
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
[image: tmp_a37a1f6b9c0e037e96df7a0a84860ac7_gvvsmY_html_464fee47.jpg]


[image: tmp_a37a1f6b9c0e037e96df7a0a84860ac7_gvvsmY_html_m403408b0.jpg]

 


Published by Evernight Teen ® at
Smashwords

 


www.evernightteen.com

 


 


 


Copyright© 2023 Alyssa Delle Palme

 


 


ISBN: 978-0-3695-0873-7

 


Cover Artist: Jay Aheer

 


Editor: CA Clauson

 


 


 


ALL RIGHTS RESERVED

 




WARNING: The unauthorized reproduction or distribution of
this copyrighted work is illegal. No part of this book may be used
or reproduced electronically or in print without written
permission, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in
reviews.

 


This is a work of fiction. All names, characters, and places
are fictitious. Any resemblance to actual events, locales,
organizations, or persons, living or dead, is entirely
coincidental.

 


 



 


 


 


 


 


DEDICATION

 


For my mother, Meg, for instilling a deep
appreciation for nature
and love of reading.







 


 


 


 


SUMMER AT PINE LAKE

 


Alyssa Delle Palme

 


Copyright ©
2023

 


[image: tmp_a37a1f6b9c0e037e96df7a0a84860ac7_gvvsmY_html_7ace8fdb.png]


Chapter One

 


Summer 1999

 “Don’t
puke in the car.”

Sarah’s mom, Alice, kept one hand on the steering wheel
while the other searched for something in the glove box.

“Mom! You’re swerving!” said Sarah’s older sister,
Mabel.

“Sorry, I was looking for a paper bag.” Mom
placed her hands back on the steering wheel at ten and two and
glanced at Sarah in the rearview mirror. “Your face is pale. If
you’re going to be sick, I can pull over.”

In the back of their silver Ford Taurus, Sarah was sandwiched
between Mabel and a leaning tower of sleeping bags and pillows.
Their West Highland Terrier, Pete, panted in the front passenger
seat, and his hot salmon breath drifted into Sarah’s perspiring
face. The dog rode shotgun because if he sat anywhere else in the
car, he’d lose his lunch. Motion sickness ran in the
family.

“Honey, maybe your stomach is
unsettled because you’re
upset that Grandma isn’t going to be at the cottage this summer,”
Mom said.

 Sarah missed her grandmother terribly, they all did, but she was
fairly certain it was her mother’s lead foot that had brought on
this queasiness. That or all the bends and curves in the dirt road
that were guiding them to Pine Lake. Sarah stared out the window at
the passing corn fields. Her grandma used to join them for the
drive up to the cottage. She was a tall woman with a smart white
bob haircut, and striking blue eyes. She was always impeccably
dressed. In the summer, she donned linen pants, striped button-down
shirts, and a straw bucket hat. Grandma had always made Mom stop at
the halfway point, which was The Doughnut Hole Bakery, because she needed to use the washroom. Grandma
always returned to the car with a box of freshly baked sugar
doughnuts and a couple of small cartons of chocolate milk for her
and Mabel.

“Grandma wouldn’t want you to be
upset,” said Mom as she
drove straight past the bakery. “She would want you to enjoy your
summer at the lake.”

Sarah nodded. She knew Mom just wanted to help, but Sarah hoped
her mother would take her own advice to heart. Her mom hadn’t been
the same since her grandma died. Once a health nut who walked five
kilometers every morning and drank green juice for breakfast, Mom
could now be found on the couch every afternoon with Pete curled up
in her lap, a bowl of plain potato chips in hand and
Dr. Phil
on the TV. Sarah tried to tell
her dad her concerns over the phone, but he had shrugged her
off.

“Your mother is grieving,” said
her dad. “It’s all part of the
process.”

“I’ve never seen her like this,” whispered
Sarah. “Maybe you should
come home.”

“I’m in the middle of an important work project. I can’t leave. Who
do you think is going to pay for your tuition in the
fall?”

“I know. I’m just worried about her.”

“Sarah, I have a two-week vacation booked
for the beginning of July. I fly out of Vancouver in a few
weeks, and the plan is
to meet you all at the cottage.”

 “She misses you, you know. She—”

 “Sarah,
hun, I have to run. My boss is calling me on the other line. Everything is going to be
okay. We’ll talk soon.” Click.

Sarah’s dad was born and raised in a small town in British
Columbia along the Sunshine Coast. When the Canadian government
offered him a contract position in his home province, he jumped at
the opportunity and accepted the job before talking it through with
Sarah’s mom.

“You’re leaving?” Her mom was furious with him when he told
her.

“It’s only for six months.”

He’d begged Mom to join him, enticing her with ideas of
romantic walks on the beach and fresh seafood for dinner every
night of the week, but her mom wouldn’t do that to Sarah. She
refused to uproot their youngest daughter in her last year of high
school. So, Alice and Sarah had stayed behind, and Mabel had gone
off to university.

At the memory of her dad leaving, Sarah felt an acidic
burn rise in her chest. “Mom, can you roll down the windows?” she
asked. Her mom kept her foot on the gas and her eyes on the winding
road as she pressed all four black power window
switches.

“Stop being so dramatic,” said Mabel as gusts of fresh country air
blew through the open windows, tossing her long, wavy blonde hair
in all directions. Sarah took a deep breath in through her nose and
zipped her lips shut. She wasn’t feeling up to a confrontation with
Mabel. Besides, she knew her sister’s snotty attitude had nothing
to do with her.

****

A few weeks ago, when Mabel returned home
from her second year away at university, she went straight to her room and slammed the
door. Mom had spent the entire day preparing a roast beef dinner in
anticipation of Mabel’s arrival.

“I can’t wait to have both my girls under
the same roof again,” she had said.

Her mom had even stopped
by the farmer’s market
to pick up fresh local asparagus for the occasion. The green,
butter-braised spears became soggy in their sauce as Sarah and her
mom waited for their guest of honor to join their “welcome home”
celebration.

“Mabel?” Sarah said. She gently knocked on her sister’s
bedroom door. “Dinner is ready.”

“I’m not hungry.”

“Mom made your favorite. She went to a lot of work
to—”

“I said I’m not hungry!”

“Brat,” muttered Sarah as she stomped back
down the stairs. “Mabel
isn’t hungry,” Sarah told her mom.

“Oh, dear.” Mom took off her stained, floral apron and hung it
up in the tiny kitchen pantry. “I’ll go talk to her.”

Sarah sat down at the dining room table.
After a while, she served herself a heaping mound of mashed
potatoes and sprinkled them with pepper. She couldn’t believe Mabel’s immature behavior.
She was twenty years old, for Pete’s sake! Their mother had gone to
a lot of work to prepare a nice supper for Mabel, which wasn’t easy
for her. Some days, Mom wouldn’t leave the house because she was
too overwhelmed with grief. Sarah shoveled a fork full of cold
mashed potato into her mouth, but it slid down her throat like
glue. She brought her plate to the kitchen and dumped her leftovers
into the compost bin. Sarah opened the fridge and saw the homemade
chocolate cake Mom had baked for dessert. She grabbed the cake and
a sharp knife and cut straight through her mom’s perfectly
written Welcome Home Mabel message in white vanilla icing. Sarah took her dessert into
the family room, slapped her bare feet on top of the wooden coffee
table, and flipped on the TV. A rerun of Clueless was playing. When Mom finally made her way back
downstairs, she cut herself a piece of chocolate cake, poured a
glass of red wine, and joined Sarah on the couch.

“Benny broke up with Mabel,” whispered Mom.

Sarah stopped lifting her fork
halfway to her mouth.
“What? Why?”

“He said he didn’t want to do the long
distance anymore.”

“But they’ve been together for years! Do you think he met
someone else?”

Mom shrugged.

 Sarah
stared at the TV. “I’m
shocked!” Mabel and Benny were high school sweethearts and had been
together since they were fifteen. He was at their house so often,
he was like an annoying older brother to Sarah. “What an
asshole.”

Mom took a sip of wine.
“Your sister is
devastated. She’s still grieving the loss of Grandma,
too.”

“I can’t believe it. What surprises me the most is that it was
Benny who broke up with Mabel.”

Mabel and Benny were one of those couples
where one partner is significantly more attractive than
the other. Not only was
Mabel gorgeous, but she was smart, too. Top of her class at the
University of Toronto and well on her way to becoming a biologist.
Benny, on the other hand, had been rejected from the Police
Foundations program at the community college. He’d settled for a
part-time bartender gig in downtown Ottawa. It wasn’t just his
resumé that was unattractive. Whenever he laughed, it reminded
Sarah of an excited stallion.

After the breakup, Mabel barely left her
room, which unsettled their mom. She fussed around the house, not only preparing
and packing for their trip to the cottage for the summer, but she
acted as Mabel’s nursemaid. She made her homemade soups and
smoothies and left them outside her bedroom door on a breakfast
tray. She even flipped through several self-help books and folded
down the corners of pages she thought Mabel would find
helpful.

“I’m worried Mabel won’t come to the
cottage,” Mom said,
dropping an overripe banana into the blender.

Sarah hated seeing her mother
riddled with anxiety. “Mabel’s
just being dramatic.”

Mom added a splash of
orange juice into the
blender. “All she needs to get over the breakup is to spend the
summer at the lake. Grandma always said it was a healing
place.”

When it was time to leave, Sarah
breathed a sigh of
relief when Mabel emerged from her room. She had never understood
what Mabel saw in Benny anyway.

“You’re better off without him,” Sarah said
in an attempt to console Mabel. “You deserve better.”

Mabel instantly shut her down. “What would
you know about it?” she
seethed. “You’ve never been in a serious relationship.”

At eighteen years old, Sarah had never had a boyfriend. She’d
dated a few guys from high school, but none of them gave her that
uncontrollable desire to be around them.

“Are you a lesbian?” her best friend, Julie, asked one Sunday
afternoon as the girls flipped through Seventeen magazines on top of Sarah’s queen-size
bed.

“No,” said Sarah. She skimmed an article
about cellulite remedies. “Why?”

“Because Derrick is the hottest guy in
school, and you turned
him down.”

“Derrick may be good-looking, but he’s incredibly
dull.”

“Aw, but the way he followed you around at the grad party, I
felt sorry for him.”

Sarah had tried her best to avoid Derrick,
but like the stink of a skunk, she couldn’t get rid of him. At their prom after-party,
Sarah and Julie were standing at an island in the host’s kitchen
when Derrick had come up behind them and dropped his athletic arms
around both their shoulders.

“Hey, ladies,” he said, looking left to
right, “are we having a
good time?” The three of them watched in awe as their classmate,
Greg, chugged a beer with a funnel. When Greg was finished, he
wiped the white foam from his lips with the back of his hand and
everyone in the kitchen cheered.

“I can’t believe Patrick Lee’s parents invited the entire senior
class to their house for an after-party,” said Julie, peering
closely at Derrick’s perfect jawline.

“I know, it’s wild,” he said. Derrick took
his arm off Julie’s shoulder and grabbed a handful of Bits &
Bites from a bowl on the counter and tossed them into his mouth.
Sarah shook her head. She didn’t understand what Julie saw in
him.

“I’ve been looking for you all night,” he
said as he turned his attention to Sarah. His teeth were stained orange from the party
snacks. “Can I get you a beer?”

“No thanks, I’m good with
water,” she said. Sarah
tried to reach for her Aquafina bottle on top of the island, but it
was impossible to move with his vice grip on her
shoulders.

“Let me take you out,” he said.

“I can’t, Derrick. I already told you I’m going to my grandmother’s
cottage for the summer.”

“There’s still tonight,” he whispered in her ear. “I’m so
hot for you, baby.”

“Derrick, stop.” She tried to push him away
to no avail.

“Sorry to interrupt,” said Julie as
she poked her face
between Derrick and Sarah, “but our ride is here. Time to go.”
Sarah gave Julie an appreciative look and ducked out from under
Derrick’s stranglehold.

The girls walked arm in arm towards the
front door. “Thank you,”
said Sarah.

“I had to do something. You looked like a startled baby
bunny. You do realize that every girl at that party would kill to
be in your position, right?”

“They can have him,” Sarah
said. “His breath
smelled like old cheddar.”

Sarah wasn’t interested in Derrick, or
anyone else from their
high school for that matter. Only one guy had ever sparked a happy
tickle inside her chest that intensified every time she saw him. No
guy could hold a candle to her crush, Scott Roberts.

****

 Sarah
groaned as her mother hit yet another bump in the road, as if she were playing
whack-a-mole with all the potholes. When they passed by a
century-old stone church and cemetery, Sarah held her breath. Her
grandma once told her that if she didn’t hold her breath as they
passed by a graveyard, spirits would fly up her nose. Sarah knew
her grandma was probably just teasing her, but even at eighteen,
she wasn’t taking any chances. Afterall, Grandma had been a devout
Catholic. Sarah grew lightheaded and shut her eyes tight to stop
the spins.

“Look, we’re almost there,” said Mabel.

Sarah opened her eyes just as Mom drove up the last hill that would
bring them to their cozy retreat for the summer. The familiar scent
of the pine trees helped to settle Sarah’s stomach. Once they
reached the top of the hill, her mom slowed down and gently rolled
past a rusty orange cottage that belonged to the Roberts family.
Sarah perked up when she saw her lifelong friend, Jeff Roberts,
sitting on the steps of the front porch. He smiled his goofy grin
and waved when he saw their Ford Taurus roll up.

“Hey, loser!” Sarah yelled through the window, “did you miss
me?”

“Did I ever,” said Jeff as he jogged toward
their car. “Welcome back, ladies. You’re looking well, Mrs. Williams. I was so
sorry to hear about your mother’s passing.”

“Thank you, Jeffrey,” said Mom. She tucked a delicate lock of
blonde hair behind her ear. “I received the beautiful flower
arrangement your family sent.”

“It’s going to be such a different summer
without her here,” he said. “Who is going to yell at
us when we build our bonfires
too big?”

Mom laughed out loud for the first time in months, and Sarah
suddenly realized her mother had barely cracked a smile since
Grandma died. It warmed her heart to hear her mom’s belly laugh
again. Leave it to Jeff to have everyone in stitches.

“Even at ninety years old, she was a spitfire,” said Mom.
She wiped away a happy tear from her soft cheek. “Where is your
brother?”

“Scott’s lifeguarding at the public beach
again this summer. He’ll be back later tonight.”

Just hearing Scott’s name sparked that happy tickle inside
Sarah’s chest. She’d never told anyone about her feelings for
Scott, not even Julie, and she never would. Sarah had spent every
summer with the Roberts brothers since they were all in diapers.
She had always been just “one of the guys,” a low maintenance girl
who they could joke around with. She was also privy to their dating
histories, and Scott had a long list of conquests. Women couldn’t
resist his curly dark hair and charming smile.

 “Tell
Scott ‘hey’ for us,”
piped up Mabel. Sarah looked over at her sister in surprise. Mabel
had barely muttered three words to anyone since her breakup with
Benny.

“For sure,” said Jeff. “You guys should
come by once you’ve settled in. I want to introduce you to my
friend from school. He’s
staying with us for the summer.”

“Oh, how nice,” said Mom. “How was your first year at St.
Francis Xavier?”

 “It was
unreal. Nova Scotians sure know how to party. My mom is just
relieved I passed all my classes.” Jeff was like the Prince
Harry of his family, the wild
and fun younger brother.

“Tell your parents I say ‘hello.’ Jack is
on a six-month contract in British Columbia, but he’s flying here
in a couple of weeks for vacation. When he’s back, we’ll have to
have them over for cocktails on the deck.”

“I’ll tell them, Mrs. Williams.”

“See you around,” said Sarah. Her mother took her foot off the brake
and continued down the dirt road to their neighboring cottage. Mom
maneuvered the Taurus to the right side of the road when a young
man, who looked like he had stepped off the pages of an Abercrombie
ad, jogged passed them toward the Roberts’ cottage.

“Who is that?” said Mabel. All three women turned and stared at
the ridiculously handsome jogger.

 “Do you
think he’s Jeff’s friend from school?” said Sarah. She was intrigued. The mystery man
didn’t spark that happy tickle inside her chest, but he certainly
made her stomach flip. They watched as he turned into the Roberts’
driveway.

“That’s a lot of beefcake,” said Mom as she drove into the
driveway of their cottage. Sarah looked at Mabel, and they burst
into a fit of giggles.

“Summer just got a whole lot hotter,” agreed Mabel.


Chapter Two

 


Sarah’s heart sank when she walked through
the front door of the cottage. Straight ahead in the master
bedroom, Grandma’s
slippers were placed neatly beside the foot of her bed. Grandma’s
old green cottage sweatshirt, a souvenir from a trip to Prince
Edward Island to see Anne of Green Gables: The
Musical, hung all alone
on a hook on her bedroom wall. Sarah swallowed the lump in her
throat and adjusted the heavy duffle bag on her shoulder. She made
her way to the kitchen. The cottage was small and minimalist by
design but felt spacious inside because the large windows gave it
an open, airy feel.

“When your grandfather built this cottage, he wanted to make it
feel like you were one with nature,” her grandma had told her one
summer afternoon over a game of Scrabble. Sarah’s grandfather died
before she was born, and she loved to listen to her grandma tell
stories about him.

“Your grandfather was ten years old when
his father sent him out
onto the land with his dog and a shotgun,” she said. Her arthritic
hands shook as she placed the word “squirrel” across the Scrabble
board. 87 points.

“How long did he have to stay
out there for?” Sarah
asked.

“A couple of days.”

Sarah couldn’t imagine sleeping in the forest all by herself.
“Was he scared?”

Grandma reached into the velvet Scrabble
bag, collected new letters, and added them to the wooden
rack. “I would imagine
so.”

“Why would his father make him do something
like that?”

“He wanted him to be self-sufficient. When your grandfather
was a boy, his family would leave their home every summer to live
in a cabin that had no running water, no electricity, and no indoor
bathroom.”

“That sounds awful.”

“Well, it was important to your
great-grandfather that
his children learn to appreciate the comforts of their
home.”

“Is that why Grandpa created a set of rules for our cottage?”
Sarah asked.

Her grandmother nodded. When Sarah’s
grandfather had built
their cottage in the 1960s, he had created a list of rules for his
family to follow: no motorboats, no television, and no
telephone.

“Grandpa believed if you took the time to
teach children to appreciate nature, you would be giving
them a gift they would
have forever,” said Grandma.

Decades later, the Williams family still abided by most of his
rules. Grandma broke the “no telephone” rule the summer Mabel had
her accident. It happened when Sarah was eight and Mabel was ten.
Their cottage was like a treehouse that sat high in the forest at
the edge of a cliff. To get down to the lake, you had to descend
forty stairs. It always took some time for them to build their
stamina as they went up and down the stairs multiple times a day.
Sarah and Mabel liked to climb the old pine tree that grew out of
the mossy rock face beside the deck. From there, they could see the
Roberts’ cottage. A small pine grove divided their cottages and
provided some privacy, but high up in the tree, they could spy on
Jeff and Scott.

The summer that Mabel was hurt, they had invented a game
called “elevator,” where they would grab onto the highest branch
they could reach with their hands and bounce on a lower branch with
their feet. One day, Mabel bounced on a branch that was too weak,
and it snapped. She fell straight down, past the deck, and landed
on a rough rug of pine needles below.

“Mom!” Sarah screamed. She
scrambled out of the tree to
get help. Her dad was still in the city for work and her grandma
was going to ride up with him to the cottage on the weekend. Sarah
found her mother on the dock by the lake. She was working on her
summer tan. “Mabel fell out of the elevator tree, and I heard her
leg crack,” she cried.

“Go get Mr. Draper!” Her mother quickly
climbed up the stairs to
Mabel. “He’ll know what to do.”

Mr. Draper, a retired army medic, and his wife owned a cottage
across the bay of the lake. Sarah sprinted down the dirt road like
Olympian Donovan Bailey. Even when she got a side stitch, she
didn’t stop running. Sarah worried he wouldn’t be home and she
wouldn’t know what to do next. When she arrived ten minutes later,
she found Mr. Draper outside chopping wood. He yelled at his wife
to grab the first aid kit and the three of them jumped into his
station wagon.

Mabel wailed like a wounded animal when he
placed her bruised leg
into a splint. Mr. Draper had built the brace himself with two
straight tree branches and yellow rope. But then Mabel became
eerily quiet and barely whimpered when Mr. Draper picked her up and
gently placed her in the back of his station wagon to take her to
the hospital.

“Sarah, stay with Mrs. Draper and be good,”
said her mother. She kissed Sarah on the forehead and climbed into
the back of the station wagon with Mabel.

Mrs. Draper made Sarah a can of Campbell’s tomato soup and a
grilled cheese sandwich for supper. Her mother and Mr. Draper
didn’t return until the next morning.

“She broke her femur,” said Mom, sobbing. “They put her in a
full body cast from her chest down. She’s going to be in the
hospital for a couple of weeks.”

A phone was installed in their cottage a few days
later.

Sarah longed to call Julie, but the phone was only supposed to be
used for emergencies. All cellphones were kept in a wicker basket
on top of the fridge. There was no cell reception on the lake
anyway. The light-colored pine floors creaked as Sarah walked
through the open living area toward the two back bedrooms. The
simple Scandinavian décor inside was calming and comforting. The
black stand-alone woodstove was a nice contrast to the white
shipboard paneled walls. Sarah dropped her duffle bag onto the gray
couch next to the marigold throw pillows.

“I’ve decided to stay in Grandma’s room this summer,” her mom
announced.

“I call our bedroom,” said Mabel.
She rolled her suitcase
into the middle bedroom and shut the door. Sarah’s shoulders
slumped forward.

“Don’t take it personally,” said Mom. She put her arm around Sarah
and gave her shoulder a squeeze. “She just needs some space. Why
don’t you take my old room? The queen-size bed will be much more
comfortable than the bunk beds.”

Sarah gave her mother a half-smile. She picked up her duffle
bag and walked into the back bedroom, her refuge for the summer.
Pete followed her in and sniffed around the room. He lifted his
white furry leg and marked his territory in the middle of the
floor.

“Mom! Pete just peed in my room!”

A minute later, Mom walked into Sarah’s room armed with Windex
and a roll of paper towel. Sarah sat at the edge of the bed and
watched as her mother cleaned up the yellow puddle. “Do you think
Julie could come up to the cottage for a visit?”

“Oh, I don’t know. I thought it would be nice to spend the
summer together, just us.”

“Dad isn’t here, Mabel mopes around and
barely speaks to me, and you’re in bed by 8:30 every night.”

“You want Julie to come here?” said
Mabel. She leaned
against the doorframe to Sarah’s new room and peered
inside.

“Yes, I’d like to spend more time with her
before we both go away to school in the fall.”

“No way,” said Mabel. She crossed her arms across her chest.
“It’s supposed to be just family this summer.”

“This is none of your business,” said Sarah.

“Now girls—”

“It is my business,” said Mabel.

“Just forget I asked,” Sarah muttered.

She stood up from the bed and stormed
past her mother and
Mabel. She marched to the back of the cottage, opened the sliding
glass door, and stepped onto the deck that overlooked the
lake. The sunshine splashed across the water and made it
sparkle like Canada Dry ginger ale. A cool breeze soothed Sarah’s
burning cheeks. She took a thin black elastic from around her wrist
and tied her long brown hair into a ponytail. Not ready to face
Mabel or her mother, Sarah snuck around the side of the cottage and
walked down the driveway toward the dirt road.

Sarah’s legs
were restless from the long car ride, and they begged to burn off
some pent-up energy. A walk would do her good. When Sarah reached
the Roberts’ cottage, Scott’s black truck with a Queens University
bumper sticker was parked in the driveway. She picked up her pace
and stared straight ahead. She wasn’t prepared to run into Scott.
She was wearing old denim cut-offs and a baggy white T-shirt that
did nothing for her figure. Sarah moved swiftly down the big hill.
When she reached the bottom, she noticed crumbs of mica scattered
all over the road.

“Mica is a
mineral that was used in the old days to insulate the windows in
stove heaters,” her grandma told her one summer on an early morning
walk.

Sarah liked
how mica sparkled in the sun like glitter. Sarah and her grandma
were the early birds of the family and would often wake up at the
crack of dawn. While the rest of their family slept in, Sarah and
her grandma would tiptoe out of the cottage and take off on an
adventure together. Sarah liked to pick wildflowers on their hikes,
and when they returned to the cottage for breakfast, her grandma
would place her bouquet in a mason jar of water and proudly display
them on the picnic table.

Sarah stopped
walking when she reached the abandoned mica mine, which was hidden
among the trees near the road. Through the dense brush, she could
see the outline of the deep quarry. Down at her feet were some
daisies, her grandma’s favorite flower. She smiled and was bending
down to pick some when Jeff and his friend jogged around a bend in
the road. Sarah stood up straight and waved to her friend as the
young men slowed their strides and approached her.

“Hey!” said
Jeff, out of breath. “Where are you off to?”

“Nowhere
special. Just out for a walk. Is this your second run of the day?”
she asked Jeff’s friend directly.

“I’m sorry,”
panted Jeff. “Sarah, this is my friend, Hugo.”

Hugo flashed
Sarah a gorgeous, crooked smile. “Hey. It’s very nice to meet you,”
he said.

“Nice to meet
you, too.” She smiled. “Where are you from? I can’t place your
accent.”

“Switzerland.
I wish someone had told me how hard it was to get a Canadian accent
when I started learning English.”

Sarah giggled.
She liked his sense of humor.

“Yeah, right.
All the ladies find his accent irresistible, and this guy loves the
attention,” Jeff told Sarah.

“You speak
English very well,” she said.

Hugo’s accent
was faint. Sarah thought it was endearing the way he pronounced his
“ws” like “vs,” like when he said he was from “Svitzerland.” Hugo
took off his Nike baseball cap and ran a large hand through his
shaggy, dirty-blond hair. Sweat ran down his chest and between his
abs. It wasn’t just his accent that Sarah found inherently
sexy.

“So, you two
are friends from school?” she asked.

 “Yeah. Hugo is my teammate. We played for the
St. Francis X-Men, and we have to keep in shape for hockey tryouts
in the fall.”

“Welcome to
Pine Lake, Hugo. Are you here for the entire summer?”

“Yes. It was
too expensive to fly back home for the
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