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            Author’s note

          

        

      

    

    
      I promise I’m fine, but a Backstreet Boys song just dropped into my head.

      
        
        
        “Oh my God, she’s back again…”

      

      

      

      I hope that this note has found all of my seasoned and new-to-me readers well… and if it hasn’t, may this festive and steamy novella lift your spirits. This release is lucky #13 and I’ve never been so happy to bring something to your faces. I have loved bringing Reid and Sabrina to life in these pages.

      A note on this one- there will be an epilogue, but I need more time to do it justice. It will be a freebie, downloadable to your phones and e-readers via book funnel. Be the first to know when it drops by signing up for my newsletter.

      I love to hear how much people are enjoying my books. Please send any “SHE SAID WHAT?!” to me on any social media site or to my email: authordl at booksbydlwhite dot com. Post any criticism in an honest, balanced review at your fave retail or review site.

      I appreciate your time and good opinion and hope you adore this novel.

      

      
        
        xoxo,

        DL White

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Welcome back to Potter Lake

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        "I need to be clear that I like this. I need this, especially on a day like today, but...”

      

        

      
        “That’s all it is, Satisfying a need."
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        * * *

      

      Reid Gallagher hasn't returned to Potter Lake because he misses his family, or because he wonders how his hometown has fared since he left. After many years away, this visit is strictly business....until he meets Sabrina.

      Sabrina Ward's crumbling marriage drives her to the peace and solace of her Aunt Cara’s comfortable home in a slow, southern town. Her stay was always going to be temporary, but for Reid, she might consider an extended stay.

      As the first snow blankets Potter Lake in a winter wonderland, Sabrina and Reid give in to an inconvenient yet irresistible spark of attraction. With Reid's departure looming, a lucrative opportunity could turn a casual holiday fling into a chance at love.

      Come for the festive holiday vibes... stay for a steamy love story and the charm of Potter Lake, where second chances aren’t just possible; they’re inevitable. Home for the Holidays is a heartwarming novella, perfect for fans of seasonal Hallmark movies and the magic of the season.

      

      Content Warnings: Divorce, adult language and sexual content including depictions of sex acts on the page. If any of these are a stop sign for you, I encourage you to engage in self care and choose another title.
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      Reid

      The low hum of tires on pavement hung in the background as I navigated the winding roads from Healy, Georgia to my hometown of Potter Lake. The shadows of the tall pines that lined the road danced before me. The scent of pine needles wafted through the vents, reminding me of riding bikes with my friends on these same streets. My grip on the steering wheel had become tighter over the course of my conversation with Mitchell, my partner at Sterling & Gallagher Development.

      “If we don’t do it, someone else will.”

      Mitchell Sterling’s throaty voice boomed through the speakers in the car, reminding me that this wasn’t purely a social trip. I hadn’t returned to Potter Lake because I missed my family, or because I wondered how the small, slow Southern town had fared since I left it after graduating from Healy University. I’d returned because if I didn’t complete the land survey, my partner would swoop in and, without a shred of reverence for the idyllic lakeside community, propose an unwelcome footprint of box stores and fast-food restaurants.

      From what I’d heard about recent goings-on in Potter Lake, that wouldn’t go well. My parents were officially in their golden years, so under the guise of checking in on my family home, I agreed to take some time between Thanksgiving and Christmas to do a cursory check of the town and report back.

      “I don’t see how you’re not excited about this, Reid. It’s practically a blank canvas, from what I hear. They’re growing at an incredible rate, and there’s no doubt they need someone to step in and offer some direction and opportunity, maybe a few modern conveniences.”

      “Well, it’s not Mayberry, Mitch,” I replied, knowing Mitchell wasn’t really listening for my input but to hear himself speak.

      This was our dance. He was a bundle of energy, bursting with enthusiasm and full of ideas. I was slower, methodical. I saw each project as a puzzle and, in my mind, worked out every detail before I even put pen to page. This deal, if it even had a chance to go through, would take finesse.

      Mitchell did not have finesse.

      “Look, man,” I said after letting him ramble for a few minutes. “I’m going to do the job, but respect what I have to say when the survey is over. It might look like a slam dunk on paper, but I’m telling you, there is a reason this town has been slow to develop.”

      “I’ll let you cook, but on a serious tip,  you’ve got until the top of the year before I start moving. I’m not missing out on an opportunity because you’re sentimental.”

      “Man, don’t threaten me. Every project needs two affirmative votes before money moves, and you’ve blocked me on projects before. You need my yes on this, so let me work it out. You will not be able to run these folks over. They’ll chase you out with pitchforks.”

      The sound of Mitchell’s laughter bounced around the interior of the spacious Ford Expedition. “Aight, keep me in the loop. I’ve gotta run, late for a quick nine holes with Zuck.”

      I rolled my eyes as the call disconnected. Sterling did not know Mark Zuckerberg. One of his best friends was hard at work developing a social network to take on Meta. Mitchell called him Zuck to get under his skin.

      I followed the off-ramp from the highway, savoring this drive since it took me along the lake where the surface of the water was smooth as a pane of glass. The potential for new business was always exciting, and Mitchell was right; establishing a presence like a few large convenience stores could be the boost a small town needed to bring in merchandise and services not found anywhere else. The project could also create jobs and bring in revenue. However, there would be opposition to such a venture competing with the existing mom and pop stores.

      For example, my mom and pop’s store. Our family had run Pinkney’s Grocery since the town’s inception. My maternal grandfather, Ellison Pinkney, first opened the grocery as a roadside stand. The store had been a reliable place to pick up sundries, grain, meat, and fruit my whole life.

      Anxiety surged at the thought of mentioning a land survey to my mother.

      I turned up the radio, fiddling with the dial to get the local station in clearer. News and weather on the 5’s, boasted Clyde Fuller, who had been saying the same thing over the air for as long as I could remember. The Temptations’ “Let It Snow” floated through the speakers, I let the music settle my nerves as I rolled through the outskirts of town. A pang of nostalgia hit as I passed Bread & Butter Bakery, where I spent afternoons as a kid begging for cinnamon roll scraps.

      I steered the vehicle into the driveway of my childhood home and climbed out, filling my lungs with a deep inhale of crisp fall air and freshly cut grass. For a moment, I put aside ulterior motives. I was home.

      The screen door swung open with a squeak. My mother’s plump, diminutive form stepped out of the house and onto the painted stone porch.

      “Well, look who made it!” she called, fists planted on her hips and her lips spread into a wide smile. “You could have called somebody to tell us you were on the way.”

      “Hey, Mama.” We spoke weekly, but her voice in my ears was nothing compared to hearing and seeing her in person. “I almost missed my flight. Then the rental place only had this boat available.”

      “Don’t hey, Mama me. Bring your behind up here. I’ve got dinner on.”

      I laughed as I climbed the porch steps to my mother’s open arms. “You know I’m all about some dinner from your stove.”

      She hugged me tight, wrapping both arms around me, then pulled back. “Don’t seem like you’re all about some dinner, son,” she said, squeezing my arms. “Are you doing alright? Don’t you have somebody to cook up something for you now and again?”

      I groaned aloud, reaching behind her for the latch to the screen door. “I’m fit for an almost fifty-year-old man. And that’s a clever way to ask if I’m dating. I’m not, by the way.”

      “I’m not being clever about a thing.” She stepped over the threshold to lead the way into a well-furnished home that smelled of everything good in life. “I was happy when you divorced that gal, what’s-her-name…”

      “Elodie,” I supplied. She knew my ex-wife’s name enough to talk mess about her during my divorce.

      “I know that woman’s name,” she snapped, heading through the living room to the kitchen, turning on lamps as she went. “And I don’t miss her. Had her nose in the air whenever we came to town, like she was doing us a favor by breathing the same air as us.”

      Mama let out a loud, offended huff while standing at the stove, sliding oven mitts on her hands. “Anyway, if I wanted to know if you had replaced her saddity behind, I would have asked. I don’t have to be clever about a thing.”

      “Okay, Mama,” I replied, staving off a long lecture. “Renita and Rachel sent me photos from Thanksgiving. Looks like it was a nice spread.”

      “You just missed them.” She opened the oven door and reared back for a few moments to let the steam escape, then reached in to pull out several covered dishes. “They brought the husbands and kids and everything. How was the holiday with your son and…her?”

      “It was an okay time. You know Elodie likes a party. She had a house full of people and a big catered dinner.”

      “Hmph. It would have been nice if she let you bring Joshua to Thanksgiving instead of making you go all the way to Atlanta for a big dinner full of people that aren’t his family. She don’t like him being out of her sight and I don’t like that. And who ever heard of a catered Thanksgiving?”

      “Her family is his family. And I know Pinkney’s has been selling fully cooked dinners for years.”

      “That’s different than having some restaurant cook up your holiday meal. Ain’t no love in those mashed potatoes.”

      My mama was not wrong about that, and I wouldn’t dare argue if she was. Instead, I reached for a roll from the pan she brought out of the oven. She smacked my hand, but not fast enough. I pulled the roll apart to watch the steam rise and the butter bubble, then popped half of it into my mouth.

      “Mmmmm! Nothing but love in this roll.”

      “Already picking at the food. Get on out of here! Go find your father. He’s out in the garden. I’m sure he wants to say hello.”

      I pulled off my jacket and slipped my tie from around my neck. A few days of being up under my mother and not wearing a suit and silk tie for ten hours a day was just what I needed. I hung both from a chair and walked through the kitchen and mudroom to the back door.

      The acreage behind the house was a lush carpet of green grass, then a vegetable garden plot bordered by thick woods that stretched out to the property line. I spotted the outline of my father with his back to me, leaning over and tending to the dirt. I trampled through his grass in my Italian leather shoes but didn’t care. As I got closer, I saw he was pulling carrots from the ground and tossing them into a basket.

      “Hey, old man,” I said as I reached him, my feet crunching fallen leaves.

      He slowly straightened, squinting at me, then breaking into a grin. “Well, look who it is!” he called, his voice cracking.

      I grabbed him up in a gentle bear hug. He was thin but sturdy, well-muscled from years of working in the garden and stocking shelves at the store.

      “I was wonderin’ when you would come through,” he said, pulling back from the hug with a clap on the shoulder. “I ain’t heard you pull up. Been out here trying to get the last of the harvest. The temperature is supposed to drop low soon.”

      He went back to work, asking over his shoulder, “Your mama seen you?”

      “She’s about to serve dinner. She sent me out here to get you because I was getting on her nerves.”

      “You know how she is about her kitchen. Why you think I’m out here?” His laugh came out in a wheeze. Cliff Gallagher was not a man who liked to sit around doing nothing, but at his age, exerting himself in the sun could not be the best thing.

      “Tell you what, Dad. You come on in, have some dinner. I’ll help you finish up out here tomorrow. We should have time to get everything in before the temperature drops, right?”

      “Now that’s a deal,” he said, offering a hand for me to shake. He held on tight for me to pull him from the clump of dirt. I threw an arm over his shoulder and walked with him back to the house.

      Over a sumptuous feast, the conversation flowed easily—stories of my life in a suburb on the outskirts of Cleveland, Mama’s updates on the neighbors and their various antics, developments at Pinkney’s and the businesses around Potter Lake. These days, they left the store in the capable hands of their management staff, but they still dropped by most days to get in the way and gossip with residents.

      Despite my best efforts to keep things light and focused on our personal lives, I couldn’t ignore a nagging urge to broach the reason for my visit.

      “Hey, Mama,” I said hesitantly, testing the waters. “Remember when Mayor Adams was selling off land around here? And offering space for folks to open businesses?”

      “When he was trying to kill this town, you mean?” Her whole face bunched up with her scowl. She may as well have cursed. “Thank goodness for Mayor Cavanaugh. And Leslie, too. You remember her?”

      I nodded. Leslie was much younger than me, having just entered high school when I left Potter Lake. I’d heard the stories about her returning to the town to run the beauty shop and feuding with the owner of one of the new shops on the other side of the lake. He ran against Mayor Adams, unseating him after a long tenure in office, and married Leslie. Together, they were bringing so much change to the city.

      It was encouraging to me. Maybe I could get them to see my proposal as a good thing.

      Mama’s thick, gray brows furrowed as she quizzically stared from across the table. “Why are you asking about Quincy?”

      “Uhm… I’m not,” I stammered. “I mean, not really asking about him. I was asking about the land. If you knew of any still up for grabs around here.”

      “Reid Gallagher,” she warned, her eyes narrowing suspiciously. “Don’t go thinking we are so old that we don’t remember what you do for a living. Potter Lake is not in need of any big changes like those developments you build. We’re growing slow but doing fine as we are.”

      “Of course,” I agreed, sucking down a mouthful of sweet lemonade to help swallow the lump in my throat. “I was just asking, Mama.”

      “And I’ve answered. Let’s leave business talk for another day. You still like pound cake with strawberries, don’t you?”

      “Yes, ma’am, I do,” I replied, offering her a weak smile.
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      Sabrina

      “I cannot watch this one more time,” I murmured to myself, snapping off the TV on the way to the kitchen table.

      Of course, the only Atlanta station that came in clearly in Potter Lake would be doing a story on my husband Adrian. The fistfight he’d been involved in with his mistresses’ husband was the biggest, juiciest scoop any newsroom had seen a while.

      I took a seat across from my Aunt Cara, who reminded me of Olympia Dukakis. Sweet, Southern, silver-haired…and spicy. She loved a good bit of gossip, so much that I questioned my decision to hole up at her house while this controversy with Adrian blew over.

      “This too shall pass.” Aunt Cara poured us both a glass of wine and set the bottle on the table between us. “How are you holding up, honey?”

      “I feel like I’m suffocating,” I replied, stabbing my fork into my plate.

      My face flushed at the recollection of that fight. It was on YouTube for the world to see and be repeated, ad nauseam, until the end of time. Or at least the two-week news cycle. I prayed for something of worldwide importance to happen so the incident would be wiped off every broadcast.

      “Not only is my marriage over, but the whole world—or at least the state—became witness to it falling apart. They can watch it, frame by frame, over and over and over.”

      “Well, now…” Aunt Cara began around a mouthful of

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  


OEBPS/images/vellum-created.png





OEBPS/images/break-snowflake-screen.png





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Author’s note
      


      		
        Welcome back to Potter Lake
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Chapter 10
      


      		
        Chapter 11
      


      		
        Have you met my Potter Lake couples?
      


      		
        Acknowledgments
      


      		
        Books by DL White
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Copyright


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		Books by DL White


    


  


This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/potter-lake-series-covers.jpg
DL WHITE

/

A HOETDA\ NOVELLA

POTTER LAKE BOOK 3.5







OEBPS/images/books---edited.jpg





