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      Tara Montgomery leaned over and shoved a stack of heavy cardboard boxes two feet to the right and studied the corroded fuse box in the musty smelling storage room.

      She was alone in the back of Aunt Avery’s shop Falling Snow. She had on J Crew jeans, a light charcoal tank that hugged her bottom under a hip length black cardigan, and little lace up ankle boots. She shivered and rubbed her hands over her arms.

      October in Texas was still warm, and could even be hot, but here on Mackinac Island the temperature was already down to the lower forties. She was told that it was usually much warmer this time of year. It was just her luck to be here during a cold spell. And it was looking like she was going to be here through the winter.

      It wouldn’t be her first choice, but family came first. And her father’s sister had been there for them when Tara’s sister had gotten sick. Aunt Avery’s husband had been alive then, so her leaving the shop here on the island hadn’t been a disaster. That had been eight years ago though and things had changed.

      Right about now Tara’s sorority sisters would be sitting in class at Louisiana Tech getting ready for lunch at Roma Italian Bistro. Tara was stuck here in Michigan running a store. Not only had she not even visited here since she was a child, but she knew absolutely nothing about running a store. She was majoring in English, so she kept her head in a book most of the time.

      She would miss the social events this Fall, but she really didn’t mind. She’d gotten her fill of all that last year. Now in her second year of college, she stayed in the sorority mostly for her resume.

      The one positive coming out of this was that she had lots of time to read the books required for her classes which had all been moved online. That was another perk of being in the sorority. The administration worked closely with her to keep her enrolled while she was away from campus.

      Using the pad of one finger, careful not to nick her perfectly painted rose-colored nails, she opened the little rusty door. It creaked like a door in an old horror movie and she glanced over her shoulder.

      Katness, her aunt’s white Himalayan cat sat on his haunches, watching her with his bright blue eyes. He blinked as though to say go ahead. She shrugged and turned back to the fuse box.

      There were ten round fuses, with handwritten labels next to the them. Her Aunt Avery had said it was old, but it was really old. The glass on the fuses had yellowed with age and the labels were peeling, the writing faded. She lightly touched the top right glass fuse labeled shop.

      Taking a deep breath, she grasped it and twisted it to the left. At first it didn’t move. She wiped her hand on her jeans and tried again, giving it all her strength. It turned, grinding like sand against metal, little dust particles falling to the floor. A few more turns and it was loose in her hand. Heaving a sigh of relief, she set it aside on one of the boxes.

      She took the new fuse out of her sweater pocket and stuck it into the groove, lining the threads just right and twisting it in place. Just as it tightened, it popped. She yelped and jumped back.

      Now this one was blown. And it was their last good fuse.

      The shop had some light filtering in from the windows along the front, but without overhead lights, it was almost impossible to see the details on the little snow globes. Not exactly a good shopping experience.

      Now what?

      She pulled her iPhone out of her back pocket and dialed her aunt’s phone. She heard it ringing in her aunt’s room upstairs. “The new fuse burned out.”

      “I don’t have anymore fuses.” Aunt Avery told her.

      “What do we do?”

      “Put a penny in it.”

      Tara studied the round fuses. A penny? She didn’t carry cash, much less a penny. Never had. Having grown up in Dallas, Texas, she always had a credit card. No one in her group of friends carried cash. “Put a penny where?”

      “Take the fuse out and put a penny in its place.”

      “Ok.” What else could she say? Her aunt had a broken leg and wouldn’t be coming downstairs for weeks. Maybe months. She was sixty-four, so she had to be extra cautious.

      She hung up the phone and with Katness at her heels, went back out into the shop – the dark shop with no lights.

      Two elderly women stepped just inside the front door. The little bell over the door tinkled cheerily. “Are you open?”

      “Yeah. Just a problem with the power.”

      “Oh.” They looked at each other. “We’ll come back by.” They slipped out the door, leaving Tara staring helplessly after them. A fine job she was doing. Her aunt had summoned her up to Mackinac Island to save the shop and Tara could barely get anyone in the door.
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      Beau Erickson hooked his finger into the collar of his black suit jacket and tossed it over his shoulder. The soft breeze coming off of Lake Huron brought welcomed cool air to the skin beneath his white cotton button-down shirt.

      Shortly after landing at Mackinac Island airport, their single passenger, Annabelle Lawson had taken a horse drawn carriage and gone ahead to the hotel while he and his copilot Brandon secured the twin engine Lear jet. Then he and Brandon had ridden in their own horse drawn taxi to the Grand Hotel where they had reservations.

      Beau had been a lot of places, but he hadn’t even known that a place like this existed. The red and gold maple trees splashed color along the paved path as they road into town. The clip clop of the horse’s hooves on the pavement was soothing. Beau had relaxed against the wooden seat of the wagon and breathed the crisp clean air.

      After asking the carriage driver to wait, he’d checked in, had his luggage sent to the room, and rode downtown. The driver had dropped him off near the dock. About a hundred people got off the ferry and made their way ashore.

      No cars on Mackinac Island. The downtown streets were crowded with horse drawn taxis, bicycles, and people on foot. After passing the dock on his left, the street was lined with two rows of quaint two story buildings. The bottom story was covered with awnings over the sidewalk. The upper stories were mostly old-fashioned facades. Wrought iron signs advertised everything from fudge shops to antique stores to a Starbucks store.

      Further down, he saw a white four story building with balconies on each floor – a charming inn. The lamp posts were decorated with little American flags. Beau felt a surge of pride. He’d done his four years in the Air Force after being in ROTC while getting his degree in aviation.

      As he wandered the street, watching the tourists, he relaxed. Three days. He had three days of freedom to enjoy the island.

      Flying for Skye Travels was by far the best possible job. He’d only been working for Noah Worthington for six months, but already he was hooked. Beau didn’t have a lot of experience flying in the private sector. It took different mindset than flying in the military. But Noah had taken a chance on him.

      After stopping at a little restaurant for a hamburger and fries, he wandered into a couple of shops. He walked through a souvenir shop and a tee-shirt shop, then stepped back outside stood on the sidewalk watching the tourists wander about.

      He saw a shop called Falling Snow and stopped to check out the display window filled with snow globes. It was simple and clean with no signs. Snow globes with the Grand Hotel, the Mackinac Bridge, and even of the town.

      Perfect. His niece collected snow globes and Beau brought her one back whenever he visited someplace interesting. He’d brought her one of the Golden Gate bridge and one of the Statue of Liberty. He’d also given her one of Jackson Square in New Orleans. This would complete one from each of the four corners of the country.

      Unfortunately, it must be closed. The lights were off, but the sign on the door said it was open. Curious, he peeked into the shop. There was a young lady inside, but she was facing away from him. He knocked on the door. When she didn’t hear, he cracked the door open and knocked again. “Hello. Are you open?”

      She jumped and turned around, her smile troubled. “Yes. Please. Come in. We’re just having a minor problem with the power.”

      He stepped inside, but it was really much too dark to see anything. “I can come back.”

      “No,” she said quickly. “Please don’t. I mean don’t go. Do you have a penny?” She looked at him with hope splashed over her face. His heart did a little flip. It had taken him a minute, especially in the dim light, but he recognized her soft accent. She was from the south. Her features were soft, too. Her shoulder length brunette hair was tucked behind her unadorned ears.

      He took another step closer, wanting to see her up close. Though he was drawn to her full pink lips, he stopped himself and focused on her question.

      Beau didn’t carry coins. He always had some cash for tips, but he never took the change. He shook his head.

      Her smile vanished and she put a hand on her forehead.

      “Why do you need a penny?”

      “I can use it to fix the electricity.”

      Beau instantly knew what she was about. During high school, he’d worked with his father who was a contractor. His father had taught him anything he could ever want to know about electricity.

      They’d once gone into an old house in Fort Worth. The house had to be completely rewired and Beau had done the whole thing himself. The older lady who lived there had pennies in each of the fuses. It was a wonder the place hadn’t burned long before they’d been called in.

      “You have a fuse box?” He closed the door and stepped toward her. Even in the dim light, he could see that the store sold nothing but snow globes. Another charming and unique thing on the island.

      “Yes. And we’re out of fuses.” She walked closer and stepped into the sunlight that was coming in through the shop window.

      He smiled. She was even more beautiful in the light. Her deep green eyes framed by lush black lashes sparkled. She immediately smiled back. The smile went to her eyes making her even more beautiful.

      Suddenly three days was not nearly enough time.
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      Tara stepped into the light to better see this new customer who knew about fuse boxes. She tried not to stare. Then gave up when the man smiled. He had short dark hair and wore a black captain’s cap. It reminded her of the hats pilot wore. Or maybe he was a ferry boat captain. This was, after all, an island and it would make a lot more sense for him to be a boat captain than a pilot.

      He was clean-shaven. And blue eyes that a girl could get lost in. Tara had met a lot of guys through her sorority, many of them handsome, but none of them had the boyish charm that this guy had. Interesting because he was older. Maybe thirty. Perhaps she’d been dating in the wrong pool. Her cheeks warmed at the path her thoughts were going with this customer. This stranger.

      She reached down and picked up Katness who was rubbing against her legs and cradled her in her in the crook of her left arm.

      “I’m Tara Montgomery.” She held out her other hand. “And this is Katness.”

      He took her hand and instead of shaking it, held it firmly. “I’m Beau Erickson. It’s nice to meet you.” He kept his gaze locked onto hers. “And Katness as well.”

      Katness squirmed as though she’d had enough of introductions, so Tara set her back on the floor. Beau didn’t release her hand. She looked at him
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