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Dear Reader!

Second Chance Love Stories of Silverbrook is a tender contemporary romance series crafted for readers seeking peaceful, emotionally nurturing love stories within a small town that embraces its people with care.

Each book centers on a different character who returns home, chooses to remain, or begins anew in Silverbrook, not as an escape from reality, but as a conscious step toward rebuilding life with authenticity. These are stories about prioritizing inner peace over outward expectations, genuine connection over turmoil, and love that unfolds gradually through compassion, patience, and mutual trust.

You won't find manufactured drama, unkindness, or emotional turbulence in these pages. Instead, discover quiet opportunities for second chances, unwavering affection, and the reassurance of truly belonging.

Ideal for readers who cherish:

	Tender, low-conflict romance

	Small-town atmospheres rich with warmth

	Relationships that develop at a natural pace

	Emotionally comforting love stories

	A series that welcomes you back whenever the world feels overwhelming


Begin with When Staying Felt Enough and let Silverbrook become the place you turn to when you need to catch your breath.

For everyone who has learned to measure their worth

by how much they give,

and for those still learning

that rest is not something you earn.

May you find the quiet courage

to let yourself be cared for,

just as you are.
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Chapter One
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Before the Morning Rush

The bakery lights glowed softly when Claire turned the key in the lock.

She preferred these early hours, before the town fully stirred and before the day's rhythm took hold. The space felt different at this time, almost like it belonged only to her rather than to the steady stream of neighbors who would pass through later. The windows still caught faint reflections from the streetlights outside, and the air inside held a gentle scent of yeast and sugar, waiting to become something more.

She stepped inside and locked the door behind her, listening to the quiet click. The sound always centered her somehow. It marked the start of another day in a way that felt ordered and knowable.

Claire set her bag on the shelf beneath the counter and hung her jacket on the familiar hook, the fabric sliding across her arm. She tied her apron without thinking much about it, her fingers working through the motions they'd repeated hundreds of times. Her body understood this routine the way it understood walking.

The refrigerator hummed in the background, constant and unworried. She switched on the overhead lights and watched the room brighten. The counters were clean, the display cases empty and ready. Everything sat exactly where she'd left it.

She walked to the sink and ran warm water over her hands. The heat spread across her palms and she held them there a bit longer than needed. Her shoulders felt tight this morning, a low ache that had settled in overnight. Not bad enough to really bother her. Just there.

She dried her hands and moved to the prep table.

The dough had been rising overnight under clean cloths, developing slowly and quietly. She lifted the fabric and pressed her fingertips into the surface, watching it yield and then spring back. The simple reaction steadied her. There was comfort in work that responded so directly.

She uncovered each tray, checking the texture and smell, making sure everything was ready. Flour clung to her fingertips as she worked. She didn't mind. The white dust was evidence of something real, something finished.

By the time she started preheating the ovens, the sky outside had begun to change, the darkness softening into that muted blue that came before sunrise. Silverbrook woke slowly at this hour. A single car rolled past, tires hushing over pavement. Down the block, a door opened and closed, followed by quiet footsteps on the sidewalk.

Claire slid the first trays into the ovens and set the timers. The soft clicks felt like small checkpoints, each one marking a step she'd taken more times than she could count. She wiped the counter even though it didn't really need it, smoothing away spots that might not have been there. The routine filled the spaces where her thoughts might otherwise drift.

This was her favorite part of the day.

Before the bell over the door signaled the beginning of business. Before the names and orders and small requests started layering themselves onto her attention. Before she stepped into the version of herself that everyone seemed to need without quite realizing how much they leaned.

She poured herself coffee from the small pot she kept in back, the one just for her. The mug was plain and solid, warm in her hands. She leaned against the counter and took a slow sip, her eyes closing on their own.

Just a minute, she thought. Just this one quiet moment.

The silence didn't ask anything of her. It didn't expect a smile or a solution. It simply existed.

When she opened her eyes, she caught sight of herself in the glass front of the display case. Hair pulled back, expression calm, posture straight. She looked like someone who had things figured out. People often thought she did. It wasn't exactly wrong. It just wasn't the whole picture.

The timer chimed softly.

She straightened and returned to the ovens, the familiar pattern resuming. The smell of baking bread began to fill the room, warm and welcoming, spreading through the space in a way that felt almost personal. By the time she finished rotating the trays and loading the next batch, daylight had fully reached the front windows.

She unlocked the door and turned the sign to open.

The bell rang soon after.

Mrs. Turner came in, her scarf wrapped neatly around her neck, her eyes already moving over the display cases the way they always did. She smiled when she saw Claire, the expression settling naturally into place.

"You're early," Mrs. Turner said, like she was sharing something just between them.

Claire smiled back. "You know me."

"I do," Mrs. Turner said, setting her purse on the counter. "The usual?"

"Of course."

Claire worked through the familiar steps, slicing bread, folding the bag neatly, counting change. Mrs. Turner talked about her granddaughter's upcoming recital and how the weather was turning colder, her words flowing easily through the space. Claire listened, nodded, responded in the small attentive ways that had become automatic.

More customers came. Familiar faces, familiar orders. A rhythm that built naturally.

Someone asked if she could save a loaf for later pickup. Someone else needed an extra bag. A third person lingered at the counter, talking through something that had little to do with pastries. Claire made room for each of them, her focus shifting and refocusing without much thought.

She didn't notice how much she was giving until she realized she hadn't had any water since she'd arrived. The thought came and went. There would be time later.

By mid-morning, the bakery hummed with quiet conversation and movement. Claire kept up, refilling the coffee pot, wiping the counter again, answering questions before they were fully asked. Her body moved on instinct, her mind tracking a dozen small details without conscious effort.

When the rush eased, she stepped into the kitchen and rested her hands on the prep table. The room felt warmer now, heat still radiating from the ovens. She let out a slow breath and noticed the tightness at the base of her neck, the way her shoulders wouldn't quite relax.

She told herself it was normal. It usually was.

She poured another cup of coffee and stood by the window, watching the street settle into its daytime pace. Silverbrook looked the same as always. Steady. Unhurried. The town didn't rush her, even when she rushed herself.

A light knock came from the doorframe behind her.

"Hey."

She turned, mug balanced in her hands, and felt something shift slightly in the room.

Ethan stood there, his jacket unzipped, his posture relaxed. He didn't look like he was in a hurry or worried about anything. He never did. His presence filled the space without pushing, changing the air in a way she was still learning to notice.

"Hey," she said.

"Busy morning?" he asked, glancing toward the front where a couple of customers still browsed.

"Not too bad," she replied. It was true, though not the complete truth.

He nodded, accepting the answer as it stood. "Smells good in here."

"It usually does," she said, and felt a hint of humor slip into her voice.

He smiled. "That's why people keep coming back."

The warmth in the comment surprised her. Compliments often did. She felt the familiar urge to deflect it, but instead she let it sit there, unacknowledged but present.

"Did you need something?" she asked, setting the mug down.

Ethan shook his head. "Just thought I'd stop by. See how you're doing."

The words were gentle, not digging. Still, the reflex rose up.

"I'm fine," she said, the response automatic.

He didn't challenge it or ask for more. He just nodded, his gaze steady. "Good."

They stood there for a moment, the quiet between them comfortable but somehow incomplete. Claire became aware of how tired her feet felt, how the morning had taken more from her than she wanted to admit.

She brushed flour from her apron again. "I should get back out there."

"Of course," Ethan said. "I won't keep you."

He turned to go, then stopped. "I'll see you later?"

The question was easy, open. An invitation rather than a demand.

Claire hesitated, the word "later" echoing with possibilities she wasn't ready to sort through yet. She nodded once. "Yeah."

Ethan smiled, seeming satisfied with that, and stepped away.

Claire watched him leave, then picked up her mug again. The coffee had cooled a bit. She drank it anyway.

The bakery continued around her, steady and familiar. The day would unfold much like it always did. Orders taken. Conversations shared. Care given without thinking much about it.

She looked down at her hands, dusted with flour and steady.

Something stirred inside her, quiet and shapeless. A want she didn't have words for yet. A pause before certainty that felt both safe and uncertain at the same time.

She set the mug down and walked back to the counter, carrying that feeling with her, unfinished but there, as the morning moved forward.

Chapter Two

Everyone Comes to Her

By the time the second tray of bread came out of the oven, Claire had already answered four questions that had nothing to do with baking.

She didn't notice this right away. The morning unfolded the way mornings always did, one small interaction flowing into the next. The bell over the door rang. Someone stepped inside. Claire looked up, smiled, listened. Her body moved easily through the space, hands busy, attention available.

"Do you think the rain will hold off today?" Mrs. Ellis asked as she paid, her fingers resting on the counter.

"Hard to say," Claire replied, glancing toward the window. "Feels like it might come later."

Mrs. Ellis nodded, seeming relieved even though the answer didn't really settle anything. "I hope so. My sister's driving in this afternoon."

Claire smiled again. "I'll keep my fingers crossed."

Mrs. Ellis left with her loaf tucked under her arm, looking a bit lighter than when she'd come in. Claire turned back to the register, already reaching for the next order.

That was how it worked. People came in for bread and left feeling a little better, as if the exchange had served more than one purpose.

Mid-morning settled in with a steady rhythm. The bakery filled with warmth and the low blend of conversation and the espresso machine hissing. Claire moved between tasks, her awareness widening and narrowing as needed. She remembered preferences without trying. Dark roast for Mr. Henson. Extra napkins for the woman who always spilled
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Chapter Thirteen

Love That Settles




























































Chapter Fourteen

Speaking of Tomorrow
































































Chapter Fifteen

Closing Time



























































Epilogue

Still Warm




























































d2d_images/cover.jpg
A Gentle o‘{ tory About Being

EMILY B. CARQ‘-






d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





