
 
A cool breeze had blown in with the tide and the moon 

glittered high in the sky, reigning over the shore, making the 
night seem as dark and smooth as velvet. The kids were snug 
in their sweatshirts. Jenna threw on a cardigan, but a shiver 
still coursed through her as they made their way over the dune. 
The beach seemed like such a different place at night. Quiet. 
Intimate. 

Lucas’s bonfire was a shimmer of orange on the horizon, 
and as they drew closer, Jenna heard the soft strum of music. 
It wasn’t until she and the kids had reached the circle of beach 
chairs around the fire pit that she realized Lucas was the source 
of the soothing melody. 

He smiled at her from across the flames as he strummed an 
acoustic guitar. Tank sat at Lucas’s feet with his head cocked at a 
jaunty angle, one ear up and one ear down. They couldn’t have 
looked more darling together if they’d tried. 

Jenna glanced around. A teenager with red hair parted into 
two braids sat immediately to his left, and on Lucas’s other 
side, a guy wearing a tank top sipped a bottle of beer. There 
were easily two dozen people around the fire, some on blankets, 
others standing and swaying to the music. 

Standing there in her jeans and her mom-cardigan, Jenna 
suddenly felt a hundred years old. What was she doing there? 

Proving you don’t care who Lucas McKinnon dates, remember? 
“I don’t think we have enough marshmallows for everyone,” 

Ally said, glancing down at the plastic bag in her hands. 
“I actually don’t think there’s enough room for us, sweetie,” 

Jenna said, wanting nothing more than to bolt back to the beach 
house. 

“Sure there is,” Nick countered, waving at Lucas. 
Lucas waved back. “Hey, you guys want to squeeze in?” 
Ally and Nick answered simultaneously. “Yeah!” 



Before she could stop them, they sprinted toward the group 
of people around the fire. 

Jenna stayed rooted in place. Her cheeks grew warm, which 
she blamed on the heat of the fire. It definitely wasn’t because 
Lucas was looking at her. 

She swallowed. “It looks like you’re having a party. We can 
just come back.” 

“Trust me, you’d know if we were having a party.” Lucas 
nodded at the guy beside him, motioning for him to make room 
on the log that served as a bench. “Scoot over.” 

He moved to one of the blankets on the sand, and the young 
woman with the red braids did the same. Nick and Ally plopped 
down on either side of Lucas as if they belonged there...as if 
Lucas wanted them close by. Warmth filled Jenna’s chest. 

 “Who wants marshmallows?” Ally raised the bag in the air, 
and all around the bonfire hands went up. 

“See.” Lucas caught Jenna’s gaze and cast a meaningful glance 
at the log beside Ally. “Plenty of room.” 

Jenna took a deep breath. “Yeah.” 


