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DESCRIPTION

	 

	Devon has spent years traveling the world as a teacher, always looking to find something new to experience. However, when a family emergency brings her back home to her small town of Bourneville, she is reconnected with a life she thought she had left behind, one that includes her teenage crush, her brother’s best friend Sawyer.  

	 

	Sawyer, a discharged veteran, has returned home from the Army and is rebuilding his life as a single father with his son, Max. When Devon takes a job as Max’s nanny, sparks fly between Devon and Sawyer and old flames are reignited. Together, they are finally able to explore the “what ifs” in life. 

	 

	After traveling all the way across the globe to find fulfillment, sometimes everything you are looking for in life is right where you started. Can they forge a path forward together, one where old wounds are healed and trust is built? Can their story finally have a happy ending?
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	PROLOGUE

	 

	Devon

	 

	12 years ago

	 

	It’s a Saturday night and one week before my brother Ronald’s graduation. He’s having some friends over and told me (threatened is more like it) to stay upstairs, but I’m not about to listen to him. Sawyer, his best friend, is planning on coming tonight. Yeah, Ronald will be mad at me, but it will be worth it if I get to see Sawyer. I check myself in the mirror, turn to the side and smile. I did a little something different with my hair tonight. Instead of straight, I’ve curled my soft brown locks into waves that gently caress the sides of my face. Some subtle eyeshadow and mascara make my green eyes shine, though I think their shine is more likely to be attributed to the idea of seeing Sawyer. I’m wearing jeans that hug the curves of my body that is finally beginning to fill out. I wonder if Sawyer has noticed yet. I wonder if he notices me at all.

	“You look nice,” my mother says from the door of my bedroom, a knowing smile upon her face. “You’re supposed to stay up here tonight and let Ronald have some time with his friends before next week, some time without his overbearing parents or kid sister interfering.”

	I roll my eyes. “I’m not a kid, Mom. I turned fifteen last week. Some of my friends have already started dating.”

	“To me, you’ll always be that little girl in pigtails or the gangly teenager in braces,” she says with a rueful laugh. “Don’t push too hard to grow up. It’ll hit you so fast it will make your head spin.”

	I touch the slightest hint of gloss to my lips, liking the supple shine. I turn to my mom. “What do you think?”

	She enters my room, coming to stand beside me. “You look lovely.”

	I hear the doorbell ring below and look anxiously up at my mother. “Please? Can I go downstairs for a little while? I won’t stay down there long. I promise.”

	She nods. “Go down and get a coke and visit a few minutes. Come back up soon, though. This is your brother’s night.”

	I rush downstairs. Ronald looks up and sees me, irritation quickly running across his face. “You’re supposed to stay upstairs, Devon.”

	I grab a cup and scoop some ice into it. “Mom said I could come down. I was thirsty,” I tell him as I pour soda into the cup.

	As Ronald starts to argue, the doorbell rings again. I rush to open the door, finding Sawyer on the other side. As always, he looks devilishly handsome. His dark brown hair is just a bit too long, giving him a rakish look. His eyes are such a light shade of blue, they remind me of blue ice. His tall form is relaxed in a pair of jeans and a tee-shirt from one of the concerts he’s always going to.

	He looks me over from head to toe, his eyes appreciative. “You look nice tonight. When did you lose the braces?” 

	I give him a scathing look. “Over a year ago. Thanks for noticing so quickly.”

	He smiles sheepishly. “I’m a guy. We’re stupid sometimes.”

	“Sometimes?” My face is skeptical.

	“Fair point,” Sawyer replies with a grin. “You are growing up.”

	Hearing him say that makes me smile. Maybe he’s no longer seeing me just as Ronald’s kid sister, a pest.

	Ronald coughs behind me. Oh, boy. He sounds mad.

	“You’re supposed to go upstairs, Devon,” Ronald insists as I turn toward him. “You’re supposed to be the invisible sister tonight. This isn’t a party for kids.”

	Sawyer interrupts him and comes to my defense, placing a casual arm around my shoulders. “Come on, buddy. She’s not bothering anybody. Let her hang around.” He gives me a grin. “I’m not sure I would call her a kid anymore, either.”

	I lean into Sawyer, liking the feel of his arm around me. My brother looks from me to Sawyer, his expression conflicted, but he backs off. “Okay,” he says, shrugging his shoulders as he returns to talk to his girlfriend, Andie, who is standing next to him.

	“What do you say we go outside?” Sawyer suggests. “It’s crowded in here.” I nod eagerly. Sawyer and I walk out onto the deck. 

	“Thanks for taking up for me, Sawyer. You’re the only one Ronald won’t argue with.”

	He grins as he leans over the railing. “Ronald’s just trying to show off for everybody. I don’t know if he realizes that he’s actually achieving the exact opposite of what he’s trying to by acting that way.”

	“Did Dalton ever treat you that way?” I ask him as I take the spot next to him. Dalton is his older brother.

	Sawyer laughs wickedly. “He did until I overshot him by a couple of inches. That put an end to that. That and a few tussles that I won with him.”

	“Are you excited about graduating?” I ask him. “Are you going to stay here or go off to school?”

	Sawyer’s eyes become hooded as he begins to answer.

	Ronald opens the door out onto the deck. “We’re gonna start a movie.”

	Sawyer raises an eyebrow at Ronald. “Is it a good one?”

	Ronald shrugs his shoulders. “I dunno. Andie brought it. Looks like a chick flick.”

	Sawyer laughs as Ronald closes the door. “That boy is whipped.”

	I look at him curiously. “Whipped?”

	He smiles down at me. “I keep forgetting you’re just fifteen.”

	My heart falls at his words. Why did I have to say that? Remind him that there is still so much I don’t know?

	He grabs my hand, pulling me behind him. “Let’s check out the movie.”

	Sawyer tugs me onto the sofa next to him, placing his arm along the back of the cushion, his hand grazing my shoulder.

	“It’s a movie my mom made me watch the other day, from when she was in high school,” Andie tells us as she slips the cd into the player.

	I see my mother peeking into the room. She looks at me and then at Ronald, questioningly. I guess she thinks it’s okay because she leaves and heads back upstairs.

	I return to watching the movie, laughing at the hair and heavy make-up. How much hair spray did they use back then? Maybe that’s what started the ozone crisis!

	Sawyer’s thumb gently strokes my shoulder. I try to focus on the movie, but all I can think about is the heat I feel from his touch. The movie is cute, though. It’s about a girl turning sixteen who thinks that nobody notices her, especially the high school hunk. In the end, he has a birthday cake lit with sixteen candles when everyone else has forgotten it’s her birthday. I can definitely relate.

	Once the movie is over, the crowd begins to dwindle until it is just a handful of people left. Sawyer looks at his watch and yawns. “I’d better get going. We’ve got a big day tomorrow.” He rubs his hands together eagerly. “I can’t say I’m going to miss all of the sawdust from the mill.”

	I crease my brow questioningly. “What do you mean?”

	He gives me a look I cannot quite discern. “I join the Army in two weeks, one week after graduation.”

	I feel my heart plummet. “You’re leaving?”

	Sawyer stares down at his shoes. “Yeah. You’re the first person I’ve told.”

	I guess that should make me feel better, but it doesn’t. “Not even your parents? Ronald? Why?”

	His eyes level with mine. “I didn’t want anyone to try and talk me out of it, and they would try. It’s what I’ve always wanted to do.” He stares up at nothing. “When people are attached, things get complicated. It’ll be easier this way.”

	I place my hand on his arm. “So why are you telling me?”

	His eyes are open, honest. “I have no idea.”

	For a moment, we just stare into each other’s eyes, words being inadequate. He begins to lean towards me, and I lift my face in anticipation. At that very second, I hear my mother’s subtle cough from the doorway, squashing the moment.

	Sawyer gives my mom a sheepish look. “I was just leaving, Mrs. Hart.”

	I watch as he walks out of the room and out of my life, my heart aching with every step. Without looking at my mother, I slowly walk up the stairs, wondering if I will ever get past this sense of loss, though I never had anything to begin with.

	 


 

	Sawyer

	 

	7 years later

	 

	My phone’s alarm goes off. I roll over, placing a hand against my forehead as if that will somehow stop the pounding while the other one hits the snooze.

	“It’s so early,” Shelby whines wearily from beside me. “Why are you getting up now? It’s not like you have anywhere to go.”

	I glance at her, seeing the harsh truth of daylight upon her face. Her eyes are red and rimmed with smudged mascara, her dirty blond hair tangled from a night of hard sleep…drugged sleep. The events are foggy. The ones I recall, I would rather not. My hands are shaking as I run them through my hair, feeling the sweat of a rough night. I need a drink, but I have a job interview. So, it’ll have to wait.

	I get up, stretching. “I have a job interview. In case you recall, we are a month behind on the rent.”

	Shelby rolls over, ignoring me, and goes back to sleep.

	I turn on the shower, waiting until the water turns hot before I ease under its soothing flow. As I shampoo my hair, I hear Shelby come into the bathroom. She is immediately sick. I don’t think too much about it. It’s not like it’s the first time she’s hurled after a bender. She likes to walk on the edge more than I do. Though I spent seven years in the Army and saw things I

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
