the people from when he was a kid. But he wasn’t going to approach them. It was too dark to identify anyone, and it had been too many years. 

As he watched the waves, absently noting the tide was going out, he acknowledged that despite losing the opportunity to buy the Corabelle, he’d still been lucky enough to secure a job in town, as well as buy Serendipity, and he wasn’t so greedy that he wasn’t thankful things were falling into place for him. He knew he was fortunate, but he still wished things had been different. 

Changing his focus from the water to the stars, he identified Polaris, the guiding light of countless sailors since the beginning of time; the famous North Star. Maybe it wasn’t his to follow yet, but one day it would be. Sailing through the Bermuda Triangle, crossing the Equator, snorkeling around the Great Barrier Reef, were just a few of the experiences he anticipated, and he knew the trip had to happen before the realities of adulthood made it impossible. 

The image of Ellis Chevry appeared in his thoughts, but he forced it away, reminding himself about the importance of timing. No matter how intriguing the possibilities were. He’d be forty in five years, and that was skating a little too close to being past a trip like the one he’d wanted to make since he was a teen, ever since Carl had talked about doing it himself one day. Not only had Carl never taken that trip, but he’d sold the beautiful Corabelle and traded the whole idea for a road trip. 

Flynn shook his head and looked down at the water again, his boat shoes pressing into the wet sand, knowing his own trip wouldn’t happen until he eliminated bags and t-shirts and aprons from the store and he’d made a whole boatload of the green stuff.
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Chapter Four
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Ellis gathered up the bags, aprons, and pillows and carried them to the front door of Serendipity. It was hard to believe Cora and Carl were really on the road on their big adventure in their gigantic brown and black RV, even though she’d seen them leave the day before when they were waved off on Main Street by many of their Colchester friends. 

She pushed on the glass door and stepped inside, spotting Addison behind the counter talking with Flynn, the last person Ellis wanted to see. But she would make nice since it meant money in the bank for her. 

Flynn saw Ellis Chevry come in, loaded down with enough stuff to fill a quarter of his store. She wasn’t going to like what he had to say, but then, none of the other vendors had, either.

Glancing around, she hoped Flynn would be distracted by a customer so she could leave her things with Addison and go without having to speak to him. She could already see changes in the shop, shelves with merchandise she’d never seen before, and the sight didn’t reassure her. When she looked back at the counter, he was watching her and she told herself to just get it over with.

“Good morning, Flynn.” There. That had sounded friendly enough. 

“Hi, Ellis,” Addison said, smiling.

Ellis had always liked Addison. She was professional and friendly. “Hi, Addison.” She looked back at Flynn. Was the man even going to acknowledge her presence?

“You have a minute?”

Which seemed like a rhetorical question, since he was gesturing to the back room. Tightening the grip on her crafts, she nodded and followed.

“I won’t be needing any more of your stuff to sell. After this lot.” He nodded at what she was clinging to.

This wouldn’t be a good time to explode since there were customers in the shop, not to mention Addison. But she could keep her voice down and still get her point across. “And why is that? Are they selling too fast and leaving empty spaces on your shelves?”

“I’m going in a different direction.”

A flipping different direction, is it? “Which way is that? Straight into the ground? I always thought the goal was to provide shoppers with what they wanted.” Her voice had risen a little, but she was able to lower it again by the end of her comment.

The glittering eyes and the flushed cheeks made it clear what she thought, but then it wasn’t her store or her decision. “How long have you been selling your stuff at Serendipity, Ms. Chevry?”

Ms. Chevry? “I’m amazed Cora didn’t share that with you, Mister Molloy. Or maybe it wasn’t worth remembering. Let me refresh your memory. Two years.”

“Two years selling the same stuff? It’s time for a change.”

It certainly was. What nerve. Serendipity needed another new owner because this one was going to ruin it. And
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