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His to Hide (The Grayhaven Sinners, #6)


Content warning

This book is intended for adult readers. All characters are twenty-one years of age or older.

His to Hide is a dark small-town romance. It contains:

Explicit, on-page sexual content between consenting adults

Profanity

Alcohol and a working bar

A harbor accident with a snapped line and injury (no death)

Small-town public shame and a secret relationship

Family conflict between the mill Kanes and the sheriff Calders, including mention of an old lockout

Grief for an aunt (Helen Calder) and a living, distant father

Mentions of a past prison sentence and family criminal activity (not on-page)

Secret-relationship heat between a tug captain and the sheriff's adult niece, both adults

What it does not contain: rape used as romance, sexual content involving anyone under twenty-one, incest, or on-page harm to children.

If any of that is not for you, close the book. Grayhaven will not take it personally.

—
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The Grayhaven Sinners, Book 6

Chapter 1 — The Box

Emmett Kane did not go to the rental to borrow a pan.

He went because the tug had come in on a tide that made the marina a mouth, and because Nora Calder had unpacked a bag in a house that wasn't Dale's and wasn't Helen's and was a lease Tess Harlan had priced like a woman who knew a last name when it sat on a paper, and because Nora Calder had looked at him from a doorway in Anchorage three years ago and had not looked at him since, and was looking now, in Grayhaven rain, with a face that had learned a city and was trying to unscrew it.

Nora was twenty-nine. Dale's niece. A Calder the town had not chewed lately. She stood on the rental step with a box that said KITCHEN in Ivy's font, stolen, and a look that was not sunshine and not a hinge. Something else. A secret that had already happened and was trying not to be a sequel.

"Captain," she said. "I need a second pair of hands if this box is a box. I didn't ask Dale. I'm asking you. That's a sentence. You can say no. No is complete. If you say yes, you carry it like a man who leaves after, not like a Kane who mills a house. I'm a niece. I'm twenty-nine. I don't do folklore. I do Anchorage and ugly and a town I left. If you don't like my mouth, you already did. That's geometry. File it. Then decide if a box is a box you're in."

Emmett was thirty-four. Tug captain. Declan's younger brother. A Kane who lived on water so the ridge would not own him. He had a face that had learned not to smile at lockouts or nieces or feelings he had already had in a different rain. He had carried a box for her in Anchorage and sworn he wouldn't carry another unless she asked. She had asked. He hated that he was glad. He would carry.

"I'm not a porch," Emmett said.

"I'm not a tug," Nora said. "We're even. Come in out of the rain or go be a mill. Those are the options. There isn't a third where you like me and I like a man who left a hotel like a tide. I know you left. That's the only honest thing a Kane has done to a Calder without a hyphen. File it. Then decide if a night is a night you're in. I'm not staying. I'm unpacking. Those are different files. Don't mix them. Mixing is how you get a family mess. I'm a family mess already. Dale doesn't know. Ivy will yellow-tab the air. Kane will house it. I'm asking you to carry a box and not a secret. The secret is already in the box. That's irony. I file irony. I don't treat it."

Emmett looked at the rain. He looked at the box. He looked at her mouth and then looked at the tug, which was a kind of looking.

He went in.

He did not set the box down, yet.

The rental was two rooms and a kitchen that wanted to be a hallway. Tess had priced it like a woman who had already decided a Calder would pay for the view of the marina and the leak over the stove. The leak was honest. The view was a chew. Emmett's tug sat in it, tied, a Kane that had refused a mill and taken a wheel instead. He could see the wheel from the window. He could see Nora from anywhere. That was the mill he had not agreed to run.

She was smaller than the hotel had made her. Or the hotel had been a country and this was a town. Dark hair gone darker in the wet. A mouth that did yes and no without a smile to grease it. Hands that had logged boats in a city that did not know Grayhaven's last names. She had a scar on her thumb from a hawser he had not been there for. He wanted to ask. He did not ask. Asking was a porch.

"That's a start," Nora said. "Don't bleed on my floor. Don't die. Don't make me a mill. I'm a niece with better weather in another city and a month in this one. If the family is a family, we do the month. If you need a tide, I'm a tide that leaves. If you need a volume, you came to the wrong rental. Out is that door. Stay is that box. I'm not Dale. I don't do pans. I do yes and no. Ask when you ask. I'm off the clock when Anchorage is a clock. I'm on it now. That's not a lie. That's a Calder."

Emmett stood in the rental with a box and a niece and a secret that had already used them up in another rain. Declan Kane, on a ridge, would radio copy to a floor if a floor asked. Ivy, in a log, would yellow-tab nothing until the nothing grew a name. Dale Calder, in a brick box, did not know. Lila Voss, in a clinic, iced a splinter. Roy Hess, in a rip, did not radio. Wren was a porch. Cade was a bearing. Finn was a stool. Sable was a tap. Mara was a hull. Jonah was tied. Tess was a register. Wreck was a hand that had not yet become a book.

Nora Calder, twenty-nine, unpacked, held a box like a chain.

The month, being a month, sat between a tug and a door, unresolved, a lockout neither of them had agreed to fail.

Emmett set the box down.

Nora's mouth moved. Not a smile. A decision, half-made.

"Kitchen," she said. "That's the font. Ivy stole it. I'm not returning the theft. Put it on the counter. Then go be a tide if a tide is what you do. I'm not asking you to stay. I'm asking you to set a box down like a man who can. That's a lower ask than a hotel. You failed the hotel. You can pass a counter. Geometry. Live in it."

He put the box on the counter. The leak dripped once, like a clock that had opinions. He did not wipe it. Wiping it was how you milled a house.

"I left," he said. "That's the file. Don't make it a sermon. I'm not a hotel. I'm a tug. Tugs leave when the job is a job. Anchorage was a job. You were a night I didn't log. I logged it anyway. That's the only dishonest thing I've done to a wheel. I'm not doing it to a month. If you want me out, say out. Out is complete. If you want the rest of the boxes, I have hands. Hands are not a hyphen. Hands are hands. That's inventory. You asked for it."

Nora looked at him. She looked at the leak. She looked at the marina, which was a kind of looking that had already happened in a different rain.

"There's a second box in the car," she said. "LINEN. Also Ivy. Also stolen. If you carry that one you are not a tide. You are a man in a rental with a niece Dale didn't raise and a town that will chew a Kane in a Calder kitchen by supper if Marlene's mouth is a mouth. I'm not inviting supper. I'm inviting a box. That's the distinction. File it. Then decide if your hands are still hands when the second box is a box."

Emmett went to the car.

The rain unpacked over Grayhaven like a chew the town had scheduled. Front Street shone. The mill whistle had already cut the afternoon. The cannery ruin showed its teeth at the point, booked, a church other people had used for mouths and guns and not for a niece who would not stay.

He carried LINEN. He set it on the bed that was a bed Tess had sold the last tenant, a fisherman who wasn't Jonah. The sheets in the box were Helen's, which Wren had not said and Ivy had not yellow-tabbed and Nora had taken from Cedar Lane like a woman who knew a ghost still worked.

Emmett did not touch the sheets.

"That's two," he said. "I'm not a third unless you ask. Asking is the roster we already had. I'm using it. Yes or no on a third. No is complete. I'm not Dale. I don't order a chair. I wait on a wheel. The wheel is tied. I'm here until you say out. That's as far as I do stay. Don't file my face. Don't look at me like a hotel I walked out of. I walked. That's true. It's ugly. I can live in ugly. I lived in a mill that wanted me and a harbor that took me. I can live in a rental for the length of two boxes. After that I'm a tide. You invented that. I'm living in it."

Nora's mouth moved.

"There's a third," she said. "It's not a box. It's a sentence. I'm going to say it and you're going to decide if a month is a month you're in. I came back because a contract ended and because Dale is a pan I can stand for thirty days and because you are a tug I have not looked at since a hotel and I am looking now. That's the sentence. You can say no. If you say yes, we hide it. Hiding is how this town doesn't write a special that puts a Kane on a niece and a sheriff on a ridge and a lockout back in a mouth that already chewed it. My father is Martin. You know Martin. That's the mess. I'm the mess. You're a Kane who left. I'm a Calder who unpacked. If we do this we do it in this kitchen and not on Front. That's geometry I stole from a doctor who stayed. I'm not staying. I'm hiding. Those are different files. Don't mix them. Mixing is how you get a hyphen. I'm not a hyphen. I'm a month. Ask when you ask. I'm on it now."

Emmett looked at the leak. He looked at Helen's sheets. He looked at her mouth and then at the tug, which was still a kind of looking.

"Yes," he said. "That's a yes. That's not a hyphen. That's a hide. I'm thirty-four. I don't do folklore. I do a wheel and a job and a night I didn't log. I'll hide. I'll carry. I'll leave when you say leave. I won't mill a house. I won't tell Dale. I won't tell Declan. Ivy will yellow-tab the air anyway. That's her mill. I'm not her mill. I'm a tug. You asked. I answered. Don't make me a porch. Make me a pair of hands that knows when to go. That's the inventory. File it."

Nora did not smile. She did the other mouth, the one he had seen in a hotel when the city was a city and the night was a night.

"Good," she said. "That's the only honest thing a Kane has said to a Calder in this kitchen. The leak is a leak. I'm not fixing it. Tess priced the honesty. I'm paying it. Out. Come back after the whistle if the whistle is a person. Don't come up Front. Come up the alley Tess uses for paint. That's a hide. I'm a hide. You're a hide. Both facts. If you need a tide before the whistle, take it. I'm not a fellowship. I don't assume a follow. I assume a man who left. That's the ugly. It's true. Can you live in a yes with a hide on it."

"I lived in a yes with a hotel on it," Emmett said. "A hide is worse. I'm living in it. Don't make a speech. Put the kettle on if you need a country. I'm a wheel. I'm going to the marina to make a tug look like a job. Then I'll come up the alley. That's not a porch. That's a route. Steal it."

"Stolen," Nora said.

He went. The rain took him. The tug held. The box sat on the counter like a chain that had already decided the month would not be a month, and Grayhaven, being Grayhaven, put a Kane and a Calder in its mouth and did not swallow yet, because some chews were scheduled, and some chews arrived in a rental with Ivy's font and a leak that kept time.

Chapter 2 — Niece

Nora Calder did not unpack like a woman who was staying.

She unpacked like a woman who had a month and a bag and a contract that had ended when a harbor in Anchorage decided it did not need a dispatcher who filed irony and hawser logs in the same ink. The contract was done. The city was a smell she could still do. Dale had said come home. Home was a word a niece used for a town that had not raised her and a house that was Helen's ghost and a sheriff who was a pan.

She had not come home. She had come to a rental Tess priced. That was the distinction. She filed distinctions for a living. Distinctions were how you kept a night from becoming a mill.

The kitchen box was open. Ivy's font stared. Nora put plates in a cupboard that had belonged to a fisherman who wasn't Jonah. She put a mug on the counter that had a mill logo she turned to the wall. She put Helen's kettle on the stove because some ghosts you used and some ghosts you left in tins, and Nora was not Wren, and Nora was not Ivy, and Nora was a Calder who had learned a city and was trying not to unscrew it in the first hour.

She was twenty-nine. She had been a marine dispatcher in Anchorage until Anchorage was a night she could still smell, a hotel with a Kane in it, a dawn that had been a tide. She dispatched because a radio had an end of shift you could see from the first call, and staying was how you got a hyphen, and a hyphen was how you got left. She had not almost married. She had almost logged a man. The man had left. She had gone to a series of harbors that were not this harbor and then, because a contract ended and a sheriff said come, this one.

She liked the leak. That was a medical condition she did not treat. She was not a doctor. She was a niece. Nieces leaked. That was the mill.

Dale had offered Cedar Lane. Wren lived in it with a felon who was a bearing. Nora had said no. No was complete. Dale had offered the spare room over the brick box. Nora had said no again. Dale's mouth had moved. He had called Tess. Tess had priced a rental that looked at the marina. Nora had signed. Signing was not staying. Signing was a month.

Ivy had brought boxes. Ivy had not asked about Anchorage. Ivy had yellow-tabbed the air anyway, a controller who didn't trust wind, a sister-cousin who had already hyphenated a Kane and knew the rent.

"You're a month," Ivy had said, in the doorway, rain on her mill coat. "I'm not making you a log. I'm making you a kettle. Helen's. Wren said take it. I stole the font. Don't tell Kane I stole a font. He'll house it. Don't tell Dale you're going to look at the harbor like a job. He'll pan it. Look at it anyway. Looking is how you know if a month is a month. I'm fond. Fond is a condition. I'm not treating it. Out. I've got a mill that thinks a barge is a personality."

Ivy had gone. The font had stayed. The kettle had stayed. Nora had stood in the leak and thought about a tug captain who had carried a box in Anchorage and then a dawn, and had not radioed, and would, if the geometry held, come up Tess's alley after the whistle.

She did not put on lipstick. Lipstick was a porch. She put on a sweater that had done winters in a city and would do a mill town for thirty days. She put the mill mug face to the wall. She put her hands on the counter where the box had been a chain.

Three years. A hotel that had been a country. A man who had asked at every door a body had, which she had not expected from a Kane, and then had left at dawn without asking the door that was a morning. She had not called. He had not called. Calling was a hyphen. She filed hyphens. She did not treat them.

Her father was Martin Calder. Dale's brother. A mill hand who had been locked out in a year the town still used as a weather report. Martin had taken a child to Anchorage and a grudge to every Kane he saw on a screen. Nora had grown up with the grudge like a second government. Then she had let a Kane ask, and she had said yes, and she had not told Martin, and she had not told Dale, and the secret had sat in her like a hawser that had not been coiled.

She was not going to tell them now. Telling was a special. Marlene wrote specials. Marlene's sign was dark. Marlene's mouth wasn't.

The whistle cut the afternoon.

Nora looked at the alley. The alley was paint cans and a puddle and a route a tug captain would use if a tug captain was a hide. She put the kettle on. The leak dripped. Helen's ghost kept working.

She was a niece. She was a month. She was a hide.

She did not unpack the LINEN. LINEN was a bed. A bed was a door she would not open until he asked, and he would ask, because he had asked in a hotel, and asking was the only honest religion a Kane had that wasn't a mill.

The kettle clicked.

Nora Calder, twenty-nine, dispatcher between contracts, stood in a rental Tess had priced, and waited for a man she had told to leave and told to come back, which was a geometry she had stolen and was living in, and Grayhaven, wet, which was the only way it knew how, put a month in its mouth and did not swallow yet.

Chapter 3 — Tide

Emmett Kane did not go to the tug to hide.

He went because the barge was a barge and the mill was a mill and Declan Kane, on a ridge, expected a brother who had refused a floor to still move timber when timber needed a wheel. The tug was tied at the Kane slip, black hull, a wheelhouse that leaked in a more honest way than Nora's stove. Emmett had named her nothing. Naming was a porch. The mill called her Kane Tide in a log Levi tagged. Emmett called her the tug. The tug did not argue. Tugs that argued were mills.

He checked the lines. He checked the fuel. He checked the hawser that would take a barge off the mill dock at slack if slack was a person. Slack was at four. Four was a whistle and an alley and a kettle. He could live in a slack. He had lived in worse clocks.

Levi Kane came down the ramp with a tag gun and a face that was safety for a living. Levi was a Kane who had stayed on the ridge without taking the office. Book nine, if the town was writing books. Today he was a cousin with a tag.

"You're early," Levi said.

"Tide."

"That's a weather report." Levi tagged a cleat that did not
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