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She’s hiding a broken engagement. He’s concealing his true birth heritage. They’ll have to trust
their hearts even if they’re sure love is a lie. Now that Eva Halloway is back in her hometown of
Cinnamon Bay, she has one full plate with the grand re-opening of her newly inherited boardwalk
cafe and a broken engagement to hide from the town gossip mill. First, Eva must bury her
bruised heart, and second, she must ban the ridiculous Cafe Amour drink from the menu. But,
sexy stranger, Mac Jenssen strolls into her cafe and before she knows it, they’ve both sipped on
the legendary love concoction. By the end of the day, Eva is up to her neck in a feud with a trio of
matchmaking little old ladies and wondering if she can trust herself to help Mac uncover his past.
Macklin Jenssen arrives in Cinnamon Bay to search for the family who gave him up for adoption.
Instead, he finds Eva, a legend about love, and a lighthouse with ties to his past. Plus, a spiced
drink that is out of this world delicious. He hasn’t bargained for any of it, but he isn’t saying no to
love either. In fact, the more he comes to know Eva, the more he’s considering a permanent
move. Too bad she’s made up her mind about him, and the odds aren’t in his favor. With town
gossip and crazy bat-wielding locals, Eva and Mac face an uphill battle. It might be opposites
attract or even fate, but they will have to learn to trust in each other and the power of love if they
ever want to find their happily ever after. Delve into a new world of romance, mystery, and magic
in the quirky coastal town of Cinnamon Bay, North Carolina. Other books in this series:
September Breeze by Nikki Lynn Barrett-Book 2 Playing Doctor by Monique McDonell-Book 3
Jewel of the Bay by Brea Viragh-Book 4 Must Love Maybe by Holly Cortelyou Treasure of my
Heart by Shannyn Leah-Book 6 Hers to Choose by Connie Davé-Book 7

This was a GREAT Book. The end was GREAT also. Can't wait to read the next book. I. LOVE
this book. You will Love it, too.-Rose (Goodreads Reviewer) What a great start to what I know will
be a fabulous series, one that I have been a part of in the little Facebook group Coffee Talk on
the Boardwalk - I even got to name one of the shops. This prequel sets up Cinnamon Bay and
it's quirky characters perfectly. Eva owns Brewed with a View and is just wanting it to be a
success. Mac comes to town looking for some information on his biological family. What they
both don't expect is each other. Delightful, funny, sweet and fabulous. Super excited and cant
wait for the next one. -Kimhe (Goodreads Reviewer) I was totally captivated with the great
character and storyline development from the very beginning and I had a very hard time putting
this book down until I was finished reading the very last page!-Pat (Goodreads
Reviewer) BrilliantLoved loved loved this book loved the characters a great story well told and
place that sounds beauty give it a go-Pete (Goodreads Reviewer) What a great start to the
Cinnamon Bay series. Love on the Boardwalk centers around Eva and Mac. Eva has inherited
Brewed with a View from her deceased grandmother, Lilith. She decides to revamp the menu



and her first order of business is removing the drink, Cafe Amour. The town's matchmakers,
Hattie, Trixie, and Birdie, object. They get Eva to make it and drink it for herself. She doesn't
believe it's works in getting the people who drink it to fall in love. When Mac enters the coffee
shop, the ladies get Eva to let Mac drink the remainder. This book is not just a love story, it's also
about growing as a person and realizing that things aren't always how they appear. I can't wait to
read all the Cinnamon Bay books.-Penny (Goodreads Reviewer) This is a wonderful romance in
the small town of Cinnamon Bay. With a boardwalk setting, sweet romantic characters and
matchmaking little old ladies, this story charmed me from the very beginning.This will be a very
enjoyable series to follow.-Heather (Goodreads Reviewer) Love on the Boardwalk is the first
book I have read by Brea Viragh and it is a wonderful romance that offers lots of small town
charm, humor and sweetness. This is Mac and Eva story they're both enjoyable characters
along with all of side characters that are hilarious. Their attraction was strong and their chemistry
generated lots of sparks. The storyline was engaging and fun but offers a solid amount of drama
and emotional turmoil as this couple's relationship evolves into more than they ever imagined. I
hope this becomes a series!-Georgia (Goodreads Reviewer) A beautifully written book. Some
wonderful characters, some intriguing characters., Well thought out story and brought together
beautifully. I really loved the book that was so hard to put down.-Ronald (Goodreads
Reviewer) Easy and enjoyable It was an easy and enjoyable read from the first page. Looking
forward to the next book coming out soon!-Christopher (Goodreads Reviewer) You know right in
the beginning of the book Eva and Mac will end up together. They've each drank the Cafe Amour
and looked into each others eyes. So now it's just when and how and how many twists and turns
the story will take and boy does it ever....The book is well written and keeps your interest
throughout the adventures. Really enjoyed this book.-Janet (Goodreads Reviewer) A well written
perfectly paced story pulling you in from the start. How Eva and Mac build a relationship in a
small town everyone wants to grow up in because you are known by all. You learn to work
through your problems with friends and family. A good start to a great series. Cannot wait to read
the rest in the series.-Pauline (Goodreads Reviewer) Love on the Boardwalk: Great story and
romance. Loved the characters and the mith about the special coffee! Loved the surprises
throughout and the lighthouse. Great writing!-Katherine (Goodreads Reviewer) Oh my. What a
great book. The storyline is amazing and I love all the characters-Paula (Goodreads Reviewer) I
enjoyed reading this book, looking forward to the next book. Wonderful characters, especially
the busy bodies who just made me LOL-Isabella (Goodreads Reviewer)
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Chapter OneFOR AS LONG as Eva Halloway could remember, the menu at the Brewed with a
View coffee shop had remained the same.She’d learned by heart each specialty drink, hot drink,
and pastry from her childhood days spent sitting on one of the stools along the antique counter
and watching her grandmother tend to customers. Hands down, her favorite item on the menu
had been the strawberry float. And even now, years later, just being in the coffee shop, the
familiar smells and the atmosphere had her craving a strawberry float. Maybe if her grandmother
had been on the other side of the counter, she would have indulged in the drink of her
childhood.Instead, Eva stood on the other side of her counter, filling the shoes of her late
grandmother, Lilith. It hadn’t been a surprise that Lilith had left her only granddaughter the family
business, but rather a surprise that her spry nana had passed away so suddenly.Eva hadn’t
asked or been looking for a new beginning, but at the same time, the change had been exactly
what she needed. She’d moved back to her summertime playground of Cinnamon Bay, North
Carolina and took over Brewed with a View.And with new beginnings, she decided the menu
could use some spicing up—or rather an entire revamp. After weeks of research, she’d narrowed
down the specialty, hot, and cold drinks. She’d added a fruit and smoothie line as well as a “grab-
n-go” snack line. All having funky new names. And today was the day she’d introduce the new
menu to the town. Balancing on the ladder, she finished writing the last drink on the oversized
chalkboard—her grandmother hadn’t modernized with digital screens, and Eva quite liked the
cozy feeling of the old chalkboard.She leaned back to admire the white-and-blue chalk words
she’d scripted and was confident the sweet maple cold brew would be the perfect replacement
for the town’s legendary Café Amour. The antique clock chimed six times, telling her it was time
to open. She climbed down the ladder, rinsed the chalk from her fingertips and dried them on
her apron as she crossed the room and flipped the open sign.The foggy morning seemed
appropriate for the tiny touch of dread inside her. She knew taking Café Amour off the menu



might not fly with the town, but this was her coffee shop and if she wanted to remove a silly drink
that gave people false hope and foolhardy expectations she didn’t believe in, then so be it. And if
she had to stand up to every single person who lived in Cinnamon Bay, bring on the torches and
pitchforks of the angry mob townsfolk.The lock clacked as she slowly turned the deadbolt.
Through the glass door, she could see three shadowed figures walking down the boardwalk, the
fog rising around them set the scene of a horror movie.Chills crept up her spine.The whole town
in mob form wasn’t nearly as scary as Hattie, Trixie, and Birdie, the resident matchmakers, and
her late grandmother’s best friends.Eva’s gaze flitted over her shoulder to the chalkboard. There
was still time to add the Café Amour back on. No. She refused.Taking a deep breath of
confidence, she walked back behind the counter. Kolby Reeves, her newest—but the coffee
shop’s oldest—employee, made it to the ladder first and unhinged the sides to flatten it.She
admired his thick dreadlocks wrapped in a fancy bun atop his head. He spent more time on his
hair than she did her entire morning regime. She glanced down, second-guessing her jeans and
T-shirt and wondering if she should have decided on a dress for today, to give her a softer,
sweeter side.Not to impress Kolby; they batted for the same team.No, her mind was still on
easing the new menu to the ladies getting closer. She could see the outline of Trixie’s and
Birdie’s hats. Hattie refused to wear a hat because of her name, which spoke volumes to her
stubbornness. “I see the matchmaking posse is on their way bright and early today.” Kolby
hitched his eyebrows upward as he walked past her with the ladder tucked under one arm.
“Almost as if they sensed what you’ve done.”“Not you too.”He continued walking as he spoke.
“Sweetheart, you know it’s true. I warned you about taking Café Amour off the menu. But I won’t
abandon you to three little old matchmakers.”The bell above the door rang, and the tap of heels
clicking on the hardwood floor warned them the matchmakers were in the coffee shop.“Then
where are you going?” Eva hissed at Kolby in a low whisper for only him to hear.“I have to put the
ladder away and…count the forks,” he said.“Count the forks?” Lies, all of them.He glanced over
his shoulder. “Honey, one of us needs to survive to be able to serve the customers. I’ll be back
after the wrath of what you’ve created has passed.” His fingers spun in the air for
effect.“Chicken.” But her hiss was only met with an amused chuckle as he disappeared into the
back. Deep breaths. Deep breaths. It was her coffee shop, and she had this. Plastering her best
smile on her lips, she turned toward the powerful three. “Good morning, ladies.”None of them
responded. Their eyes zeroed in on the menu.Eva grabbed three coffee mugs and a pot of
freshly brewed java and made her way around the counter. “The usual, ladies? And the usual
table?”She filled the mugs over at the bistro table by the window where the trio sat every
morning, ordering the same thing. Being Eva’s grandmother’s best friends, she didn’t make them
wait in line to order their drinks. Even Kolby knew to spoil them by delivering their drinks to their
table.“I never thought the day would come,” Trixie said, her regular bubbly demeanor
lacking. “Lilith would roll over in her grave.” The bracelets on Birdie’s wrists clanged as she
pointed at the menu. Hattie, the unsaid leader, remained silent, and Eva sensed that was by far
worse.“Now, ladies…” Eva turned to face them and found Trixie already behind the counter,



chalk in hand and trying to hoist herself up the ladder. “Trixie! Get down from there!” Eva left the
coffee pot on the table and rushed to the old woman’s side before she slipped and broke a hip.
Cautiously, Eva drew Trixie’s foot down and steadied her on level ground.Eva planted her hands
on her hips and sent the old lady a glare. “What are you doing?” Trixie pointed the chalk at her.
“You’re missing a drink.” Eva snatched the chalk away. “I’m not missing a drink. I purposely didn’t
add the drink.”Trixie gasped and covered her mouth. “Oh my word.” Her eyelids closed, and she
tilted her head upward. “I’m hearing things. Good lord, I’m hearing things. This child claims she’s
not putting Café Amour back on the menu.”“You’re not hearing things.” Eva kept a firm tone. “I’ve
revamped the menu, and that’s all the coffee shop is serving from now on.”“All?” Hattie asked in
her calm and composed manner.Eva’s gaze locked on Hattie’s forceful stare. “Yes, all.”The older
woman was trying to crack her and break her down.It wouldn’t work.Hattie stared.Eva stared
back.A thick tension grew around their silence for what felt like minutes before the bell sounded
and customers entered the coffee shop. “Let’s let Eva tend to her customers,” Hattie said. No
mention of the drink, no attempt to put it back on the board. Eva would feel success, but she
knew better with these old gals. She watched the three ladies whisper about the missing drink
not as quiet as she assumed they’d meant to be. “That didn’t go as badly as I thought it would.”
She jumped at Kolby’s voice beside her. “Your timing is impeccable,” she told him before she
smiled at the customer waiting by her counter. “What can I get for you today?”“I was told you sell
Café Amour.”THE MORNING WAS a confusion of new drink names and explanations, but the
laughter and interaction with the customers left everyone smiling. Even the trio of matchmakers
couldn’t argue that the morning had been a fun, eventful few hours.And there the ladies still sat,
at their table, as if they had nothing else to do today. Which was quite the opposite. Eva knew all
about their daily routines, not by choice; her grandma had been as much a gossiper as they
were. She knew Mondays, Wednesdays, and Fridays they did yoga at Zen Bodies. And
Tuesdays and Thursdays were left for Zumba.She also knew about their Saturday danceathon at
the retirement home and knitting on Sundays. Not to mention, their book club, which they’d
named Coffee Talk on the Boardwalk. The trio kept busy, but today, they hadn’t budged. They’d
moved from drinking coffee to water. She was making no money off their table, which was less
worrisome than whatever plan they were constructing. “They’ve got the look.” Kolby was folding a
paper napkin into one of his funky, unique origami creations, with one eye peeking up at the
trio.“Stop it. You’re being paranoid.” Eva peeked up from the cup she was scribbling a name on to
find they did indeed have the look. “See, the look,” he whispered in her ear.He was right. There
was no denying it, and as soon as her lineup cleared, the trio was standing on the other
side.“Ladies, is there anything else I can get you?”“Eva Halloway, you may have been raised in
Boston, but you spent every summer here in Cinnamon Bay. You’re a Halloway. If anyone would
believe the legend, it should be you. Your blood is part of the legend.” She sighed, tired of the
same old story. “It’s just a drink.”“If it’s just a drink, why take it off the menu?” Birdie perched her
eyebrows high enough they disappeared under her beige beret. Eva wasn’t about to start a
conversation on the false hope of Café Amour that had led her mother to make the worst



decision of her life—marrying Eva’s father.“I love you ladies like you’re my grandmothers, but this
time, I don’t need your support. It’s staying off the menu. End of story.”She turned and grabbed a
washcloth to wipe the already sparkling clean counter. “On one condition,” Hattie spoke for the
first time, and Eva had prepared herself for this fight. She tossed the washcloth in the sink and
turned around, leaned her back against the counter and placed her flat palms on top of the cool
surface. “Name it.”“You make a Café Amour and drink it yourself.”Eva scrunched her face
together. “What?” She hadn’t expected the strange request. “I think that’s fair.” Kolby came to her
side, with his traitorous words. “What? No,” Eva repeated.“If you don’t believe in the drink, what
harm can come from it?” Hattie dared her. “If I make the drink, and drink it, you’ll drop putting it
back on the menu?” Eva asked.“If, after you drink it, you don’t find your true love, we’ll drop
it.” That wouldn’t be a problem. Eva was destined to be alone, didn’t want to find love after seeing
how it destroyed her mother. “Fine.” She wiped her hands on her apron. “I’m in. I’ll grab the
ingredients.”She knew the recipe by heart as she’d watched her grandmother prepare it for the
tourists who came into the shop looking for the legendary Café Amour. “And, Trixie, put the chalk
down.” Eva pointed a warning finger at her before she gathered the ingredients. “This is exciting.”
Birdie climbed on the stool at the end of the counter, rubbing together her hands anticipatively.
“I’ve dreamed of the day you finally down the drink.”Eva rolled her eyes. “It’s only regular
ingredients mixed together. There is nothing special about it.”“You know that’s not true,” Hattie
said. “Made by a Halloway, with Cinnamon Bay’s cinnamon, and the recipe turns into a love
potion.”“A potion for disaster,” Eva muttered. “Oh, thee of little faith,” Birdie said. Eva pointed her
teaspoon at Trixie, who had pulled a chair to the counter. “I swear Trixie if you go anywhere near
that board…” “All in good time.”Eva finished preparing a small pot of the drink, poured some in a
mug, and looked at the glistening top. This drink was to blame for every hateful thing her father
had ever done to her mother. She held the mug up. It was only ingredients mixed together into a
silly legend she didn’t believe. Kolby beamed beside her, his hands wringing a tea
towel. “Bottoms up.” Eva cheered to the air, took a deep breath, and drank the drink she’d
promised herself she never would have again. It didn’t taste like anything more than chocolate,
orange zest, and spice. When she moved it from her lips, Hattie touched the bottom of the glass
and tipped it upward, forcing Eva to chug the drink. “Let’s not waste a drop.”When every drop
was gone, Eva tilted the cup sideways, showing the ladies the evidence.She didn’t feel
different.She didn’t feel in love.And at the same time, did she feel disappointed? The door
chimed, and Eva looked up. Her heart slowed, and her body numbed as eyes as blue as the
water along the boardwalk met hers in what felt like the longest seconds of her life. When she
should pull away, she didn’t. When she should’ve smiled, her mouth remained parted like a
gaping fool. And was that a pull inside her? A pull to a stranger?She’d forgotten she wasn’t alone
until Kolby gave a low whistle, and Trixie said, “Well, that boy is the spitting image of
Macklin Parker. It’s like he’s come back from the dead!”Chapter TwoMAC WASN’T SURE what
to expect when he rolled into town and immediately followed his nose to coffee. Rather, he
followed the directions on his phone, but his brain and his nose were in complete agreement.His



footsteps echoed off the wooden boardwalk, and the sound of the ocean waves crashing made
a nice contrast until they fell into synch. Crash, boom. Left, right.It was certainly a beautiful place,
and totally different from where he’d been living in Maine for the past several years. The good
thing about graphic design? You could do it anywhere.You could even pick up your entire life, sell
your apartment, and move to North Carolina on a whim if so desired.Which sounded crazy now
that he thought about it. Sadly, it was exactly what circled around in the back of his mind. He
settled for a rental and a month. Now he was here, at least for the time being. To find out about
the grandfather who had given him up for adoption.It seemed silly when he dissected it, so Mac
left it alone and opted for coffee instead.Pushing open the door to the coffee shop, he was
greeted with a cheery tinkle of bells on glass.His skin crawled when every eye in the place fell on
him. He felt each gaze as if they were little needles pricking at his skin. Acupuncture made up of
curiosity and intrigue.Oookay, weird.He approached the front counter, fighting to keep his gaze
on the menu and his feet from tripping, even when the three older ladies directly to his left were
trying to bore through him with their eyes.There were whispers, he was sure, and positive he’d
heard his grandfather’s name repeated—which was impossible—Mac tried to focus on the menu
written in cursive. He caught a glimpse of a dark-haired woman zipping into the back room
without giving him a clear look at her face.Curious.The slender, athletic man fiddling with an
espresso machine came over to help the person at the front of the line.“I’ll have, ah—” Mac
began hesitantly.“You know…” The first of the old ladies, wearing a tan beret over a head of
copper-colored hair, sidled closer to him with a wink of her nonexistent eyelashes. Bracelets
jingled when she reached out to clasp his wrist.Mac started at the contact.“You remind me of
someone,” she said slowly.Her skin was soft and rubbed against him like aged paper. He fought
to smile instead of what he really wanted to do—break the contact and crawl back into his artist
cave with no one the wiser for his visit.He was a solitary creature by nature.“Do I? I get that a lot.
It’s the hair.” He used his free hand to gesture toward the ebony strands. “It’s a common cut.”“No,
no. Not just anyone. A staple here in Cinnamon Bay,” the lady continued.“You really are the
spitting image of the man. God rest his soul.” This from the center hen—for what did they look
like but little roosting hens all fluffed on their perch? —who raked him from head to toe with an
all-seeing stare.“I’m sorry for your loss.” Mac hoped it was the right thing to say.The one still
holding his wrist waved the comment away. “He’s been gone about four months. His wife longer
than that. Lost her in childbirth, he did. Only the sister is left. What’s your name,
sweetheart?”He’d thought this would be an easy in and out for a cup of coffee. He’d severely
underestimated small towns.He kept a grin pinned to his cheeks. “Macklin. Mac to my friends.”It
might have been his imagination, but all three women settled in their seats, their expressions
identical cat-in-the-canary-cage sly.“Macklin isn’t a very common name, now is it, Birdie?” The
rosy-cheeked matron asked her companion.“No, not to my knowledge,” the second replied.
“Although Elizabeth’s brother’s name was Macklin.”Mac started. They couldn’t possibly know his
relation to his dead grandfather on first contact, right? It was ridiculous.“Sorry, ladies. I’m just
here for a drink,” he soothed.“You know, Brewed with a View is known throughout the state for



our specialty drink,” the farthest woman told him. “It’s called Café Amour, truly delicious.
Historical, you might say.”The closest adjusted her bracelets. “Mystical, even.”“You ladies need
to leave him alone. You’re going to scare away my customers.”Mac swiveled around to see the
same man with mocha-colored skin wagging a finger at the old ladies as if he was scolding
them, but he also noticed the twinkle of humor in the other man’s eyes. The familiarity between
the man and the ladies all but proved his suspicion that the trio were more than likely regulars
here.Their talk about his grandfather was unsettling, so Mac latched on to the lifesaver the man
behind the counter offered up.“I need caffeine.” A glance down at the nametag pinned on a black
t-shirt told him the fellow’s name was Kolby. “Please.”He received a wink for his politeness.
“Anything for you, sweetheart.”Another sweetheart? Maybe it was a southern thing.The farthest
hen interrupted when Kolby turned to the coffee bar. “He wants to try the Café Amour.”Mac
shook his head. “I don’t want anyone to go to any trouble—”“It’s nothing!” the woman insisted,
interrupting him.Kolby fixed her with a hard look. “Trixie, it’s not on the menu anymore. Okay? I
know you goaded Eva into making it earlier, but she isn’t going to be happy knowing you’re still
trying to push it on customers. Drop it.”Trixie held her wrinkled hands in front of her, the perfect
picture of Mrs. Clause innocence. “This is the last one, I promise.”Mac shifted from foot to foot
and stared at his watch. He’d been on the road for a good five hours to start already, having
divided his trip into multiple legs, and he was itching to get to his rental and shower. From there,
he still had to settle in and do a couple work-related jobs before delving into his side
project.Family history.“I really don’t want anyone to go to any trouble for me. Truly. A straight up
coffee is acceptable,” he said.Trixie’s voice went hard. “Get Eva.”Kolby tilted his head, pursed his
lips and huffed. His arms were at his sides, and he executed a perfect pouty pirouette before
pushing into the back room.To get Eva, Mac assumed.It took seconds before the beauty he’d
only glimpsed earlier was back in the room. She tucked a lock of hair behind her ear before
offering him a hesitant half smile, her teeth nibbling on her lower lip.Holy knockout, Batman.The
woman was a stunner, with eyes the color of a stormy summer sky. The apron she wore couldn’t
disguise her figure: curves in all the right places, long, tanned arms and artist’s fingers.His throat
went dry. Fingers clenched at his sides, and Mac felt like he’d been punched in the gut.She
laced her fingers in front of her and graced him with a soft grin. “I’m going to guess you’ve been
roped into asking for Café Amour.”Mac shrugged, anxiety twisting in his stomach. “I’m not sure
what to get.”“Don’t let the sweet old lady persona get to you. They can be tricky. What do you
need, stranger?”“Mac,” he said automatically.Her smile brightened, reaching her eyes, and a
nuclear bomb beneath his sternum detonated. For a second, he’d forgotten where he was. What
he was doing…why was he here, again?“Eva,” she replied. “It’s a pleasure. And I have a bit of the
Café Amour leftover from when I was forced to make it this morning. I’d be happy to give you
some, and whatever else you want. No charge on the first. Girl’s gotta make a living on the
second.”“Thanks.” He inclined his head, trying not to stare at her rear when she turned toward
the back. He failed miserably.“We’ve been relegated to the table,” Hattie said, casting her nose
toward the window and grabbing his attention with her husky voice. “We aren’t allowed to get up



for fear of making trouble.” She stressed the last two words.Eva rolled her eyes when she came
back, her hands wrapped around a cup of something steaming. “I’m sorry, Hattie. You can get up
from the table. You just aren’t allowed to grab my chalk or break a hip. Looking at you, Trixie.” Her
gaze fell on Mac. “Long story.”“I’d love to hear it sometime.” He accepted the cup, inhaling deeply
and recognizing the scents of orange, cinnamon. Perhaps a little allspice. Something else he
couldn’t quite put his finger on.“It’s a secret ingredient,” Eva said, reading his mind. “Sorry. Family
thing. One that isn’t on the menu anymore for good reason.”Mac hazarded a sip, burning his
tongue in the process, and loving every minute of it. Heat settled into his stomach. He closed his
eyes and enjoyed the feeling, the rest of the coffee shop fading away.When he finally opened
them again, Eva was staring at him with her mouth moving, and her head cocked to the
side.“What else did you want, Mac?”Oh, God. There were too many things. Her, namely, and
she’d shot straight up to the top of the priority list.“Coffee?” It came out more of a question than
an answer.Reading his mind again, she moved over to a pot behind her and filled a to-go cup to
the brim. He dug in his pocket for money, handing it over to her, their fingers touching when it
exchanged hands. There was a spark of recognition. A quick zap of energy.“Thanks. It…it was
nice to meet you.”“And you as well.”They passed one final smile between them before Mac
forced his body toward the door.“What did you say your name was?” Hattie called after him.Mac
stopped, his hand on the door handle. “Mac.”“Last name.”Okay, it was something to remember
when he came into the café again, because he surely would be back. The staff was friendly—
and arousing—but there were demanding little ladies ready to peck at him.“Sorry. Jenssen,” he
replied.“You truly are the spitting image of old Macklin Parker,” Hattie began, sharing a look
between her fellow ladies. “Too bad he just passed. Although I remember that Elizabeth, his
sister, lives out on Cassia Street. She’d be in her seventies now.”Trixie and Birdie nodded in
agreement. “Yes, I think you’re right. Quaint little yellow house with that bright Bermuda lime-
green trim. Pretty place if you ignore the paint.”Mac’s ears perked up at the mention of the name.
He might be curious, but he wasn’t going to let on to these three that he was. The conversation
was getting a little too close to why he was in Cinnamon Bay, and it was making him a little too
uncomfortable.He needed to get out of there, and fast.With a slight raise of his to-go cup, Mac
peered back at Eva. “Thank you for the coffee. It’s some of the best I’ve ever had, and I’m sure I’ll
be back.” Twisting a smidge, he glanced over at the old ladies. “Nice meeting you all but I have
work I need to get done. You all have a nice day.”He was out the door before anyone could
respond. Seemed he might have an aunt in town. Mac just wasn’t sure if that was a good thing or
not.IN ALL HIS twenty-eight years, Mac had never considered himself an adventurous person.
He knew what he wanted to do, he went for it, and there was little to no deviation from his
pattern. His adoption was something he’d known about from a young age, although his parents
made sure he was loved. They also made sure to never keep his history from him, what little they
knew.It wasn’t until word came to him of his paternal grandfather’s death that he realized he
wanted to know more. To stretch outside his comfort zone. To see if he could figure out why his
grandfather allowed him to be adopted. Why he hadn’t wanted to raise Mac himself.Behind the



wheel of the car, he tried to balance his cell phone with directions to his rental and the truly
delicious cup of coffee without dropping either on his lap.The windows were down, and warm air
streamed in smelling of salt and pine. It was a delicious combination. Cinnamon Bay was turning
out to be a prettier place than he’d thought.He turned a corner and caught the green flash of a
street sign. Looking for Seventh, where he was staying, seeing Cassia instead.The old woman’s
closing statement repeated in his head. On a whim, he whipped the car around, bounding over
the street corner, almost taking out a stop sign.Watch where you’re going, dummy!Mac kept his
eyes on the lookout for a yellow house with Bermuda green trim, whatever that meant.He went
up and down the street twice before pulling in front of a quaint one-story cottage with turquoise
trim instead of green. The canary yellow was a bit garish at first, he admitted, but all in all the
place was tidy. Adorable. Some may even say quaint.What was he doing?Twisting the key in the
ignition, he stared at the house and tried to decide what he would say.Hi, nice to meet you. I
happen to be your great-nephew.Yeah, it sounded ridiculous.Even so, he got out of the car
fueled entirely by coffee and nerves. Both fluttered in his stomach like someone had unleashed
the hounds.Taking a deep breath, he knocked on the door and tried to come up with a good
excuse if it turned out the house belonged to a family of four with a dog instead of a potential
blood relation.A lock clicked, and he fixed an open and trusting grin on his face.Before a
baseball bat slammed into his upper arm.Mac fell back on the front stoop with a grunt, only to
see a screaming harpy with frizzy gray hair coming for him again.“If you try to steal my
newspaper again, Henderson, then I am going to cave in your head! Get your own
subscription.”“Hold on a minute!” Mac had to shout to be heard over the screaming, holding his
arms up and trying to stop the bat from coming down on the softer parts of his anatomy. “I’m not
Henderson!”He caught the bat a split second before she brought it up between his legs.The
woman stared at him, one eyebrow raised, teeth bared in a growl. “No, you aren’t, are you?” she
replied slowly.Inch by inch, the bat lowered until it tapped the cement.“You have approximately
two point three five seconds to tell me who you are and to get off my property.” Despite her age,
the woman reached out and grabbed her newspaper with her claw-like free hand, cradling it to
her chest.Mac straightened and adjusted his shirt, feeling an ache in his arm. There was going
to be a monster of a bruise there later. “This is going to sound crazy…”“I’m sure I’ve heard
stranger.”“But I’m here to ask about my grandfather. His name was Macklin, which also happens
to be my name. I think we might be related. Are you Elizabeth?”She raked him up and down with
eyes that should be classified as weapons before shaking her head. “Impossible. My brother had
a son who passed, but no grandkids. Ask anyone in Cinnamon Bay, and they’ll all tell you the
same thing.”“Oh.” Mac didn’t know what to say, the knots in his stomach tying tighter. How many
Macklin Parkers could there possibly be in Cinnamon Bay? Could the Hens have been wrong
about the connection? “I’m sorry to bother you,” he continued softly. “These three ladies in town
mentioned you were his sister. I just…I wanted to stop in and meet you.”The old woman
narrowed her eyes and stared at him through coke-bottle glasses. No doubt seeing everything
he tried to hide. The way she looked at him…Mac took a step in the opposite direction. He didn’t



want her to go off on him again.“Three old ladies sent you here, huh?” she asked at last.He
nodded, rubbing himself where the bat struck his skin. “You know them?”“Everyone knows those
old sticky-beaks. Sorry, kid. I can’t help you.”Then she turned and headed inside, slamming the
door firmly shut behind her, leaving him in no doubt whatsoever that this conversation was
over.Chapter ThreeEVA LOCKED THE front door of the coffee shop at the close of business and
silently congratulated herself on a successful day. The customers had seemed to embrace the
new menu – if she ignored the requests for Café Amour and the old ladies nagging her and
making her whip up that one batch.She hadn’t wanted to drink it again, and she was a little
surprised that the first person to come in just after was a handsome stranger, but that was a
coincidence. She believed in coincidences, not magic.If she visited a new place, she’d head
straight for the coffee shop too, the logical part of her brain reminded her, even if the slightly
mystical part was surprised by the zing of attraction, she’d felt for him. Good to know that part of
her hadn’t shut up shop completely.Still, all in all, it had been a successful day, and that put her
in a good mood. She didn’t realize how anxious she’d been about the changes until the moment
had passed.The walk home from the coffee shop took her along the boardwalk, which was quiet
for this time of day. A few seagulls were having a party around a small pile of fries someone had
dropped, and she waved to other shop owners as she wandered toward her home on Seventh
street, with a wide smile on her face.She paused outside her mailbox to check the mail when an
unfamiliar truck pulled up across the street in front of the old Williamses’ place.Eva knew their
son was letting it out for short-term rentals, but so far, she hadn’t seen anyone in there. She was
curious to see if she might have a new neighbor, so she lingered a little longer, sifting through
the catalogs and mail she’d just pulled from the box.When Mac stepped out of the pickup, she
hoped her mouth wasn’t hanging open too much.What were the odds of the hot new guy in town
being her neighbor? Wait until her grandmother’s friends got wind of this news.“Hey,” she called
out to him from across the street. She didn’t want to appear rude.He looked up at her, a scowl
marring his handsome face.“Oh, hey.”He didn’t sound all that pleased to see her, certainly not
like a man who had just fallen madly in love with her anyway. See, the magic wasn’t real, she
thought. She was right, even if a part of her felt a twinge of sadness over that.“Are you moving
in?”“Yeah, just for a little while.” He opened the back of the truck and pulled out two bags.“Well,
I’m just over here if you need anything.” She tilted her head toward the house.“Thanks. I think I
have everything I need,” he said, turning on his heel and heading into his house.In other words,
he didn’t need her or her help.Still, there was no need to be rude about it. He’d seemed nicer
today in the coffee shop and even a little bit interested, but maybe that was the old ladies getting
in her head, affecting her judgment because that man had just dismissed her out of hand.He
was not interested. The magic drink was not magical, and Eva was going to spend the night
fantasizing about her latest book boyfriend instead, because book boyfriends never broke her
heart or abandoned her, and they didn’t run hot and cold either, unlike some people.THE
FOLLOWING EVENING didn’t fare much better for Mac. He’d managed a beer and shower, after
which he felt a little more human and less on edge about his interaction with Elizabeth Parker.



With a cooler head, he realized he had probably been exceptionally rude to the very pretty Eva
from the coffee shop, and he regretted it.
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Kathy, “A simply delightful way to kick off a new series!. In this first book of the Cinnamon Bay
series, we meet Eva Holloway, the owner of Brewed with a View coffee shop and Mac Jenssen,
a graphic designer looking for his birth family. Although there's instant attraction, secrets and
trust issues make their HEA a bumpy climb. I very much liked these intriguing characters whose
lives, although different, have both been touched by abandonment issues. On the lighter side, I
loved the meddlesome trio of older ladies who always seemed to be a step ahead of everyone!
I'm not sure how they did this, but somehow six authors, from across the globe, wrote this book
in such a collaborative way that each chapter flowed seamlessly into the next. Brava to you all!
If I could, I would give six stars - one for each of you! Love on the Boardwalk is a great start to a
brand new series.  I am very excited to read each of your individual novels to follow!”

Ebook Library Reader, “Return to the Lighthouse Compliments of Cafe Amour. What a grand
way to start a new series! Having lived in North Carolina for ten years and loved the Carolina
beach towns in summer or winter,I was taken back to my past while reading this book. The
characters were real, vibrant, a lot like ones I had met. Cinnamon Bay was a compilation of
several towns I had visited. Their descriptions brought back vivid memories. After thirty-six years
in the Midwest, I want to see the ocean and walk in the sand again.The plot was quite good, with
multiple layers weaving characters together. Eva was leery of romance due to abandonment
issues. Mac was guilt-ridden, searching for news of his birth family while loving his adoptive
family so much. Aunt Lizzie, the matchmakers, and Kolby and Craig were wonderful additions.
But let's not talk about Eva's father!This is a great sweet romance to read at the beach or if,
sadly, you can't make the trek. I voluntarily read an Advanced Reader Copy of this book and the
views expressed are my honest opinions.”

Tim, “Great start to a promising new series. This book was an enjoyable read. I intend to read the
next book in this series. I thought the characters were very well developed. The main characters
in the book are Eva Holloway and Macklin Jenssen. They both have issues they are dealing with
and they are both relationship and family issues. Eva Holloway inherited a coffee shop from her
Grandmother. She changes the name of the shop and removes a coffee drink from the menu
that was a sort of love potion. She takes it off because she doesn't think it works. It is also an
effort to make the shop her own. She also has issues with a Father who abandoned her when
she was young. She is also getting over a relationship where they were close to being married
where he calls if off at the last minute. Macklin Jenssen has come to town looking for the family
who gave him up for adoption. There was no profanity that I remember and there are a couple of
scenes where Eva and Macklin have sex; but I didn't think the telling of it by the author was
overly graphic which I appreciated. Also it seems that whenever they did that it caused more
problems with their relationship than it helped it. However, I though the storyline was excellent.



The excerpt regarding the book ask the question about Macklin and Eva's relationship, "It might
be opposites attract..." but I thought they had more in common than they had differences. They
both were very intelligent individuals, they both run their own business, they both have family
issues they are trying to come to grips with. I think one of the reasons they gel is they seem to
understand the feelings of the other. There are parts of this book that are funny and parts that
are sad. I enjoyed it thoroughly and look forward to the next books in the series. I myself am a
Genealogist and I enjoyed the family history part of this as well as the stories associated with
their family histories. I have also read and written reviews for a number of books for Shannyn
Leah, Nikki Lynn Barrett, and Holly Cortelyou and so I am looking forward to the other books in
this series.”

Barb Dee, “A Nice Romance. Having just read a rather scary thriller it was quite nice to read a
romance for a change. Eva Halloway returns to Cinnamon Bay to take over the running of The
Brewed with a view Coffee Shop after the death of her grandmother. She has sworn off romance
for life so one of the most popular items on the menu Cafe Amour had to go much to the distress
of most of her customers who believed that the drink had special power to make the drinkers fall
in love. Macklin Jenssen is in town to find out more about his grandfather and his first visit in the
town is to the coffee shop where he first sees Eva and is immediately smitten. There follows the
usual romance, Eva doesn't want to get involved with him (she does really) but if you want a
lighthearted read then this book should suit you.”

Angie Hackett (Stormageddon), “Interesting read.. The premise of this book was solid enough
but the execution was a little off I think.The story flowed well enough but seemed to stumble
once in a while. Eva irritated me to know end, constantly tying herself up in knots. Mac was ok
but seemed a bit overzealous.The other characters were quirky if nothing else and the setting
was good.”

zoe, “One visit to Cinnamon Bay and i'm hooked!. Welcome to Cinnamon Bay where there’s a
real fight for love going on. Eva and Mac weren’t looking for it and both try to fight it. With the
community of the Bay subtly pushing them together, will Eva let Mac through her barriers to
become a permanent fixture in her life? This is a perfect introduction to Cinnamon Bay, with
wacky characters, laugh out loud moments and a romance that is worth fighting for, once I
stepped foot into Cinnamon Bay I definitely did not want to leave.”

Tanyawriter, “Home. She is back home to reopen the cafe she has just inherited while hiding her
broken engagement. He is in town to find who his parents were and he is also hiding a secret.
They meet and the sparks fly. Can they get together? Will their secrets ruin what could be? Will
others ruin it as well? See just how this will endI received a free copy of this book via Booksprout
and am voluntarily leaving a review.”



Amanda, “A great read.. Eva has come back to run her grandmother's coffee shop. The legend is
that Cafe Amour will help find your true love, but Eva doesn't believe in it. It didn't work for her
parents or her. But she's inveigled into drinking a cup and Mac walks through the door!He's here
to work and find out about his birth family.The characters are believable and well written, the
three grandmother matchmakers are great and the chemistry between Eva and Mac is electric.”

The book by Nikki Lynn Barrett has a rating of  5 out of 4.4. 733 people have provided feedback.
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