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Lucy ElllS hasn t set foot on Cape Cod since the
o summer she met Nate, her first love, and the man &
i she s’ spent nearIy two decades trying to forget
3 ___.___,rli'?-"'-When an unexpected encounter draws her backto
h‘é pIace where everything changed, she's forcedto -
i confront a past she never truIy Ieft behmd #

- Meanwh|le Anna Hadley has spent e|ghteen years
Seni bUIldlng the Beacon Inn lnto the heart of the Cape
- Cod commun|ty wh|Ie raising Scarlett the daughter "
= she loves more than anythlng But when Nate

. _unexpectedly reenters Lucy s life, long- burled truths '
begin to surface, mtertwmmg the I|ves of the two
women and forcing them to confront the
- consequences of the risks they took in the name of
Iove ' e

Set agalnst the charm of the New England coast
Finding Scarlett is an emotlonal novelabout first
Iove second chances, forglveness motherhood, and
' the families we choose.
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Reluctantly, I retraced my steps along the dock, sneaking a
' '-peek over my shoulder at the last sliver of sunlight on the

~horizon. I felt like Cinderella in reverse. | didn't want to go
- to the ba"room... |

As| made my way to the end of the pier, a fishhook pierced
my bare heel. I crouched down to examine the wound, and

when | looked up, a guy wearing a chef jacket was standing

over me. He couldn 't have been much older than me, and

. :‘é}- with hrs wmdswept hair and tan skin, he looked more like

: he belonged on a surfboard than m a kitchen.

L “Damn tounsts, he said when our eyes met. His voice was

' ~ smooth, like melted chocolate, his eyes so intense |hadto
ﬁ;_._look away.-. "_They never clean up after themselves."

 lwasn't sure what to say to that. Techmcally, | was one oy
0 _*those tounsts '

N "Come on, ) let me help you get that out,” he said, leading me \
N _to a nearby bench N Sl -

L He pressed a fmger over the incision and the mtrmacy of it
" made me gasp as warmth spread through my stomach.




3"-‘-_'S:orry;__fit-’s'.in there pretty deep,” he said as he gently eaSed
-out the hook and applied more pressure with his finger to

.T stop the bleeding. Then he produced a Band-Aid from his
i pocket and affrxed it to my wound.

“Do you always carry Band-Aids wrth you?” Those were the
 first words | fma"y managed

o work in the krtchen _here, ” he answered, smiling and giving
me my first glimpse of his dimples.

N “So, you?re_'responeible for all that pate and raw fish?” |
asked wn'nkling-my nose '

2 “Guilty. We" I do the prep work anyway. | take it you're not

3 afan?”

“I'd have pancakes for dmner every night if | had my way.”

' 3__ "'--“Syrup or honey”’

“Is that evena questron’ Syrup.” A“d then | qurckly added
G “But none of that imitation crap.” '

He pretended to be offended “Is that even a questron . L

| 1 laughed, relaxing mto the conversatron. ‘How about you?
S Syrup or honey?” -

| “Nerther ” He shifted his body to face me. ‘| prefer waffles. |
like the challenge of getting a little butter in every square.”

i \“l' can’t believe | let a waffle guy pull a hook out of my foot. T




5 J|II Meyer spent sixteen years as the owner and
# ;"'*' manager of two CapeCod inns, where she devoted
Iy counﬂess hours to baklng mufflns plunging t0|Iets and -
vtryjng not to, Iaugh at outrageous guest behavior. :
Inf)‘keepmg was far from the romantic vision it often '
_’ 'r-fé-lnspjres but J||I w0uldn t trade the headaches for

wed dmgs andwrltescustom vows,speechesand
ceremonles '"Flndlng Scarlett is her debut novel =
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