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To my Dad,
For believing in me and guiding me.
To my big sister Heidi —
We may not be sisters by blood,
But you are the sister of my heart.
I love you to the moon and back.
To my Angel Baby,
Mama loves you, Gracie.
To my best friends Kayla & Ashley,
For always having my back.
To my Mama AnnaMarie & Papa Craig,
For showing me that love is truly thicker than blood.
To the dreamers and romantics —
even the most unlikely stories
It can have a happy ending.
Keep on believing.
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The songs below inspired the emotions, scenes, and characters throughout this story. Enjoy the music that brought these moments to life.

Lifehouse — You and Me

Colbie Caillat - Bubbly

Parmalee - Already Calling You Mine 

Jason Mraz — I’m Yours

Jason Mraz - Lucky

Keith Urban — Making Memories of Us

Trisha Yearwood — She’s In Love With The Boy

Aerosmith — Dream On 

Bon Jovi — Wanted Dead or Alive

Taylor Swift — Our Song

Dustin Lynch — Cowboys and Angels

Thompson Square — Are You Going to Kiss Me or Not

George Strait — Carrying Your Love With Me

Brett Eldredge — Wanna Be That Song

Dylan Scott — My Girl

Dylan Scott — Crazy Over Me

Kenny Chesney — You Had Me at Hello

Taylor Swift — Ours

Shedaisy — Come Home Soon

LeAnn Rimes — I Need You

Lady A — Just a Kiss

Rascal Flatts — Here 

Rascal Flatts - Take Me There

John Michael Montgomery — Letters From Home

Lonestar — I’m Already There

Carrie Underwood — Heartbeat

Garth Brooks — If Tomorrow Never Comes

Taylor Swift — The Best Day

Kelsea Ballerini — If You Go Down

Cyndi Lauper — Girls Just Want to Have Fun

Martina McBride — This One’s for the Girls
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Chapter One – Where Our Story Began
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Rosie
Mae’s Diner always feels like stepping back in time to the 50s—the jukebox in the corner plays Elvis, the red vinyl booths gleam under the lights, and the black-and-white checkered floor that somehow never loses its shine. Neon signs flicker softly outside, casting a warm glow through the large windows and pooling in little pink and blue halos across the tables.
Maggie and I slide into our favorite booth - the third one from the door, next to the window. We smile at the others dining around us—the best part of small-town life: everyone knows everyone. Sometimes it can be a hassle, but other times, it comes in handy.
The smell of fresh coffee and frying bacon fills the air, cozy and nostalgic. It wraps around us, making the noisy chatter and clatter of dishes fade into the background.
“Girls’ night,” Maggie says, flashing a grin as she shrugs out of her coat. “You’re lucky I dragged you out. You were getting that weird hermit look again.”
“I’m on deadline.” I protest, but I’m already smiling. “And I was on a roll.”

“You always say that when you don’t want to wear real pants.”

She’s not wrong. I glance around, familiar faces soft, chatter, someone laughing too loud at the counter. Mae’s filling coffee mugs like she’s still in her twenties and not somewhere north of fifty. She catches me looking and winks.  

Maggie’s been pestering me about going out all week, but I finally got to a good part in the story.. We might be twins and look alike, but she’s the more outgoing one.  Bold, breezy, and always ready for a scene. I’m quieter. I process things slower. I write them down.

“Where is the waiter?” Maggie asks, glancing around the diner. - See what I mean?
“I don’t know, but they’ll come when they get a chance,” I reply, glancing over the packed tables.
I tap my foot in time with the song playing on the jukebox as I glance down at the menu. “So, what movie are we going to see?” I ask. It’s her turn to pick, and knowing my sister, it’ll be either a comedy or an action flick. Not my first choice, but she had gone with me to see the new adaptation of Pride & Prejudice. It wasn’t like the 2005 adaptation with Keira Knightley and the swoon-worthy Matthew Macfadyen, but it hadn’t been half bad.
“Uh, there is a new one with Meghan Horan in it.” Maggie sighs beside me, already getting antsy. 

I, on the other hand, am perfectly content. Maybe it’s the writer in me, but I can sit for hours just watching people, letting my mind weave stories from the tiniest details—a laugh too loud, a tired glance, a couple sharing pie like it’s a secret: every expression, a subplot.

“Did you see the new clothes Isa got in at Bellissima Regina?” Maggie asks, eyes lighting with excitement.

I smile, tucking a loose strand of hair behind my ear. “Not yet—I’ve been slammed with this deadline, but she said she put a few things aside for me. I’m looking forward to stopping by her boutique later this week.”

Isabella’s always sketching new outfits—bold colors, delicate fabrics, basically telling stories without needing a single word. When I’m stuck trying to figure out what my characters should wear, she’s my go-to fashion guru. And when Isabella needs fresh ideas for a client’s big event, who else is she going to call but her resident novelist? We kind of feed off each other’s creativity—like two sides of the same slightly weird, artsy coin.

My smile lingers as I think about our quirky little group - me, Maggie, Isabella, Cleo, Elizabeth, and Victoria. We got dubbed the Queen Squad back in high school, which is extra special because our moms were the original queens back in their day, giving us legacy status.

The bell above the diner door jingles, pulling my gaze.

A man walks in, brown hair tousled just enough to make it look accidental. Not messy exactly—more like the breeze has been in a playful mood. He moves with a kind of quiet ease, familiar in a way that tugs at something distant in my memory. My brain flips through mental yearbooks, Fourth of July parades, and faded football programs.

And then he turns, and our eyes meet.

He freezes, just for a second. Like he hadn’t expected to be seen—or maybe hadn’t expected me. My breath hitches, just slightly, before Ms. Mae swats his arm and says something with a laugh. He rolls his eyes and smiles, that kind of smile that makes your stomach forget how to behave.

She nods toward our booth, and he starts heading over.

Charlie Miranto.

The name blooms in my mind a beat before the full memory follows. Older by a couple of years. Quiet. Kind. He’s the kind of guy who makes you feel seen without even trying. He’s been one of the golden boys of Amethyst Falls, the Guardians, the one half the girls whisper about behind their lockers—not because he’s flashy, but because he isn’t. Then he joined the Navy and slipped off the radar.

Clearly, he hadn’t slipped far enough. My heart beats faster the closer he gets.

“Okay...” Maggie leans in, smirking like a cat with a secret. “Who is that? And why does it feel like he just walked straight out of one of your romance novels?”

I try to respond, but words have temporarily left the building.

Charlie stops at the edge of our table, a notepad in his hand and a hesitant smile tugging at the corner of his mouth. “Are you ladies ready to order, or should I give you a few more minutes?” His eyes never leave mine.

Maggie sits back and smiles sweetly. “We’ll take the special, extra charm on the side.” Her words pull him from his trance.

I shoot her a look. “A cheeseburger and root beer for me.”

“Ooh, that sounds good. I will have the same,” Maggie says, putting the menu back on the holder.

He gives a small nod, eyes flicking to mine for a second longer than necessary. Then—calmly, evenly—he says,
“As you wish.”
And walks away.
Maggie’s eyes go wide, and I know we are thinking the same thing.
How did he know that was my favorite movie?
“He was probably quoting The Princess Bride to someone else.” I brush it off.

Maggie scoffs, “Yeah, like the salt shakers.”
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“SERIOUSLY, ROSIE, INSTEAD of gawking at the man, get your butt up and go talk to him,” Maggie repeats after catching me glancing at the counter again. I feel her nudge my leg with her foot.

“You can’t be serious, Mags, that’s Charlie Miranto,” emphasizing his name like it should mean something sacred.

“Okay, and you are Rosie Watson?” she shrugs, giving me a confused look like I’ve said something in another language.

I sigh and take a sip of my root beer. “He is the mayor’s son and was the most popular guy in school,” I remind her.

“Well, Rosie, the most popular guy is staring at you every time you turn away and is currently
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