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	Deyna moved her curtain to one side and stared out at the waves. Her goal was to come out to the jetty to watch the sunrise. As was her custom, she rolled out of bed and threw on a pair of flip flops and a hoodie over her pajamas. Within minutes, and still half-asleep, she poured some coffee into a tumbler and stepped out the French doors onto the deck, and then onto the beach.

	She took her time crossing the damp sand, as it was high tide. Fifty yards away, the jetty loomed in the distance, a shadowy figure in the hazy pink light.

	Deyna was the only person on the beach. She smiled to herself as she pulled on the hood of her sweatshirt. Watching the sunrise was her ritual every day, but she still felt a thrill of victory at being the first one out. The soft sand ended where the rocky outcropping began, and she carefully began to scale the slabs of granite. Years of practice had taught her which stones were trustworthy and which were not.

	Finishing her climb, Deyna made her way to the center of the stone bridge, stomping as she went to dislodge the clumps of wet sand that still clung to her flip-flops. She looked out over the water where the faintest sliver of gold peeked over the horizon. The briny air lashed her face and she could feel the sting of salt as it accumulated on her lips.

	Deyna closed her eyes against its assault, settling herself cross legged on a smooth stone. She allowed herself a few moments of peaceful meditation, enjoying hot coffee and the sound of the waves bashing the shore. Too soon she would have to retreat home, wash the salt from her skin, and get ready for the day ahead.

	She glanced up at the brightening sky, now threaded with shades of lavender, and thought about what awaited her at work that day. Her schedule was completely full, but it was packed full of things she loved doing. There had been a time in the past when Deyna had dreaded going to work, but no longer. Her bookish personality now worked for her, in a way.

	Right out of college in Boston, she accepted an entry-level publishing position at a prominent publishing house, a dream which quickly turned into a nightmare. The job had been lucrative but soul-sucking, with a boss that made all dragon-lady stereotypes pale in comparison. Deyna loved living in Boston, with the rich history of the city, but the sad reality was that her work environment was so toxic that it left her with little energy to enjoy much of anything. She stuck with it for a full year before she gave her notice to do, quite literally, anything else. Deyna had been prepared to stamp cans or dig ditches, but thankfully the universe had other plans.

	In a very unpredictable turn of events, a great-aunt on her mother’s side who had no children of her own, named Deyna in her will. This had come as a huge surprise. To be fair, their relationship had never been a close one, and they rarely saw each other outside of weddings and funerals. Despite that, it appeared that Deyna’s great-aunt had a special place in her heart for the only daughter of her favorite niece.

	At the reading of the will, Deyna was astonished to learn that she was now the sole owner of both a charming beachfront cottage and a small commercial property in Dock Square. It was an upstairs shop, situated on a well-traveled street. Its colonial-style windows overlooked the intersection below on one side and the waterfront on the other. It had once been used to store paper goods.

	It was, for lack of a better word, perfect. Deyna had wasted no time in deciding what it was to be: an independent bookstore.

	After a quick shower and a panic-inducing search for her keys, Deyna jumped in her car for the short drive downtown. Arriving at her destination, she found some street parking and grabbed her purse and her laptop, her ballet flats taking her soundlessly over the cobblestones to the door at number 47. Before going in, Deyna glanced up, as she always did, at the shop’s sign. It was a wooden rectangular sign with smart green lettering that spelled out Read The Room. Seeing it never failed to make her heart jump.

	Deyna stepped inside and closed the door behind her, setting the shopkeeper’s bell to ring. The door opened almost immediately to a narrow staircase, paneled in wood on either side. As she climbed the stairs, a cool acoustic track filtered down from the upstairs speakers.

	The first person she saw was Giselle, who worked in the shop’s cafe as a barista and cashier. Deyna let her choose the music for the shop, as it was a strength of hers. She always seemed to set the right tone. In fact, as she walked in, Deyna noticed her putting the final touches on a new Spotify playlist.

	“Here it is!” Giselle exclaimed by way of greeting.

	“Here’s what?” Deyna asked, crossing behind the counter and setting down her purse.

	Giselle pouted. “The playlist I texted you about, remember?”

	Deyna did, vaguely. “Um, right. Absolutely,” she replied.

	Giselle waved her hand. “Whatever. I just wanted it to have a more summertime feel, you know?”

	Deyna smiled. “I trust your expertise.” She caught the eye of her manager, Amanda, and waved. She was on the far side of the shop shelving a new mystery series by a local author. It had just come in and was sure to be a favorite. Deyna took a moment to glance around. Everything seemed to be in order, which was no surprise: Amanda ran a tight ship.

	When Deyna had first inherited the property, it had been left vacant for many years, and needed a lot of work. However, like all good things, it had good bones. She had kept some of the original construction when she could, like the exposed brick and white washed beams. As far as decor went, she tried to stay away from the typical trappings of a Maine tourist-attraction: there were no buoys or lobster traps here. On the walls hung paintings by local artists and the occasional ceramic starfish. Deyna had added wrought-iron fixtures and Edison bulbs, and laid her great-aunt’s Persian carpets throughout.

	Aside from the rows of bookshelves, there was a small cafe area accompanied by a few leather side chairs that circled the fireplace. This area was rarely used, but Deyna felt strongly that it was necessary. She wanted people to feel like they were welcome to curl up with a book.

	Giselle busied herself with unloading the morning’s delivery of sandwiches and pastries, arranging them artfully in the display case. The shop wasn’t due to open for another thirty minutes, so Deyna opened her laptop and jumped into placing orders and returning emails from vendors.

	•          •          •

	Together the three women passed a pleasant and fairly busy morning. As the summer vacationers flooded into town, they entered their busiest time of the year. At noon, the usual lunchtime lull came, and Deyna allowed herself to dive into invoices and data. She heard the door chime with someone’s entrance, but she was too engrossed in her work to notice what path they took. She didn’t even look up until she heard the sound of someone clearing their throat.

	Deyna’s head snapped up, and she took in the sight in front of her. Standing before her was a tall man with dark, tousled curls and chocolate brown eyes. He looked to be in his late twenties, like her, and he wore a hunter green sweater and dark jeans. He carried a well-worn leather satchel and his face showed a few days of well-maintained scruff. He was astonishingly handsome.

	Deyna craned her neck and looked around. Giselle seemed to have disappeared, and she didn’t see Amanda anywhere. Deyna opened her mouth to greet the stranger and then realized that she still had a pencil clenched between her teeth. She yanked it out, tossing it onto the counter.

	The man before her smiled apologetically. “I’m sorry to disturb you. You seem very busy with your …” His voice trailed off.

	“Uh, invoices,” Deyna supplied. “Don’t worry, it’s nothing important. It can wait. How can I help you?”

	He smiled at her. “This is a great place,” he began, gesturing with his hands. “I’m here for the summer and I’ve been looking for a place to work.”

	Deyna opened her mouth to respond, but was interrupted by the man clarifying. “I’m sorry, not to work here, as in sell books.” He laughed to himself, shaking his head. “I meant, I’ve been looking for a quiet place to work. I’m a writer.”

	Giselle appeared, just as mysteriously as she’d vanished earlier. “A writer, huh? So is this one,” she said, jabbing a thumb in Deyna’s direction.

	The man cocked his head to the side in interest. “Really? What do you write?”

	Damnit, Giselle. The truth was that Deyna loved to write, but since opening the shop, she hadn’t written much. She was so busy that she didn’t have any time. That was what she kept telling herself, anyway.

	It was Deyna’s turn to clear her throat. “Historical fiction. Well, I mean, I’m not a writer-writer. I write sometimes.” She paused. “I used to write.”

	The handsome stranger gazed curiously at her. “You used to write. So now you surround yourself with other people’s writing instead. Pretty good trade-off.”

	“Yes, I’d like to think so.” She tried to think back to what he had said earlier. “Right. Feel free to use this space for as long as you need. We don’t get a lot of people who stick around for hours, they mostly browse.”

	She gestured to the leather chairs and the small table in the corner.

	He smiled, looking right at her. “It’s perfect. Thank you.”

	Giselle took the opportunity to jump in, making his coffee order. He slid his card across the counter to Deyna, as she was closest to the register.

	Deyna swiped it and started preparing a tray, sneaking a look at his credit card. Kyle Maxwell. Hmm. Welcome to Maine, Mr. Maxwell.
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	Deyna slid the card back across the counter. “Here you go.”

	He looked up at her and held her gaze for a moment.

	“Thank you so much. I can’t tell you how much I appreciate the offer to work here for a bit.”

	He has kind eyes, Deyna thought to herself.

	Tucking his card into his wallet, he extended his hand. “I’m Kyle.” His smile was warm.

	Deyna shook his hand. “And I’m Deyna.”

	“It’s a pleasure to meet you, Deyna,” he replied. “Is this your shop?”

	“Yes, it is,” she answered, a bit puzzled. “How did you guess?”

	“Oh, just a hunch. You seem really at home here.”

	Huh. He was pretty observant. A writer. Figures.

	“Yeah, I inherited this place and tried my best to make it feel like home,” she replied.

	Kyle glanced around. “You’ve definitely succeeded. It has a very … ‘luxe treehouse’ vibe.”

	A giggle escaped from Deyna’s throat. Luxe treehouse?

	She looked up at Kyle, hoping she hadn’t offended him, but he was smiling, his eyes teasing.

	“I hope you’ll take that as a compliment.”

	She smirked at him. “Definitely.”

	Just then, Giselle came over with his coffee, passing it over the counter. He thanked her and turned his attention back to Deyna.

	“Well, I guess I should get to it. If you’ll excuse me …” He gathered his things and made his way to the chairs near the fireplace.

	•          •          •

	The afternoon passed without incident. Deyna tried
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