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      Welcome to Beachwood Bay. The charming small-town beach series where every book brings laughter, second chances, and unforgettable love stories under the sun.

      Set along a quirky coastal boardwalk, this heartwarming romantic comedy series is filled with strong heroines, small-town gossip, slow-burn love, and laugh-out-loud moments. Each book is a standalone romance featuring swoony heroes, found family, emotional depth, and happily-ever-afters.

      From enemies-to-lovers and second chance romance to grumpy/sunshine and opposites attract, every story is brimming with relatable characters, beachy charm, and just the right amount of chaos.

      Start with Beach House Rules, where a control-loving city girl, a grumpy flannel-wearing contractor, and one crumbling seaside cottage collide in a story full of heart, humor, and unexpected homecomings. Then dive into The Ex List, where a snarky café owner mails love letters to her exes for fun … only to have every one of them show up.

      Tropes you’ll love:

      •	Enemies to lovers

      •	Second chances

      •	Small town romance

      •	Found family

      •	Forced proximity

      •	Opposites attract

      •	Grumpy sunshine

      •	Mother-daughter dynamics

      •	Magical realism

      •	Slow burn beach romance

      

      Gilmore Girls meets The Home Edit—at the beach—with a revenge glow-up, an estranged daughter, and one flannel-wearing contractor who knows his way around a power drill.

      Melissa Radford has made a career out of staying in control. But when her perfectly curated Manhattan life implodes, she heads to Beachwood Bay to flip her late grandmother’s crumbling cottage—and fast. Her plan? Renovate, sell, and get back to the city before the salt air ruins her blowout.

      The locals have other plans.

      Especially Dawson Evans, the grumpy, gorgeous contractor with calloused hands and zero time for high-maintenance city girls. But Melissa’s not just any city girl. And underneath all her spreadsheets and sarcasm, there’s a woman he can’t stop thinking about.

      With her rebellious daughter in tow, nosy neighbors playing matchmaker, and the beach house determined to expose every crack in her carefully constructed facade, Melissa might just discover that the life she tried to escape is the one worth rebuilding.

      She came to renovate a cottage. Beachwood Bay might just renovate her heart.
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      Beachwood Bay, Delaware

      

      “Turn left in 200 feet,” the GPS chirped with that insufferable confidence reserved for technology that had never tried to navigate Delaware’s back roads.

      “There is no left, Karen,” I muttered at the screen, because yes, I’d named my GPS after the most passive-aggressive person I knew.

      “There’s a ditch, a mailbox that’s seen better decades, and what might be a road if you’re feeling particularly generous with your definitions.”

      The salt air took one look at my forty-dollar blowout and declared war. Early May in Beachwood Bay meant the town was stirring from its winter hibernation—shop owners pressure-washing winter’s grime off weathered storefronts while HELP WANTED signs sprouted like beach grass in every window. Half the boardwalk establishments were wrestling with rusty hinges and optimistically restocking in anticipation of Memorial Day weekend, while the other half were still deciding if they had the energy to care about tourists yet.

      “Turn left in 50 feet,” Karen insisted.

      “I will turn left when there IS a left, you digital demon.”

      By the time I hauled my sleek graphite suitcase from the rental car to the porch, the humid sea breeze had turned my silk blouse into cling wrap and my hair into a cautionary tale about leaving climate-controlled environments. I stood there, designer heels sinking into the weedy gravel, staring at the cottage that was supposed to save my ass. A seagull shrieked overhead as if it knew exactly how screwed I was. Down the street, someone was testing a speaker system with Jimmy Buffett, making the gulls shriek louder in protest. The clang of carnival rides being checked over and tested echoed from the boardwalk, mixed with the cheerful cursing of someone trying to get an ancient cash register to cooperate.

      The smell of hot tar drifted from a roof repair two houses down, mixing with the salt air and the sweet-greasy promise of funnel cake stands preparing for summer tourists. It was the kind of sensory chaos that made my Manhattan-trained nervous system twitch.

      For the record, my life wasn’t falling apart. It was strategically pivoting. I had a business plan to prove it, right there in my leather tote between the laminated project timeline and the mood boards labeled PROJECT NIGHTINGALE. Because naming your disaster makes it feel intentional, and also I’d panicked when the lawyer asked what to call the estate paperwork.

      The plan was bulletproof. Six weeks in Beachwood Bay to flip my late grandmother’s cottage into coastal-chic perfection, then sell it to some city couple who liked to say “we summer,” then launch my consultancy with the profits. Six weeks would take us right to mid-to late June—peak selling season if I could orchestrate this chaos properly. Clean break. New chapter. Melissa Radford 2.0, now with 30% less corporate baggage and 100% more desperate hope that I wasn’t completely out of my mind.

      Then I actually looked at the house.

      From the street, the hydrangeas had been doing God’s work, lying their asses off. Maybe five years ago it still might have had curb appeal, but up close, the cottage looked like a TED Talk on structural depression. The porch sagged in the middle like it had given up sometime around the 2008 financial crisis—which, honestly, relatable. The crisp white railings I remembered from childhood had retired. In their place, splintered posts had weathered to a color I can only describe as giving-up gray. One mint-green shutter hung off a single hinge like it had tried to escape and almost made it.

      This wasn’t what Chip and Joanna had promised. This was an intervention for a house with severe emotional problems.

      I picked my way across the lawn—the grass more of a suggestion than reality—and wrestled with the heavy brass key. From next door came the sound of a screen door slamming and someone calling, “Morning, Mrs. Hawkins!” in that overly cheerful way that meant everyone knew everyone’s business around here. Perfect. Nothing like small-town scrutiny when your life was imploding in slow motion.

      The lock fought me like it held a twenty-year grudge, then gave with a groan that sounded personal.

      The cottage sat one block back from the boardwalk, close enough that I could hear the rumble of the waves and catch glimpses of the ocean between the weathered beach houses across the street, but far enough inland that it had survived decades of nor’easters without washing away. From the front windows, slivers of blue water winked between houses like the sea was playing peek-a-boo. The sounds of seasonal resurrection drifted through the salt air—delivery trucks rattling down narrow streets, the squeal of hinges as shop owners wrestled storm shutters off storefronts, and the sticky-sweet scent of the cotton candy machines on the boardwalk getting their first workout of the spring.

      Inside, the smell hit first. Mildew, thick and territorial, mixed with the ghost of my grandmother’s lavender sachets—that scent of starched perfection and impossible standards. Together they made a perfume I’d call Regret No. 5.

      The front hallway was a museum of dust and crushed dreams. A sheet draped my grandmother’s floral armchair like even the furniture had given up on life. I could picture Marnie there—five-foot-nothing of compressed disapproval, spine like a ruler, eyes like performance reviews that always found me lacking.

      “Melissa Jane, this is unacceptable.”

      My eight-year-old self had handed her a Mother’s Day card I’d made, complete with crayon flowers and a poem that rhymed “grandma” with “pajama.” She’d taken one look, ripped it in half, and handed me a box of store-bought cards. “Try again. Properly this time. We don’t give people things that look like mistakes.”

      I was thirty-four years old before I realized other families hung crooked kid art on their refrigerators and called it precious.

      Forty-eight hours ago, I was the Chief Marketing Officer of Lumière Skincare. Corner office with a view. An assistant who anticipated my coffee order, and a driver named Sal who knew to put the partition up when I needed to ugly-cry in traffic after particularly brutal board meetings. At fifty-two, I could move eight figures of product with one influencer brunch and a perfectly crafted press release that made overpriced face cream sound like liquid enlightenment.

      Now I was a middle-aged woman in a most likely haunted cottage, holding a tote bag full of office supplies and the shattered remains of my dignity.

      “We’re moving in a more foundational direction,” Jonathan had said, leaning on that word like he was doing me a favor.

      “The board feels we need fresh energy. Younger demographic appeal.”

      Translation: at fifty-two, I was no longer pretty enough to be the face of eternal youth. The fact that I’d hired Jonathan straight out of his MBA program—taught him everything he knew about brand positioning while he was still figuring out how to expense his lunch—only made the knife twist deeper. Twenty-three years of my life, discarded like last season’s Pantone colors.

      “Thank you for your foundational contributions, Melissa. We’ll be sure to mention them in the transition announcement.”

      Foundational. Like I was the basement everyone forgot existed until they needed to gut the whole building.

      I’d built my career on being indispensable. The woman who worked weekends, who took calls during vacations, who smiled and nodded while men half my age with half my experience got promoted past me because they “showed real leadership potential.” I’d played their game perfectly, and they’d still tossed me aside the moment my crow’s feet became more interesting than my quarterly numbers.

      Twenty-three years of killing myself for that job. Twenty-three years of eighteen-hour days and client dinners where I smiled until my face cramped. Of missing Willa’s spring concerts because “Mommy has an important presentation.” Of choosing conference calls over birthday parties, deadlines over bedtime stories.

      The worst part? I’d convinced myself it was worth it. That I was building something. That my daughter would understand when she was older, would be proud of what I’d accomplished.

      Instead, I’d raised a stranger who texted me like I was her landlord and called exactly four times a year: my birthday, Thanksgiving, Christmas, and that awkward duty call sometime around Mother’s Day where we both pretended everything was fine.

      I dropped my briefcase on a dusty table that probably gave my grandmother nightmares about water rings and opened my laptop. Panic was a hobby; data was a lifestyle. Phase One of my renovation roadmap mocked me with its optimistic timeline: Demolition & Prep (2 days). I looked over at a brown continent spreading down the wall like the house was actively decomposing around me.

      The kitchen was trying its damnedest to be charming, like a contestant on a home renovation show who knew she was getting eliminated. Black and white checkerboard linoleum, cracked down the middle like a fault line. Porcelain farmhouse sink dripping in a rhythm that sounded expensive: money... money... money... I cranked the tap handle. It dripped faster, just to spite me.

      I opened a cabinet, and my pulse stuttered.

      One mug sat inside. Thick, hand-thrown pottery glazed in an uneven, hopeful blue. Wonky and imperfect, the one Willa had made in her fifth-grade art class—the one I’d praised for exactly thirty seconds before suggesting she “work on making the sides more even next time.” The memory hit like a slap. Willa’s face had crumpled for just a moment before she’d carefully smoothed it back out. “It’s okay, Mom. I know it’s not very good.”

      I’d been so busy molding her into someone who would succeed in life that I’d forgotten to just love her. How had that mug ended up at my grandmother’s?

      My throat burned. Absolutely not. Feelings weren’t on the project timeline, and I had exactly zero capacity for a breakdown in a mildewed kitchen.

      I shut the cabinet harder than necessary. The mug wobbled but didn’t fall, which felt like a personal attack on my emotional state.

      Every peeling board and water stain was a memory I’d spent twenty years sprinting away from. This house had raised me into someone who believed love was earned through achievement, that affection was a quarterly bonus you got for meeting impossible standards. My grandmother had loved me the way she loved her fine china—carefully, conditionally, and with constant fear that I might chip.

      So, imagine my surprise to find out I’d inherited the cottage … then again, Marnie didn’t have any other family, my mother had passed when I was five, and my grandmother would never have left the proceeds of her estate to charity.

      “Excellence isn’t negotiable, Melissa.” How many times had I heard that? How many times had I said the exact same words to my own daughter, passing down the infection like a family heirloom?

      I’d built my entire life as a monument to never being that disappointing little girl again. Every promotion, every award, every client win was proof I’d evolved past needing anyone’s approval.

      Except here I was—fired, desperate, and hiding in the house that had programmed me to believe I was only as valuable as my latest achievement.

      My brilliant, artistic daughter. The one who’d inherited my grandmother’s sharp tongue but not her need for perfection. Who created beautiful, messy things with her hands while I’d spent her childhood teaching her that beautiful wasn’t enough if it wasn’t profitable. Who’d moved to New York—the same city where I lived—to be a starving artist, and somehow we’d managed to exist among the same eight million people without seeing each other for months at a time. I’d given her the financial freedom to fail beautifully while denying myself the emotional freedom to be human, and we’d lived twenty minutes apart like strangers who occasionally shared DNA.

      She was coming here because I’d asked her to. Begged, really, in a moment of post-firing vulnerability that I immediately regretted. She’d agreed with that careful politeness she used on acquaintances, and I’d known then that I’d lost her years ago, one missed recital at a time.

      My phone buzzed against the dusty counter. A text from Willa that made my stomach drop.

      
        
          
            
              
        You at Great Grandma’s? This should be fun. [image: upside-down face]

      

      

      

      

      

      That little upside-down emoji was loaded with twenty-seven years of accumulated resentment, and we both knew it.

      I typed back, my fingers shaking slightly.

      
        
          
            
              
        House needs more TLC than expected, but we’ve got this. Can’t wait to see you.

      

      

      

      

      

      The lies came so easily I barely tasted the sawdust anymore.

      I wandered outside, desperate for air that didn’t smell like my personal failures and old lavender. The early May sunset painted everything in soft pastels—watermelon sky melting into gold-tipped waves, the kind of beauty that belonged on a wine label or a retirement brochure. The shoulder-season quiet felt almost aggressive after Manhattan’s constant noise, but it was punctuated now by the sounds of a town preparing for summer—someone power-washing a deck two houses down, the distant whine of saws as shop owners made pre-season repairs, and the cheerful chaos of delivery trucks navigating streets that were definitely not designed for commerce.

      I caught sight of a few joggers on the beach, their footprints dark in the wet sand, and somewhere a screen door banged in the breeze. From the direction of the boardwalk came the sweet-greasy smell of the first food stands brave enough to open for the season, and the distant pop-pop-pop of what might have been kettle corn or someone’s car backfiring—hard to tell in a place that was holding its breath, waiting for Memorial Day weekend to flood it with summer people and bring it fully to life.

      A crumpled flyer tumbled across the yard and slapped my shin. BEACHWOOD BAY BOARDWALK MIDNIGHT LANTERN WALK—THIS SATURDAY! Complete with hand-drawn hearts and exclamation points that screamed “mandatory fun.” Of course, this town had whimsical traditions with Pinterest-worthy names.

      The ocean breathed in and out like it was doing yoga, which seemed personally offensive given my current state of barely managed hysteria.

      I leaned against the porch railing, and it gave slightly under my weight—soft with rot, like everything else in my life right now. My hand came away damp and smelling of decades long past.

      This was supposed to be my comeback story. My way of proving to everyone—especially myself—that Melissa Radford couldn’t be discarded like expired inventory.

      But standing there in the dying light, surrounded by peeling paint and the wreckage of my carefully constructed life, something shuddered in my chest. The thing I’d been running from my entire adult life, the fear that lived underneath all the project timelines and strategic plans.

      What if I couldn’t fix this? What if I wasn’t the woman who could orchestrate chaos anymore? What if, stripped of my title and corner office and carefully curated success, I was just... ordinary?

      What if I was exactly as unremarkable as Jonathan’s smug smile had suggested? What if the only thing that had ever made me worthy of love was my ability to generate revenue, and without that, I was just another middle-aged woman nobody needed?

      What if Willa looked at me now and saw what I was terrified she’d always seen—a mother who’d chosen ambition over presence, who’d taught her that love was conditional and performance-based because that’s the only kind I’d ever known how to give?

      The worst part wasn’t the house falling apart around me. I’d saved over the years and had a nest egg plus money Marnie had left me along with the house. It was the growing certainty that I was falling apart too, one crumbling foundation at a time.

      “This is going to be a disaster,” I whispered to the salt air and the judgmental seagulls.

      For the first time in twenty-three years, I didn’t try to manage the truth into something more palatable. I just let it sit there, ugly and honest, like everything else I’d been avoiding.

      The seagulls screamed in what sounded suspiciously like agreement.
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      My first full day in Beachwood Bay began with me, my laptop, and a mug of lukewarm instant coffee that tasted like despair. Sunlight streamed through the grimy kitchen window, illuminating every dust mote in a way that felt needlessly accusatory. Outside, the world insisted on being cheerful. Birds chirped. A distant foghorn bleated like a lonesome cow. Inside, I was conducting a corporate-style assault on the problem of the cottage.

      My old assistant, Chloe, used to say I could orchestrate a hurricane into a productive storm. But the hurricane that was this house had zero interest in my color-coded project timelines.

      Willa’s text from the night before had hung over my head like a guillotine. This should be fun. The casual cruelty of it was a work of art. I’d fallen asleep last night on the lumpy sofa that smelled of mothballs and my grandmother’s disapproval, staring at the ceiling and cataloging every maternal failure, starting with the time I’d outsourced Willa’s seventh birthday party to a “premium children’s entertainment concierge.”

      The bathroom had been its own insult. Cracked pink tiles, a sink that wobbled on its pedestal, and a tub that looked like it belonged in a black-and-white horror movie. The water pressure, at least, was decent, but the whole space felt frozen in 1963—proof my grandmother had never believed in updates.

      But morning meant action. Action meant regaining some semblance of authority over my situation. Before my daughter arrived and bore witness to the full scope of my latest failure, I needed a win. I needed a contractor. Not just any contractor, but a fast, efficient crew that understood the concept of a deadline and wouldn’t be distracted by the siren song of small-town quaintness.

      I bypassed the local listings—no time for amateurs—and went straight for the big guns in the nearest city an hour away. My Manhattan tactics were simple: be direct, sound important, and imply that their competitors were already clamoring for the job.

      The first call went to a company called “Apex Renovations.” It sounded decisively corporate. A man named Frank answered.

      “Melissa Radford here,” I said, my voice crisp and efficient. “I have a priority project in Beachwood Bay. A full gut renovation on a historic cottage, aggressive six-week timeline. I’m looking to get a team on-site by tomorrow.”

      Frank chuckled. It was not a friendly sound. “Beachwood Bay? Honey, for a six-week timeline in Beachwood, you’d need a time machine, not a contractor. Call me after Labor Day.” He hung up before I could deploy my counter-offer.

      Fine. Minor setback. I dialed the next number on my list: “Coastal Premier Builders.”

      “Beachwood?” the woman on the phone echoed, her voice laced with pity. “Oh, sweetie. You’re not from around here, are you?”

      She explained that getting permits in Beachwood Bay was a “generational saga,” and that most of her crews refused to work there during the pre-season because the town inspector, a man named Bob Henderson, measured everything twice and communicated exclusively through disapproving sighs.

      The third call was even more demoralizing. The guy just laughed, a loud, barking sound. “Good luck with that,” he said, and the line went dead.

      By the fifth call, I was ready to burn the house down for the insurance money, except I remembered the policy probably had a clause about pre-existing structural depression. My masterclass in futility was complete. My big-city swagger was useless here. I was just another outsider with a problem, and my usual tools—money, pressure, a tone that suggested I was doing you a favor by hiring you—were met with the conversational equivalent of a shrug.

      I slammed my phone down harder than necessary, the sharp crack echoing through the dusty kitchen. Through the window, I caught a glimpse of movement next door and found myself gravitating toward the glass like a moth to the light.

      A man was working on Mrs. Hawkins’ front porch, and he moved with the kind of unhurried precision that made my eye twitch. Everything about his approach was the opposite of efficient. He measured a board twice, then measured it again. He held each piece of trim up to the light, studying the grain like he was reading tea leaves. When he finally made a cut, it was deliberate and clean, the saw moving through the wood like butter.

      He was maybe six feet tall, broad-shouldered, wearing a faded gray t-shirt that had seen better decades and jeans that were painted with years of honest work. His hair was dark, salted with silver at the temples, and when he paused to wipe sweat from his forehead with the back of his hand, there was something familiar about the gesture.

      I watched him examine a corner joint with the intensity of a surgeon checking a patient’s vitals. He ran his thumb along the edge, testing the fit, then reached for his plane. Three careful passes, checking after each one. The man was treating Mrs. Hawkins’ porch like it was going to be featured in Architectural Digest.

      This was exactly the kind of slow, meticulous approach that would drive me insane. This was a man who clearly had never heard the phrase “time is money.” This was why I needed professionals from the city who understood urgency.

      And yet.

      I found myself leaning closer to the window, studying his movements. There was something almost meditative about his process. No wasted motion. No frustration when something didn’t fit perfectly the first time. Just quiet persistence and an obvious respect for the materials in his hands.

      He stepped back from his work, tilted his head to assess the angle of the board, and his gaze swept past my window. For a split second, our eyes met through the glass. His were green, the color of sea glass, and held a calmness that seemed fundamentally at odds with my current state of barely managed hysteria.
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