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        ★ ★ ★ ★ ★

        “This series is a heartwarming, small-town must read!”

      

        

      
        Fans of Robyn Carr and Pamela Kelley will love this small-town, feel-good romance!

      

      

      Emma loves everything about living in Sapphire Bay. The scenery in the small Montana town is spectacular, her communications business is thriving, and her six-year-old twins are happy. When a Christmas Facebook post goes viral, Emma and her friends are swamped with people asking Santa for help. But it’s her twins' Christmas wish that breaks her heart.

      

      Jack Devlin finds missing people. When his brother asks him to locate Emma’s ex-husband, he thinks it’s going to be an easy case. But the more time he spends with Emma, the more complicated their relationship becomes.

      

      With more than one heart on the line, will they go back to their old lives or risk everything for a once-in-a-lifetime kind of love?

      

      CHRISTMAS ON MAIN STREET is the first novel in the Santa’s Secret Helpers series and can easily be read as a standalone. Each of Leeanna's series are linked so you can find out what happens to your favorite characters in other books. For news of my latest releases, please visit leeannamorgan.com and sign up for my newsletter. Happy reading!
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      Emma rushed into the meeting room at The Welcome Center. Pastor John and Willow were already there. “Sorry I’m late. My babysitter forgot she was looking after Molly and Dylan.”

      “You could have brought the twins with you,” John said. “They would’ve been no trouble.”

      Emma took off her jacket and grinned at John. The single, forty-two-year-old pastor was the sweetest, kindest man she’d ever met. But he had no idea how mischievous her six-year-old twins could be, especially Molly. Dylan would’ve sat quietly with his pencils and paper, but Molly would have wanted to be part of the meeting. Especially since they were talking about the tiny home village.

      “It’s easier without Dylan and Molly. Have I missed anything?”

      Willow shook her head. “We thought we’d wait until you arrived. Kylie can’t leave her flower shop—someone ordered a dozen flower arrangements for a birthday party tomorrow afternoon.”

      “I’ll visit her after the meeting and let her know what we talked about.” Emma was pleased she wasn’t the only one who had trouble being here. Juggling her communications business, her volunteer work at The Welcome Center, and looking after the twins sometimes felt like a losing battle.

      John handed Emma a folder. “Willow told me my list of fundraising ideas needed some work. So I sat down and came up with a different approach. What do you think?”

      Emma glanced at Willow and tried not to smile. John’s last list included hosting the Miss America pageant. Although the boost in tourist numbers would be appreciated, she knew that wasn’t the reason he had included it.

      She opened the folder and looked at the ideas. Ten months ago, Pastor John had decided to do something about the lack of affordable rental accommodation in Sapphire Bay. The small Montana town had the same problem as most cities and towns around the world. A growing number of people were living in their cars or with family and friends because they couldn’t afford to live anywhere else. Others suffered from mental health and addiction issues, making it almost impossible to live independently or convince a landlord to rent their homes to them.

      After investigating different options, John had worked with a team of architectural students at Montana State University. They’d designed affordable, tiny homes that would provide subsidized rental accommodation. So far, six homes had been built in an old steamboat museum and transported to a plot of land opposite the church.

      The community’s goal was to have twenty-five tiny homes built in the next twelve months. Raising the funds to build them was an ongoing project. And that’s what Emma, Willow, and their friends were doing.

      Emma leaned her elbows on the table. “A lot of these ideas have a Christmas theme.”

      Pastor John nodded. “It’s mid-July. If we don’t think about Christmas now, it’ll be too late to plan anything.”

      One of the projects made Emma frown. “Isn’t the beginning of September a little early to have a Christmas parade on Main Street?”

      John shrugged. “It’s never too early for Christmas. Besides, if we involve the entire community, people will come from all over Montana to enjoy our Christmas events.”

      Willow sighed. “There’s only one problem. Zac and I are getting married soon. Between planning the wedding and making sure my next photographic collection’s ready, I don’t have a lot of spare time.”

      “Don’t worry,” Emma reassured her. “You’ve already done an incredible amount of fundraising. You can help us when your life’s a little less hectic.”

      John pulled out a sheet of paper from his folder. “I agree. You need to take care of yourself,” he said, handing the sheet to Emma.

      “What’s this?”

      “It’s my plan B. I had a feeling Willow would be too busy to help, so I mentioned the tiny home village to Bailey Jones yesterday. She’s talking to Zac about a job in his medical clinic.”

      Willow frowned. “Is that Sam’s sister?”

      John nodded. “She’s wanted to move here for a long time. But it wasn’t until she heard about Zac’s clinic that she was able to seriously consider it.”

      “Why do you have a copy of her resumé?” Emma asked.

      “If Bailey gets a job with Zac, she’s offered to help with the fundraising projects for the tiny home village. She gave me a copy of her resumé to see if her skills match what we need.”

      Emma smiled. “I hope you told her we aren’t picky. As long as she’s happy to help, we’ll find something for her to do.” Her eyes widened when she read Bailey’s qualifications. “Why does she want to live in Sapphire Bay? She could work anywhere in the world.”

      “It’s probably because of Sam,” Willow murmured. “They’re a close family.” She looked over Emma’s shoulder and released a low whistle. “I don’t know anything about being a family therapist, but having a degree from Harvard and working in the Mayo Clinic’s impressive.”

      “When would Bailey move here?” Emma asked John.

      “It depends on Zac. If he wants her to start next week, she could.”

      Emma’s mind was racing through the events on John’s list. They’d need all the help they could get if they were going to do half the things he’d planned. “Where’s she staying while she’s here?”

      “For now, she’s living with Sam and Caleb. If she gets the job with Zac, I’m not sure where she’ll live.” John looked at Emma and raised his eyebrows.  “What do you think about a Christmas on Main Street event?”

      “It sounds like fun,” Emma said cautiously. “But there’s too much on the list. We’ll have to take out some things.”

      John looked at the list and sighed. “I guess that means the cross-country sleigh race and the pop-up North Pole village are out of the question?”

      Emma laughed. “Maybe. You’ve given us the outline of what you’d like. How about I talk to Kylie? We’ll look at how much work’s involved in each idea, then come back to you with a program that works for everyone.”

      John sat back in his chair. “That sounds like a good plan. I can’t wait to hear what you come up with.”

      Neither could Emma. Because regardless of what she’d said to John, Christmas was her favorite time of the year. Even if they were starting a little early.
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        * * *

      

      Jack lifted his suitcase out of his brother’s truck and took a moment to enjoy the view from Acorn Cottage. The clear blue water of Flathead Lake sat like a polished jewel against the towering mountain range on the far side of the bay. Pine, spruce, and oak trees added color and texture to the sheer cliffs, sheltering the land from the worst of the weather that tore across the lake.

      “Do you ever get tired of this view?” he asked his brother.

      Noah smiled. “It hasn’t happened yet. Even in the middle of summer, each day’s different. You could always live here, too.”

      Jack rolled his suitcase toward Acorn Cottage. “I wouldn’t have enough work to do.” Five years ago, he’d started his own private investigation company. Lost and Found specialized in reconnecting family and friends who had, for one reason or another, lost contact with each other.

      He couldn’t have grown the business into the success it was without the highly qualified team he’d recruited. Moving to the sleepy town of Sapphire Bay would be a huge stretch for any of them. Especially if they spent most of their time searching for missing cats and runaway children.

      Noah opened the front door and handed Jack the key. “Cassie left some fresh milk and butter in the refrigerator. There’s bread and enough cereal for a few days in the pantry. I’m heading into town in half an hour. If you need anything else, let me know.”

      “I stopped at the general store on my way through town and picked up a few groceries. If you and Cassie want to join me for dinner, I’ve got enough meat and salads for everyone.”

      “What time are you eating?”

      “Six o’clock.”

      Noah nodded. “We’ll be here.”

      “I’ll call Granddad and invite him, too. How are the plans going for your birthday?” Turning forty was a big deal, not that you’d know it if you spoke to Noah. Jack was surprised his brother was having a party. Even before he’d moved to Sapphire Bay, Noah did everything he could to keep his personal life as low-key as possible.

      “Everything’s organized. When you see Granddad, remind him that he needs to be here by two o’clock tomorrow afternoon. Knowing him, he’ll get so involved in building the tiny homes that he’ll forget about the party.”

      Jack frowned. “I don’t think that will happen.”

      “You might be surprised.” Noah wrapped his arms around Jack and gave him a hug. “It’s good to see you little brother. Thanks for coming all this way.”

      “You’re welcome. I wouldn’t have missed your birthday for anything.”

      Noah looked away, but not before Jack saw the worry in his brother’s eyes. “What haven’t you told me?”

      “Everything’s fine,” Noah assured him. “The thought of turning forty is stressing me out.”

      Jack laughed. “You’d better get used to it. You’ve got one day left to enjoy being in your thirties. After that it’s all downhill.”

      “I’d be careful what I said, if I were you. You’re only two years younger than me.” Noah checked his watch. “I need to get back to the cottage for a conference call. I’ll see you later this afternoon.”

      Jack said goodbye and watched his brother walk across the yard. Thinking about getting older was the least of Jack’s worries. Over the last year, he’d started thinking there was something wrong with him. While all his friends were finding the love of their lives and settling into parenthood, he was still making the same mistakes.

      None of his relationships lasted more than a couple of months. And once they ended, he never saw the woman again. If there was someone meant for him, he hadn’t met her. And the most depressing thought of all was that maybe he never would.
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        * * *

      

      Emma opened the door to Blooming Lovely, Kylie’s flower shop. As soon as she walked inside, she inhaled the gorgeous scent of roses, lilies, and sweet peas.

      Kylie stood behind the front counter, adding some delicate white flowers to a vase. “Hi, Emma. I’m sorry I couldn’t be at the meeting. How did it go?”

      “Pastor John has some great fundraising ideas. I’m not sure if we’ll be able to do everything on his list, though.”

      “That’s John for you.” Kylie turned the vase around. “What do you think?”

      “It’s beautiful.”

      “That’s seven down with five left to go.” Carefully, Kylie lifted the vase off the desk and headed toward the special refrigerator at the back of the store.

      “I don’t know how you go home each night. Your store always smells so wonderful.”

      “It’s one of the reasons I became a florist. The color, shape, and scent of the flowers makes me happy.”

      Emma took Pastor John’s list out of her bag. “I have something else that might make you happy. This is the list of events John’s thinking about for the Christmas fundraising program.”

      While Kylie read through the list on the first sheet of paper, Emma placed another folder on the counter. “John photocopied a more detailed description of each program for both of us. I thought we could go through the ideas over the next day or two and decide which ones we can do.”

      “That sounds like a good plan. What does Willow think of the ideas?”

      “She was glad John reduced the number of activities, but she won’t be able to help us for a few months. She’s too busy planning her wedding and getting her photographs ready for an exhibition. Pastor John talked to someone else who might be happy to help. If I have enough time, I’ll visit her this afternoon before the babysitter goes home.”

      “Do you want to come to my house in two days’ time for dinner? I’ll make something Molly and Dylan will enjoy. We can decide what programs we’ll start straight away and which ones will take more time to organize.”

      “Sounds good. You look tired. Do you want me to make you a cup of coffee before I leave?”

      Kylie leaned against the counter and nodded. “That would be awesome. I’ve got another big order I need to get ready before tomorrow morning.”

      “Is there anything else I can do to help?”

      “Not at the moment, but thanks for asking.”

      As Emma made Kylie a cup of coffee, she looked around the workroom and sighed. If she hadn’t opened her website design and social media business, she would have loved being a florist. Instead of creating strategies that drove traffic to her clients’ businesses, she could have created amazing bouquets and floral arrangements.

      Emma frowned. Until now, Pastor John hadn’t used social media to tell people about the tiny home village. What if they changed the way they communicated with the wider world? What if they created posts that were engaging and made people feel part of what they were doing?

      Holding a hot cup of coffee, Emma walked back into the flower shop. Kylie was making another bouquet. “What if I design a Facebook post that asks everyone what events they want for Christmas? We could still look at John’s events, but it’d give us a better idea of what the community wants.”

      Kylie picked a yellow rose out of a container. “I think it’s a great idea. But do you have time to put something together?”

      “I’ll make the time. If it generates enough interest, it’ll give us some ideas for when we get together again.”

      For the first time today, Emma was feeling more positive about the events John had suggested. The programs they chose had to create the greatest impact and make the most amount of money for the tiny home village. And the only way they would do that was to give the community programs they were excited about.
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        * * *

      

      Jack stood under the shade of an oak tree watching Noah’s friends enjoy the party.

      A company from Polson had arrived early this morning to erect a large white marquee tent between Honeysuckle Cottage, where Noah and Cassie lived, and the vacation home where Jack was staying. Apart from the trees surrounding the property, the tent provided the only shelter from the late afternoon sun.

      “Excuse me. Would you mind if I took this chair?”

      He looked into an incredible pair of deep blue eyes. “Ah, sure. That’s fine. No one’s sitting…” He stopped talking, hoping she hadn’t noticed how tongue-tied he’d become.

      “Thanks. If you need the chair later, I’d be happy to return it.”

      “No, it’s okay. You keep it.” Jack was stunned by the woman’s beauty. With blond hair falling around her shoulders, and a gentle smile on her lips, she took his breath away.

      She bent down to move the chair.

      He stepped forward. “Let me carry it for you.”

      “It’s okay. I can manage.” She picked up the chair, holding it close. “If you’re not here with anyone else, you could join us at our table.”

      “Thanks for the offer, but I’m all right. I want to catch up with Noah before dinner.”

      “Okay. But if you change your mind, we’re not far away.”

      “I’ll remember. Enjoy the party.” Jack watched her walk across to her friends. As soon as she sat down, she lifted a young boy onto her lap.

      He looked at the people around her, wondering if she was here with a boyfriend or partner. Most of the people at the table were women. He recognized Cassie’s friends, Megan and Willow.

      He could ask Megan who⁠—

      “I thought you’d be behind the bar serving some of those fancy cocktails you enjoy.” Patrick, Jack’s grandfather, stood beside him.

      He pulled his attention away from the blond woman and smiled at his granddad. “I felt like taking a backseat today. Besides, the catering company Noah employed is doing a good job.”

      Pulling a wooden seat closer to his grandson, Patrick sat down. “I haven’t seen Cassie. Do you know where she’s gone?”

      Jack had been wondering the same thing. “I haven’t got a clue. I thought she might be inside the cottage.”

      “I’ve already looked. She’s not there. It’s not like her to be late to Noah’s party.”

      “I’ll see if I can get hold of her.” Jack took his phone out of his pocket. The call went straight to voicemail. “She must have turned off her phone.”

      Patrick pulled himself out of the chair. “We should speak to Noah. He might know where she’s gone.”

      Jack knew there was no point arguing with his grandfather. He loved Cassie as if she were his own daughter. If she were missing, he’d find her.

      “There’s Noah.” Patrick pointed to a group of people standing in the marquee tent. “When did he change into a dinner suit?”

      Jack followed his granddad across the backyard. “Beats me. The last time I saw him he was wearing a cotton shirt and trousers. I wonder if he realizes he’s a little overdressed.”

      Patrick slowed his steps. “He looks so much like your father.”

      Jack smiled. “I think he looks like you.”

      “You need your eyes checked,” came the gruff reply. “If I looked half as good as you two boys, your grandma would’ve had to chase all the girls away.”

      “I couldn’t see Grandma doing that,” Jack said with a sigh.

      Patrick scanned the people inside the tent. “Don’t you believe it. Your grandma was a Southern lady, but she could be a lioness if someone was up to no good with the people she loved. Cassie isn’t here.”

      Jack nodded toward his brother. “Let’s talk to Noah.”

      They were halfway across the tent when his brother tapped a teaspoon on the edge of a wine glass and invited everyone to join them.

      Patrick sent Jack a questioning look.

      “I don’t know what he’s up to, either,” Jack whispered. Noah wouldn’t thank everyone for coming without Cassie being here. And as for giving a speech, his brother enjoyed that almost as much as he enjoyed turning forty.

      While Noah waited for everyone to move into the tent, his gaze connected with Jack’s. Whatever he was about to do was anyone’s guess. But Jack knew one thing, his brother was more nervous than he’d ever seen him.

      When most people were inside the tent, Noah cleared his throat. “I’d like to thank everyone for coming here tonight. The invitation you received was for my birthday, but we’ll be celebrating something else, too. Cassie and I have decided to get married. Tonight. And we’d like you to be part of the ceremony.”

      For a few seconds, all the guests stood in stunned silence. Then everyone burst into applause.

      Jack was shocked that his brother was getting married today. It wasn’t like him to keep it a secret, especially when everything in his life was planned at least six months in advance.

      “Did you know about this?” Patrick asked.

      “I didn’t have a clue.”

      Noah walked across to his grandfather. “You must be surprised.”

      “I am, but I’m also happy for you. I thought you were getting married in October?”

      “We were, but Cassie has been invited to exhibit her jewelry in Milan at the same time. This was the only weekend when everyone would be together, so we decided to bring the wedding forward.”

      The staff Noah had employed walked into the tent carrying foldaway chairs. In next to no time, straight rows of chairs began to appear. When the rest of their family and friends saw what was happening, they pitched in to help.

      Noah looked anxiously around the tent. “I hope Cassie’s okay.”

      “Where is she?” Jack asked.

      “With one of her friends.” Noah checked his watch. “She should be here soon.”

      Patrick wrapped his arm around his grandson’s shoulders. “She’ll be fine. I imagine she’s feeling exactly the same as you.”

      Jack looked around the tent, then back at his brother. “We’d better help get everything ready. Otherwise, Cassie will be walking into chaos.”

      Noah took a deep breath. “At least moving chairs will stop me from panicking.”

      Jack wasn’t sure anything would do that. Noah was about to change his life forever, and he looked as though he was going to be sick.
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      Emma sat at the back of the tent, mesmerized by the unexpected wedding. Being here to celebrate Noah and Cassie’s wedding, to be part of the next chapter of their lives, was so special it brought tears to her eyes.

      After Noah told everyone what would be happening, the marquee tent was transformed into a lovely wedding venue. Emma was sure she recognized some of the flower arrangements from Kylie’s flower shop. But her friend hadn’t said anything, so she assumed she was as unaware of the wedding as everyone else.

      As she looked at the guests, Emma’s gaze lingered on the man she’d met under the oak tree. Megan had told her he was Jack Devlin, Noah’s younger brother. He lived in Manhattan, visited Sapphire Bay every few months, and usually brought a different girlfriend to Montana on each visit.

      When Emma had spoken to him, he didn’t look as though he had anyone with him. And now, seeing him beside his grandfather, she was positive he’d come to Sapphire Bay alone. But, even if she was attracted to him, it didn’t mean she would talk to him again. She wasn’t the naïve person she’d been when she met her ex-husband. She had two children, a business she enjoyed, and friends who loved her like family. A man who changed girlfriends faster than his bed linen wasn’t for her.

      As Noah looked into Cassie’s eyes and repeated his wedding vows, Emma sighed. Even though her own marriage had ended in heartache, she still believed in happily ever after. As unlikely as it was, she hoped that one day she would meet a man who treated her with respect and kindness, and who wanted to be loved as tenderly and sweetly as she knew how.

      Beside her, Willow dabbed her eyes. “Their vows are so lovely,” she whispered.

      Emma nodded. Even though the wedding was a surprise, it was one of the most romantic ceremonies she’d ever seen.

      As Noah and Cassie exchanged rings, the late afternoon sunshine fell across the tent. Cassie’s beautiful floor-length lace gown shimmered and sparkled, and her veil cascaded behind her in soft folds.

      Molly squeezed Emma’s hand. “Mommy. I can’t see Cassie.”

      Emma lifted her daughter onto her lap. “Is that better?”

      Molly nodded and smiled. “She looks like a princess.”

      “She does.” Unlike her brother, Molly loved fairy tales. If a story included a handsome prince, a forgotten shoe, or a battered and bruised beast, she was happy. At six years old, Molly was willing to forgive any failing or bad decision, as long as the princess wore a sparkly dress and the story ended happily ever after.

      Dylan wasn’t quite so forgiving. If his stories didn’t involve some kind of mystery or adventure, he would change the words, giving the characters exactly what he thought they needed. Even now, sitting amongst the twinkling lights draped inside the tent, he was more interested in looking at the pictures inside the space book he’d brought with him.

      Pastor John placed his hands above Cassie and Noah’s heads, blessing their marriage and wishing them a long and happy life together.

      Emma closed her eyes. She remembered her own wedding vows, her blind faith that Mark would be her rock, her soft place to fall. She took a deep breath. Three years after they’d said I do, Mark had packed his bags and left. And, apart from when he’d given her their divorce papers, she hadn’t seen or heard from him again.

      The sound of clapping pulled Emma back to the here and now.

      At the front of the tent, Noah tenderly kissed his bride, then hugged her tight.

      Emma hoped their marriage was strong and true, that Cassie and Noah would work through their differences and continue to see the good in each other.

      “You’re crying, Mommy,” Molly whispered. “Are you sad?”

      Emma reached into her pocket and found a tissue. “They’re happy tears.”

      “Are you sure?”

      She kissed the top of Molly’s head and forced a smile. “I’m sure.”

      With a worried frown, her daughter turned to the front of the tent.

      By the time Cassie and Noah walked down the aisle, Emma was feeling better. Tonight was about celebrating the future, not dwelling on the past.

      “Can I talk to Cassie now?” Molly asked.

      “We’ll see her in a few minutes. Before we say hello, do you need to go to the bathroom?”

      Molly shook her head. “Nope. I’m okay. What about you, Dylan?”

      Her twin brother frowned. “I’m okay, too.”

      “In that case,” Emma said with a grin. “How about we find a nice cold glass of lemonade for everyone, then see Cassie?”

      Molly wiggled off Emma’s lap. “Yeah! Come on, Dylan. The lemonade’s over here.”

      With a reluctant sigh, Dylan shoved his book into his backpack and followed his sister.

      Emma smiled as she walked behind them. They might be twins, but Molly and Dylan were as different as chalk and cheese. And someday, those differences could make both of their lives so much better.
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        * * *

      

      On his way back from getting two cups of coffee, Jack must have spoken to most of the people at the wedding. Each time he visited Sapphire Bay, he was greeted like a long-lost friend. Even people he’d only seen on the street recognized his face and said hello.

      After living in New York City, it was a little disconcerting to realize that total strangers were more interested in his life than half the people he usually associated with. But that was part of living in a small town.

      He nodded to another person before turning toward his table.

      Mabel Terry, the owner of the general store, stood between him and his grandfather. Mabel was the sort of person who knew everything that was happening in Sapphire Bay. As well as keeping her customers informed of the latest events, she regularly updated the community Facebook page. If he looked online now, he was sure he would see photos of Noah and Cassie’s wedding.

      “It’s good to see you, Jack. What did you think of your brother’s wedding?”

      “It was a wonderful service.”

      “Did you know Cassie and Noah were getting married today?”

      Jack shook his head. “It was as much of a surprise to me as everyone else. How’s your husband?”

      “Allan’s fine. We’re as busy as ever in the store. Have you talked to Pastor John since you arrived?”

      “Not yet, but Noah told me you’ve opened another two tiny homes since I was last here.”

      “We’re getting faster. The volunteers are only taking five weeks to build each house now.”

      “That’s great.” Jack lifted the coffee cups higher. “I should get back to Granddad before our coffee gets cold.”

      “Of course,” Mabel said reluctantly. “How long are you staying in Sapphire Bay?”

      “Ten days. I thought I’d have a vacation while I’m here.”

      “Well, if you need anything, you know where to come.”

      “Thanks, Mabel. I’ll remember.” And before she could ask any more questions, Jack high-tailed it over to his grandfather.

      Patrick took one of the coffee cups. “I saw you talking to Mabel. How is she?”

      “She seems okay. Why do I always feel as though she’ll tell everyone what I say?”

      “Probably because she will.” Patrick smiled. “She doesn’t mean any harm. It’s her way of making sure everyone knows what’s happening in Sapphire Bay.”

      Jack’s eyebrows rose. “Am I talking to the same man who refused to open a Facebook account because he thought it was a conspiracy against everyone’s privacy?”

      “I’ve mellowed since I left Manhattan. Besides, I enjoy reading about what everyone’s doing.”

      “You might not be so forgiving if your name appears on Mabel’s social media feed.”

      Patrick laughed. “My life isn’t that exciting. What about you?”

      Jack looked warily at his grandfather. “Noah’s wedding’s as exciting as my life gets at the moment.”

      “You aren’t still thinking about Angela, are you?”

      “Her name’s Angelique. And no, I’m not.” It wasn’t until Jack had been dating Angelique for three months that he realized they wanted completely different things. Working fifteen-hour days, socializing with the glitterati of New York, and eating at the finest restaurants wasn’t something he wanted anymore.

      Sitting on his sofa watching reruns of his favorite TV programs suited him so much better.

      When Angelique realized she was dating the wrong man, she walked out of his life and never returned.

      “I blame myself for your stubborn independence,” Patrick muttered. “I should’ve listened to your grandma and let you enjoy life instead of pushing you to be better than the next person.”

      “Being single isn’t a disease. Look at Noah. If he hadn’t searched for the winner of his company’s jewelry award, he wouldn’t have met Cassie.”

      “And I wouldn’t be living in Sapphire Bay.”

      Jack studied his grandfather’s face. “Moving here was a huge decision. Are you happy?”

      Patrick smiled. “I’m happier than I was in Manhattan. I still miss Starbucks and walking to Sal’s Pizza on a Sunday afternoon, but it’s good living close to Noah and Cassie. And helping to build the tiny homes has given me a new lease on life.”

      Jack’s granddad used to own one of the largest construction companies in New York City. Seven years ago, he’d sold the company and started an online retail store with Noah. Last year he’d retired completely, leaving the concrete jungle of Manhattan for the wide-open spaces of Montana.

      Patrick would’ve thought his days of building houses was over, but he hadn’t counted on meeting Pastor John and the good folk of Sapphire Bay.

      Jack worried that his grandfather was doing too much, but no one could slow him down. “Just remember to take some time off once in a while.”

      He didn’t need to hear his grandfather’s chuckle to know his comment had fallen on deaf ears.

      A flash of purple drew Jack’s gaze to the dance floor. The woman he’d spoken to before the wedding was dancing with two small children. She seemed happy and carefree—the complete opposite of the way he felt.

      His granddad must have been watching his face.

      “That’s Emma Lewis and her twins, Molly and Dylan.”

      Emma’s two children laughed as she twirled them in circles.

      Patrick smiled. “As well as running her own business, Emma helps at The Welcome Center. While Molly helps her, Dylan’s usually in the community garden giving Gordon a hand.”

      Jack looked around the dance floor. “Is her husband here?”

      “Emma’s a single mom.” Patrick studied Jack’s face. “Before you say hello, you need to know one thing. Emma’s a good woman. She cares about people and does what she can to help those less fortunate. You’ll have to answer to me if you break her heart.”

      “I don’t go out of my way to hurt anyone.”

      Patrick leaned forward. “I know you don’t, but you need to look before you leap. You’re thirty-eight years old. What do you want out of life?”

      Jack watched Emma lift her son into her arms and spin him in circles. He knew exactly what he wanted, but he was too scared to lay his heart on the line. “I don’t know.”

      “One day you will. I just hope I’m still here to enjoy being part of it.”

      Jack didn’t need to ask his granddad what he meant. Family meant everything to them, especially after Jack’s parents died. But given his track record, his grandfather would be better talking to Noah about happy endings.

      At the rate Jack was going, he’d still be single when he turned fifty.
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        * * *

      

      Half an hour later, Emma made sure Molly and Dylan had something to eat before taking them back to their table. Compared with the barbecue she was expecting, the buffet was amazing. Even Molly, the pickiest eater Emma had ever known, managed to find a lot of food she would enjoy.

      “I brought everyone a drink,” Kylie said. “I hope you like orange juice.”

      “That’s fine.” Emma pulled out two chairs for the twins, then sat beside Kylie. “Noah and Cassie’s wedding was so beautiful. Did you know your flower arrangements were for the wedding?”

      Kylie picked up her cutlery. “Not at first. But when Cassie ordered a bouquet, it was pretty obvious. She made me promise on my grandmother’s grave not to say anything.”

      “I wonder why.”

      “You know Cassie and Noah. They didn’t want everyone to make a fuss. Did you see Noah’s brother?”

      “I did.” Emma didn’t trust the gleam in her friend’s eyes.

      “Megan said he’s visited Sapphire Bay four or five times. I wonder why I haven’t seen him before.”

      Emma shrugged. “It’s the first time I’ve seen him, too. He might have spent most of his time with Noah and Cassie.”

      Kylie sighed. “A mystery man.”

      Emma didn’t think he
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