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oneone

One person can fail only so many times. That was her theory, so 
after two big failures in her life, a win had to be around the next 
corner for Leah Williams. If only her twin saw it the same way.

Leah’s heels clicked their way up the wide sidewalk toward 
the office building of Heritage Fruits as her sister’s protests 
rambled through the phone.

“Yes, Caroline, I’m going to this meeting, and I’m mov-
ing back home. I’ve already started airing out Grandma and 
Grandpa’s farmhouse.” And boy, did that house need airing out. 
Caroline and Grant had taken care of the most necessary main-
tenance, but the inside had been left pretty much untouched. 
At least they’d covered the furniture with sheets, but she’d still 
be dusting for days.

“I just think meeting with Dale is a bad idea.” Caroline’s 
words were slow and articulated.

Her sister meant well, and Leah appreciated the concern. 
After all, she had heard all about the problems George Kensing-
ton’s difficult brother had caused after taking over when George 
and his wife passed away a few years ago. But she’d had a verbal 
agreement with George. Dale had to honor it.
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Leah squinted against the May sun as she checked her re-
flection in the glass door. Pinching the phone to her ear with 
her shoulder, she shuffled her briefcase to the other hand and 
retucked her white long- sleeve blouse into the back of her navy 
pencil skirt. The briefcase completed her “don’t mess with me, 
I know what I’m doing” look, even if it was empty except for 
her sketchbook and her latest vintage- inspired dress that she’d 
stayed up until three in the morning sewing. She’d never been 
that great with numbers, but she’d spent most of the past two 
months poring over designs that would sell.

“Why do you even want to do this?” Caroline’s words had 
taken on that big- sister tone. Somehow being four minutes 
older made Caroline believe she had all the answers. No doubt 
she’d be blocking Leah’s path this minute if she wasn’t eight 
months pregnant and on bed rest. “You were the one who con-
vinced me we should close the WIFI to begin with.”

“I know, but things are different now.”
She’d closed the WIFI with hopes of capturing a little bit 

of the passion and fulfillment her brother David had written 
about in his letters. But being a missionary hadn’t filled that 
nagging desire for purpose she’d been seeking for so long. She’d 
just been living someone else’s life— again. But that wasn’t 
something she fully understood herself, let alone would be 
able to explain in a two- minute phone conversation with  
Caroline.

“I gotta go. I’ll call you later.” Leah popped the briefcase 
open just far enough to shove her phone inside. She smoothed 
a wisp of her red hair back toward the severe bun that pinched 
her scalp. But binding her wild curls would be a small price to 
pay if it meant she’d walk away with a renewed lease.

She entered the building, crossed the lobby, and punched the 
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elevator button. When the doors opened, she stepped inside, 
selected the fourth floor, and drew a slow, calming breath as the 
elevator rose to the top.

It opened to a quiet lobby and the twelve- foot ceilings that 
she remembered. But the sleek, frosted- glass reception desk and 
no- nonsense young blonde who sat behind it— not so much. 
What had happened to George’s secretary with her warm smile 
and candy bowl full of peppermints?

“May I help you?” The woman looked up from her computer, 
but her fingers stayed positioned over the keyboard.

The bowl of peppermints had been replaced with a brass 
nameplate that read Marcy Gold and the warm smile re-
placed with tight red lips. Leah searched her mind for any Golds 
she might have gone to school with but came up empty. So 
much for making a friendly connection.

“I have a meeting with Mr. Kensington.”
“He’s running late. Take a seat.” Marcy pointed at one of the 

stiff- looking couches and returned to her typing.
Leah turned that way but paused at a large portrait of George 

Kensington and his family mounted on one wall. Below it was 
a brass plaque with the birth and death dates of George and 
his wife. By the look of their son Jon, it had to have been taken 
when he was in high school. Back when he was still all arms and 
legs. She almost didn’t recognize the wide- shouldered point 
guard who now played for Valencia Basket in the EuroLeague. 
Her hometown of Heritage, Michigan, had practically had a 
parade the day one of their very own signed to play professional 
basketball— even if it was for a European team in a city most of 
them couldn’t find on a map.

She and Jon had been enemies since high school, but every-
thing had changed six months ago. Now she didn’t know what 
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they were, but seeing his portrait hanging there definitely stirred 
emotions she wasn’t ready to deal with.

Six Months Ago

Leah couldn’t be stranded in Detroit— not today. Every airline 
had already canceled all evening flights with the forecast of the 
incoming storm, but the lady at the counter had been optimistic 
that her flight would get out of Detroit before the worst of the 
blizzard hit. Then again, her flight to Grand Rapids was sup-
posed to have boarded twenty minutes ago. She had only six 
hours until Olivia and Nate’s wedding, and she couldn’t miss 
it. She was a bridesmaid. Why did it have to be this year that 
they got a snowstorm for Thanksgiving?

“Do you think we’re going to be stuck here?” A deep baritone 
spoke from behind Leah.

“I hope not, I need to get—” She turned toward the man 
but found herself looking at a wide shoulder. She tilted her 
head back and paused. Jonathan George Kensington the Third. 
The crown prince of Heritage if there’d ever been one, and her 
archenemy in high school. “Home.”

Leah spun back to the monitor as she tugged her knitted hat 
down a little farther. How dare he be in her airport? Maybe it 
was a little egocentric to think of Detroit Metropolitan as hers, 
but the great thing about millions of people flying in and out of 
it every year was that she shouldn’t have to see anyone she knew.

Especially him looking all good after hours of travel. His 
brown hair was a little long for her tastes, but his mess of curls 
worked. The week- old scruff only added to his good looks. Her 
red mop looked more like the result of an unfortunate incident 
with a light socket, and her face needed a good exfoliant.
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He took another step closer. “Nice bag.”
Leah’s face flamed as she tugged her backpack to her front  

and out of his view. No doubt it didn’t measure up to his designer 
standards. But she’d made it from pieces of her grand father’s 
old corduroys. It was one of the few items of his that she’d kept. 
There was no price she could put on it, but she wouldn’t expect 
trust- fund Jon to understand that. “Do I know you?”

Maybe it was a little immature, but she was in no mood for a 
reunion. She glanced at the departures board as another flight’s 
status flipped to canceled.

Jon nudged her shoulder with his. “I know you know who 
I am, Leah.”

Typical Jon, thinking he’d be unforgettable. Never mind that he 
was right. She jerked her head back toward him. His large brown 
eyes, outlined by dark lashes she’d kill for, held a touch of amuse-
ment. She’d try to deny remembering him, but that smirk said he 
was onto her. “It’s Caroline, actually. And you’re Jonny, right?”

He released a deep laugh as he crossed his arms over his wide 
chest. “Nice try. Unlike most of our old high school, I could 
always tell you and your twin apart. Think we should go try to 
get a rental car while we can?”

“We? There’s no we. I barely remember you.”
She hadn’t seen the guy in three years and suddenly he was 

acting like they were long- lost friends, but they had never been 
friends to begin with. Maybe they had many of the same friends, 
but that was not the same thing.

“You’re obviously waiting for the flight to Grand Rapids. I 
figured since we’re both trying to get to Heritage that . . .” He 
held up his hand and took a step back. “You know what? Never 
mind. Good seeing you, Leah.” He walked away but stopped to 
nudge a teenage girl’s leg. “Abby, let’s go.”
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Abby stood and followed her brother without taking her 
eyes off her phone.

Leah hadn’t seen Abigail Kensington in probably four years. 
Long gone was the brace- faced, bubbly eighth grader who wore 
gummy bracelets and headbands. This girl wore heavy black 
eyeliner, and her hair was dyed to match. Her red leather coat 
and threadbare jeans probably cost more than Leah’s entire 
wardrobe.

Leah turned back as more flights changed their status to can-
celed. Please oh please, Lord, I’ve got to get home. God seemed 
to have forgotten about her, but maybe today would finally be 
her day for an answered prayer.

Another flight flipped to canceled. Or maybe not.
The snow continued to fall, thick now as it reached for the 

ground. Then the last remaining flight— her flight— changed 
its status to canceled. She sighed, her bag drooping from her 
shoulder as a bitter taste filled her mouth. Now what? Maybe 
she should call Caroline. But there was nothing her sister could 
do all the way from Heritage.

Any hope of renting a car disappeared a few minutes later as 
she descended the escalator. Every line that led to a car rental 
company had to be over fifty people long.

As soon as she stepped off the escalator, Jon blocked her path 
with a set of keys dangling from one finger and that annoying 
smirk back in place. “Need a ride?”

She nodded and waited for the inevitable “I told you so,” 
but he just picked up her suitcase with his free hand and mo-
tioned for her to follow.

Thirty minutes later, they navigated the icy highway at a 
whopping thirty miles an hour. She still had five hours until 
the wedding, which would’ve been no problem on a day with 
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clear roads, but at this rate she’d be rushing down the aisle with 
her carry- on still on her shoulder.

“Where are you flying home from?” Jon kept his eyes fixed 
on the road as he gripped the wheel with both hands.

“Costa Rica.”
“Vacation?”
“No. Do you remember my brother, David? He’s about three 

years older than you.”
“Vaguely.”
“He lives there and runs a program for missionary kids. I moved 

down there two years ago to help him out. I’m just flying home for 
Olivia’s wedding.” She dropped her phone in her purse and dialed 
up the temperature on her heated seat. At first she’d rolled her eyes 
at Jon throwing his family’s money around by choosing the luxury 
SUV. But she had to admit, she’d feel a lot less comfortable on 
these icy roads in one of those compacts they’d passed in the lot.

“I was planning on going to that too. Maybe you could save 
me a dance.”

Was it her imagination, or did he sound a little unsure for the 
first time? Either way, it was best to avoid answering. “I have to 
fly back to Costa Rica first thing Monday.”

“As in the day after tomorrow?”
“I didn’t really have the time to take this trip, but I couldn’t 

miss another one of my best friends’ weddings. I already missed 
Hannah’s.”

“But that was to be expected, right?”
Her head whipped toward him. “Why? Because I might 

have stood up and made a scene when Nate asked if anyone 
objected? I may have had an adolescent crush on Luke, but I 
think I could’ve handled it even without you pointing out that 
I wasn’t good enough for him. Again.”
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“What? I never said that.” He started to angle his head toward 
her but seemed to catch himself, and his attention snapped back 
to the road, where the falling snow obscured anything beyond 
fifty feet.

“You’re right.” Leah positioned one of the vents to point at 
her. “I believe your words were, ‘I can’t believe you think you 
have a chance with Luke. He’s a gray T- shirt kind of guy and 
you’re not a gray T- shirt kind of girl. You need to wake up and 
see what’s in front of you.’ Aka, ‘You dress funny and you’re not 
good enough for my friend.’”

“Whoa— that’s harsh.” Abby spoke up from the back seat. 
They were the first words she’d spoken all night. Leah had al-
most forgotten she was there.

“That’s not what I meant.” He glared at his sister in the rear-
view mirror. “Weren’t you listening to music?”

“Your fighting was louder than my music. Think you two 
could keep it down?” She shoved her earbuds back in.

His hands gripped the wheel a little tighter now. “What hap-
pened to barely remembering me?”

“Fine. I have one memory.” Or at least one that stood out 
more than the rest. She’d only let Caroline invite Jon to their 
anti- Valentine’s party because she knew he’d drag Luke along. 
Jon had been right about one thing that night— Luke only had 
eyes for Hannah. And why not? Hannah was tall, gorgeous, built 
like a ballerina, and she dressed . . . normal. Leah, on the other 
hand, was of average height and average build, had wild, curly 
red hair, and dressed like a secondhand store had erupted on her.

Jon sighed and offered Leah a fake smile if she’d ever seen 
one. “How are you enjoying Costa Rica?”

“It’s fine.”
“Fine? I’ve seen a lot of pictures of Costa Rica, and fine is 
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not the word I’d use to describe it.” The dim light outside high-
lighted his profile. If it weren’t for his slightly crooked nose, he 
probably could have a successful career as a model. But he was 
a little too rough for that.

“The place is amazing. The kids are amazing.” She wasn’t 
really in the mood to hash this out right now. She shrugged 
and prayed he’d take the hint.

“If you don’t like Costa Rica, you should come visit me in 
Europe. There’s the café in Paris that—”

“No way.” She winced at the volume of her words. “Sorry. I 
just am not going to Europe and I’ll never go to Paris.”

He waited for her to go on, but he could wait the rest of the 
drive to Heritage, because that wasn’t going to happen.

“Okay, no Paree. Then what don’t you like about Costa Rica?”
So they were back to this. As much as she didn’t want to get 

into it, this was an easier conversation than Paris. “I thought 
I’d enjoy my job in Costa Rica more. I miss Heritage. I miss 
running the WIFI.”

“That was such a weird name for a store.”
“When my grandfather opened the store in 1952, WIFI was 

catchy. You have to admit the abbreviation for Want It Find It 
made more sense before the digital age.”

“True. But if you miss running it, maybe you should come 
home and open it again. Do you still own the building?” 

“Only half of it. You own the other half.” 
“What?”
“Well, your dad did. Or technically, Heritage Fruits did.” 

Jon seemed to grip the steering wheel a little bit tighter at her 
words, but he didn’t comment, so she went on. “He didn’t buy 
us out because he wanted us to have the option to reopen if 
we changed our minds. We didn’t have anything in writing, 
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but there was a verbal agreement that we could come back and 
reopen within five years.”

“Then change your mind and go back. It’s only been what, 
three years?”  

“It didn’t make it the first time.” She ran her fingers across the 
soft leather seat. “Why do you think I could make it this time?”

“You just need a solid business model. And maybe a new 
name. What model did you go with last time? Or did Caroline 
handle that?”

“Caroline handled the books. I made other decisions—inven-
tory, marketing, and customer service. I used the Leah model.”

“What’s that?”
“If you act like you know what you’re doing, people believe 

you. It worked most of the time.”
“A fake- it- till- you- make- it approach.” His full laugh filled the 

SUV. “My uncle would love that. With him handling the com-
pany right now, you’d have to convince him to let you reopen.”

“I wouldn’t tell him that was the plan. I’d say, ‘The WIFI was 
a central piece of this community that George believed in, and 
I believe in it too. If you give me a chance, I’ll show you how 
dynamic it can be again.’”

“Perfect.”
“Really?”
“No.” He gave a slight snicker, then schooled his features. 

“My dad was sentimental and he may have gone for it, but 
Uncle Dale’s a bottom- line kind of guy. If you don’t have the 
numbers and a solid plan to back it up, he’ll laugh you out of 
the room.”

“Hey, I’m not an idiot. I also ran a successful Etsy shop be-
fore I left for Costa Rica. Besides, I think you’re wrong about 
your uncle. He isn’t all about the bottom line— that’s you, ap-
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parently. From what I heard, Dale’s all about whatever makes 
Dale look good. I’ll have to appeal to his ego. Maybe I’ll say, 
‘The WIFI was a central piece of this community, and by re-
opening it, you could help the town see you aren’t the ogre 
they all think you are.’”

“Much better. But you still may want to give that business 
plan a little more thought . . . and find a better word for ogre.” 
Jon laughed again, and Leah found herself settling into the 
sound. They’d had their problems, but maybe this grown- up 
Jon was someone she could enjoy getting to know.

Present Day

She had to stop poking at that memory. She hadn’t heard from 
Jon since that weekend. Of course, she hadn’t reached out either. 
But what do you say after something like that? “I know you were 
forced to be nice to me because we were trapped by the snow, 
but do you still want to be friends”?

That sounded as dumb now as it had every time she’d typed 
that text out on her phone and then deleted it. It had been 
nothing. And since they hadn’t been friends before, there was 
no reason for them to be friends now.

But that conversation with Jon had reignited Leah’s vision 
for the WIFI. She’d spent the past few months mulling over 
the idea until it had re- formed into a new dream, then she’d 
crafted that dream into the portfolio that was now tucked in 
her briefcase. All she needed now was her building back. And 
that meant this meeting had to go well. If she couldn’t make 
this work, God was bound to give up on her for good.

A buzz filled the air, and the secretary snatched up the phone. 
“Yes . . . I’ll send her right in.” She returned the phone to the 
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cradle and motioned to the large set of doors. “Mr. Kensington 
will see you now.” Not even the slightest hint of a smile.

Leah stood and smoothed her skirt. Dale might be a hard-
nose, but like she had told Jon, Dale had an ego and respected 
confidence. He wouldn’t know what hit him.

She stepped into the office and nearly tripped on her heels.
Not Dale. Jon. Jonathan George Kensington the Third. All 

six foot four of him. His hair— still a little long— was now 
tamed back, and his rebellious edge had been replaced with a 
clean shave, black suit, and steel-gray tie. Oh. My.

“Leah?” Jon stood and came around his desk. His brows 
pinched as he took in her appearance.

Bringing a practically empty briefcase suddenly seemed ri-
diculous. Everything seemed ridiculous. The tight bun. The 
pencil skirt with a white blouse. The four- inch heels that had 
now made her toes go numb. He knew this wasn’t her. And 
after their conversation in the car, he’d see right through any 
attempt to fake it.

She resisted the urge to chuck the briefcase, the heels, and 
the hair tie back out the door and start over. “I was expecting 
your uncle.”

“My uncle asked me to take this appointment for him, but 
he didn’t give me any details.”

“When did you get back from Europe?”
“A couple of months ago. I finished my contract and didn’t 

re- sign. We decided it was better to have Abby finish out her 
senior year here.”

“Is she graduating this weekend at Heritage High?”
“Walking. She still has a few classes to take this summer be-

fore she gets her diploma.” He moved back behind his desk and 
motioned her to one of the open chairs.
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She chose the one opposite his desk and laid the briefcase 
on her legs.

“Let me guess, you’re here because you want to reopen the 
WIFI?” He settled into his chair, leaned over a legal pad, and 
clicked a pen a few times.

“You got me.” Leah released a small laugh and tucked that 
stupid piece of hair behind her ear again.

“I assume you came up with a killer plan I can’t turn down.” 
He held out his hand as if waiting for her to pass over some-
thing. When she didn’t move, he leaned back and laced his 
fingers across his stomach. “You still don’t have a plan?”

She searched her mind for something, anything, to make it 
look like she’d prepared for this meeting. Which she had. But 
her mind seemed to have gone on vacation.

“Leah, I want to help you. I do. But you need to give more 
thought to this. Unless you have a proper business plan . . .”

She had given thought to this— how she could update the 
inventory. She’d incorporate her clothing designs into the WIFI 
and supplement the business profits with Etsy sales. She had 
already received four orders for a dress she had only designed 
and posted yesterday. She had her sketchbook that she’d slaved 
over to show her planned expansion of her clothing line. She 
was prepared to meet with Dale. But there was no way she was 
showing it to Jon, who had teased her about her homemade 
pieces for years. She couldn’t count on him to recognize their 
value. Not that she expected Dale to see their value either. But 
his opinion didn’t matter to her. And whether or not she wanted 
it to, Jon’s opinion did.

“Show me what you have.” He motioned to her briefcase. 
When she still didn’t move, he raised his eyebrow again. “Did 
you bring an empty briefcase?”
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“No. It’s just not . . .” Leah stood and prayed that her now 
numb toes wouldn’t fail her. “You know what, I don’t need you 
making fun of me right now.”

“Leah, sit down.” His voice was gentle as his dark eyes soft-
ened and held her in place, just as they had that night six months 
ago, right before . . .

Leah shook the thought away. “No. I need to go. But I will 
prove to you I can do this.”

She marched back out the double doors, jabbed the elevator 
button, and pulled her heels off while she waited for it to arrive. 
Not the most professional exit, but this wasn’t business.

This was personal.

Over the last six months, Jon had repeatedly imagined what 
he would say and do differently if he ever ran into Leah again. 
Not one of those scenarios had ended with her stomping away 
from him in wobbly heels.

He jotted down a few notes for his uncle, then rested his 
head back against the chair. This room had become his office 
ten years ago, long before he was ready for this job. His first day 
working here, he hadn’t been much more than a kid— ready 
to start his senior year of high school with a double dose of 
arrogance on the side. But he’d worked as hard as any full- time 
employee that summer, determined to prove to his father that 
he had what it took. Then things changed, and when graduation 
rolled around, he got a scholarship to play college ball, and the 
room had stayed empty.

It wasn’t his dad’s office, which was Jon’s by rights, but the 
only one Uncle Dale said was currently available. It was fine 
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though. Uncle Dale had stepped in to run Heritage Fruits to 
allow Jon to finish his contract in Spain. Not to mention be 
closer to Abby while she finished boarding school in London.

But in the past two and a half years, Uncle Dale had pretty 
much taken over and managed to get half the board in his 
pocket. If Jon wasn’t careful, he’d lose the entire company to 
his uncle.

They couldn’t push him out. After all, it was only an advisory 
board, but what if their advice was that he give up control of 
the company? His dad had left it to him. He wanted to honor 
his father’s memory. But his father had trusted these men, and 
what if they believed the best way Jon could honor his father’s 
memory was to hand someone else the reins? He had to prove 
to them that he could be who they needed him to be— he could 
be his father.

That was also why he’d been a little hard- nosed with Leah. 
All it would take was a failed project for his uncle to spin it 
to the board that Jon was unfit to lead. No matter how much 
he’d wanted to give in to Leah’s green eyes, he had to keep this 
professional. With any luck, she’d come back with a plan he 
couldn’t say no to, because he’d like nothing more than for her 
to stay in town.

Six months ago, he’d let his hopes rise that maybe he’d fi-
nally get that long- awaited date with Leah Williams. Time and 
weather had been fickle friends, but maybe now life would fi-
nally give them a chance to fix the past.

Six Months Ago

“This is getting bad. We may have to try again in the morning.” 
Jon’s shoulders ached from navigating the snow- covered road.
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“I’ll miss the wedding.”
“I think your friends would prefer you safe rather than in a 

fancy pink dress.”
“It’s blue.”
The lit- up letters that spelled Hyatt in the distance caught 

his attention. Jon checked his mirrors and took the exit. He 
pumped the brakes a few times and blinked hard. Where had 
the road gone? Darkness and white flakes ate up the road ahead. 
Then, as if by a miracle, two slight divots of track appeared in 
the snow.

“There’s a hotel.” He motioned to the sign.
“I can’t afford a Hyatt.” Leah’s voice jumped an octave higher.
His pulse sped up as the lines of the road appeared and disap-

peared under the drifting snow. “I’ll pay.”
“No, you won’t.”
Was she really arguing about money right now? He was just 

trying to keep them alive. He turned into the Hyatt and breathed 
a sigh of relief as the car regained traction under the veranda and 
came to a stop. Valet parking had never looked so good.

“I’m going to get us rooms.” He left the car running and slid 
out, but Leah followed him.

As they crossed the lobby, her fingers gripped his sleeve. “I 
can’t afford this.”

“Don’t worry about it.” He walked over to the check- in desk 
and ignored her wide- eyed stare at the high ceilings and chan-
deliers. “I need two rooms.”

“One. I can get my own.” Leah stood with her back stiff and 
her wallet out. Man, the girl was stubborn.

“We only have luxury suites left, sir.” The clerk’s fingers clicked 
across the keyboard.

“That’s fine.” Jon reached for his wallet and passed over his 
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ID and credit card as the man rattled off the price per night. 
Jon glanced back at Leah, who had gone three shades paler. 
If she thought this was bad, she should see the hotel prices in 
London.

“Here you go, sir.” The clerk passed back his cards, then set 
a paper for him to sign on the counter.

“Thank you. Can you tell me the setup of the suite?”
“A common area and two rooms. One room has a king- size 

bed and the other has two queens. Each has a private bath.” 
The man punched something into the computer. “How many 
keys do you need?”

“Three.” Jon shot another glance at Leah and she didn’t argue.
“I’ll pay you back.”
“For what? I’d be getting the same room whether you were 

here or not. You can take the two queens with Abby.” He didn’t 
need her money, and he didn’t want her feeling indebted to him.

She followed him back to the car. “Fine. But I will pay for 
dinner.”

“Nope. It will be room service— charged to the room.” Jon 
popped open the trunk. He’d have to hide the room service 
prices too.

“You have to let me do something.” She reached for her bag, 
but he snagged it first.

“Fine.” He handed over the keys to the valet and headed 
toward the elevator. “Let’s do dinner while you’re in Heritage 
before you head back to Costa Rica.”

“Just the two of us?” She seemed to be struggling to swallow. 
“Like a date?”

“Smooth, big brother, but I still think it’s going to take more 
than that to make up for telling her she was a loser in high 
school.” Abby huffed as she stepped into the elevator.
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Jon followed his sister and yanked out one of her earbuds. “I 
never said that.” He turned to Leah. “I never said that.”

Leah seemed to be struggling to hold back a smile. At least 
one of them found this funny. “I don’t know. You’re a night- on- 
the- town kind of guy, and I’m more of a stay- in- and- order- pizza 
kind of girl.”

Abby replaced her earbud and seemed to have upped the 
volume as she reabsorbed back into her phone.

Jon lowered his voice as he leaned toward Leah’s ear. “I might 
surprise you, if you actually took the time to get to know me 
and stopped assuming you had me all figured out.”

He’d said the words in an attempt to continue the light-
hearted banter, but whether it was the closeness within the el-
evator or the way her soft cotton scent reached him, his voice 
dipped to a husky tone he didn’t recognize.

And with the way her large green eyes blinked up at him, 
she’d felt the shift as well. A bell chimed as the doors to the 
elevator opened, breaking the spell that had held them in  
place.

She grabbed her roller bag from where he’d set it and hurried 
off the elevator. “I don’t think I’ll have time. I was only supposed 
to be in Heritage forty- eight hours. Even if we get out of here 
first thing tomorrow, I’ll have one night before I have to head 
back. What room number is it?”

Jon bit back his disappointment, but what had he expected? 
She’d been dodging his efforts to get to know her for a decade. 
“831.”

Leah followed the signs without looking back. Jon nudged 
Abby in the right direction.

After a quiet dinner and a hot shower to melt away the day’s 
stress, Jon grabbed a root beer out of the mini fridge and stretched 
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out on the couch. He picked up the remote and started scanning 
the channels for the Lakers–Celtics game.

The door creaked behind him, and Leah wandered out in 
pj’s with cupcakes all over them. Her red hair lay damp around 
her face, each section already beginning to form a spiral curl. 
“Can’t sleep?”

“Not adjusted to the time change. You?” He set his pop on 
the table and pointed to the fridge. “Want one?”

Leah shook her head and took a seat at one end of the couch, 
then tucked her feet up under her. “I’ve been stalking my friends 
on Instagram.” She held up her phone to display a photo of 
Olivia dressed in white, surrounded by her bridesmaids in light 
blue matching dresses.

“Sorry. Did you get ahold of them?”
“I left a message with Nate when we arrived. Do you think 

we’ll get to Heritage at a good time tomorrow?”
The wind still blew flurries in swirling patterns outside the 

window. “Not looking good. But I’ll do my best to get you there. 
I’d hate for you to miss seeing Heritage completely.”

Leah leaned back, fanning her curls across the back of the 
couch. “When was the last time you were home?”

“My parents’ funeral.”
“Why haven’t you come back since?”
Leah was never one to hold back, was she? He muted the 

TV and laced his hands behind his head. “Never seemed the 
right time.”

“Didn’t your dad leave Heritage Fruits to you?”
He had, and Jon still didn’t fully understand why. He’d never 

be the businessman his father was, and the last thing he wanted 
to do was drive his father’s life work into the ground. “Abby’s 
attending boarding school in London, and I’m all she has left. 
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Playing in the EuroLeague gives me the chance to see her more 
often. So as long as my contract keeps getting renewed, it doesn’t 
make much sense to come home. Uncle Dale was happy to help, 
but someday I’ll take it over when it’s the right time.”

“Why are you going home now?”
“Abby had a rough semester. Her teachers thought it’d be best 

to take a break back home between Thanksgiving and Christmas. 
I took a leave of absence, and here we are. I have to be back the first 
of the year, and so does she. But thanks for making me look bad in 
front of her earlier. You know she’ll never let me live that down.”

“Hey, they were your words.” She laughed, and he found 
himself wishing for an infinite number of late- night talks with 
Leah in his future.

“Yes, I said it. But I didn’t mean it like that.” He rubbed his 
hands across his face. With Leah he’d always fumbled over his 
words like a junior high boy learning to play basketball with 
his new man- sized feet, and six years in Europe hadn’t seemed 
to change that.

“How else could you mean it?”
Jon picked up a small pillow from the couch next to him 

and twisted it, then dropped it on the floor. “Okay, first, the 
gray- shirt comment wasn’t an insult to you, it was an insult to 
Luke. I love the guy, but seriously, have you met anyone who 
dressed more drab? Second, I was saying Luke only had eyes 
for Hannah, but there were other guys interested in you. You 
needed to look around.”

“Other guys interested?” Leah seemed to choke on the words. 
“Not likely.”

He reached for his root beer and paused. “There were guys 
interested.”

“Name one.” She lifted her eyebrow and tilted her head as if 
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to dare him. When he didn’t immediately respond, she dropped 
her feet to the floor and stood. “Exactly.”

“Me.”
Leah dropped with a thud back on the couch. “Don’t make 

fun of me.”
“Are you kidding?” Jon leaned forward and ran his fingers 

through his hair. Soon she’d be headed back to Costa Rica and 
he’d be back to Spain, so what was the harm? He drew a deep 
breath. “Yes, Leah. I had a big crush on you in high school. That’s 
what I was really saying that day. ‘Hey, wake up and notice me, 
the guy who likes you.’”

“You were always teasing me.” She stood again and moved 
toward her room. “Like you’re probably teasing me now.”

Jon closed the distance in two strides and touched her arm. 
She could easily have pulled away, but she paused without look-
ing back. He leaned down closer to her ear. “I’m not teasing 
you now. And I wasn’t teasing you then, I was just really bad 
at flirting.”

Leah’s conflicted green eyes finally turned up and stared at 
him. “You weren’t bad at flirting. You flirted with every girl at 
school.”

“I thought you barely remembered me.”
When she didn’t move, he leaned a fraction of an inch closer, 

and for one second he let himself believe that Leah could be 
his. But then the moment fractured as her eyes dimmed and 
she stepped back.

“Even if I did believe you, Costa Rica is pretty far from Spain, 
last I checked.” She retreated toward her room, looked back 
once with a sad smile, then ducked inside.

Right. Time never seemed to be on their side, and Leah was 
determined never to fully trust him.
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Present Day

They had been snowed in at the hotel the next day as well, but 
they never neared the subject of high school again. On Monday, 
Jon had driven her to the airport before heading to Heritage, 
and he hadn’t seen or heard from her since. Not until she walked 
into his office today. But if he had his way, it wouldn’t be the 
last time.

The alarm on his cell chimed, and Jon stood and scooped up 
his stack of papers, then exited his office.

“Hannah Taylor called again, asking about the bachelor auc-
tion in July.” His secretary, Marcy, held up a piece of paper.

Jon hated the idea of the bachelor auction, but Hannah was 
married to his best friend. And there was no way he’d be able 
to tell his best friend’s wife no. Not to mention it was for a 
good cause.

He read the note over, then handed it back. “Can you call 
her and tell her I’m in?”

Marcy blushed as she grabbed a pen and made a note. “The 
ladies of Heritage will be happy to hear that.”

Jon ignored the comment as he made his way to the confer-
ence room. He yanked open the heavy door, drawing every eye 
in the room as the debate stuttered to a halt.

He checked his watch as he moved to his spot at the table and 
slipped into his chair. “I thought the meeting started at ten.”

“We moved it up to nine thirty. But I knew you had another 
meeting.” His uncle waved his hand. “You didn’t miss much.”

Didn’t miss much? The more he hung around, the more he 
was beginning to realize that he’d missed a lot over the past two 
and a half years, and if he didn’t watch his back, he might end 
up missing everything.
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He opened the agenda and scanned it. Teft Road Building 
Project? There was nothing on Teft Road but a few houses, JJ’s 
Food Mart, and . . . the building where Leah wanted to reopen 
the WIFI.

Leah and Caroline still owned a percentage of that building. 
The company would have to buy them out to do anything with 
the space. Not to mention the verbal agreement Leah said she’d 
had with his late father.

Jon placed his finger on the building project line. “What’s 
this?”

His uncle’s grin widened a bit before he seemed to catch 
him self. “We’ve been approached by a chain store that would 
like to bring their business to town. After their interest, I put 
out some feelers and have received several other offers. We”— he 
motioned to the whole board—“feel like this would be a great 
opportunity for you to show your strengths as a future leader 
of this company. We’d like you to be the point man on it.”

No doubt Uncle Dale meant show his strength by pushing 
Leah out and strong- arming the town into a store they didn’t 
want. His uncle had probably pushed the meeting with Leah 
to Jon’s agenda because he knew what she wanted, and this way 
he’d make Jon the bad guy.

Everything in him wanted to fight this, but one look at the 
men’s faces and it was clear that they agreed with Uncle Dale. 
Which meant this was a lose- lose situation.

If he brought in this chain, Leah would never forgive him. 
But if he failed the board, he might lose his father’s company 
for good.
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