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About this book...



The Bell Family of Bluestar Island series concludes with a charming second-chance romance!
As summer winds down with the promise of a long-awaited wedding, the island’s new yoga
instructor is drawn into an arrangement with the one man who wants nothing to do with her.
In this summertime novella, Summer Turner has returned to Bluestar Island and opened the Beach Love Yoga studio.
Anxious to expand her clientele, she is not expecting her former friend Greg Hoover to be one of her students. Their friendship was already in tatters after an ill-timed kiss. But when a family emergency draws them closer, their relationship is tested. Maybe this summer will be the season for forgiveness…and love.
Includes a recipe for Summer’s buttery blueberry pound cake!


Bluestar Island series:
Book 1 – Love Blooms (Hannah & Ethan)
Book 2 – Harvest Dance (Aster & Sam)
Book 3 – A Lighthouse Café Christmas (Darla & Will)
Book 4 – Rising Star (Emma & Noah)
Book 5 – Summer by the Beach (Summer & Greg)
Book 6 – Brass Anchor Inn (Josie’s story)
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PROLOGUE

Four years ago...


If she was going to do this…she needed to do it now.
It was so much easier said than done.
Summer Turner strolled through Beachcomber Park. It was a beautiful August day. The clear blue sky allowed the sun to shine brightly while the gentle sea breeze kept the temperature feeling comfortable.
The island was still busy with the last of the summer tourists enjoying a vacation before they returned to the daily grind of work and school. Summer never minded the crush of visitors during the summer months. To her, it gave Bluestar a sense of energy that it lacked the other times of the year.
Could she really move away? She didn’t think this decision would weigh on her so much. But if she wanted to further her education, leaving was her only option. She didn’t know exactly what the future held for her, but she knew getting her business degree would help her find an occupation she was passionate about—at least she hoped so.
She had been working at the Island’s Welcome Center since she was in high school. She’d been working there since she was in high school. And though she loved meeting new people, she needed something more challenging.
She wished she was more like her best friend, Emma. She’d known what she wanted to do in life since she was a kid. And now that Emma had qualified to be on the Songbird reality show, the island was all abuzz with excitement. Summer was certain her friend would win the singing competition in the fall. And her friend’s amazing journey had spurred her to go on her own adventure—even if it was less glamorous.
Just to be sure going back to school was the right decision after being away from it for close to a decade, Summer had taken a couple of summer classes in Boston. And she had been surprised and relieved by how easily things had come back to her.
She’d applied to be a full-time student for the fall semester and had been accepted. It was like everything was falling into place. The hard part would be telling people she was leaving the island.
“Hey.”
She’d know that voice anywhere. She turned around to find Greg Hoover approaching her. She tilted her head upward until their gazes met. With Greg’s height of six feet seven inches, he made her feel short, even though she was five feet ten inches. She’d been the tallest girl in her class.
A smile immediately pulled at her lips. They’d been friends throughout school, along with Emma Bell and some others. He was one of her closest friends. In the past year, things had changed between them. They didn’t talk as much as they used to and when they did it was a bit awkward. She hadn’t even spoken to him since she’d spent the summer in Boston.
“Hey,” she said, “what are you doing here?”
A warm smile lit up his handsome brown face. “I was just heading to work at the Purple Guppy.”
“What?” How was this the first she was hearing about him getting a new job? And then she realized with her commuting to Boston a few days a week, she wasn’t around all that much anymore. “That’s wonderful. Congrats. They’re lucky to have you.”
A tinge of color filled his face, and he lowered his gaze to the ground. “Thanks.”
“I shouldn’t keep you, then.”
He glanced at his fitness watch. “I have a little time. No need to be too early. How are you doing? We’ve been missing each other lately.”
She smiled. Leave it to Greg to be early to work. That was one thing about him; he always played by the rules. While other friends would push limits, Greg was okay with doing the right thing. He didn’t let peer pressure force him into doing things he wasn’t comfortable with. Some might even consider him as reserved.
As other people came along, they had to move to the side, and Summer said, “Why don’t we move over to the wall?”
He nodded in agreement and followed her to the sea wall. She sat down and swung her legs around so she was facing the ocean. He joined her. When she placed her hand on the wall, her fingers brushed against his hand. A jolt raced up her arm and settled in her chest, making her heart beat faster. She moved her hand, allowing a reasonable distance between them.
Once upon a time in high school, she’d had the biggest crush on Greg. She’d hoped he would ask her to the prom, but he went with Sally Nash instead. When he was available, she was dating someone. And when she was free, he was with someone else. The timing was never right for them. She took it as a sign they would never be anything more than friends and finally moved on.
“So how are things going?” he asked.
“Really good. I just finished my summer courses, and I signed up for the fall term.”
“I’m glad school is going so well for you.” His deep voice lacked conviction.
“And well for you too. When did you start working at the Guppy?”
“Today is my first day.”
“And what will you be doing there?”
“Running the kitchen.” His voice lacked any bit of arrogance, even though it was an impressive accomplishment.
Greg was a volunteer firefighter in addition to his work in the food industry. His first job had been at Whippy Dips, the local ice cream shop. Since then he’d worked at various restaurants on the island. After high school, he’d gone away to culinary school.
“You’ll have to stop by soon. You can be my guest.” His warm brown gaze met hers.
“I’d like that.” She didn’t even imagine his offer was anything more than a friendly invitation. “I just don’t know when that will be.”
“Make it soon. I plan to introduce some new items to the menu that I think you’ll like.”
She shifted on the wall so she was facing him. “There’s something I’ve been meaning to tell you.”
When his gaze met hers, the words lodged in her throat. She hated the thought that she wouldn’t see Greg—erm, or any of her friends—regularly. She would miss him—um, them.
His gaze held hers as his thumb brushed over the top of her hand. The touch sent her pulse racing. That couldn’t happen. She moved her hand to her lap. It wasn’t happening. It was just the surprise of the touch and anxiety over the news she had to share with him. 
She was nervous about how he’d take it because they were friends, and that meant a lot to her. It was best to just get it over with. The faster, the better.
“Greg.”
“Summer.”
They spoke at the same time. They both stopped at the same time.
He was the first of her friends that she had to tell the news. There was a part of her that didn’t want to leave her friends and family—a part of her that wondered if she’d made the right decision—a part of her that worried she wasn’t going to succeed.
Once she said the words, once they were out in the world, she wouldn’t be able to take them back. She would have to move away from the only life she’d ever known. If she stayed, everyone would know she lacked the nerve to go after what she wanted. And so the words died in her throat.
“Go ahead.” She needed a moment longer to calm her nerves.
He paused as though surprised by her suggestion that he go first. “Oh. Okay. I think we both want to talk about the same thing.”
“We do?” Her mind started to race. “You know?”
“Of course, I know.”
This was a small town. There were no secrets in a small town. All it took was one person to overhear her or her parents mention her enrolling in college full time for it to start to make the rounds.
“And what do you think?” She hoped he wouldn’t be upset about her leaving.
“Don’t you know?”
She shook her head. “How would I know? You haven’t said anything yet.”
He paused. His gaze lowered just a bit. The breath hitched in her lungs. Was he looking at her lips? Before her mind had a chance to process what was happening, he leaned toward her and pressed his lips to hers.
She froze. Every nerve ending felt as though it tingled. A million thoughts ricocheted through her mind. They most definitely hadn’t been talking about the same thing.
His lips were soft and warm. And they most certainly shouldn’t be pressed to her lips. After years of waiting for this moment, it had come at exactly the wrong time.
She jerked back. Her trembling fingers moved to her lips. They still tingled from the feel of his mouth on hers.
“What just happened?” She asked the question of herself.
His dark brows drew together. “If you don’t know, I must not have done it right.”
Her eyes widened as she realized she’d uttered the words aloud. Her heart raced with panic. She could feel their friendship disintegrating right in front of her eyes.
The last thing she wanted was to lose a lifelong friend. Greg was always there for her if she was in need or if she just wanted some company. Sure, at one point she’d had romantic notions about them, but she’d given up on those hopes a while back. Now she had to try to fix this—to salvage their friendship.
“Greg, this… It can’t happen. I’m moving to Boston.” She watched as his eyes widened. She rushed on to get the rest out. “I’m going to college full time. I have an apartment, and I…I met someone.”
There was a gasp.
They glanced off to the side to find their kiss had a captive audience. Agnes Dewey’s weathered face was marred with frown lines. Summer inwardly groaned. Just what they needed, Bluestar’s biggest gossip to witness this awkward moment.
There was nothing she could do about what Agnes had witnessed, but she could try to make Greg understand that she wasn’t rejecting him—not really. It was just bad timing. Wasn’t it always for them?
She turned back to Greg. “I’m sorry I didn’t tell you sooner.”
He was quiet as he stared down at the sand. She wanted to ask him what he was thinking but she didn’t dare. She’d hurt him.
It made her feel awful, but what alternative did she have? She’d met someone else—someone very special. Craig was an associate professor, and he lived in her building. In fact he was the one who told her about the available unit. 
“I have to go.” Greg turned away from her and stood.
“Greg wait. We should talk.”
He shook his head as he walked away. She sat there, feeling awful for hurting her friend. But even he had to admit that their chance for happiness had long passed them. Because if it was going to happen, it would have happened before now.




CHAPTER ONE

Present day…


The sky is the limit.
Those were her father’s words about her new business. Summer didn’t see it quite the same way. Maybe if she could afford more help, it would be different. Right now, she felt as though she were drowning in work.
Beach Love Yoga was her new business. Her first business. And it kept her busy—busier than she had ever imagined. But being busy meant there was a lot of business—at least for the moment. She was grateful for all of the business from the tourists.
It was the lack of business from the permanent islanders that had her worried. Because the tourist season ran strong from May until September. After that her business would rely solely upon drawing in Bluestar’s locals, but would they come?
It was a warm July morning, and Summer was in her office finishing the payroll. So far, she had six part-time staff on the payroll. She was the only full-time person. She hoped to be able to hire more staff one day in the near future.
To some it might seem like a sufficient number of employees for the crush of tourists. They were running out of room in classes. She’d considered advertising for more instructors, but she worried about what would happen when the tourist season ended. She didn’t want to have to lay anyone off. That would be awful.
Buzz-buzz.
Summer reached for her phone, wondering whom it might be at such an early hour. When she saw her employee’s name on the caller ID, she breathed easier. It wasn’t uncommon for Brenda Tempest to call her at various times of the day.
Summer pressed the speaker button as she continued to type on her computer. “Good morning.”
“I don’t know how good it is. I’m on the way to the hospital.”
Summer’s fingers slipped, hitting the wrong keys. Surely she hadn’t heard her friend correctly. It was still early, and the caffeine hadn’t fully kicked in. That must be it. Time to try again. 
This time she picked up the phone and pressed it to her ear. “What?”
“I slipped on the steps this morning. Bob thinks I might have broken my ankle. I think—I hope it’s just a bad sprain. Either way I won’t be able to make it to work today.”
Today or any time soon. “Don’t worry about a thing here. You just take care of yourself.”
“I hate leaving you in a lurch, especially with the growing list of clientele and you being short on instructors.”
“That’s my problem not yours. The only thing you have to worry about now is taking care of yourself.”
“I’m really sorry.”
They wrapped up the conversation as Brenda had just arrived at the Bluestar Medical Center. It was smaller than a hospital and yet larger than a doctor’s office. They had ten beds in the facility and some diagnostic equipment. For anything beyond the facilities capabilities, they were medevacked to a Boston hospital.
Summer asked Brenda to check in later so she’d know she was all right. Then, she could arrange for some food deliveries from friends and neighbors. It was what Bluestar did for each other in times of need.
After disconnecting the call, Summer pulled up Brenda’s schedule and found she’d taken on a private session. It didn’t have the name listed. And it was to start in five minutes. She sighed. Even if she did know who it was, it was too late to cancel it now.
Summer shut down her computer and then stood. It was time to get to work. It was going to be a very busy day with her covering Brenda’s classes as well as her own obligations. Still, she had to do this because with this being a new business, she couldn’t afford to turn away any customers, and private clients paid a premium for the service.
She’d risked her financial future on this business. She just had to keep putting one foot in front of the other and believe it would all work out in the end. Because it would all work out. If she didn’t believe that, she wouldn’t have started Beach Love Yoga.
She made her way from her office in the back of the building to the reception area in the front. It was now almost eight o’clock, and the doors had been unlocked by Janie, the front desk receptionist and sometimes instructor. Right now, people were pulling double duty until she had the finances to hire more staff.
“Good morning.” Summer approached Janie Grayson, a Bluestar native who had just graduated from Bluestar High.
Janie was reviewing the roster for that morning’s class. It consisted of both regular clients as well as walk-ins. Generally, the walk-ins were tourists, whereas the regulars were islanders. “How are things looking?”
Janie glanced up with a smile on her lightly tanned face with a smattering of freckles over the bridge of her nose. “Good morning. Things are looking good. The classes are full.”
That’s news she liked to hear. “I just heard from Brenda. She fell and hurt her ankle. They don’t know if it’s a severe sprain or if it’s a break. They’re at the medical center.”
“Oh, no. That’s terrible.”
“Agreed. I’m going to be taking over her classes today.”
Janie’s blond ponytail swished to the side as she leaned over and glanced at the schedule. “She has a private session that’s supposed to start now.”
Summer nodded. “I’ve got it. I also want to arrange for food to be sent to the house this week, so she can rest and not have to worry about anything.”
“No problem. I’m on it.”
“I didn’t mean for you to organize it.”
Janie nodded. “I know. I volunteered. After all, you’re taking over her classes. Let me do this.”
It wasn’t like Summer to ask for help, but she was beginning to burn the candle at both ends. This was probably for the best. “Thank you. I really appreciate it. And put me down for something tonight.”
“Something?”
Summer shrugged. “I don’t know yet. It’ll be takeout from somewhere.”
Janie smiled and nodded. “Okay.”
As Summer walked away, she realized she should call her mother. If she heard the news about Brenda from someone else, she would be upset. Summer selected her mother from her list of contacts and pressed the phone to her ear.
“Good morning,” her mother said. “What are you up to today?”
“The same thing I do six days a week.” Her life had become rather routine these days. “And how are you? How’s Dad?”
Her parents had retired and recently moved to Maine. Summer knew in part that her mother wanted to be closer to Summer’s aunts. Her parents ended up settling just outside of Portland. The other reason was so her father was closer to a five-star hospital.
“I’m good.” Her mother’s voice was upbeat. “Your father is doing more than he should. But trying to tell him to slow down, well, it’s like talking into the wind.”
Her father had a heart attack a year ago. The doctor put in stents to open things up, and he’d been good since then, but it didn’t keep Summer or her mother from worrying about him.
“Do I need to have a talk with him?” Summer asked.
“Thanks, dear, but I’ve got this. You’ve got enough on your plate.”
“Speaking of which, I’m going to be taking over Brenda’s classes for the foreseeable future.”
“Oh. What happened?”
And so Summer filled her in as she made her way upstairs to one of the smaller exercise rooms. She stepped through the open doorway and immediately noticed she wasn’t alone. As her mother sympathized about Brenda’s injury, Summer’s attention focused on the man and woman with their backs to her.
The man was tall, well past six feet. His hair was dark with short curls. And then there were those broad shoulders and long arms. The woman was much shorter and curvy with short auburn hair. Summer gasped.
She knew these people without them turning around. It was Greg and his mother. But what are they doing here?
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