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He was the boy who promised me forever.
Then he left our small town—and me—without looking back.
​SUNNY

Luke Bennett swaggering back into Bluebird in worn jeans and a crooked grin should’ve meant nothing to me.

Instead, my heart forgets every lesson I spent ten years learning.

Now the ex-boyfriend who shattered me wants to restore the town’s abandoned mill.

And somehow, I’m the one helping him bring it back to life.

Every late night covered in sawdust...

Every teasing smile across my tailoring shop...

Every time he looks at me like I’m still the girl he never got over...

I remember exactly why losing him nearly destroyed me.

But Bluebird is depending on us.

And the more time we spend together, the harder it is to pretend this is only business.

​LUKE

Leaving Bluebird made me successful.

Coming home reminds me how miserable success can be without her.

Sunny Hart was always the best part of this town.

Too bad I figured that out after I broke her heart.

Now outside developers are circling Bluebird like vultures, threatening her shop, the mill, and everything this town stands for.

I came back to save Bluebird.

I didn’t expect to fall helplessly back in love with the woman I never should’ve left.

But if I lose Sunny again...

This time, there won’t be a road left for me to run to.
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​Chapter 1: The Hemline of Home

[image: ]


Sunny Hart could tell a story by the way denim creased.

The jeans draped over her counter—worn at the knees, softened at the thighs, frayed at the cuff—had lived a life. Most people came into Hart & Stitch with a simple request: Fix this. Make it fit. Make it new again. But Sunny always saw what they didn’t say out loud.

These jeans belonged to someone who knelt a lot. A mechanic, maybe. A farmer. Someone who worked until the day got tired first.

Sunny ran her fingers along the seam and smiled as her old sewing machine rattled like a truck trying to start in winter.

“Come on, Mabel,” she murmured to the machine. “One more day. Just give me one more day.”

Mabel responded by clunking, shuddering, and then—finally—stitching a clean line through the denim.

Sunny exhaled, relief melting into satisfaction. Bluebird, her hometown, might’ve been small enough for gossip to travel faster than the river, but her shop stayed steady. People always needed hems. Always needed patches. Always needed something mended.

The bell above the door jingled.

Sunny glanced up, expecting Mrs. Waverly with another stack of church-picnic aprons, or Caleb Watkins with his perpetually ripped work pants.

Instead, the air shifted—like the room had recognized someone before her brain did.

He stood in the doorway with the winter sun behind him, turning him into an outline first and a person second.

Tall. Broad-shouldered. Familiar in the worst way.

A man in blue jeans.

Sunny’s heart did a stupid, traitorous flutter.

Luke Bennett stepped inside like he belonged there.

He took off his sunglasses, and the last ten years collapsed into a single moment—his eyes still that stormy gray, his mouth still shaped like trouble, and his hair still the kind of dark that made light look jealous.

Sunny’s fingers tightened around the denim under her hands.

Luke’s gaze landed on her and held.

“Well,” he said softly, like he’d been practicing the word. “Hi, Sunny.”

The bell jingled again as the door eased shut behind him, sealing the past inside her shop like it had always been waiting.

Sunny forced her voice into something neutral. Something safe.

“Luke Bennett,” she said, as if naming him was a fact, not an earthquake. “I thought you... moved away.”

His smile was small, almost wary. “I did.”

“And yet,” Sunny replied, lifting an eyebrow, “here you are.”

Luke’s eyes flicked over the shop—the worn wooden floors, the racks of denim, the photos of happy customers pinned behind the counter. His attention returned to her, lingering like it didn’t know how to let go.

“Yeah,” he murmured. “Here I am.”

Sunny wiped her hands on her apron, then immediately regretted it because her palms were sweaty and she hated that he could do that to her just by existing.

“What can I do for you?” she asked, professional. Polite. A wall with a smile painted on it.

Luke reached behind him and lifted a pair of jeans in a dry-cleaning bag. Dark wash. Expensive. Barely worn. City jeans.

“I need these hemmed,” he said.

Sunny blinked. “You came all the way in here for a hem?”

He shrugged, but his shoulders held tension, like he was balancing on a thin line.

“I heard you’re the best,” he said, and the way he said it made it sound like a confession.

Sunny stared at the jeans, then at him. “There are tailors in Asheville.”

“I know,” Luke replied.

“Then why—”

“Because,” he cut in gently, “I wanted... to see you.”

Silence bloomed between them.

Sunny swallowed. Her throat felt too tight for words.

Luke’s gaze dropped to her hands, the ones that had fixed countless rips and tears—hands that had once held his in the dark behind the bleachers after a football game, when the whole world felt as simple as fingers intertwined.

He cleared his throat. “If that’s... weird, I can go.”

Sunny should’ve said yes.

She should’ve told him to take his expensive jeans and his expensive life and go back to wherever he’d been all these years.

Instead, she reached for the bag.

“Try them on,” she said briskly. “I need to see where they fall.”

Luke hesitated, then nodded. “There’s a fitting room, right?”

Sunny pointed toward the curtain at the back.

He walked past her, close enough that his warmth brushed her arm, and Sunny hated that she noticed. Hated that some part of her still remembered what it felt like to be held by him in the summer heat, both of them young and sure the future would be kind.

The curtain swished.

Sunny stared at the denim on her counter like it could anchor her.

A moment later, Luke emerged wearing the jeans. They fit him too well—hugged his hips, emphasized his long legs. As if the universe had decided Sunny needed one more reminder that he was, unfortunately, still beautiful.

He stood on the small wooden platform.

Sunny knelt before him to measure.

It was a mistake.

From this angle, she could see the faint scar on his knee—the one he’d gotten when he’d wiped out on his skateboard at sixteen and insisted he was fine, even while bleeding through his jeans.

Sunny’s hands hovered near his ankle, tape measure dangling.

Luke looked down at her, his expression unreadable. Quiet. Heavy.

Sunny cleared her throat. “Hold still.”

“I’m holding,” he said softly.

Sunny measured the hem and marked the fold with chalk, trying not to feel the weight of his stare.

When she stood, Luke didn’t step back. Didn’t give her space.

“Sunny,” he said, his voice low.

She met his eyes, and it was like looking into a place she’d locked up.

“What?” she asked, too sharp.

Luke’s jaw flexed. “I’m sorry.”

The words landed harder than she expected.

Sunny’s laugh was small and brittle. “For what? Leaving? Forgetting I exist? Coming back like it’s nothing?”

Luke flinched.

Sunny surprised herself with the heat rising in her chest. “You don’t get to say sorry like that fixes ten years.”

Luke’s eyes stayed on hers. “I know.”

Sunny blinked. “Then why say it?”

Luke’s voice cracked, just slightly. “Because I’ve been carrying it.”

Sunny didn’t know what to do with that.

She stepped away and busied herself with the chalk, the scissors, anything that didn’t require feeling.

“Come back tomorrow,” she said, clipped. “I’ll have them ready.”

Luke didn’t move for a moment.

Then he nodded once, slowly, like he was accepting terms.

“Tomorrow,” he repeated, quiet.

He walked toward the door, but paused with his hand on the handle.

Without turning, he said, “Bluebird didn’t change much.”

Sunny’s voice came out before she could stop it.

“Neither did you.”

Luke turned then, and his eyes softened—like he was about to say something dangerous.

But he didn’t.

He just looked at her like the past still mattered.

Then he left.

The bell jingled again.

Sunny stood alone in her shop, heart thudding, palms still remembering the shape of his ankle beneath her fingers.

Outside, the town kept moving like it always did.

But Sunny knew the truth.

Luke Bennett had come back.

And nothing in Bluebird stayed the same after that.
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​Chapter 2: The Boy Who Left
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Sunny spent the evening pretending she wasn’t unraveling.

She closed the shop, flipped the sign to CLOSED, and walked the familiar route home beneath the fading winter sky—past the diner glowing gold through fogged windows, past the hardware store that always smelled like cedar and dust, past the river that cut through Bluebird like a vein carrying old memories.

She told herself Luke Bennett’s return didn’t matter.

It was just a hem.
Just a customer.
Just an old heartbreak wearing expensive denim.
But the lie kept catching in her throat.

By the time she reached home, her nerves felt stretched thin as thread.

Sunny tossed her keys onto the kitchen counter and set Luke’s jeans bag beside them. The dark denim stared back at her like a challenge.

She should’ve left them at the shop.

Instead, she unzipped the bag carefully and pulled the jeans free.

The fabric was soft. High-quality. Expensive enough that she could tell, just by touch, they’d never seen real work.

Not like Luke’s old jeans.

Those had smelled like grass stains, motor oil, bonfire smoke, and summer.

Sunny exhaled sharply, annoyed with herself.

“Get it together,” she muttered.

She laid the jeans across the table and reached for her measuring tape, but the second her fingers brushed the denim, memory hit her hard.

Luke at seventeen.
Sitting on the hood of his battered truck outside the football field.
His jeans ripped at the knee from skateboarding.
His
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