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      Even before the gunshots, Logan Webb was having a bad day.

      An hour earlier, he’d stared past the round tables and chairs—and all the people—in the retreat center’s common room, and watched Darcy, wishing he had the courage to talk to her. And a little thankful he didn’t.

      The sooner she left, the sooner he could quit thinking about all the could-have-beens.

      It was only midafternoon, but he was exhausted as he worked behind the buffet table in the brand-new retreat center on the outskirts of Shadow Cove, Maine. His tenth high school reunion weekend was almost over, and it couldn’t end soon enough. Not that he hadn’t enjoyed having old friends in town, but he’d spent most of the weekend in the kitchen. His restaurant had catered the formal ball the night before and Friday evening’s family dinner. Today’s seminar and book signing—featuring the only celebrity their little town boasted, even if she spent most of her time in New York these days—was the final event.

      “How’d it work out?”

      Logan tore his gaze away from Darcy to find his friend and mentor, Miles O’Neil, approaching from the office. Logan grabbed the platter of leftover sandwiches, pretending he hadn’t been staring. “No problems at all.”

      Miles, manager of Retreats at Hidden Grove, grabbed an armful of condiments and followed Logan into the kitchen. “Where do you want these?”

      Logan nodded to a plastic bin, and Miles shifted the bottles of ketchup, mustard, and mayo inside.

      “You had everything you needed?”

      “Yup, it’s perfect.” Logan glanced around at the commercial kitchen he’d enjoyed all weekend, with its shiny appliances and oversize cooktops. A far cry from the too-small, too-old kitchen in his restaurant in town.

      Miles closed the lid on the condiment container. “If you think of anything we need, let me know. Sam wants this place to be the new go-to event center in Maine.”

      “He’s a good guy, Sam Wright?” Logan barely knew the man. Sam had moved to Shadow Cove a few years before, and Logan had talked to him a couple of times at church and when he came into the restaurant.

      “Great guy. I think he planned to sell this property, but the way the market’s turned…” Miles grinned. “The job works out well for me. After Linny’s death, I needed…” His voice faded, and he collected serving utensils, shifting them nearer the empty bins. “You did well. After this, you’ll be our recommended caterer.”

      “Okay.” Logan tried to hide his relief. He’d invested thousands in the catering equipment and van. It was a risk, and if it failed, he could destroy the business his father had built. Landing the Hidden Grove account would go a long way toward making it successful.

      “Sam was impressed with you,” Miles said. “He’s someone you want on your side.” Miles propped a hip against one of the stainless-steel prep tables.

      “I’m not looking to win friends and influence people,” Logan said. “I just want to feed my family.” His mother and siblings were his responsibility now that Dad was gone. Everything he’d done since the funeral, he’d done for them.

      “There are the Sam Wrights in the world,” Miles said. “And the MJ Partingtons.” Miles glanced through the serving window between the kitchen and the event space, where the bestselling author was holding court, her niece beside her.

      Logan didn’t follow his gaze. He needed to stop looking at Darcy. He needed to stop wishing everything had been different.

      Miles continued. “And then there are guys like you and me. Just regular folks making a living.”

      “Trying to, anyway.” The reminder was good for Logan today. Darcy Partington was out of his league and always had been. He needed to quit hoping something might change.

      He emptied the commercial dishwasher, separating the things he’d brought from those owned by the retreat center.

      Laughter erupted from the ballroom, where MJ was still entertaining fans while Darcy tapped at her phone as if she could conjure cell phone service by sheer will. Or maybe she was just avoiding meeting Logan’s eyes. Not that he could blame her. He’d been avoiding meeting hers for three hours.

      Thank God, Darcy hadn’t gone to high school with him or he’d have had to avoid her all weekend.

      “She sure knows how to work a room.”

      Miles meant MJ, of course. The celebrity.

      “You two are about the same age, right?” Logan asked. “Did you know her in school?”

      “Nah. Your dad and I were a few years older than Mary Jane.”

      Mary Jane. Huh. Logan had only known her as Aunt MJ, who always had Country Time Lemonade and store-bought cookies, who came home from work in business suits and promptly changed into ratty shorts and T-shirts and plopped on the deck to enjoy a glass of wine with Darcy’s mom.

      “Can I help?” Miles asked.

      Logan had to tear his eyes away from the woman in the other room. “I got it. Thanks. And for the opportunity. It means a lot.”

      “Anything for you, kid.”

      Miles had called him kid as long as Logan could remember, since way back when Dad was alive and life was about crab gigging and racing his best friend down the beach.

      When they were little, Darcy had won those races. And then Logan hit a growth spurt and…

      And he had to stop thinking about her.

      “Don’t work too hard,” Miles said. “God’s your family’s provider, not you.”

      Sure. Of course. But God used Logan to do it. And if he screwed it up…

      A shadow crossed Miles’s features, a tiny hint of what must be going on inside.

      Logan asked, “How are you doing?”

      “It’s hard. The anniversary’s coming up.”

      Miles had lost his wife to cancer when Logan was in high school. Miles’s daughter had passed away almost a year ago.

      Logan remembered thinking the first year after Dad’s death would be the hardest, and then it would get easier. And it did, to a degree. But…not to the degree he’d expected. Even now, almost a decade later, the grief rose sometimes.

      He couldn’t imagine what Miles was going through. Bad enough Linny had died, but to overdose so long after she’d kicked the drugs. Or at least Miles thought she had.

      Miles had been there for Logan when Dad died. He tried to be there for Miles. But what was there to say? To do?

      Miles clamped him on the shoulder. “Lock up when everybody’s gone, would you?”

      “No problem.”

      After the older man headed for the back door and let himself out, Logan resumed cleaning the kitchen and packing up. This would go faster if Jewel would help, but she spent as much time visiting as she did working. He glanced back into the dining room to see where his sister had gone. No sign of her.

      Darcy swung a set of keys from her finger. She’d pressed on a patient smile. Her natural blond hair fell in soft waves around her face. She was all business in black slacks, a dark gray button-down, and black heels that added at least three inches to her five-five frame. She was slender but not as thin as she’d been in college. He liked the curves.

      “She looks great.” His sister had slipped in while his focus had been on Darcy. Again.

      “Who?”

      “You’re as transparent as plastic wrap.” Jewel rolled her eyes, reminding him of the teenager she’d been not that long ago. “Darcy said they’re going straight to the airport. Your window is closing.”

      He needed it to close, slam shut, and lock tight. He’d given up a lot of things—his college degree, his dreams for a career.

      In retrospect, those things hadn’t been sacrifices. He was where he was supposed to be, doing what he was supposed to do. Aside from the pressure of supporting his family, he loved his life.

      He only had one regret, and the sooner she returned to New York, the better.

      He pressed the top onto a plastic bin. One of the pots inside was askew, preventing the lid from catching. He yanked it off, adjusted the contents, and tried again.

      “Don’t blame the pans,” Jewel said. “It’s not their fault you’re a coward.”

      He held the bin out to her. “Why don’t you make yourself useful for a change?”

      She ignored—or more likely, enjoyed—his irritation. “I can finish up here.” She tilted her head to the side, her expression morphing from amusement to something else—something tender. “As much as you’ve tried not to look at Darcy, she’s been trying not to look at you. Just go talk to her.”

      “I don’t need advice from a toddler.”

      His sister stuck out her tongue, and he grinned as he grabbed the last few things off the buffet table.

      Was Jewel right? Had Darcy been watching him? More than once he’d thought he felt her gaze. Somehow, they’d managed to get through the entire three-hour event without coming within fifteen feet of each other. He’d been busy preparing, serving, and now cleaning up.

      When Darcy hadn’t been tending to her aunt and selling books, she was on her phone, looking frustrated. Apparently, she’d forgotten how to survive without instant access to everything.

      One more good reason for their breakup. He was perfectly at home in these woods, miles from civilization.

      Darcy’s idea of roughing it was a Lyft instead of a limo.

      In the kitchen, Logan stacked clean dishes—fresh out of the brand-new commercial dishwasher he was trying not to covet—into the cabinets.

      Jewel returned from carrying the bin to the van. “A bunch of your friends are headed to The Salty Frog. Why don’t you let me finish up here? You can get a ride with them, and I’ll drive the van back.”

      He shot her a quick smile. “I’m not up for any more socializing this weekend.”

      “What socializing? You worked nonstop. I can handle it.”

      “I didn’t say you couldn’t.” Even if he thought so. Jewel was just a kid—barely twenty-three. He wasn’t about to risk messing up the opportunity of Hidden Grove’s catering contract so he could go have a beer with his buddies. “I’ll just⁠—”

      “Live like a cloistered monk because you don’t trust me. At least one of us should have a life.” She yanked off her apron and tossed it in a bin of sandwich rolls. “See you later.”

      They’d driven up there together, so… “How are you⁠—?”

      “Your friends will drive me.” She spoke over her shoulder as she walked out.

      He stifled a growl. His little sister wasn’t so little anymore. He didn’t miss the way guys looked at her, and he didn’t like it.

      He was tempted to go out and have a chat with his old friends, reminding them of the bro code—no hitting on sisters. But, as Mom kept telling him, Jewel was an adult and could make her own decisions.

      When it came to Jewel, Logan wanted to put quotation marks around that word—adult.

      In the other room, Jewel stopped to speak to Darcy. They shared a brief hug. And then both women glanced his way.

      He got back to work. Who cared if they talked to each other? Didn’t matter to him.

      He finished up, leaving the kitchen as nice as he’d found it, while trying not to notice as the door in the other room opened and closed, over and over, until finally, the voices faded completely, leaving the building empty.

      He risked a glance. Yup. Darcy was gone. Fair turnabout, considering the last time they parted, he’d done the leaving. And that had been excruciating.

      It didn’t hurt any less today.
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      Darcy Partington had spent every summer of her childhood at her aunt’s house in Shadow Cove, and she’d loved it. In fact, the cottage overlooking the Atlantic had felt more like home to her than her family’s oversize Connecticut house ever did.

      But after Logan dumped her, she’d only returned to Shadow Cove once–for his father’s funeral.

      She wouldn’t have come this weekend if MJ hadn’t insisted. Since Darcy’s aunt was the publisher’s biggest seller—and Darcy, her publicist—she hadn’t had a choice.

      She’d thought Logan would keep his distance. It hadn’t occurred to her that he’d cater the event. Not only had he kept his dad’s business afloat, he was expanding. She was glad for his success.

      She was successful too. They’d once planned a life together, but it seemed they were both doing just fine on their own.

      She glared at the low-hanging clouds as she and MJ headed toward the rental car. It was August, for crying out loud. The forecast had predicted mideighties in Manhattan today, but they were a long way from New York. It couldn’t be more than seventy here, and with the humidity and the breeze, it felt colder than that. She’d check the temperature if her stupid phone had service.

      Yeah, lack of connectivity. And the weather. Those were the problems.

      Not the man she’d tried hard to pretend didn’t exist.

      Fine. She’d noticed how good Logan looked. He wore his blond hair shorter now. The facial hair was new. She’d half expected him to have a paunch—weren’t cooks supposed to get fat? No joy there.

      “Logan looked better than ever.” MJ had read Darcy’s mind, as usual.

      Darcy stowed the suitcase of books and promotional materials in the trunk and slammed it shut. “I didn’t notice.”

      “Riiight.”

      After sharing a meal with strangers, giving an hour-long speech, and then signing books for another hour, the sixty-one-year-old should look haggard. But no, Darcy’s aunt looked as fresh as she had that morning, not a single silver hair out of place. She wore her standard book-signing outfit—a dark red suit jacket with matching slacks paired with a light gray camisole. Today, MJ had chosen silver dangle earrings shaped like lobsters—to remind people she was a local. “I can’t believe you didn’t even say hello.” She climbed into the passenger side, and Darcy settled in to drive.

      She didn’t bother trying to bring up the map back to the airport in Portland. Once they hit the highway, she’d have service again. They just had to make it out of the woods.

      As she headed back toward civilization, away from the only building for miles around, the road seemed narrower than it had on her way in. There were no sidewalks, no shoulders on either side, just two lanes separated from wilderness by nothing but a skinny strip of gravel.

      No houses, no businesses, not even a lonely gas station.

      “Why didn’t you?” MJ asked.

      “Why didn’t I what?” Not that Darcy didn’t know what her aunt was talking about. Or who, to be more precise.

      “Don’t play games.”

      “It’s over between Logan and me. What would’ve been the point in talking to him?”

      “To find out how he is. You used to love him, after all.”

      Yeah, well… He’d started it, the avoiding-each-other thing.

      Darcy was doing fine without Logan. Better than fine. She rubbed shoulders with New York’s publishing elite and their clients—politicians, entrepreneurs, people at the height of their careers. She had everything she’d ever wanted.

      MJ tried again to draw her into conversation about her ex, but Darcy had learned the gentle art of distraction.

      “Any update on Xavier and the lawsuit?” MJ’s former editor was suing the publisher, claiming he’d been wrongfully terminated.

      “You didn’t hear?”

      “I never hear anything.” Darcy had better things to do than stand around the proverbial water cooler and gossip.

      “The suit was thrown out.”

      MJ’s thoughtful tone surprised Darcy. “That’s good news, right?”

      “He was a good editor.”

      “Who threatened you.”

      MJ brushed off the words with a flick of her wrist. “Why he thought I had anything to do with his getting fired, I have no idea.”

      Darcy had heard a rumor about that, but she hadn’t shared it with MJ, feeling trapped between loyalty to her aunt and loyalty to her employer. If she thought it would help anything—not add fuel to a fire that was finally petering out—she would tell her.

      “I was always happy with his work. The guy I have now…” MJ enumerated all the differences between her former editor and her current one. All Darcy had to do was nod at the right times, and MJ wouldn’t notice she was barely paying attention.

      She’d been polite to a hundred strangers while managing MJ’s book sales—and that was on top of all the energy that had gone into not talking to Logan. Darcy was exhausted.

      They’d be at the airport in an hour. God willing, she’d be back at her apartment by midnight.

      Tomorrow, she’d work from home. No makeup, no putting on slacks, no torturous heels. Just a pot of coffee and her laptop.

      She was angling around a sharp corner when a boom sounded.

      The car jerked into a skid.

      She braked and yanked the wheel in the opposite direction, barely staying on the road. “It’s a blowout. I’ll⁠—”

      “Don’t stop!” Her aunt’s shout was filled with terror.

      “What? We have to⁠—”

      Another boom reverberated. This time, the car didn’t jerk.

      Not a blowout.

      But what…?

      A gunshot?

      Before her mind caught up with her instincts, Darcy pressed the gas pedal, fighting the steering wheel to keep the car with its ruined tire on the road.

      And then a man jogged onto the road not twenty-five yards in front of them. He wore all black, from his boots to a mask that covered everything but his eyes.

      He aimed a rifle at them.

      She slammed on the brakes.

      “Go, go!” MJ sounded frantic, panicked.

      Darcy jammed the car into reverse. She maneuvered backward, looking over her shoulder and going as fast as she dared. They were rounding a bend when another boom sounded.

      The rear passenger window exploded.

      MJ screamed.

      Darcy jerked the wheel too hard.

      The car veered a few yards into the woods and smashed into a tree.

      No, no, no!

      She yanked the gear into drive. The car rocked forward—and back again—the sound of metal against metal grating, deafening. She jammed her foot on the gas, but they were stuck.

      “Come on!” MJ opened her door, jumped out, and bolted into the woods. Within seconds, she disappeared.

      Darcy climbed over the console and followed. Crouching low, she darted around bushes and trees into the forest. Just a few feet in, she reached a steep drop-off and slowed.

      A gunshot sounded, and she dropped, rolled to her stomach, and slid to the bottom.
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      The first rifle shot had the little hairs on Logan’s neck prickling.

      It wasn’t hunting season, but someone could be up here shooting at targets. He and his father had come to the cabin in these woods for target practice many times when Logan was a kid.

      He set the crate of leftovers into the van and returned to the kitchen door to finish up. He was pushing buttons on the electronic lock when the second shot came.

      He turned toward the noise. Thanks to the echo, it was hard to be sure, but it sounded like it came not from the acres of forest behind the building but from the opposite side, where the road led to the highway a few miles away.

      His gut clenched.

      The woods around the event center should be off-limits to hunters. Fortunately, everybody else was gone.

      By everybody, he meant Darcy. How much time had passed since she and her aunt had walked out? Logan had been so focused on not paying attention that he couldn’t be sure. Ten minutes? Twenty?

      He got in the van and was headed away from the event center when a third gunshot boomed.

      That sound definitely came from in front of him, too close to the road. As a rule, hunters knew better than to fire willy-nilly, even when they thought the woods were empty. But people with the best intentions could be careless.

      And this might not be experienced hunters. It could be kids messing around with their parents’ firearms. Somebody could get hurt.

      Darcy could get hurt.

      Logan hit the gas, driving as fast as he dared on the winding road. His van, outfitted to haul food for events, had cost a few months’ income. If he wrecked it, it could ruin his family’s finances.

      He forced himself to slow down. Darcy and her aunt were fine, probably back on the highway and headed to Portland by now.

      And maybe, just a little bit, he was hoping to catch up with them. Maybe, just a little bit, he regretted not talking to her.

      Just a little bit. Right.

      Idiot.

      At the fourth gunshot, all thoughts of romance fled. Not that he’d been thinking about romance. Not that he’d admit to anyway.

      He was going to find that moron and…

      What was that?

      Something shiny caught his eye. He hit the brakes and twisted to get a better look.

      Was that a car—in the woods?

      He backed up.

      Sure enough, a blue sedan was wedged up against a thick oak tree.

      Logan pulled over, jumped out, and jogged to the wrecked car, slipping a jacket on over his T-shirt.

      The backseat passenger window was broken, the glass intact but spiderwebbed with cracks.

      But the opposite corner of the vehicle had hit the tree—the back fender. The car had been moving in reverse?

      Why?

      And how had the opposite window broken?

      More to the point, where was the driver?
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