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Rainbow Sprinkles
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Contemporary small-town romance with a touch of heavenly magic.

After the storms come the rainbows.

Widowed and newly retired, Gloriana Jones is determined to carry on the dream she once shared with her late husband, spreading joy one ice-cream cone at a time. But an unseasonably stormy summer at Lake Unami in Northern New Jersey threatens to wash away her plans.

A bittersweet trip to Upstate New York brings widower Nathan James face-to-face with both joy and loneliness. Meeting his first granddaughter should be the highlight of his year, but without his wife, the celebration leaves him like a deflated balloon. 

When car trouble leaves him stranded near Lake Unami, the only welcoming light he finds belongs to a cheerful little ice-cream shop, and inside, Gloriana’s kindness is sweeter than any ice cream he can remember. 

As unexpected sparks fly—and a gentle nudge from above seems to guide their steps. Gloriana and Nathan discover that second chances don’t always arrive quietly but in the summer storms and the rainbows that follow. 

Can two hearts weather the season and find love again, or will their hopes melt away before the sun comes out?

A sweet, uplifting romance about moving ahead despite fear and self-doubt.  Renewal of the heart and the magic of new beginnings. 
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WHITECAPS ROCKED THE red and white buoys on Lake Unami, while sailboats, pontoons, and powerboats bobbed on the choppy surface. Sheets of rain ran down the front window of Rainbow Sprinkles Ice Cream Shop. 

Gloriana Jones stared out through the decorated glass. Colorful ice cream cones, cakes, and sundaes drifted through rainbows, while silver stars twinkled above them. It was whimsical and her idea and artwork. 

Someone’s bright orange patio umbrella pinwheeled past, tangling in the rail of the boardwalk. She glared out, willing the storm to blow over. If the same severe weather continued as it had the past two months, her dream of owning her own shop would melt away like last week’s ice cream. Insurance didn’t cover the loss when the same type of weather as today caused a power failure. She massaged her temples. 

When her best friend and former corrections lieutenant, Janet Florio, sent her the clipping last fall, she’d been excited. Come enjoy Lake Unami in the northern hills of New Jersey, the ad read. The community’s only ice cream parlor is for sale.

At twenty-one years old, she’d taken a job as a correction officer and moved up through the ranks, reaching sergeant. She’d met Frank during training, and they’d married two years later. They’d been best friends and dreamed of retirement and opening a parlor. But the dream she and Frank talked about, right up until he’d passed, would soon wash away with the summer storms if there wasn’t a turnaround. 

Let’s bring joy and smiles to people. His enthusiasm lit hers. Then, before their aspirations could be fulfilled, he’d died. It wasn’t fair. He took good care of himself. Who would have thought he’d have a heart attack so young? Now, here she was, trying to fulfill their future alone. 

Love, support, and friendship from her fellow officers kept her going. After she’d put twenty-five years into the system, she took retirement, believing it was time to look for the joy and happiness they’d talked about. All her savings were invested in this business. 

Red. Red. Red. The expense sheet shouted at her. 

She slammed the laptop closed and shoved it to the side. “I should have consulted the farmers’ yearly almanac.” 

Folding her arms on the white counter, she laid her head down. At least there was no thunder and lightning this time.

“Frank, what am I going to do?” A tear puddled on the counter under her. “God, I need a miracle.”

The door blew open, and the musical bell sounding like an ice cream truck startled her into an upright position. A rather large man shut the door and shook himself like a Labrador retriever. Droplets sprayed everywhere, including on the water-based paint used for the artwork on the window. 

“Hey, what are you doing? Be careful.”

“Sorry.” He grimaced at the mess. “If you get me a mop, I’ll clean it up.”

Unable to keep from gaping, she stared. He stood tall, with medium brown hair cut short and silvered at the temples. Water dripped down, leaving rivulets on his square jawline. The trimmed goatee gave him a slightly rakish appearance. But it was his eyes that captivated her. Their rich brown reminded her of Rainbow Sprinkles’ signature treat, a salted-caramel sundae without the rainbow-shaped sprinkles.

“Ma’am?” His brow furrowed. He stepped closer across the black and white checkerboard tiles. “Are you okay?”

“Uh, yes.” Gloriana snapped out of the seeming trance he’d cast. “I’m sorry. You startled me. Can I help you?”

“I apologize for scaring you.” He took another hesitant step, looked down at his wet clothes, and then back up with a charming half-smile. “Could I bother you for some paper towels?” 

Gloriana’s tummy did a roll. Did he have a dimple? She reached under the counter and grabbed the towels. “Here you go.”

“Sorry about the water.” He ripped a handful off and started with his hair and face. “My car broke down, and your shop looked like the only one open. The auto club said it would be a couple of hours.”

A drenched green polo shirt stuck to his torso. Gloriana couldn’t help scanning him while his attention was occupied. Maybe a few years older than her, he kept in great shape. When the guy finished wiping exposed skin, she averted her eyes so he wouldn’t catch her ogling him. She licked her lips and swallowed hard. Not since Frank had she been this attracted to a man, and this one was doing strange things to her insides. She snatched a cleaning rag and started to furiously wipe the counter.

“Trash?” He glanced around.

“Pardon?” She paused, wiping the spotless marble top.

“Your garbage can?” 

“Oh, sorry.” Geez, girl, get it together. She hauled out a small one from under the counter. “Here you go.”

“Do you mind if I wait until the tow truck gets here?” He plucked the wet shirt away from his chest with the long fingers of one tanned hand. “It must be electrical, even the radio stopped working.” 

“No, you’re welcome to hang around as long as you need.” Gloriana riffled through a cardboard box under the counter, pulled out an extra-large t-shirt, and tossed it to him. “Here you go. The restroom is through there.”

Mr. Gorgeous beamed a perfect toothy smile. “Thanks. I’ll be right back.”

When he disappeared into the hallway, and the door clicked shut, Gloriana fanned her face. What the hot fudge was wrong with her? “Coffee. Make coffee.”

With shaky hands, she poured water into the pot and flipped the switch. Soon the nutty aroma filled the room, joining the scents of sugar and chocolate. A glance outside showed the weather wasn’t letting up. The deluge of water bounced off the boards. Even the vibrant pink and white of the shop looked gloomy in this weather.

Lightning flashed, followed by a loud clap of thunder from what seemed right overhead. She squeaked in fright and ducked down behind the counter. After the second Boom, she sat curled up with her hands clasped over her ears. She may have been a big bad sergeant, but ever since she was a girl in the Midwest, she feared tornadoes. Unlikely, but not unheard of in NJ, she couldn’t get past the terror of the possibility.

“Miss?” The man was back. “Miss?” 

The lights flashed, and she let out a yelp.

“Hey, are you okay?” 

The nearness of his voice made her peek. Those salted-caramel eyes were at her level. Another thunderclap shook the building, and the wind howled. She cried out and squinched her eyes tight. Warm arms came around her as he sat and pulled her to him.

“It’s going to be alright,” he murmured, warm breath tickling her ear. “Only a storm. It’ll pass.”

She snuggled closer into the stranger’s warm side just as the storm made a liar out of him. The brightest flash, followed by the loudest boom, took out the lights. 

Arms tightened around her. “I’m Nathan James. What’s your name?”

Her breath hitched, and she didn’t know if it was fear or amusement. “G-gloriana.” She cleared her throat. “Gloriana Jones.”

“Ah, Ms. Jones,” he chuckled. “And Mr. James. We don’t have to change the towels if we marry.”

“What?” Gloriana sat up and stared, then forgot about being indignant. Up close, he was even more attractive, and his scent? Clean, like soap, with a hint of woody forest. 

The storm outside continued to bluster, but she began to relax in the stranger’s arms. He didn’t try to grope or touch anything. Only sat quietly and gave her comfort. After a few minutes, the storm seemed to be moving off.

“It’s beautiful.” He leaned his head back and considered her.

“What?” 

“Your name.” He tilted his head. “You.”
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AND SHE WAS. AN OVAL face framed by short tousled black hair with streaks of indigo, pink, and violet brought to mind a pixie. Intelligent blue eyes stared into his, now tinged with an edge of caution as she slid away. 

“Sorry, I didn’t mean to make you uncomfortable. I only wanted to take your mind off the storm. How’d you get such a beautiful moniker?”

“Moniker,” she huffed. “Saying that is as weird as my name.”

“Well, how did you?” Nathan rose and offered his hand. When she took it, he noticed her trimmed nails. Good. He hated the unnatural daggers some women wore. 

When she was on her feet, she was quite tall as well. Nearly his height of 6’1”. He glanced down. Nope, sneakers. 

“Thank you.” She backed up a step. “To answer your question, my parents were hippies. Grandmas Gloria and Anna were too old fashioned. So...”

“Ahh, Gloriana. I get it. Still, I think it’s beautiful.” 

A low rumble in the distance made her jump, but it seemed the worst was past. Nathan walked around to the front of the counter and sat on a stool. The power was still out, but enough light lit the room from outside, enabling him to see the neat, clean room. 

“Would you like some coffee?” She held up a thermal pot. “I made it right before the power went out.”

“Sounds good.”

When she poured the hot beverage with shaky hands, his knee bounced. Then a breath escaped him when she put the pot down and set a whimsical cow mug in front of him. 

“Cream?” A small dish with sweetener joined Bossy.

“Please.” Nathan couldn’t help sneaking a quick glance at her jean-clad tush when she turned to get some from the fridge. 

“Here you go.” She spun back around, nearly catching him.

Heat ran up his neck while he reached for the mug, nearly spilling it in the process. Two sugars with some cream from the little cow-shaped pitcher, and he was set. “You make a good pot of coffee.”

“Thank you.” Slim hands cradled her cup. “Nothing worse than a bad cup of joe.”

“I agree.” Nathan took another sip. Best coffee he’d had in a while. “So, Gloriana Jones, how long have you worked here?”

“I bought the shop last fall. Invested everything in savings to update and restore it.” She gnawed her bottom lip while spinning the cup in her hands. 































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image000.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png
-

-

-

7O





d2d_images/scene_break.png





