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        Fans of Pamela Kelley and Robyn Carr will love this small-town, feel-good romance!

      

      

      Harper’s career as a trauma nurse in New York City has left her exhausted and disillusioned. For the last four months, she’s been living in Sapphire Bay with her beloved grandfather, healing her mind and her heart from all the things she’s seen.

      

      Surrounded by the breathtaking scenery of her hometown, she forms a friendship with Owen—her best friend’s brother and a former police officer carrying the weight of his own haunted past.

      

      As they navigate the challenges of their lives, Harper and Owen are drawn together by their shared compassion and understanding. Amidst the backdrop of a tight-knit community, they embark on a journey of recovery that promises new beginnings and the rediscovery of hope.

      

      THE MAGIC OF SUNSHINE is the second book in the Love on Anchor Lane series and can easily be read as a stand-alone. All of Leeanna’s series are linked. If you find a character you like, they could be in another novel.

      

      If you’d like to know when Leeanna’s next book is released, please visit leeannamorgan.com and sign up for her newsletter. Happy reading!
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      Harper smiled as she walked out of her bedroom and into the living room of her granddad’s home. The morning sun filtered through the curtains, casting a warm glow over the modest room that was the heart of Benjamin’s house.

      She’d traded the relentless pace of being a trauma nurse in one of New York City’s busiest hospitals for the quiet, familiar streets of her childhood town, all to care for the man who had once cared for her. This small but cozy home had become her world, and she was so pleased she was here.

      Benjamin sat in his favorite armchair, a thin blanket draped over his knees. His face, etched with the wisdom of his years, broke into a smile as she approached. The stroke he’d suffered six months ago had taken a toll on him, leaving his movements slow and his speech slightly slurred. But his eyes still sparkled with the same gentle kindness that had always been there.

      “Have you got everything you need, Granddad?” she asked, adjusting the pillows behind him for more comfort. Her hands, skilled and steady from years of nursing, moved with practiced care.

      “Everything but my favorite nurse,” Benjamin replied with a hint of his old humor, his voice rough like gritty sandpaper.

      Harper chuckled, her heart swelling with affection. “Unfortunately, you’re stuck with me instead,” she teased, handing him his morning medications and a glass of water.

      As Benjamin took his pills, Harper’s mind wandered to the tasks ahead. Over the last few months, her life had completely changed. The decision to leave New York hadn’t been easy, but she knew it was the right one. Sapphire Bay, with its gorgeous lake and tight-knit community, offered a different kind of healing, both for her granddad and herself.

      After making sure Benjamin had his walker within reach and reminding him of the emergency call button around his neck, she grabbed her bicycle helmet and backpack. “I’ll be home for lunch. Mrs. Peterson from next door will be here soon,” she said, leaning down to kiss her granddad’s forehead.

      Benjamin nodded, a small, grateful smile on his lips. “Go on, then. Don’t keep the town waiting.”

      Harper stepped outside and the fresh lake air greeted her like a warm welcome to a new day. Hopping onto her bicycle, she pedalled down the quaint streets of Sapphire Bay, toward her job as a receptionist at the medical center.

      The red-brick building with its bright yellow door was halfway down Main Street. Zac Hilary, the only doctor in town, had been more than happy to have Harper join his team, even if her role was far from the adrenaline-fueled chaos of trauma nursing.

      Harper locked her bike and walked into the clinic. Down the corridor, Zac’s door was already open and so was Ethan’s, one of the two counselors working with Zac. On her way past her desk, she checked the light on the answering machine. It was only eight o’clock, but there were already messages waiting to be cleared.

      The transition from trauma nurse to receptionist wasn’t without its challenges, but it was a change she enjoyed. Sapphire Bay might not have the skyscrapers and endless sirens of New York City, but it offered something else—a sense of community and belonging that she’d missed.

      Striding down the corridor, she knocked on Zac’s door. “Morning, boss.”

      Zac looked up from behind his desk and smiled. “Good morning. How’s Benjamin doing today?” he asked, his voice tinged with genuine concern.

      “He’s managing, thanks to everyone’s help.”

      Ethan waved to her from his office doorway. “Morning, Harper. If you have a moment later, I’d love to discuss the community outreach program with you.”

      “Sure. I’ll come and see you during my break.” Harper was happy to help Ethan in whatever way she could. His programs focused on improving the mental health of the community and it was an important part of the clinic’s services. “Is Bailey coming in today?”

      “She’s working from The Welcome Center,” Ethan replied. “If anyone calls wanting to speak to her, put them through to me.”

      “Okay.” Bailey worked part time as a family therapist. With the number of people living at The Welcome Center, she spent two mornings a week working with the families, trying to make their transition into small-town life a little easier.

      The morning at the clinic unfolded with its usual rhythm. Harper efficiently managed the front desk, scheduling appointments, answering phone calls, and greeting patients with warmth and kindness.

      During her break, she joined Ethan in his office. It was a wonderful space for clients to visit. Shelves filled with books about psychology and family therapy lined one wall, and a window overlooking a small garden was on another. “Is now a good time to talk about the outreach program?”

      He looked up from his desk and nodded. “It’s perfect. I was speaking to one of the community nurses last week. She mentioned how many people are caring for elderly parents or family members who need extra support. Our outreach program is working better than I expected, but we can do more. What do you think about adding a support group for caregivers?”

      Harper sat opposite Ethan. Since she’d started looking after her granddad, she’d learned a lot about being someone’s caregiver. The biggest lesson they’d both learned was to stay true to their relationship. It was too easy to treat Benjamin like her patient instead of her grandfather. If she’d found other people in a similar situation when she moved to Sapphire Bay, it would’ve been so much easier.

      “I think a support group is a wonderful idea. It’s hard juggling work commitments with all the appointments and care another person needs. Even if only a few people came, it’d be worthwhile.”

      “Would you like to help me set it up?”

      Harper nodded. “I’d love to.”

      “That’s great. Pastor John’s happy for us to use one of the meeting rooms at The Welcome Center. As soon as we have some dates for our meetings, I’ll book them in.” Ethan handed her a folder. “These are some ideas I’ve had. If you could look at them and add anything you think will make a difference, I’d appreciate it.”

      Harper took the folder. “I’ll look at it over the next few days. If you want to make another time to talk about the support group, we could discuss the ideas then.”

      “Sounds good.”

      Harper checked her watch. “I’d better get back to the front desk before more patients arrive.”

      After she left Ethan’s office, she said hello to a woman who’d come into the clinic and answered a phone call. Despite what had brought her here, Harper knew she was right where she needed to be.
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        * * *

      

      Owen stood in the middle of his glass studio, surrounded by the bowls and vases he’d made. Since he’d left the police department in Detroit, his studio had become a sanctuary of heat, light, and color. Here, he could shape beauty from the molten glass and try to forget the tragic mall shooting that had brought him home to Sapphire Bay.

      Steve, a friend he’d met at a PTSD support group, studied a bowl that was sitting on a shelf. “This one is incredible. How did you get the bubbles inside the glass?”

      “The same way you blow up a balloon, but I use a metal pipe to fill the glass with air.” Owen took another bowl out of the annealing oven. He’d placed six bowls in there last night to cool slowly. If he’d left them on the bench, he would’ve ended up with a pile of cracked glass and nothing to show for the hours it had taken to create them.

      As he turned the bowl in his hands, a deep sense of pride filled his chest. This batch was even better than the ones he’d made earlier in the week.

      Steve picked up a cobalt blue vase. “How many pieces are you selling at the summer festival?”

      “About forty, if I can finish them in time. I want to try something different, too, but I’m still figuring out how I can do it.”

      Steve’s expression grew thoughtful as he returned the vase to the shelf. “Does being back here and doing this help?”

      “It’s different,” Owen admitted, his eyes scanning the studio. “I needed to leave Detroit and living close to Flathead Lake is great. Working in my studio gives me something to focus on.”

      Steve nodded, his eyes holding a knowing look. “Are your mom and dad happy to have you back in Sapphire Bay?”

      Owen took the last bowl out of the annealing oven. A lump rose in his throat at the thought of the support his parents had given him. “After the shooting, they were worried about me. It’s better for everyone that I’m here.”

      The studio fell silent. The word ‘shooting’ hung in the air, bringing back memories of sirens and horror. It was a past that still clung to Owen, a shadow he worked tirelessly to escape. He gestured toward his work. “But this is grounding, especially when something turns out better than I thought. The only downside is my parents being a little too overprotective. Especially when I forget to tell them where I’m going.”

      Steve had searched Sapphire Bay, along with most of Owen’s friends, when his parents couldn’t find him. In normal circumstances, Owen’s mom and dad wouldn’t have panicked. But he’d been going through a rough patch, and they were concerned about his mental health.

      “Don’t be too hard on them,” Steve said softly. “They worry because they care. I wish my parents felt the same way.”

      Steve’s journey to Sapphire Bay wasn’t as straightforward as Owen’s. He’d arrived with a life that a war had torn apart, and a family who hadn’t understood what he was going through.

      Owen glanced through the window at the quiet street. In a few hours, the sun would set across the lake, filling the clear blue Montana sky with burned orange and purple streaks—the same colors he tried to replicate in his glass.

      After spending most of his adult life as a police officer, he didn’t know who he was anymore. His uniform had defined him, given him purpose, and a sense of pride. When he’d resigned, he’d lost a part of himself—and he didn’t know if he’d ever find it again.

      “This place is home,” he said quietly. “It’s where I remember who I was before I joined the police force. Before life got complicated.”

      Steve looked around the studio. “After what you’ve been through, I’m amazed you’ve created all of this.”

      Owen’s gaze lingered on the furnace and the other second-hand equipment he’d found at auctions and online. “If I hadn’t found glassblowing, I wouldn’t be here.” Taking a deep breath, he forced a smile. “Besides, the summer festival’s a good distraction. It’s... normal.”

      Steve nodded. “While we’re talking about the festival, we need to decide what your booth will look like. I had some ideas about how we can protect everything from the elements and curious festivalgoers.” He placed his sketchpad on the workbench. They examined the drawings, comparing the advantages of his latest design over the standard booth Owen would be given.

      When Pastor John asked Owen if he wanted to sell his glass at the festival, he wasn’t sure if it was a good idea. He already sold his vases and bowls at a local store, at the Christmas tree farm, and from his website. Making enough stock to supply his regular customers and the people who’d be at the festival would almost be impossible.

      But John could be persuasive. With the opportunity of promoting his glass products to a larger audience and raising money for the church’s programs, he’d signed up for a booth. It had meant working day and night, but he’d built up his stock and had more than enough to sell.

      When they’d settled on a design for the booth, Steve stood up, stretching his back. “Now that we’ve got that organized, I’ll meet you at the old steamboat museum at six o’clock tomorrow night. We’ll build display shelving that’ll be the envy of the festival.”

      Owen grinned as he walked Steve to the door. “As long as the organizers are happy for me to modify the booth, I’ll hold you to that.”

      Steve laughed. “The design might be so successful that I can start a business making high-end shelving units.”

      Owen wouldn’t discount anything Steve said. He had a way of turning something ordinary into a work of art. It was just a pity he wasn’t ready to show anyone what he did in his workshop.

      With a final wave, Steve headed outside, leaving Owen alone with his thoughts. He took a moment to appreciate the quiet; the way the fading light played off the glass, turning each piece into a small beacon of hope.

      When he was ready, he locked the studio and stepped into the cool evening air. Taking a deep breath, he let go of the doubt that shadowed his life. The festival was coming and, for the first time in a long while, he felt ready to face the crowds that’d be there; to share his work, to be a part of something larger than himself.

      With Steve’s help, he’d create a purpose-built booth and take another step toward rebuilding his life in the town that had given him so much.
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      Harper waved to Gordon Jessop as she pedaled through the streets of Sapphire Bay. This evening, Mabel Terry and Emma Devlin were holding the first community meeting for the upcoming summer festival.

      Each year, she’d come home for the festival weekend to enjoy the local arts and crafts with her grandparents. She’d sampled too much food, nibbled on fudge and candy, and bought gorgeous knick-knacks to take home.

      The first year without her nana had been heartbreaking, and this year would be only a little better. Her granddad had struggled first with grief and then with the long-term effects of his stroke.

      Harper still couldn’t believe how brave he was. After living with him for four months, she knew he had moments of utter despair, but he always found a smile, a way of reconnecting with a world that would never be the same for him.

      She slowed for an intersection, then pedaled hard when there was no traffic on the road. In another couple of months, she’d have to leave her bicycle in her granddad’s garage as the late summer days turned to fall. The cold, rainy days would make getting around Sapphire Bay on her bicycle more difficult. But, for now, she was happy to enjoy the fresh air and the freedom that came with being outside.

      Leaving her bicycle outside The Connect Church, Harper made her way inside. Even before she walked into the meeting room, she heard people’s voices raised in excitement. There was a buzz in the air, an anticipation of what the festival would mean to the community.

      Mabel and Emma, the festival’s organizers, were at the front of the room. Mabel and her husband, Allan, had owned the general store for as long as Harper could remember. Mabel’s talent for bringing people together ensured that everyone felt included in the festival and that any challenges were overcome. Beside her, Emma, the owner of a social media and website design business, was setting up a laptop emblazoned with her company’s logo.

      Harper had met Emma on one of her previous visits to Sapphire Bay. With her sparkling blue eyes and wonderful sense of humor, it was easy to see why she’d kept many of her clients when she’d moved to Sapphire Bay from New York. Harper couldn’t imagine a more perfect person to advertise all the wonderful things people could enjoy at the festival.

      From the back of the room, she looked around to see who was here. Brooke and Megan from Sweet Treats were talking to Pastor John and his wife, Shelley. The Terry sisters were laughing at something Cassie, a local jeweler, was saying.

      Other people had already found seats in the crowded room. Paris, the owner of The Flower Cottage, waved at Harper from the other side of the room. Beside her, Shona and Andrea were talking to Natalie, an artist who exhibited at galleries around the world.

      Harper returned Paris’ wave and looked at the person sitting in the next row. Owen, her friend Daniella’s brother, was sitting on his own.

      She’d first met Owen when she was in elementary school. He was four years older and always disappeared when she had a playdate with his sister. When she was in high school, she’d moved to Polson with her mom. She hadn’t seen him again until she’d rushed to his parents’ house when his dad had a heart attack. Since then, they’d seen each other a few times. And, each time, he was as friendly as ever, but with a distant manner that confused her.

      With a smile locked in place, Harper went to stand beside him. “Hi, Owen. Would you mind if I sat next to you?”

      He looked up, his expression changing from polite acknowledgment to relief. “Feel free. It’s good to see you here.”

      She settled into the chair, placing her notepad and pen on her lap. “My friend Jackie has a booth at the festival. She asked if I wanted to add my knitting to the things she’s selling, and I said yes. I’m not sure how well everything will sell, but it’s for a good cause.”

      “Is it the first time you’ve been to a summer festival?”

      Harper shook her head. “I’ve come back most years. What about you? Daniella said you’ve rented a booth.”

      Owen nodded. “I’m selling my handblown glass. I think I’ve made enough items, but we’ll see.”

      “The bowl you made me when I looked after your dad is amazing. I put it on Granddad’s living room table, and I absolutely love it.”

      Owen relaxed against the back of his chair. “I’m glad. How is your granddad?”

      “He’s doing okay. When he has a good day, I take him to the lake, and we go fishing or enjoy the trails. He can’t walk very far, so we take his wheelchair. He keeps joking that we should’ve bought a four-wheel-drive model to get him over all the bumps.”

      “Do you think he’ll walk long distances again?”

      Harper shook her head. “The physical therapy he’s doing is helping, but he’ll never be the same as he was before the stroke. Daniella said your dad’s doing great after his heart attack.”

      “He is. The only thing he doesn’t like is not being able to drive.”

      “What is it with men and their vehicles?” Harper asked, half-jokingly. “Granddad’s the same. He nearly died and all he thinks about is the truck that’s sitting in the garage.”

      Before Owen could reply, Mabel called the meeting to order. Harper smiled as Mabel’s voice, in her typical attention-grabbing style, carried over the murmur of the crowd. There was nothing Mabel enjoyed more than being at the center of everything that was happening, and this was one of the biggest community events of the year.

      “Welcome, everyone!” Mabel said to the excited crowd. “It’s wonderful to see such a great turnout for our first festival meeting. Tonight, we’ll talk about the operational plan for the festival and what you and our visitors can expect to see. If you have questions, we’ll have plenty of time to talk about them at the end of the meeting.”

      With a bright smile, Emma took over, clicking through a presentation that showcased the festival’s website. “We’ll have a fantastic online presence this year,” she announced. “Our social media accounts are buzzing, and we have some fabulous features on the website to highlight our local talent.”

      Harper listened, impressed by Emma’s expertise and Mabel’s ability to rally the town’s enthusiasm. People nodded and smiled, even when Emma talked about the traffic management plan they’d submitted to the county.

      As the meeting progressed, Harper realized she was enjoying it more than she’d thought she would. If everything went according to plan, it would be their biggest festival yet.

      During a brief break in the meeting, Owen asked her, “What do you think of everything so far?”

      “The festival sounds like fun. And it’s even better now that I’ll be beside Kathleen and Brooke’s booth. I love the candy from Sweet Treats.”

      A smile transformed Owen’s serious expression into so much more. “Their chocolate and mixed berry fudge is the best. Mom tells me I’ll end up with diabetes if I keep eating so much of it.”

      “It has fruit in it, so it must be healthy,” Harper replied with a grin. “But that’s my personal opinion, not my medical one.”

      “I’ll remember that when I see Zac at the clinic.”

      Harper leaned closer to Owen. “If you take some of Sweet Treats’ cherry deluxe fudge, he’ll agree with you. It’s his favorite.”

      Owen’s smile widened. Did he realize how different he looked when he let down his guard?

      Emma called everyone’s attention back to the front of the room, and Harper settled in for the last half hour of the meeting. After spending so much time away from Sapphire Bay, she felt a surge of gratitude for the rekindled connection, for the shared understanding of what it meant to be part of a small town.

      As the meeting wound down, Owen asked about modifying his booth. She was amazed by how naturally he spoke about his work, with his passion for glassblowing evident in every word. Other artists who had fragile items to sell listened carefully to his ideas and had more questions of their own.

      If the level of interest was anything to go by, Owen and his friend Steve could have a few inquiries about the shelving options he’d discussed.

      After the meeting finished, Harper greeted Paris and her other friends quickly and then followed Owen out of the room. Being around so many enthusiastic people made her worries slip away, replaced by a sense of anticipation for the festival.

      “Good luck with making more items for the festival,” Harper told Owen as they said goodbye. “Whatever you create will sell fast.”

      “I hope so. If you need any extra shelving, call me. Steve and I made a couple of different designs before we settled on the one we’re using. I could lend them to you for the festival.”

      Harper slid her notebook into her backpack and smiled. “That’s really thoughtful of you. I’ll let Jackie know. It was great seeing you again.” After waving goodbye to Owen, she unlocked her bicycle and pedaled home with a sense of anticipation.

      Even though she hadn’t been too sure about being part of the festival, she was looking forward to being there. Chatting with Owen had made the meeting even more enjoyable. He was a good guy with a gentle soul—and he liked the fudge from Sweet Treats. Who wouldn’t enjoy spending time with someone like that?

      In Sapphire Bay, new beginnings were always waiting just around the corner, and Harper was grateful to be a part of this vibrant, supportive community. And the festival, with all its promise of new experiences and connections, was an important part of what made this community special.
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        * * *

      

      Harper leaned her bicycle against her granddad’s house and hurried up the porch steps. The house greeted her with its usual warmth, a comforting embrace after the evening’s excitement. “Hi, Granddad,” she called as she hung her jacket on the coat stand.

      “How was the meeting?” Benjamin asked from his armchair in the living room.

      Harper set down her helmet and joined him. “It was wonderful. The festival will be better than ever this year. The whole town’s buzzing about it.”

      Benjamin’s eyes sparkled with a mixture of pride and nostalgia. “I remember when your nana and I used to go. She loved seeing all the crafts, and we’d always come home with more than we could carry. Those were good times.”

      Harper reached for his hand, feeling the papery thinness of his skin. “I know you miss her, especially around festival time. But I like to think she’s still with us, making sure we don’t buy too much cotton candy.”

      Benjamin chuckled. “Your nana had a sweet tooth but, you’re right, she’d keep us in check. Tell me, did you see any of your friends at the meeting?”

      She nodded, her thoughts drifting to Owen. “I saw Owen Judd. You remember Daniella’s brother? He’s selling his glass pieces at the festival.”

      “Owen was always a bright boy,” Benjamin mused, a thoughtful expression crossing his worn features. “When I saw his dad last week, he said he’s proud of the way he’s settled into Sapphire Bay.”

      “Daniella said he’s set up a glass studio in town.”

      Benjamin nodded. “That’s what his dad told me, too. I’m glad he’s found his way back home, just like you. I enjoy having you here, Harper.”

      She gently squeezed his hand. It was good to know her granddad liked her being here, especially when she was so upset when she’d called him. “I’m glad we could help each other. Did I tell you I’ve finished most of the knitting for the festival? If anything doesn’t sell, Jackie will add it to the pieces I’ve knitted for A Stitch in Time.”

      “That’s a good idea.” Benjamin’s gaze held a glimmer of admiration. “Your nana would’ve been thrilled that you're involved. She always found something for her knitting basket at the festival.”

      Harper sighed at the memory of her nana holding her knitting needles. “I remember walking around the booths, looking for Nana’s favorite wool suppliers. It’s part of why I decided to take up knitting and sell my pieces this year. It makes me feel closer to her.”

      Benjamin reached out, taking her hand in his. “Each item you make has her touch.”

      Harper kissed her granddad’s cheek. “She taught me everything I know. Do you remember what she used to tell me about knitting?”

      Her granddad grinned. “How could I forget? She used to say, ‘stitch by stitch, row by row, knitting’s the way I let my heart show’.”

      Harper smiled. “I’m sure she said that to make me try harder.”

      “Your nana had a way of making everyone try a little harder to be a better person. Before I met her, I was a drifter, never really putting down roots or caring about anything. Your nana changed all that. She gave me something to hold close, a reason to stay put and build a life.”

      Harper pulled her feet onto the sofa and listened to her granddad tell her about his life in Sapphire Bay with his young bride. Most of the stories she’d heard before, but it didn’t matter. She was spending time with the man who’d looked after her when her parents divorced; when everything in her life didn’t make sense and she had nowhere else to go.

      As the room grew dimmer with the setting sun, Harper rose from her seat. “Let’s get you ready for bed, Granddad. You need your rest.”

      With a routine now familiar and tender, she helped Benjamin to his feet. They slowly moved toward the bedroom, his reliance on the walker a reminder of the stroke’s lasting effects. Harper kept a watchful eye on him, her heart aching with love for the man who’d been her rock for so many years.

      In the bedroom, she helped him change into his pajamas, her movements gentle and practiced. “There we are,” she said softly as she tucked him into bed, fluffing his pillows to make sure he was comfortable.

      “Thank you,” Benjamin said, his voice softening as weariness crept into his bones. “You’re a good girl, Harper. I don’t know what I’d do without you.”

      Harper brushed a stray lock of hair from his forehead. “You don’t have to worry about that. I’ll always be here for you.” She placed a small bell on the nightstand beside him, making sure it was within easy reach. “If you need anything in the night just ring this and I’ll be right here.”

      Benjamin nodded, his eyelids heavy with the pull of sleep. “I will, sweetheart.”

      Turning off the main light, Harper plugged in a nightlight to keep the shadows at bay. She lingered at the doorway, watching her grandfather drift into slumber, his chest rising and falling with deep even breaths.

      Quietly, she went back into the living room. The house was silent, except for the occasional creak of settling wood and the rustle of the wind in the trees.

      She looked at the glass bowl on the table and smiled. She’d enjoyed seeing Owen tonight. It had been surprisingly easy to talk to him, to reconnect after many years of being away from home.

      Daniella hadn’t said why her brother had returned to Sapphire Bay, and Harper hadn’t asked. But after seeing him tonight, she felt she understood without needing to ask.

      There was a depth to Owen that spoke of experiences too complex for casual conversation. But his presence at the meeting hinted at a readiness to re-engage with the life he’d left behind. His enthusiasm for the festival showed a man who, despite whatever had driven him back, was finding his footing again. If there was one thing she respected, it was the courage it took to rebuild your life.
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PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
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TERMINATION
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