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“This is in fact a very delightful coming-of-age story, fast-paced, natural and racy in style.” – Diana

“The characters and the story were so well-written and realistic and I was totally sucked in!” – Abbi

“An excellently written portrayal of growing faith.” – Paige

“I was sucked into the story. I laughed, cried and got mad along with Ellie as she learned that being a Christian doesn’t mean that you will have a perfect life. I thoroughly enjoyed it!”—Cindy
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Waltham Academy Book 2: “Worth the Time”

“I've got to hand it to Laura. She was able to take a character that was not likeable at all and turn the character into someone who is worthy. I think one of the things I loved the most about this book was that Lindsey's struggle to discover who she really was was so real.”—Dawn

“I liked this book. It was thought provoking. I liked the honesty, the insights and the fact that it has no perfect ending or characters.”—Lonzine
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To Mom,

I wish every girl like Lindsey could have a mom like you. The world would be a better place.
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Spring of Freshman Year
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Lindsey floated up to her dorm room at Delton School for Girls. Racing to her window, she watched Tristan walk off campus, his gait confident as he held his cell phone up to his ear. She rummaged through her purse for her phone. Was he already calling her to tell her what a great time he’d had? 

Nope. Her screen was dark. He put the phone back into his pocket and cleared the gate leading to the street where his car was parked. 

After changing into her pajamas, Lindsey pulled out her journal from underneath her worn-out copy of Pride and Prejudice. 

Too bad I don’t have sisters to discuss tonight’s date. 

Lindsey smiled as she documented every moment from the time Tristan picked her up, holding flowers, until he dropped her off with a sweet kiss. Her face burned when she got to the part in his car. Dropping her pen, she leaned back against her pillows. 

There was no need to write down the details—she’d never forget the way she’d felt these last two months since the first time they kissed. Sleeping with him had been a small price to pay for the security of being loved. One she’d gladly paid. 
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Lindsey canvased the ballroom. If the posters lining her school’s halls were to be believed, tonight’s Spring Fling promised to be a night to remember. Tradition ordered the girls to come to the party together, where the guys from St. Peter’s School for Boys would be waiting in a line to receive them.

Tristan hadn’t called all week, and Lindsey had given up after he hadn’t returned her eighteenth call. Nothing in her novels had prepared her for that. Didn’t the shy, quiet girl get the cool guy’s attention, and then they lived happily ever after? He’d sent a quick reply to her countless texts, promising to see her tonight. 

There he was, towards the end of the line. He was gorgeous—his slicked back hair, his smoldering blue eyes that matched his tie. He nodded when he saw her, elbowing his friends who stood on either side. 

One by one, guys greeted girls, offering an elbow and escorting them to the tables that outlined the dance floor. Still Tristan stood, not making his way to Lindsey. 

She clutched her dress, the one she’d found after spending five Saturdays in local consignment stores looking for the exquisite blend of whimsy and uniqueness. Covered with soft pink lace, the dress was a classic 50s style with a sweetheart neckline and a cinched waist that fit perfectly. Her brown hair was tied back in a soft side bun, a few strands curled to surround her face. 

She looked flawless. For the first time in her life, she had been complimented by the girls in her class as they boarded the bus to the party.

When all the other girls had been seated, Tristan stood in the middle of the dance floor, offering his hand. 

“Saved the best for last,” he whispered before his lips caressed her cheek. He led her to the table where his friends sat. 

John, a guy Lindsey had seen on Tristan’s photo-sharing feed, raised his glass in a toast after the meal was finished. “To the happy little couple, Tristan and Lindsey.” 

The rest of the table snorted as Tristan punched his friend on the arm. 

“Thanks!” Lindsey lifted her glass, but no one else raised theirs to touch hers. The girls at the table stared at their plates. “Wait, what’s going on?”

John stood. “I didn’t think he could do it, but he did.” He slapped a one hundred-dollar bill on the table before taking his date’s hand and leading her to the crowd that was forming in the center of the dance floor. The other guys did the same. 

Tristan stood and gathered the money, his gaze not meeting Lindsey’s. 

Lindsey jumped up and grabbed his arm. “What’s going on? Tell me now!” 

She blinked back tears as the room seemed to go silent. 

“Look, when we met... It was a bet.”

Lindsey took a step back, bumping into her chair. She clutched the back of it as she sank into its seat. She could no longer blink fast enough to hold back the tears.

The crowd shifted back towards their table, cell phones poised to video the moment. John came back, all too eager to explain. “We saw you at the library. You were walking with your nose stuck in a book—didn’t even hear us calling out to you.”

But she had. The librarian had put a new book on hold for her, and she couldn’t wait to get back to her dorm room to start it. The boys’ jeers had to have been for someone else—guys never noticed her. She’d turned back to her book, entering a world where nice girls got the cute guys. A world opposite her own. “Y’all were talking to me?”

“But you blew us off—first time Tristan ever got ignored by a girl. So, we bet Mr. ‘Ladies Man’ one hundred bucks he couldn’t get you to come to the Spring Fling with him. Five hundred if he could get you into bed.”

Lindsey stood. “But, how?” She turned to Tristan. “Why?” 

“Of course,” John interrupted, “we required photograph evidence, which Tristan so graciously provided.” 

Lindsey held her hands to her stomach. “You won’t get away with this.”

Tristan finally spoke. “You had to know it wasn’t serious. We’ve only been out a few—” 

Her hand flew out, slapping his cheek. He took a step back, rubbing his face. “I’m sorry you found out this way. But don’t worry, the pictures are just of afterwards, nothing graphic.” 

As if that made it better. She slapped him again, her hand shaking too much to do much damage. Tears streamed down her face as she raced out of the room. 

Never again. Never again will I let some guy do this to me. 

Rage fueled her for the next three weeks. Three weeks of mocking giggles when she walked into a classroom. Three weeks of leaving her dorm room only for class. Three weeks of shredding pictures that girls posted on her dorm room door—pictures Tristan had distributed to what seemed like the entire freshman class at both schools.

Three weeks of hell until her mother finally let her come home to Houston for the summer, where the old Lindsey died and the new one emerged from a battered cocoon with beautiful steel wings. 

	[image: image]	 	[image: image]

[image: image]
[image: image]



[image: image]

Senior Year

Lindsey glanced up as the student aide walked into English class. She scrawled the last sentence of her overdue analysis of Macbeth before Mrs. Hensley finished the morning announcements. What teacher assigned homework the first week back from the senior mission trip? Lindsey flinched when a hand tapped her shoulder.

“You’ve been summoned, Miss Hamilton.” Mrs. Hensley slipped a pink hall pass into Lindsey’s hand and snatched the paper on which Lindsey had been scribbling. “You are aware that homework is due at the beginning of class, right?” 

Lindsey stared at the pass. Counselor Santana? Going to Headmaster Phillips’ office would have been easier. She gave her best friend, Melissa, a what-could-be-wrong-now look before she darted out of the classroom, carrying her books in hopes of missing the rest of the period.

“Come in, Lindsey.” The mousy counselor straightened a pile of reports on her desk and opened a manila file folder. Although her tweed jacket, thick glasses attached to a pearl lanyard, and tight bun screamed ‘little old lady,’ Mrs. Santana was more ‘with it’ than any other adult on campus. “I’ve been examining your file, and I’m a little concerned.”

“What now?” Lindsey collapsed into one of the chairs facing the counselor, crossed her legs, and started shaking her foot. Was this about sneaking out on the senior mission trip? Skipping math class already, even though the new semester was only three days old? 

“Well, you know here at Waltham we have a volunteer service requirement for graduation.” Mrs. Santana peered over her glasses before continuing. “I’m afraid you’re behind on your hours.” 

“How behind?” Someone had mentioned volunteer hours when she had transferred to Waltham her sophomore year, but senior year had seemed so far away then. Then when Mrs. Santana had tried to talk to her about it last year, she blew it off, sure the senior trip would cover the hours. 

“The requirement is 200 hours. Since you didn’t attend Waltham for ninth grade, we’ve waived 50 hours. However, you only have 60 of the 150 hours needed for graduation. I’ve tried not to push you on this issue since I know you don’t like being told what to do, but the time has come for you to get your hours or face not walking in June with your friends.” Mrs. Santana put her folder down and gave Lindsey a look. The kind that invited Lindsey to talk about whatever was bugging her.

Lindsey sighed. Mrs. Santana might be the one person who bothered to offer to listen, but Lindsey wasn’t going to accept her invitation to bare her soul or talk about her past or her feelings. “What can I do?”

“It’s just the second week of January, so there’s still almost five months until graduation. But, that doesn’t mean you can push this aside like you have the last two years.” 

“Yes, ma’am.” Did they really check how people volunteered or was it just another paper that was put in a file no one would ever see? I’ll figure a way out; I always do.

“There’s a community center a few miles down the road from Waltham that I think would be perfect for you. There’s a clothing closet, food pantry, education center, and even sports for the neighborhood kids. I told them to expect you today at four.” Mrs. Santana handed Lindsey a blue pamphlet with the words ‘Covington House’ written on the front in large white letters. “I’ll be checking on you weekly to make sure you get this done.” 

“Today? But I—”

“But nothing. There’s no cheer practice, so get there now or in summer school. It’s up to you.” Mrs. Santana crossed her hands over the closed file.

“Okay.” Lindsey started to stand up. 

“Sit, Lindsey. We’re not done. I know you skipped math class this week.” 

Slumping into her seat, Lindsey prepared for a lecture. Although she rolled her eyes at Mrs. Santana, at least one adult in her life noticed she wasn’t okay.
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Ninety hours? Maybe I can get someone to sign my hours somewhere else and Mrs. Santana will forget about it. Lindsey raced into the gym’s locker room. Even though she had a pass from the counselor, Coach Robbins would be upset if Lindsey was late for athletic class. And her legs were still sore from the extra laps she had run yesterday for being tardy. At least there was no cheer practice after school to aggravate the muscle strain. 

“Hey, Linds.” Melissa tied her shoes. “You’ve got two minutes. Hurry.” 

Lindsey was already changing, not stopping to answer. She crumpled the hall pass and threw it on top of her backpack before slamming the locker door. 

Coach was tapping her foot and staring at her watch as Lindsey slid into her spot next to Melissa, who whispered, “What happened with Mrs. Santana?”

“Too much to say. I’ll fill you in later.” Melissa wouldn’t lie for her, so it was best not to mention the volunteer hours until she had an escape plan. Since Mrs. Santana had given her a specific place to serve, that probably ruled out forging her hours. Maybe she’d meet someone at the community center who would just sign the paper. 

By the end of the period, Lindsey was still stumped. Promising to call Melissa later, Lindsey rushed to the field behind the school. Still waiting for news of a football scholarship, Dylan was running through drills with a few of the team’s wide receivers. He threw the ball deep, the spiral hitting Josh between the numbers on his football t-shirt. 

Yeah, Dylan definitely has a shot at being a college quarterback—my quarterback. 

She waved when Dylan turned her way, and he tossed the ball to Josh and jogged over. 

“Hey, Babe.” Dylan reached out for a hug.

Lindsey glanced around. Did they have an audience? A few of the football guys and the girls’ track team were stretching, so she kissed him, pulling away only after Dylan’s teammates called out for them to get a room. 

Despite what she told everyone, Dylan didn’t love her, but that was okay because she didn’t love him either. But, he served his purpose—providing a distraction until she escaped this hellhole of a school. At least he was a hot distraction.

“Can we hang out tonight?” He meant more than that.

“I gotta go do these volunteer hours. Mrs. Santana demanded that I go today or I won’t be able to graduate.” Lindsey snuggled in his arms for a minute, but when everyone had turned back to what they were doing, his arms became a cage.

“That sucks. This weekend?” Dylan tightened his embrace, trapping Lindsey. 

He would be upset if she pushed his arms aside, so she ran her fingers along his back and stopped at his waist. 

“Let me check my calendar.” She gave him one last kiss before strutting off. A few seconds later, she glanced back to see if he was still watching her. 

He was. 

Throwing her stuff into the trunk of her car, she sighed. That was close. Ever since she and Dylan had gotten together, he had been pressuring her for sex. The rumors were that he had cheated on his long-time girlfriend, the perfect Ellie Lansing, by sleeping with some girl no one knew. He expected sex from Lindsey because she had a reputation as a tease. Who really cared that he let people think they were sleeping together? It just made the other guys stare at her even more. 

But each time he pushed to go further, she couldn’t go through with it. Maybe all those purity talks in Bible class had sunk in a little. Or maybe her heart still hadn’t healed from what happened freshman year—the event that drove Lindsey to beg her mom to pull her out of boarding school and put her into Waltham Christian Academy.
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The drive to Covington House was short. The one time you want some notorious Houston traffic—no luck. The building was next to an old gas station, needed a paint job, and only had a few cars parked in the front. 

Making a mental list of all the things she’d rather be doing, Lindsey stepped out of the car, checking her phone one more time. She’d sent out a group text, begging for advice on getting out of these hours. No replies.

“Lindsey. Over here.” 

Lindsey stopped. Please let that be a voice in my head. Nope. Mrs. Santana stood near the door. 

“I’m so glad you came. I didn’t want you to serve alone on your first day.” Mrs. Santana held the door open for Lindsey. 

Lindsey narrowed her eyes. “You can be honest and say you were worried I wasn’t going to show.”

“Nonsense. I come here almost every night now that my kids are grown and off to college. Let me introduce you to Julie. She runs the place.”

“Carmen, over here.” A voice called from behind a stack of clothes. 

Lindsey gave Mrs. Santana a look as they followed the voice. “Carmen?” 

Mrs. Santana shook her finger at Lindsey but smiled. “Don’t even think about it. It’s Mrs. Santana for you.”

“Mrs. Carmen?” Lindsey laughed.

Mrs. Santana stuck out her hand for Lindsey to shake. “Deal, but only here.” 

They reached the table just as the pile of clothes slid to the floor. 

“Whoa.” While the two ladies embraced, Lindsey bent down to pick up the mess and then struggled to get the stack to stay on the table. 

Julie was young, only a few years older than Lindsey. Tall and lithe, Julie was gorgeous. A few strands of dark, curly hair fell out of her clip and onto her coffee-colored cheeks. She wore little make-up. How did she pull off her look? Poised and confident yet friendly and genuine. 

“Hi, Lindsey, I’m Julie. So nice to meet you. Carmen... Sorry, I mean Mrs. Santana, told me all about you.” She reached out her hand to shake Lindsey’s. 

“Don’t believe everything you hear.” What had Mrs. Santana said about her? Probably nothing good. 

“Aww, it was all good. Anyway, you can see we need some help. A nearby school did a clothing drive, and we’ve got to organize their donation. But first, let me show you around.”

Mrs. Santana patted Lindsey’s arm. “I’ll leave you two girls to it. I have an ESL class to teach. Julie will sign your paperwork to document your hours before you leave.” 

Carmen headed to the small classroom at the back of the building, leaving Lindsey with no way out of helping. If she wanted to fold clothes, she would have gotten a job at the mall. She forced a grin as Julie rattled on about the different services Covington House offered — clothing and food pantry, ESL classes, activities and tutoring for kids, and on and on. 

“Lindsey?” Lindsey charged into Julie, who had stopped at the back door. 

“Sorry.”

“I know it’s overwhelming. Did you hear my question?”

Lindsey shook her head. She had tuned out three rooms earlier. “Just taking it all in.”

“I just asked if there was something you’d like to help with.” 

Julie opened the door and led Lindsey across a short walkway to a gym. Inside, a group of kids squealed as they ran up and down the basketball court. A tall guy, his back to Lindsey, coached them, hollering encouragement to both teams as they battled for the ball. “The kids love coming to play basketball every Thursday. Maybe one day we can have enough help to make a league. We have soccer starting in March when it’s a little warmer.” 

“That’d be great. And it all seems fun, but I can help out with the clothes so they don’t end up on the floor.” Might as well put my shopping talents to good use.

“Wonderful. I’m really excited you’re here. I know you have to finish those hours for graduation, but I think you’re going to love it here.” 

The tour ended back at the pile of clothes that seemed to have grown during their short time away. Julie took a shirt, checked the size and folded it. “We’re organizing them by gender and then by size.”

“Sounds easy enough.” Lindsey grabbed a pair of pants.

“I’m going to be in the office working on a few things. We have our big fundraiser in three months, and I’m already behind on organizing it.” 

“Ok.” Lindsey plugged her headphones into her ears and cranked up her music. Folding and sorting clothes was mindless work and before her playlist was finished the pile was organized. On the next table was a similar pile of shoes. Lindsey checked her phone. She had been working an hour. Served my time for today.

Julie was on the phone when Lindsey knocked on her office doorframe. Julie held up a finger, asking for a minute. As Lindsey waited just outside Julie’s office, a group of loud, sweaty kids flooded the main room. Normally, Lindsey avoided kids at any cost, but when the coach jogged in after them, she paused. She had only seen his back in the gym, but his face was worth waiting for. 

His green eyes shone with excitement as the kids surrounded him. His short, spiked hair was dark with sweat. But what stood out was his smile as he passed out snacks to the kids, now sitting in a circle. Wide and a bit crooked, his grin said he was having as much fun as they were.

“We appreciate your help, Lindsey. I think you’re going to enjoy volunteering here.” Julie took Lindsey’s paper and signed off on the date.

Keeping her gaze on the coach, who was walking around with a trashcan, collecting the kid’s empty drinks and wrappers, Lindsey muttered, “I think I am.” 

“Hey, let me introduce you to one of our other senior volunteers. Sutton, come here.” Julie waved the coach over. “I want you to meet Lindsey Hamilton. She’s volunteering from Waltham Academy.”

“Waltham.” He gave her a quick glance before looking back to check on the kids, who were singing in their circle. The bright smile he’d shown the kids was replaced with a smirk.

“Working on my hours.” She smiled. Maybe he would form another gorgeous grin.

He didn’t. “The only time we get volunteers from Waltham is when Mrs. Carmen is pushing to get them to finish their hours in time for graduation.”

Lindsey frowned. It was true, but his attitude made it sound so much worse than it was. “Beggars can’t be choosers.” 

Julie winced, and Lindsey’s cheeks burned. But Sutton was the one who started it. He gave her a sly grin, probably thrilled she came off like the idiot, not him. 

“Sutton’s one of our regulars. I’m sure you’ll work together often.” Julie gave Sutton a sharp look.

“I should get back to the kids.” He started to return to the kids but paused. “It’s nice to meet you. I know Julie is grateful for your help.” 

His tone mirrored the times Lindsey’s mom made her apologize to girls she’d been mean to: as forced and sincere as a thief saying ‘please’ as he robbed a convenience store clerk. Jerk. 

Although he smiled at Julie, his gaze was cold by the time it reached Lindsey. It was obvious he had labeled her a rich brat in a private school uniform. And he was right.
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Friday afternoon, Lindsey collapsed on the living room couch as soon as she got home. She hadn’t been able to sleep the night before. What did Sutton have against her? She pulled out her English textbook to start some homework. But she kept picturing Macbeth’s face as Sutton’s. Sutton and his yummy green eyes, flecked with brown. 

She tossed aside the book and headed to the kitchen to make a green smoothie. A note on the fridge announced: Heading to Dallas for the weekend. Try not to cause trouble. Mom. 

Of course her mom would just leave a note. That way she didn’t have to get in an argument or even a text fight about heading out of town again with her latest boyfriend. At least her mom had kept this guy, Ethan, around long enough for Lindsey to meet him. Tall and balding, he was an average guy, better than most men her mom went away with. 

Being home alone all weekend sucked. Although she was almost eighteen, she usually slept with every single light in the house turned on, including the closets and bathrooms, and she checked the alarm multiple times as if it would turn itself off. And Mrs. Santana wondered why she had issues? 

Lindsey flipped through the mail on the counter, and an envelope fell to the floor. She scooped it up. The return address read Brown, Caldwell & Associates, Attorneys at law. Although her mom was more concerned about her steady stream of boyfriends and climbing the ladder at her advertising firm than she was about Lindsey, she didn’t routinely get mail at home from lawyers. Maybe it was about a client. Leaving it on top of the pile, she headed upstairs to get ready for a date with Dylan.
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“Hey, Babe, you look hot.” Dylan wrapped his arms around Lindsey and gave her a long kiss. 

Lindsey pulled away to put on her jacket. Dylan came up behind her. Kissing her neck, he whispered, “Why don’t we just stay here? No one will notice if we aren’t at the party.” 

“My mom will be home soon.” Lindsey gave him a peck on the lips and picked up her purse. A lie had to be better than disobeying her mom’s only big rule: never have boys alone at the house. Other than that rule, her mom had never lectured Lindsey about anything. 

Dylan stalked out to his car, got in, and slammed the door. Lindsey took her time setting the alarm and locking up. Let him stew. He wants sex, but I just can’t—not after what happened last time. 

Sex with Dylan came with strings attached, and strings didn’t fit her plan. But being single wasn’t the strategy either. She had worked two years to snag the most popular guy on campus. Even though she hadn’t been able to steal him away from his good little Christian girlfriend, she had nabbed him not long after he and Ellie broke up.

Dylan turned the music up loud. He obviously wasn’t in the mood to talk. She tried taking his hand, but he kept them both on the wheel. As they walked to their classmate Connor’s front door, Lindsey linked her arm with his. He pulled away. “It’s old, Lindsey.”

“What?”

“This. You are all over me in public when everyone’s watching, but then when I want to be alone with you, you make some excuse.”

“I do not.” 

“I saw the note your mom left in the kitchen about being gone this weekend. We could have the house to ourselves all night, but you lied.”

“You know my mom’s rule about no boys over. It’s the only parental advice she’s ever given me, so I figure I should listen.” Lindsey shrugged. Can’t he just relax? 

They reached the door, ending the fight as Connor ushered them in, pulling Dylan off to shoot pool with some of the guys. Lindsey made her way over to a few cheerleaders on the other side of the sprawling house. She listened to their spring break plans but had none of her own to share.

Across the room, Dylan drank a beer, seemingly without a care in the world. He turned her way. She winked. Would he ignore her in front of her friends? He winked back and gave her one of his wide smiles that made most girls lose their ability to say a complete sentence. 

“Aww, y’all are so sweet.” Emma, the cheer captain, gushed. 

“Yeah, much better than some of the other guys you’ve dated,” Vanessa, another cheerleader, added.

“Like every other guy at Waltham.” Emma held up her can for the other girls to toast her zing. 

Lindsey’s face grew hot. She’d been here before—listening to girls call her names over a boy. Last time, it took changing schools to evade the aftermath. “I’m not a slut.”

“Wait.” Emma held up her hand. “I didn’t say that. You’re just a harmless flirt, Lindsey, and even though we love you, we know not to leave you alone with our boyfriends.” 

So I’m a flirt who has dated most of the guys in the senior class. Why be alone when you can be with a guy who thinks you’re hot and likes to show you off?

The girls soon switched topics to prom and graduation. Lindsey smiled and nodded on cue but didn’t say much. Just when she was going to lose her sanity from their mindless chatter, her phone vibrated with an incoming call. Must be a wrong number; I don’t recognize it. 

“Hello?” 

“Hi, Lindsey. This is Julie from Covington House.” 

Oh, wow. The woman was just as perky on the phone as she was in person. Like she had a caffeine IV. “Hi. What’s up?”

“I know it’s last minute, but I was hoping you could volunteer tomorrow morning. We’re having our monthly celebration for the kids, and two of my volunteers just called in sick. I guess the flu is going around. Anyway, I know I’m interrupting your Friday night, but I’m desperate.” 

Go help out, or spend a lazy day getting a pedicure and catching up on her reality TV shows? She did need to get her volunteer hours done. And, it would give her an excuse not to have Dylan over. Now that he knew her mom was out of town for the weekend, he would double up on his signature let’s go a little further moves. “Sounds good. What time?” 

“Well, the games start at 10:00 a.m., but if you could be there by 9, that’d be perfect.”

“I’ll be there.”

“Wonderful. I really appreciate it. See you tomorrow.”

Finding Dylan, she gave him a long kiss and told him she had to wake up early to volunteer. Glaring at her, he turned away. Their conversation was obviously far from over.

Waiting for Emma to take her home, Lindsey smiled. Perhaps Sutton would be there tomorrow.
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Lindsey tapped the snooze icon on her phone, buying herself nine minutes to wake up. She hadn’t slept much last night. It wasn’t warm enough for the air conditioner or cold enough for the heater, and the silence in the house amplified every small sound, keeping her awake, paranoid. If she weren’t planning to go away to college in the fall, she’d get a dog. But, she couldn’t leave an innocent little animal alone with her mom, who would forget it was even there—like she forgot Lindsey. 

Throwing on some jeans and a Waltham cheerleading sweatshirt, Lindsey hurried to have enough time for a drink run before heading to Covington. Most people required coffee first thing in the morning, but Lindsey ran on kale smoothies. They’d helped her reach her target weight, and she couldn’t abandon them now. 

“Hey, I’m so glad you came.” Julie pulled bags out of her car’s back seat as Lindsey walked up. 

“You called. I came.” That much perkiness would normally be annoying, but there was something about the woman that made Lindsey smile.

“Well, we need all the help we can get. We have some men from a church clearing out an area for a playground set they’re donating. We’ll feed them.” Julie handed Lindsey a few bags to carry in. “Then, we’ve got kids coming for basketball games, and that’s where you come in.”

“How so? I haven’t
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