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Finn

LIV MORGAN’S biological father didn’t recognize me.

He sat two stools down from me. In the six months I’d lived here in Whistler, I’d seen him around a few times—in the grocery store, in his work van, but mostly here in this bar, knocking back booze. Back home in Queen’s Cove, Liv’s stepdad, Joe, was the only real dad she’d ever known.

I wondered if she knew Cole lived here.

My chest ached as I remembered her at my brother Holden’s wedding to Sadie back in January. Seeing Liv for the first time in over a decade had hit me like a freight train. I hadn’t been able to say a word. I had just stood there, staring at her, taking her in.

Fucking hell, I missed her.

Grown up, she was so beautiful it hurt. I had scrambled to memorize her. The soft, wavy pink hair cascading around her shoulders. Her pretty brown eyes, rimmed in dark lashes. The slope of her nose, sprinkled with freckles even in winter. Her eyes had widened in shock before a cold glare slid into place.

In the bar, Cole and I made eye contact, and my insides froze into a block of ice. The look in his eyes—shame, loneliness, misery—filled me with disgust. He had more wrinkles now, and gray hair at his temples, but there was no doubt in my mind. It was him.

Now, looking at him, I felt rage. Liv had his eyes, which pissed me off more. My hands made fists as my blood rattled in my veins. The words were in my mouth, ready to go.

You hurt Liv. You left her and Jen. Your misery is your own fault.

Something stabbed in my chest, and I rubbed my sternum. When I looked back at him, I saw myself. It was me spending every night at the bar alone. It was me regretting my fuckups.

My stomach plummeted as it clicked into place in my head. For most of my life, I’d been madly, stupidly in love with her. It wasn’t going away, and I needed to fix the mess I made twelve years ago.

Liv and I were soulmates.

Leaving was the biggest mistake of my life.

I needed to make her fall back in love with me, or I’d regret it forever.

I was about to make a fucking fool of myself over Liv Morgan.
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Olivia

ONE MONTH later

Sadie and I stood in the bar, arms crossed and staring up at the enormous alien dildo mounted on the wall beside the TV.

“I can’t get it down,” I told her.

Sadie chewed her lip, studying it hanging there. It had been sent to her by mistake last year and I had put it up to make her laugh, but now the fucker wouldn’t detach from the wall.

“Pull harder on it,” Sadie suggested.

Behind us, sitting at the counter, Sadie’s husband Holden choked on his beer.

My expression turned horrified. “You pull on it.”

Her snort turned into a full-out laugh. “Let’s just leave it up.”

My dad walked out of the storeroom carrying a case of beer. His eyes went straight to the alien dong and he winced. “Still can’t get it down?”

I shook my head at him and he laughed.

“Sorry, Joe,” Sadie said.

“Yeah, sorry, Dad,” I added.

He waved us off, shaking his head and grinning. “If that’s the most trouble you got into while we were away last year, we’re good.”

Last year, while my parents went traveling, I ran the bar while working on my PhD dissertation. That’s how I became friends with Sadie—she needed a job while she and Holden fixed up the inn they’d inherited.

“Are you okay to close up?” he asked me, standing and dusting his hands off.

I nodded. My apartment was over the bar, so I usually closed. “I’ve got it under control.”

“Sounds good. Goodnight, honey.” He dropped a quick kiss on the top of my head before he headed out, something he had been doing since he married my mom when I was five years old.

Joe wasn’t my biological father, but he was my dad. He’d raised me, he loved me and my mom more than anything, and I couldn’t imagine a life without him. He taught me how to ride a bike, how to make a whiskey sour, and how to make pancakes. Where it mattered, he was my dad. The guy who knocked my mom up at twenty and slowly faded from my life? I didn’t call that guy Dad. I didn’t call him anything because I hadn’t heard from him in years.

As Sadie and I cleaned and prepared to close, I glanced around my dad’s bar at the regulars finishing up their drinks, at the old wood floors, the mismatched collection of photos and artwork. I’d been working here on and off since university, over a decade. Every year while I was in school I’d come home to Queen’s Cove, a small town on the coast of Vancouver Island, to help my dad with the summer tourist rush, and in the fall, I’d return to school.

I’d been back in town full time for almost two years working on my dissertation, and after the conversation I had with my advisor this morning, a new sense of urgency weighed in my gut.

“What’s up with you?” Sadie asked beside me at the bar. “You’re quiet tonight. Quieter than usual.”

I flattened my lips into a tight line. “I spoke to my advisor this afternoon.”

Sadie leaned in. “Okay, and?” She knew I’d been dodging my advisor’s calls and emails all week.

“She’s not dropping me like I thought.” I rubbed the bridge of my nose, replaying the conversation in my head before I winced. “She took a position at the University of Toronto.” She currently held a position at the University of British Columbia in Vancouver. “It starts in September but she can delay my deadline until October.”

“What does this mean for you?”

“It means that I need to find the flower by October or I’m dropped from the program.”

For years, I’d been trying to prove that certain plants could adapt to climate change, and that the pink sand verbena from the Queen’s Cove area, rumored to be extinct, had changed location because of the increasing coastal temperatures.

A memory popped into my head—the only memory I had of the flower. It was floating down a creek in the woods, its pink petals standing out against the dark stones as it meandered downstream before it disappeared.

I saw that flower. No one believed me, but I did. I knew it was still out there, but now I was running out of time to prove it.

Sadie reared back, frowning. “They can’t do that.”

I winced. Fuck, this was so embarrassing. “Yes, they can. I’ve been ‘finishing my research’ for two years.” I used air quotes around the words. “Most people finish their dissertation in one year, maximum.”

“Can you switch to another advisor, someone staying at the university?”

Shame twisted in my gut and I could barely meet her gaze. “I asked, and she said no one else wanted to take my work on.”

Meaning everyone else thought I was on a wild goose chase. My face heated in embarrassment, thinking about all the advisors in a meeting, discussing my work.

“She said the longer I take on my dissertation, the lower my chances of finishing are.”

Sadie blinked. “Shit. That’s harsh.”

I shrugged. “She’s right. I’ve been working on it for two years.” And three years of school and lab research before that. My stomach rolled as I remembered the tentative tone my advisor had used on the call. “I think she thinks I’m wasting my time.”

Sadie shifted, crossing her arms and leaning against the counter. “You’re out in the mountains looking for the flower all the time.”

“And I still haven’t found it.”

We stood in silence, listening to the music and quiet chatter in the bar.

“What are you going to do?” Sadie asked, studying my face.

A knot formed in my throat and I frowned down at my hands clasped on the countertop. It was May, and based on data from the flower in other parts of the world, it should be in bloom from now until the end of August.

“I have one last summer to find it before I get kicked out of my program.” I shrugged and looked at her. “So I’m going to get out there as much as I can and find it.” I straightened up, trying to brush the bad vibes away. “I’m going on a hike tomorrow. I’ll send you my route before I leave.”

She didn’t like that I hiked alone in the back country, especially because the terrain wasn’t for beginners and cell service was spotty, so to keep her from worrying, I always sent her my itinerary and route—even though between school and growing up here, I’d spent countless hours in the mountains. I knew what I was doing.

Sadie tapped her nails on the bar counter and chewed her lip, glancing at me.

I frowned. “What?”

Her mouth twisted to the side and I stared at her. I knew that look. That was the same look she had when she explained that the person I hated more than anyone on the planet would be at her and Holden’s wedding a few months ago.

My gut flipped.

“What?” I asked again, leaning in. “Spit it out, please.”

She blew out a long breath. “He’s moving back.”

I froze before shaking my head. “Nope.” I wiped the spotless counter.

“Olivia.”

“He’s not.” I was practically rubbing the varnish off.

She sighed. “He left Whistler a couple days ago.”

Fuck. This was bad. My stomach dropped.

Finn Rhodes and I had an unspoken agreement. In the summers, Holden’s youngest brother left Queen’s Cove to fight wildfires around the province, and I worked in my dad’s bar. In the fall, I returned to school and he came home until he inevitably got bored and left for the summer.

And then last year, my dad needed help running the bar while he and my mom went on their dream trip around Europe, Finn moved permanently to Whistler, a ski town in BC, and I figured my problem was solved.

As kids, we were best friends. We grew up next door to each other, and we did everything together. We even had the same birthday. When most kids hit puberty, they thought the opposite sex was gross, but not us. We were inseparable all the way up to the night of our high school graduation.

He was everything to me, and he ditched me. My stomach dropped with the memories of that night before I pushed them away.

Finn Rhodes was a cruel joke from the universe. He had smashed my heart into a thousand pieces without a second thought, and I would never, ever let it happen again.

That day I saw the pink sand verbena in the forest? Finn had been standing right beside me, watching the flower disappear down the creek.

I adopted an apathetic expression, shrugging at Sadie. “Here’s the thing about Finn,” I said in a low voice so Holden wouldn’t overhear. “He’s an adrenaline junkie. Compared to fighting raging wildfires, our town isn’t interesting enough for him, so even if he does come home, I don’t expect him to stay.”

Sadie lifted one eyebrow, looking uncertain.

“Trust me,” I told her. “I know him.”

He said he was coming back to town, but if I knew one thing about Finn after growing up with him? It was that I couldn’t trust a fucking word he said.

“It’s been a long time,” Sadie offered.

I remembered the way he had looked at me at Sadie and Holden’s wedding, and the zap of electricity down my spine when our eyes had met. I hadn’t seen the guy since we were teenagers, and seeing him standing there in his suit, with his unruly dark hair looking perfectly rumpled, his sharp gray eyes assessing me in my dress—my heart had nearly stopped.

God, he had looked so good. His frame had filled out, probably from the physical demands of his firefighting job. His tattoos had poked out beneath his collar and the hems of his sleeves, and the way his gaze had raked over me with a mix of longing and heat?

A shiver rolled down my back at the memory.

He hadn’t changed. Not one bit. Same cocky, reckless, thrill-seeking Finn.

Rage flooded my blood and I scowled.

Asshole.

Sadie yawned and her eyes watered.

“Go home,” I told her, grateful to end this conversation.

She shook her head. “I’m good,” she warbled through another jaw-breaking yawn.

Holden glared at me and I threw my hands up. “I told her to go home.”

“Just because I’m pregnant doesn’t mean I can’t hear you,” Sadie said, walking around the counter to sit beside Holden. She was only two months along, not even showing yet. His arm automatically came around her waist, and when she smiled at him, the corner of his mouth ticked up.

Before Sadie, some people would call Holden grumpy. Now? I saw him smile at least once a day.

“Stop,” I told them.

Sadie laughed. “What?”

I gestured between them. “Gazing. Quit it.”

Holden turned back to the game on the TV above the bar with a little smile on his face, his hand lingering on her knee, and Sadie shook her head, still grinning.

It was sweet how much they loved each other, but sometimes being around people who were madly in love got old.

When they headed out moments later, I waved goodbye then I closed up the tabs on my other tables.

Something weird rolled in my stomach. I was happy for my friends. They’d fallen for each other in this very bar last year, right in front of me. Sadie was one of my best friends, and I was relieved she chose to make Queen’s Cove her home. She moved here almost two years ago when she inherited her aunt’s inn. She and Holden had had this weird arrangement for her to find him a wife, but it turned out differently than they expected.

Well, differently than she expected. Holden always had a thing for her. It was only a matter of time.

I was just stuck after the call with my advisor. Twenty-nine years old and in the same place as five years ago, while all my friends fell in love, progressed in their careers, and started families.

My last tables finished up and left, and I headed to the front door to lock up after them.

He’s moving back, Sadie had said.

I dragged in a deep breath to calm myself down. No, he wasn’t. What the hell would Finn want here?

Besides, it didn’t matter. I didn’t care about Finn Rhodes anymore.
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Olivia

MY HIKING BOOTS crunched on the forest floor as I made my way down the side of the mountain, surrounded by towering emerald trees. Sunset was in two hours, and it had been pouring since noon. My boots were still dry, my raincoat had held up, and the wet forest smelled earthy and fresh and incredible, but my hands were frozen and all I could think about was sinking into a hot bath as soon as I got home.

Another day in the forest with no trace of the flower. Disappointment rose up my throat but I shoved it down. I paused for a break, pulling my map out of my pack. While I sipped water, I studied the route back to my car. Another hour of hiking. I traced my thumb over the route—down the mountainside, over a creek, through a sloped, rocky area, and then around the base of the mountain to where I had parked at the end of the old logging road.

At the top right corner of my map, I had taped an image of the flower. My stomach twinged as I stared at it, and I remembered what my advisor had said yesterday.

I had the whole summer to find it, I told myself.

I made my way down the side of the mountain, balancing against a nearby tree on a slippery section.

An entire summer out here, hiking among the trees, breathing in the fresh air with blue sky stretching overhead. The corners of my mouth ticked up, picturing the family of beavers I had spotted last year. Maybe they’d return to the same spot. Even though I worked for my dad’s bar back in town, the forest was where I belonged. It was where I spent most of my free time as a kid and teenager, and now that I was wrapping up my PhD, it was where I’d spend my career.

I hiked around a group of big trees and picked my way down the side of a hill that led to the creek, but the second it came into view, I stopped short.

“Shit,” I muttered, brows creasing.

Two weeks ago, it was a creek, a little trickle of water down the mountain. Today, the water rushed, fast and loud. If it wasn’t raining, I would have heard the river up higher in the mountain. I couldn’t even see the rocks I had used last time to step through the creek.

It had been pouring rain for a week, I realized, closing my eyes at the rookie mistake. I should have known it would affect water levels.

I weighed my options, climbing down the slope to get a better look at the river. Water roared over the rocks. I pictured myself slipping and hitting my head. Getting swept away, unconscious. Best case, I got through the river soaking wet and had an hour to hike, shivering. I’d be risking hypothermia.

No fucking way was I getting into that river.

I glanced downstream. If the river split further down, it might be safe for me to cross. I chewed my lip. There was no guarantee that would happen, and I had no idea how far I’d have to follow the river. I didn’t have service out here, and although I had enough food and water for tonight, I wasn’t prepared to spend a couple days out here.

The sun was starting to set, and the sky was dimming quickly. There was another route back to the car that would take about four hours. Hiking in the dark was both dangerous and miserable, so my best option was to wait out the night here and hike back at sunrise.

In my head, I heard the rules we had been taught in school for spending time out in the back country.

Bring extra water, food, and socks. Tell someone your route and your expected return time. Always give yourself enough time to get home.

My pack was stocked and Sadie knew my itinerary, but I should have known better about the stream. I ignored the frustration in my gut as I pulled out the tarp in my pack and strung it up to keep the rain off me.

THREE HOURS LATER, rain tapped on my tarp as I shivered and tried to fall asleep. I didn’t bother trying to light a fire—the wet wood wouldn’t light.

A rhythmic beating noise cut through the sound of the rain and I frowned, lifting my head to listen.

The noise got louder.

“Oh, fuck,” I whispered, eyes going wide.

Not again.

The beat of a helicopter grew louder as it approached and I closed my eyes, frustrated. I was supposed to check in with Sadie when I got back to my car, and when I didn’t, she did what she told me she would do.

She called Search and Rescue.

Through the trees and rain, I watched the helicopter land in a clearing about two hundred feet away. I fought the urge to turn off my lamp and hide, and began untying my tarp.

An ugly chill wavered through me. Being rescued like this added to the feeling of incompetence that already rested on my shoulders every day.

Headlamps bobbed through the trees as the responders approached. I folded my tarp into a square and was shoving it into my bag when I turned and—

My stomach dropped through to the core of the earth.

Finn Rhodes stood tall, decked out in his emergency responder gear, wearing a cocky, wicked grin. His gray eyes met mine, and every muscle in my body tensed.

“Hey, Liv.”
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Finn

SHE WOULDN'T EVEN LOOK at me.

It was one in the morning at the Queen’s Cove hospital, but I was wide awake, knee bouncing up and down, pulse skittering around, my stomach flip-flopping. It took everything in me not to blurt out what I had figured out in the past few weeks. Picking her up in the helicopter wasn’t how I planned to see her for the first time.

I didn’t have a plan. I was just winging this.

We were supposed to fill out the Search and Rescue paperwork before her medical exam, and I didn't know where to look. Her wavy, pale pink hair, tied up in a cute ponytail? The freckles scattered across her nose and cheekbones? Or her warm brown eyes, eyes that wouldn't meet my gaze for more than a few seconds?

In the chair across from me, she shifted, crossing her arms.

I opened my mouth to say something, but her gaze flicked to mine and the words got stuck in my throat.

Olivia Morgan had always tripped me up.

“What, no kiss hello?” I asked. The helicopter had been so loud, and there were two other people with us, watching and listening, so we couldn’t talk.

Her lip curled as she stared at me in disgust. "Can we finish up the paperwork so I can go home?"

I crossed my arms, mirroring her body position, leaning back in my chair to study her. “You’re cranky tonight.”

Her nostrils flared, and behind her eyes, I saw rage. Amusement pitched in my chest.

"If you're cold, I can put a blanket around your shoulders," I continued. Her jaw tightened, and it took everything I had not to smile.

"Finn." Her voice was sharp and her glare could melt my skin off.

The way she said my name made the back of my neck prickle.

I raised my eyebrows at her and patted my lap, because around her, I couldn't help myself. "You can sit on my lap for warmth."

She looked like her head was about to explode, and I tried not to laugh. This rage? This was good. Rage was better than indifference, because indifference meant she was over me. Rage meant she still cared—which meant there was hope for us.

Olivia's eyes flashed. "You have three seconds to start asking me the questions on your form before I leave."

"Are you seeing anyone?"

She stood. "I'm out of here."

I jumped up, hands in the air in surrender. "Okay, okay. I'm just teasing you. Let's fill out the form."

She regarded me for a moment before taking her seat again, and I sat down across from her. I glanced over the form.

"What were you doing out there?"

She glanced away, crossing her arms. "Hiking."

"Just hiking?"

Over the years since I left Queen’s Cove, I’d never outright asked about Olivia, but any scrap of information, any overheard gossip or updates, I was listening. I knew she was finishing up her PhD in forestry sciences, and that she was looking for a flower she and I had spotted as kids.

Since she was a kid, Olivia's dream was to work in forestry science. She had always been curious about plants and ecosystems in school. Two decades later, I still remembered how her whole being transformed in the forest, how she smiled and laughed more.

I leaned in. "You were looking for the flower, right?"

Her gaze lingered on mine, wary and uncertain, but she didn't answer me.

"Sadie had your route, which was helpful. That was smart of you," I told her, "to give her that information."

She snorted. “I’m thrilled to have your approval.”

"We would've had a tough time finding you if not for that map. The Search and Rescue crew picked up a group of hikers last week from that area as well."

I watched her face, hoping this information would make her feel better about being rescued. Olivia hated being helped.

She was safe, though. She was the most qualified person in this town to be hiking out there by herself, but the idea of her stuck alone all night in the pouring rain? I'd hike out there by myself to rescue her if I had to.

Her gaze swung to the forms in front of me. "What other information do you need? I have to be up early."

I pulled the forms closer to me so she couldn't see them. Most of the information I could fill out myself. Location of rescue, reason for rescue, time and date, name of person rescued. She didn't need to know that, though. I had a feeling that finding moments like this, just me and her, would be tough.

"You need to find the flower to finish your studies, right?" I asked her.

"That's not a question on the form."

The corner of my mouth ticked up. "Just trying to get a full picture of what happened tonight."

She stared at me. Fucking hell, she was so pretty. I couldn't help but smile wider.

In my head, I replayed images from that night years ago. The way her soft, smooth skin looked in the dim lighting. The way her hair looked fanned out across her pillow. The sweet sound of her gasps as her back arched.

She must've seen something in my expression because she stiffened. "What are you doing here?"

I held her gaze, ignoring my heart beating in my chest like a drum. I could smell her shampoo from this distance, light and floral, and I had the urge to pull her into my chest and bury my face in her hair.

She'd bite me if I did that.

"I moved home," I told her.

Her eyes narrowed. "For how long." She didn't say it like a question, she said it like a statement. Like it was inevitable that I'd leave again.

My entire life, I had had a reputation. When I left, I cemented that reputation in Liv's head.

"For good," I told her, holding her gaze. "I'm not leaving this time."

She gave me a look like who are you fooling? and my chest pulled tight. I didn't blame her, but that didn't mean I liked it.

"Okay," she said. "Sure. I won't hold my breath."

Her gaze flicked to someone behind me and I turned.

Beck Kingston, a doctor at the Queen's Cove Hospital and my older brother Wyatt's friend from school, leaned against the doorframe.

“Hey,” he greeted me with a smile. “I heard you were back in town.”

I beamed back at him. “You heard right. How’s it going?”

He shrugged, gesturing around us at the hospital. “Good. Keeping busy here. You know how it is.”

The town’s fire department worked closely with the medical staff at the hospital, and I knew the demands of Beck’s job in a small town where resources weren’t always available.

When he wasn’t working insane hours at our small-town hospital, he was out on his boat. I think a few years ago he had a crush on Wyatt’s now-wife, Hannah, but Wyatt put a stop to that. Beck was the kind of guy who moms mooned over. His dark hair was always combed like he was on his way to church, for Christ’s sake. He answered his phone at all hours of the night, hardly ever took time off, and remembered everyone’s medical history off the top of his head. Beck Kingston, Queen’s Cove most reliable guy.

My complete opposite.

Beck crooked a grin at me. “First day back and you’re here already, huh?”

I’d lost count of the number of times I’d been admitted to this hospital with injuries. A broken arm from climbing a fence, an ankle on backwards from falling out of a tree, a head injury from falling out of the same tree, a broken collarbone from falling off my bike.

I forced a smile. “Dr. Kingston, I have no idea what you’re talking about. I’m the perfect picture of responsible reliability.”

I used to revel in the troublemaker role, but now, it left a bad taste in my mouth.

He laughed before turning to Olivia. “Your checkup will only take a few minutes, and you can come back and finish the questions later if you need to.” He gave her an apologetic look. “It’s procedure.”

“I know. We’ve been through this before.” Olivia jumped up, and guilt stabbed me in the gut at how quickly she wanted to get away from me. "We're done, anyway."

I watched her disappear out the door before meeting Beck’s curious gaze.

Olivia’s hatred toward me was no secret around town. No one knew what happened, but everyone knew we had been best friends until we weren't.

He raised an eyebrow, glancing between me and the door. “So,” he prompted.

I let out a long breath. “Yeah.”

“I guess that didn’t go as expected.”

I didn’t know what I had expected. Liv sure as shit wasn’t going to jump into my arms and cover me in kisses. The thought made me huff a laugh and rake a hand back through my hair.

“Nope,” I told him with a lopsided grin, ignoring my sinking stomach. “No, it did not.”

He said goodbye and left, and I sat there in the empty room, hearing Liv’s mom Jen’s words from years ago in my head. The same words that had been playing over and over for years.

I wasn’t that guy anymore. Doubt rose up inside me but I shoved it away. If I wanted Olivia back, I couldn’t be that guy anymore. I had to prove her and everyone else wrong.

Olivia hated me, but this summer, I was going to change that.
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Finn

THE NEXT EVENING, I caught a flash of her pink hair as I slipped into the back of the meeting room at town hall, nodding hello at the people around me before I took my seat. Town hall meetings weren’t my thing but the conversation I’d heard at the fire hall this morning stuck in my mind all day like a thorn.

At the front of the room, my oldest brother, Emmett, took his seat among the rest of the town council.

He gave everyone a friendly, confident smile. “Let’s start, shall we?”

Emmett looked good up there. Natural, like he was in his element. He had always been a leader, but seeing him as mayor felt right. Back in school, he was class president, captain of the soccer team, and Mr. Popular. The guy had an MBA in finance, and he and Holden had built a successful construction company here in Queen’s Cove from the ground up.

On the other side of the room, Holden sat with Sadie. Holden was the responsible brother. The guy took care of everyone in his life. I usually stayed at his place if I was in town for only a weekend, mostly because before Sadie, he was a grumpy asshole and I loved to get on his nerves.

Beside them sat Wyatt and Hannah. Wyatt was a professional surfer. Part of Queen’s Cove’s appeal as a tourist destination was the cold-water surfing off our coast, and growing up, Wyatt spent most of his free time out on the ocean. He and Hannah had a one-year-old daughter, Cora, the cutest kid I’d ever known. Although he had slowed down since Cora came along, Wyatt still competed, winning tournaments and sponsorships.

And then there was me, the youngest Rhodes brother. The troublemaker. I held the record for number of trips to the principal’s office at both the elementary and high school in town. My own mom joked that I was the devil.

Self-doubt crept up my throat, but I shoved it away.

Emmett started talking about the next town festival—raccoon-themed, this season—as I watched Liv. Her pink hair glowed and there was something about her in that soft-looking plaid shirt that was so fucking cute.

“Next up,” Emmett continued, scanning his notes. “Chief Bell with the Queen’s Cove Fire Department has a concern. Chief Bell, you have the floor.”

Chief Bell, my boss, was in her early fifties and had the most intense don’t fuck with me energy of anyone I’d ever met. She gestured to Miri Yang, who nodded and woke up the computer. The projector lit up and a PowerPoint slide appeared on the wall.

Olivia Morgan: Misuse of Search and Rescue Funds

In the front row, Liv sat up taller. I couldn’t see her expression from the back of the room.

“Are you serious?” she hissed at the council.

Chief Bell nodded to Miri, who clicked to the next slide. The projector flipped to a picture of Liv being helped into a helicopter. It had been taken when she was mid-blink, looking over her shoulder.

“September 18, last year. Olivia Morgan twisted her ankle and limped down the mountain until she had cell service. This was her first Search and Rescue call.”

Liv’s ears were turning pink.

“By the time we picked her up,” my firefighter colleague, Jay, added from a few rows back, “her ankle was the size of a grapefruit.”

Liv turned and glared at him. He withered in his seat, not making eye contact.

“Thank you, Jay,” Chief Bell added before nodding to Miri, who flipped to the next slide, a picture of Liv with her arms crossed in the hospital waiting room, scowling at the camera.

I bit back a laugh.

“April 27, last month. Olivia Morgan failed to return to home base by two hours after the estimated time of arrival.”

“I was a kilometer from the car,” Liv told her, shaking her head.

Chief Bell turned her hard gaze to Liv. “You were hiking in the dark. That’s dangerous.”

“I know what I’m doing.”

Chief Bell’s eyebrows lifted. “After yesterday, we don’t want to take any more risks.”

The room fell silent.

“What does this mean?” Liv asked, blinking. “You’re saying I can’t go anymore?”

She flipped to the next slide of two stick figures holding hands, smiling.

Liv stared and I put a hand over my mouth to hold in a laugh. This was the conversation I had overheard this morning at the fire hall.

Emmett cleared his throat. “Thank you, Chief Bell. I’ll take over before Olivia throws a chair.” The captain took her seat as Emmett turned his focus to Liv. “We can’t tell you to stay out of the back country, but we’re encouraging you to bring someone.”

Liv’s jaw dropped. “Are you kidding me?”

Emmett winced. “It’s getting expensive, Olivia, and we don’t know how long it’s going to go on for.”

Liv stared at him for a moment. “Oh.” She scoffed. “You don’t think it exists.”

“I didn’t say that.” Emmett looked torn.

“You didn’t have to,” Liv shot back. “You think the flower’s extinct, and I’m never going to find it.”

She laughed in disbelief, looking at the council beside him. “I didn’t ask to be rescued. I didn’t even need to be rescued. I always plan for being stuck overnight. I’d have been fine on my own.”

Chief Bell shook her head. “We can’t let you fend for yourself out there. Besides, it’s good practice to go with a buddy.”

Liv blinked at her. “You want me to pay a guide? I can’t afford that.” She hugged herself tighter, brow creasing, and my heart squeezed in empathy. For a moment, she looked lost and I hated seeing that look on her face.

That was why I was here.

Chief Bell folded her hands in front of her, not giving an inch. “Your safety is important.”

Liv’s nostrils flared, like last night in the helicopter when she wouldn’t even look at me. “Who’s going to spend their entire summer trekking around the back country with me?”

I cleared my throat. “I’ll do it.”

Every set of eyes in the room glanced between Liv and me with interest.

She didn’t even look at me. “No.” Her gaze searched the room before she spotted someone. “Randeep?” Her eyes pleaded.

Randeep Singh ran a local tour company, leading backpacking trips through the mountains.

He winced at her and shook his head. “I’m sorry, Olivia. We can go once or twice, but with all the tours I have booked and the kids, it’s tough for me to be away more than I already am.”

Liv chewed her lip, brow furrowed with worry. “Yep, I understand. It’s a big ask.”

I shifted in my seat, crossing my arms over my chest. “I saw it,” I told the room before meeting Liv’s eyes. “I saw the flower, and I want to help you find it.”

“No,” Liv snapped.

Emmett’s gaze flicked to me, considering my offer. “Finn has experience in the back country from firefighting.”

Emmett had a bottle of whiskey coming his way.

Chief Bell nodded once. “Rhodes would be an excellent chaperone.”

Liv choked. “Chaperone?”

“Buddy,” Emmett cut in quickly. “Not chaperone. Just consider it. You don’t have to make any decisions right now.”

Liv’s gaze came to mine. Cold, biting fury flashed across her face. A spike of panic and excitement shot through me.

Fucking hell, she was cute. Even when she was mad at me. Even when she hated me. She had this tiny nose and when she was super mad, it twitched, like she was trying not to scrunch it up.

Fucking adorable.

A memory flashed into my head of us as teenagers, riding our bikes through the forest. Her hair was her natural brunette back then, long and wavy, flying in the wind. When she turned back to look at me, laughing with bright eyes, my heart had leaped into my throat.

Fuck, I missed her. I had missed her every day for twelve years, but seeing her in front of me ratcheted that longing ache up tenfold.

I stared back at her, lifting one eyebrow, holding back the grin. The grin would piss her off and then she’d say no, but I really, really wanted her to say yes. Besides, she needed me. She just had to be the one to make the decision.

She turned back to Emmett, pointing at me. “You planned this. You both did.”

“I swear,” Emmett told her, “we didn’t.”

The entire room held their breaths. I could see her chest rising and falling as she considered her options.

“I believe you,” I told her in front of everyone. “I know it’s out there.”

She closed her eyes a moment, defeated, and my stomach dipped. “Fine,” she muttered.

“Great.” Emmett nodded to Miri, taking notes. “Let’s move on.”

Before she sat down, Liv shot me a look so pissed it could have melted the skin from my bones. Her look said you planned this. I rubbed a hand over my mouth, hiding my smile while my heart did somersaults in my chest.

After town hall was over, Holden pulled me aside.

“What’s up?” I asked him, watching over his shoulder as Liv slipped out. I had been hoping I could try to chat with her for a few minutes.

“I want to make sure you’re up for it, helping Olivia like this.”

Holden and Olivia were friends because he hung out at her bar a lot, and now he was married to her best friend.

“Of course I am.”

He studied me. “Alright. It’s important to her.”

Again, Jen’s words from years ago replayed in my head, and anxiety pinched between my ribs.

No one thought I was good enough for her. No one thought I’d follow through.

I got it. I did. I had a history of fucking up, running wild, and leaving. I loved an adrenaline rush. Trouble found me, and most of the time it was because I went looking for it.

I clapped a hand on Holden’s shoulder. “I’m not going to bail on her.”

Holden arched an eyebrow like he didn’t believe me. “Okay.”

Sadie appeared behind him, smiling at us. “Hey, Finn.”

“Hey, Sadie.”

“Ready to go?” she asked Holden, and he nodded as his arm snaked around her waist.

My heart twisted, watching them smile at each other as they said goodbye and headed off.

I wanted what they had, but it seemed so far out of reach.

Down the street, I watched as Liv strode toward the bar.

She lived in an apartment upstairs.

She had said yes. A grin stretched wide across my face. My original plan for this summer was to follow her around like a dog until she gave me the time of day. This was so, so much better.

Maybe what Holden and Sadie had wasn’t so far out of reach.


6

Olivia

A COUPLE MORNINGS LATER, I stepped outside the back door of the bar to meet Finn, and came face to face with him leaning against an emerald-green vintage sports car. His eyes met mine and a mix of panic and excitement shot down my spine as a cocky grin grew on his mouth.

I let out a ha! “Absolutely fucking not,” I said, stopping short at the door, glancing between him and the car with disgust on my face. “No. No way.”

He tilted his head at the car, smiling wider. “Come on. I’ll drive.” He winked.

Sam Rhodes’ green car had become a strange tradition among his sons. When the Rhodes boys knew they had found the person they wanted to be with forever, they took her out in the vintage Porsche 911, a deep emerald green like the forests surrounding our town. Avery, Hannah, and Sadie had all been picked up in the car.

There was no way I was getting in that car.

I rubbed the bridge of my nose. This was a mistake. I knew he’d pull this shit. My stomach rolled forward, and when I looked up at him, I couldn’t tear my gaze from his. God, his eyes were so pretty.

No. I mentally slapped myself. I didn’t care that Finn had pretty eyes and thick lashes. I didn’t care that when the corner of his mouth kicked up and his eyes lit up like that, all amused and mischievous like he was up to something, my heart beat harder.

I fucking hated Finn Rhodes.

This summer, I was going to find that stupid little flower as fast as I could. The faster I found it, the less time I had to spend with Finn. I’d finish my PhD, he’d get bored and leave town, and we’d all move on.

“I’m not getting in that car.” I strode over to my own car, parked beside his, and hauled my pack into the trunk.

Finn pushed off the car and tossed his pack in beside mine. “Alright, next time, then.”

“No. Never.” I slipped into the driver’s side, turned on the engine, and threw it into reverse.

Finn opened the passenger door and got in just as the car started moving. A laugh burst out of his chest.

“This is going to be fun,” he told me as I pulled the car out onto the street. His fingers drummed on the car door as he smiled out the window, up at the clear blue morning sky.

A COUPLE HOURS LATER, we were both breathing hard as we stopped at the top of the hill we had hiked, and his scent breezed past me. My stomach fluttered and I ignored it.

I swung my pack down and pulled out my notebook, studying my map. Half the map had been hatched with red lines, indicating areas I had already searched.

Beside me, Finn dropped his bag and took a deep breath, inhaling the forest. “God, it’s fucking gorgeous out here.”

I ignored him, pulling out my printed images of the pink sand verbena. The pictures were burned into my brain.

Finn leaned over my shoulder to study them, and my stomach dipped at the heat of him against my back. His smell invaded my space and I stepped away, tucking my papers back into my bag.

“You can’t ignore me forever, Liv,” he said, a teasing note in his voice.

When our eyes met, my pulse picked up.

I’d never admit this out loud, but fucking hell, he was hot.

My gaze lingered on the tattoos circling his right forearm, disappearing beneath the hem of his sleeve. On the other arm, stars spilled down his arm, constellations of pinpricks. Finn had always been my kryptonite, but as an adult? With the tattoos, his filled-out form, and the sparkle in his eye?

If I didn’t hate him so much, he’d be irresistible.

“I’m surprised you’re not bored.” I shrugged, keeping my face blank. I whirled around and walked away, eyes scanning the ground, cataloguing every plant.

“Bored? No way. Out here, with you?” He winked at me and a spark traveled down my spine. “This is heaven.” The grin hitched higher on his mouth.

Yeah, this bantery bullshit? I wasn’t doing this. “It’s quiet time,” I told him. “I’m working.”

My gaze swung back to the ground, scanning the surrounding area. Sword fern. Pacific oak fern. Western hemlock.

My mind wandered to the old house at the edge of town we had passed on our drive into the mountains this morning. As teenagers, we used to ride our bikes to it. It was an older couple who lived there, and since the house was deep in the forest, they didn’t get many people coming by. They used to keep popsicles on hand in the summer for us. They passed away in the years since, and their adult son owned the property but didn’t live there. The yard was overgrown and the house looked like it needed more upkeep.

My heart twisted. This town was full of memories of Finn and me.

“Rocky Mountain juniper,” Finn said at my side, pointing off to our right.

“That’s a common juniper.”

He narrowed his eyes. “Are you sure?”

“Yes.” I stared at him as his expression broke into a roguish grin. He knew it was the common juniper. “It’s still quiet time.”

“Sadie said the bar is busy. You work there a lot?”

I gritted my teeth, keeping my eyes on the ground.

“My shifts at the fire hall are four days on, four days off,” he continued. “I was thinking we could do a few overnight trips if it works out with your bar shifts, now that your parents are back.”

My skin prickled at him citing things I hadn’t told him. Had he been asking about me? What else did he know?

“We’re not doing overnight trips,” I said. “I don’t need you crawling into my tent pretending you’re cold.”

He laughed. The sound was low, warm, and rich, and it sent a thrill through my stomach.

That was why Finn was so dangerous. Around him, my brain melted. I used to love making him laugh. I was addicted to the sound.

“If we camp, we can cover more ground instead of having to go home each night.”

He had a point. I thought about my conversation with my advisor. I had until the fall to find this flower. It made sense to cover as much ground as we could.

I’d have to talk to my dad about coverage at the bar. The summer season was starting soon and our town thrived on tourism. With only two thousand residents, Queen’s Cove saw over a million tourists a year. People flocked from all over the world to enjoy our cold-water surfing, lush emerald forests, and sparkling Pacific Ocean waters. In the evenings, they packed the bar. He had hired a full staff for the summer, so could handle me working fewer shifts than usual.

I stared at Finn, with his trademark cheeky smile.

When we were hiking and I didn’t have to talk to him, it was manageable, but what about at night when we had to eat dinner and sit by the fire? We couldn’t just sit in silence.

“No overnight trips,” I told him.

He shot me a smug, knowing smile. “By the end of the summer, Livvy, we’re going to be best friends again.”

My stomach clenched. “Don’t call me that.”

Livvy. He used to call me that when we were teenagers. Only when we were alone, only for my ears.

I turned around and continued traipsing through the forest, eyes on the ground.

Our boots thumped on the soft ground, and something poked in my brain. Twelve years we had circled each other, leaving town when the other was about to come home.

I stopped and turned to him. “Why now?”

His eyes widened for a brief moment. “What?”

“Why now?” My brow creased and I swallowed. “You’ve had twelve years and now you come back and want to be besties again. Why?”

I caught a flash of insecurity across his face. “I, uh.” He lifted a hand and ran it over the back of his neck, breaking eye contact before his gaze came back to mine. Gray eyes like his brothers, but his irises were darker than theirs. “I realized I made a mistake.” His gaze roamed my face, like he was memorizing my features.

Did he think I looked different than before? Did he hate my pink hair?

I don’t care, I reminded myself.

Finn dragged in a deep breath, like he was steeling himself. “Liv, I know you hate me, I know I fucked up and deserve to rot for how badly I fucked up, but—” He took another deep breath. “I love you, you’re my soulmate, and we’re destined to be together.” He swallowed, and his broad chest rose and fell with another deep breath. “And I’m going to do everything I can to change your mind about hating me.”

Well, then.

My stomach fluttered with a flock of butterflies. My pulse pounded in my ears. This was a weird dream, and any second I’d wake up and laugh at the fucking bizarro world where Finn and I were soulmates.

We weren’t soulmates.

Fuck that shit.

I opened my mouth to tell Finn to go fuck himself. I’d tell him it would be a bitterly cold day in hell before we got back together. If he was waiting for me to run back into his arms, he’d be waiting until the day he died.

Something occurred to me and I paused.

I knew Finn. It had been over a decade but I knew this guy. Finn would get an idea in his head and he wouldn’t let it go. He didn’t care how dangerous something was, or whether it was illegal or not.

My stomach bottomed out. It was just like graduation night. He had wanted to go cliff jumping, so he did. Drunk. Even when he said he wouldn’t.

Finn wouldn’t stop until I gave in, and a tiny part of me wanted to give in, even though he hurt me. Even though I knew he’d do it again.

I couldn’t have my heart broken again by Finn. I’d never put it back together again.

I had to convince Finn that he was wrong, that he didn’t want me. That we weren’t soulmates. That I wasn’t the same person as I was twelve years ago.

It had to be his idea, though.

Finn stood there, watching my reaction. I could see in his features—the lifted eyebrow, the cruel mouth curled into an amused smirk—he was ready for me to shoot him down. To tell him to go fuck himself and go bleed out in a ditch.

“I don’t hate you,” I lied.

He blinked, frozen. “What?”

I shook my head. “I don’t hate you. I agree with you.”

“With what part?” I nearly laughed at the surprised look on his face.

“The, um.” I cleared my throat and crossed my arms. “That word you said. We’re, um, that.”

“Soulmates?”

“Yep.”

His eyes narrowed. “You think we’re soulmates,” he repeated in a flat tone loaded with disbelief.

“Uh-huh.” I nodded.

“Really.”

“Yes,” I hissed before I put on a small smile. “We are.”

“Say it, then.” The corner of his mouth curled up and his eyes danced.

“Say… that word?”

“Soulmates. If you think we’re soulmates, say it out loud.”

My mouth went dry. “Soulmates.” The word tasted like chalk.

He flattened his lips and glanced away with a smile before looking back at me. “And you forgive me for leaving?”

“Mhm.” It came out higher pitched than I expected. I swallowed, smiled, and nodded. “I forgive you for leaving.”

“And you’re ready to be together again?”

“Yep.” My heart slammed in my chest and my stomach did flips as nerves poured through me. Every cell in my body screamed this is a bad idea.

He stared at me for a moment, blinking, before his face broke into a huge smile.

My heart fluttered.

That smile. My underwear practically disintegrated. The way his eyes lit up, the way his grin stretched across his face, lifting a little higher on one side, it had always disarmed me. Finn could always talk me into doing things with that lopsided smile.

This was a bad idea.

Ha. No. Finn loved a thrill, and he’d get tired of Queen’s Cove soon enough.

Guys like Finn and my biological dad, they got bored and moved on. They’d both done it before, and it was only a matter of time before Finn lost interest in me and the town.

He stepped forward and wrapped his arms around me in a warm, tight hug. His mouth pressed to the top of my head in a firm kiss and he inhaled my hair. His warmth surrounded me, his scent whooshed up my nose, and my brain stuttered.

Fuuuuuuuck. This felt good.

“Knew you’d come around,” he whispered against my forehead as I stood with wide eyes, heart beating wildly.

Finn and I were back together, but not for long. I was going to make Finn Rhodes dump me.


7

Olivia

AVERY SWUNG the front door open with a big grin. “Hello, sunshine. You’re the first one here.”

I held the wine bottle up. “I hope you have your own because I’m drinking this whole thing. Your husband is evil and I hate him.”

She laughed and stepped back to let me in. Emmett popped his head out of the kitchen and waved.

“Hi, Olivia.”

I shook my head at him. “No. Don’t talk to me.”

Emmett’s face fell. “Are you actually mad?”

Avery and I walked down the hall into the large, open kitchen, where he stirred pasta sauce on the stove. Sliding glass doors led to the outdoor deck, and their property backed onto the forest. Early evening light spilled into the kitchen from the windows and skylights.

“Yes.” I slipped onto a barstool. “I’m going to cut all your boxers into thongs tonight. And you’re not allowed to drink in my bar until you’ve apologized for sticking me with your brother all summer.”

Avery took the stool beside me, grinning. “Oooh. Bummer, Emmett. Guess you can wait outside if I go in for a drink.”

He turned from the stove and gave her an incredulous look. “You’re supposed to support me in sickness and in health.”

She put her hands up. “I’m with Olivia on this one.”

He lifted his eyebrows at her, an amused grin quirking on his mouth, so similar to his youngest brother, before he narrowed his eyes at me. “I heard a rumour you two were back together, but I didn’t believe it.”

Avery snorted. “Yeah, why is Finn telling half the town you two are soulmates?”

I fought an eye roll. Jeez, that guy worked fast. I let a breath out of my nose before I nodded at them, jaw tight.

“We are,” I told them lightly.

Avery studied me with a small grin, like she was trying to read my thoughts. I stared back at her in challenge.

“Really?” Emmett asked, setting the wooden spoon down.

“Yep.”

Avery rolled her lips to hide her smile.

Emmett turned slowly, frowning. “But you hate each other.”

Irritation sizzled down my spine and I glared at him.

“Emmett, get your gossip from somewhere else,” Avery told him. “Olivia is our guest.”

I shot her a grateful look. I had always liked Avery. She owned The Arbutus, a restaurant in town, and she and Emmett had been married three years. I vaguely remembered her hating him, him having a massive crush on her, and suddenly they were trying to convince the town they were madly in love, despite their engagement being fake.

But we weren’t supposed to talk about that. It became real in the end.

Avery shot me a look that said you’ll spill once he’s gone.

“You’re not actually upset, right?” Emmett turned back to the stove and sent me a concerned glance over his shoulder. “I know you can fend for yourself. You’re the most experienced hiker in this town, but I couldn’t forgive myself if you got hurt.”

I let out a long breath. “No, I see it from your perspective.” The low-boiling fury in my gut was because the universe had shoved Finn in my face.

This would just be more motivation to find the flower as fast as possible.

Emmett turned the stove off and covered the pasta sauce as we heard a knock on the door.

“It’s open,” Avery called.

The door opened. “Is it safe?” Sadie called.

Avery rolled her eyes, laughing. “I said it’s open. That means it’s safe.”

Moments later, Sadie and Hannah walked into the kitchen carrying bags of snacks and drinks.

“Hello.” Sadie wrapped me in a hug from behind. “Uh, cannot wait to get into the latest town gossip tonight.” She shook her head, long brown hair swinging in her usual high ponytail. “Holden won’t tell me anything, it’s so annoying.” She squeezed me tighter, binding my arms at my sides.

“You can let go of me now,” I told her.

“Not yet.”

I huffed a laugh. Sadie and I were complete opposites—she was bubbly, friendly, cheerful, and spontaneous, whereas I was more like Holden—quiet, a little cranky, antisocial, and didn’t love surprises.

Hannah gave me a wave and a smile. “Hey, Olivia.”

“Hey, Hannah. How’s Cora?”

Hannah owned Pemberley Books, a romance bookstore in town. Growing up































Copyright

An Orion paperback

This edition first published in Great Britain in 2024 by Orion Fiction
an imprint of The Orion Publishing Group Ltd
Carmelite House, 50 Victoria Embankment
London EC4Y 0DZ

An Hachette UK company

Copyright © Stephanie Archer 2023

The moral right of Stephanie Archer to be identified as the author of this work has been asserted in accordance with the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act of 1988.

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without the prior permission of both the copyright owner and the above publisher of this book.

All the characters in this book are fictitious, and any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.

A CIP catalogue record for this book is available from the British Library.

eBook ISBN 9781398724518

www.orionbooks.co.uk

OPS/images/cover.jpg
THE QUEEN"S COVE|SERIES

STEPHANIE ARCHER






OPS/images/title.jpg
0%
Theoles
Foheveh

Stephanie Archer

ORION





OPS/xhtml/nav.xhtml




Contents





		Cover



		Dedication



		Title Page



		Contents



		1 Finn



		2 Olivia



		3 Olivia



		4 Finn



		5 Finn



		6 Olivia



		7 Olivia



		8 Olivia



		9 Olivia



		10 Finn



		11 Finn



		12 Olivia



		13 Finn



		14 Olivia



		15 Olivia



		16 Olivia



		17 Olivia



		18 Finn



		19 Olivia



		20 Finn



		21 Finn



		22 Olivia



		23 Olivia



		24 Finn



		25 Finn



		26 Olivia



		27 Olivia



		28 Finn



		29 Finn



		30 Finn



		31 Olivia



		32 Olivia



		33 Olivia



		34 Olivia



		35 Olivia



		36 Finn



		37 Olivia



		38 Olivia



		39 Finn



		40 Olivia



		41 Olivia



		42 Finn



		43 Olivia



		44 Olivia



		45 Olivia



		46 Finn



		47 Finn



		48 Olivia



		49 Olivia



		50 Finn



		51 Olivia



		52 Olivia



		53 Finn



		54 Olivia



		55 Olivia



		56 Olivia



		57 Finn



		Epilogue 1 – Finn



		Epilogue 2 – Olivia



		Excerpt from Behind the Net



		Author’s Note



		About the Author



		Also by Stephanie Archer



		Copyright













Page List





		1



		2



		3



		4



		5



		6



		7



		8



		9



		10



		11



		12



		13



		14



		15



		16



		17



		18



		19



		20



		21



		22



		23



		24



		25



		26



		27



		28



		29



		30



		31



		32



		33



		34



		35



		36



		37



		38



		39



		40



		41



		42



		43



		44



		45



		46



		47



		48



		49



		50



		51



		52



		53



		54



		55



		56



		57



		58



		59



		60



		61



		62



		63



		64



		65



		66



		67



		68



		69



		70



		71



		72



		73



		74



		75



		76



		77



		78



		79



		80



		81



		82



		83



		84



		85



		86



		87



		88



		89



		90



		91



		92



		93



		94



		95



		96



		97



		98



		99



		100



		101



		102



		103



		104



		105



		106



		107



		108



		109



		110



		111



		112



		113



		114



		115



		116



		117



		118



		119



		120



		121



		122



		123



		124



		125



		126



		127



		128



		129



		130



		131



		132



		133



		134



		135



		136



		137



		138



		139



		140



		141



		142



		143



		144



		145



		146



		147



		148



		149



		150



		151



		152



		153



		154



		155



		156



		157



		158



		159



		160



		161



		162



		163



		164



		165



		166



		167



		168



		169



		170



		171



		172



		173



		174



		175



		176



		177



		178



		179



		180



		181



		182



		183



		184



		185



		186



		187



		188



		189



		190



		191



		192



		193



		194



		195



		196



		197



		198



		199



		200



		201



		202



		203



		204



		205



		206



		207



		208



		209



		210



		211



		212



		213



		214



		215



		216



		217



		218



		219



		220



		221



		222



		223



		224



		225



		226



		227



		228



		229



		230



		231



		232



		233



		234



		235



		236



		237



		238



		239



		240



		241



		242



		243



		244



		245



		246



		247



		248



		249



		250



		251



		252



		253



		254



		255



		256



		257



		258



		259



		260



		261



		262



		263



		264



		265



		266



		267



		268



		269



		270



		271



		272



		273



		274



		275



		276



		277



		278



		279



		280



		281



		282



		283



		284



		285



		286



		287



		288



		289



		290



		291



		292



		293



		294



		295



		296



		297



		298



		299



		300



		301



		302



		303



		304



		305



		306



		307



		308



		309



		310



		311



		312



		313



		314



		315



		316



		317



		318



		319



		320



		321



		322



		323



		324



		325



		326



		327



		328



		329



		330



		331



		332



		333



		334



		335



		336



		337



		338



		339



		340



		341



		342



		343



		344



		345



		346



		347



		348



		349



		350



		351



		352



		353



		354



		355



		356



		357



		358



		359



		360



		361



		362



		363



		364



		365



		366



		367



		368



		369



		370



		371



		372



		373



		374



		375



		376



		377



		378



		379



		380



		381



		382













Guide





		Cover



		Table of Contents



		Start Reading













