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“Once upon a time, life made a lot more sense.”—Sabrina
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“You must think I’m a badass.” Sabrina stared at the dark clouds. “Or is this another test?”

She hopped onto the trunk of her comatose car. “Story of my life.” She kicked her heel against the tire. “Okay, time to blow the candle out on this pity party.”

She pressed her thumbs between her brows to stave off the lurking headache. “This streak of crappy luck can’t last forever.” She looked at the sky again, shouting louder. “It can’t, can it?”

She looked around at the deserted road on Route 92, grateful there wasn’t anyone around to witness her meltdown.

“Hey, Sabrina,” a high-pitched voice called out. “You believed in the Tooth Fairy for eight years. Surely you can believe in yourself for longer than that.”

“What the...?” Sabrina swung her from head side to side, looking for the woman.

“Over here,” the woman said. “Behind you.”

Sabrina hopped off the car, turned, and faced a twenty-something woman who took bohemian fashion to a whole new level. She wore a long dress that looked like a toddler’s finger-painting project, dandelions stitched on a turquoise shawl, and silver ballet slippers.

Where did she come from? 

The woman twirled. “You’re thinking I must’ve been attacked by a neon slime gun, huh?”

I’m thinking about the fact you know my name.

“Have we met?” Sabrina inched back toward her car and clutched the door handle.

The stranger pointed to the nametag pinned on Sabrina’s sweater. “You’re wearing it.” 

“Right. I thought I’d removed this.” Sabrina recovered her composure, met the hand extended to her, and shook it. “And you are?”

“Lucy Claire.”

“Nice to meet you, Lucy Claire.” I think.

“Everyone calls me L.C.” She pointed to her yellow headband with the letters L.C. printed in green sparkles on the front, wrapped around her short, curly, pink, and purple hair.

Lucy Claire hummed, swaying back and forth as if dancing to a tune.

Sabrina swung her head in all directions, searching for this stranger’s mode of transportation—a car, truck, hot air balloon—a spaceship?

Lucy continued humming the unusual melody, snapping her fingers in time with the tune, and walked around the car four times.

An alien with rhythm?

“Chill, girlfriend.” Lucy Claire let out a giggle. It was the weirdest and most pleasant sound Sabrina had ever heard. “The aliens didn’t abandon me.”

How could she read my mind?

With all the paranormal novels I read, one would think I’d be able to tell when I’d jumped into one.

And now I’m having a conversation with myself. This must be a bizarre dream.

She pinched herself. Hard.

“You’re not dreaming,” Lucy Claire said. “Believe in yourself, and the battle’s half won.”

What the ever-loving what?

The air stilled with a quiet hush, and the leaves on the trees stopped rustling. Sabrina looked up at the clear blue sky.

It was as though she’d been transported to another time zone, or was it the Twilight Zone? 

Sabrina gave her head a shake and decided the change in weather wasn’t unusual since Vermont experienced four seasons in one day.

Sabrina relaxed her shoulders, and an odd sensation of familiarity came over her.

Lucy Claire gestured toward the car with its hood up. “Looks like you need help.”

In more ways than one.

“I forgot to recharge this before I left.” Sabrina held up her dead cell phone. “Can I borrow your phone?”

“I don’t own one.” Lucy Claire walked closer to the white Thunderbird and peered under the hood. “A friend of mine has a similar car. She says it gets temperamental at times.”

“I say the same thing about this old ride. I’m grateful it’s still working when it’s not stalling or running out of gas because the gas meter is wonky, and...I’m rambling.” Sabrina exhaled. “I shouldn’t complain. At least it gets me where I want to go. Most days.”

Lucy removed her shawl and wrapped it around her waist. “I’ve had car trouble, so I made it a point to learn a few things.” She unscrewed the radiator cap.

“I don’t think that’s the problem,” Sabrina said. “I tried that. Didn’t work.” She pointed to the motor. “And I wouldn’t want you to get your clothes dirty. It’s oily in there.”

“My clothes are made for smudges.” Lucy screwed the cap back on and tapped a few wires with her fingers. “Looks like your car needs a little help with its mojo.”

“I think its mo has lost all its jo. It’s hard to explain, but I’m attached to this car. It belonged to my grandmother.” She sighed. “I think it’s time for the scrap yard. Hopefully, they’ll give me enough money to buy something that’ll last another year or so.”

“Yeah, I get it.” Lucy touched the posts on the battery. “Letting go of stuff is hard. Letting go of the past is tough, but you gotta do it, right?” Lucy touched several other parts under the hood, humming a tune. “Come on, old girl. You can do this. Whirl like the pro you used to be.” She shut the hood, rubbed her hands together, and stepped away from the car. “Start her up.”

“I don’t think it’s going to work.”

Lucy crossed her arms and tapped her foot. “Not leaving until you give it a whirl.”

Sabrina opened her mouth to protest, but the determined look in Lucy’s stance stopped her.

I’ll get in the car and amuse this figment of my imagination.

Talking to an imaginary person is one thing. Arguing with one is nuts.

Sabrina slid into the driver’s seat and turned the ignition. “Wow.” The car kicked in without trickling black smoke. “What did you do?” 

Lucy Claire waved her hand. “I didn’t have to do much. Sometimes a gal needs to take a breather, step away from a problem, have faith, and voila, the problem fixes itself.”

“Not with this car.” Sabrina rapped her knuckles on the steering wheel. “It wouldn’t even turn over.” Sabrina grinned. “You’re a mechanical genie.”

“Not a genie,” Lucy said. “I repair soles.”

“You’re a shoemaker?”

“That’s one way of putting it.” Lucy leaned closer to the driver’s window. Sabrina noticed Lucy’s gaze landed on Sabrina’s well-worn cowboy boots and frayed hemline on her jeans. “A wise woman once said a girl has to make sure her foundation and baggage are solid,” Lucy Claire said. “She recommended a woman should always invest in three things no matter what her financial circumstances.”

“What would those be?”

“A good bra, solid shoes, and a well-made handbag.”

“My grandmother used to say something similar.” Sabrina looked down at her chest. One out of three isn’t bad.

“You gotta have faith,” Lucy said. “If shopping’s your thing, picture yourself walking into Barney’s for a shopping spree.”

“The purple dinosaur owns a store?”

Lucy giggled. “Good one.” 

There’s that odd-but-oh-so-soothing-sort-of-familiar giggle again. “I have my moments.”

Shimmers of sunlight danced through Lucy’s curls. Sabrina inhaled a deep breath as the nostalgic scent of cherry licorice overwhelmed her senses. A smell she associated with comfort—an aroma she hadn’t sensed in a long time.

Lucy must be wearing one of those candy-scented fragrances.

“I have to get going,” Sabrina said. “Can I offer you a lift?”

“No, thanks, but I’d like to ask you for a favor.”

“Sure, if it’s something I can help you with.”

“Could you use part-time help at your inn?” Lucy pointed to Sabrina’s nametag, which had the name of Maple Manor on it. “I know someone who can make beds, dust, teach yoga, cook, and run errands.”

“Unfortunately, I can’t afford to hire any extra staff right now but tell this person to check back in a few months.”

“No need for a salary. Room and board will be fine.”

Sabrina concluded Lucy Claire was probably talking about herself and needed a hand up for shelter. “Sounds good, and as soon as I can, I’ll pay...this person.”

Lucy took a few steps backward. “That won’t be necessary.”

Sabrina opened the console and slipped out a business card. “Here’s the address.”

“I know where the inn’s located.”

“Of course, you do.”

“Gotta run into town.” Lucy Claire waved and started down the road.

“Hop in.” Sabrina stuck her head out the window. “I’ll give you a lift into town.”

“I’m in the mood to walk.”

“The town is more than fifteen miles away.”

“I know.” Lucy took a few steps toward Sabrina. “One more thing.”

“Yes?”

“You won’t remember me,” Lucy said.

“Excuse me?” Sabrina lifted her voice.

As if she’d be someone I’d forget.

Lucy walked ahead, waving, and disappeared behind a thicket of bushes.

# # #
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Sabrina licked her lips as she had a craving for cherry licorice for some reason—candy she hadn’t eaten in a long time.

I better get going before this car decides to quit on me again.

She made a mental note to pick up a package of the licorice and turned the car radio on.

A tune sounding oddly familiar played.

After a few choruses of instrumental music, something propelled her to pay attention to the lyrics.

It was like the music, and the lyrics were married to each other in a way she hadn’t heard in other songs.

Believe in yourself

And the battle’s half won

They want you to fail

Shine like the sun

Hold it together

When things fall apart

It’s what you’re made of

It’s what’s in your heart

The song ended on the radio. But the familiar melody started up again. This time it came from the box on the passenger seat.

On her way back from her doctor’s appointment, she stopped in town to check on her order at the flower shop. She noticed a whimsical snow globe with a sailboat figurine, like one she had as a teen. 

C.J., the newly hired florist, told her she could have it at no charge because the music box was broken, and they couldn’t use it in any arrangement.

Sabrina took the snow globe out of its box and gasped.

Where’s the sailboat? I know I saw a sailboat in it at the flower shop.

“This doesn’t look anything like the snow globe C.J. gave me.”

I wonder, is thirty-three too young to go senile?

She rubbed her aching forehead and took deep breaths to tamp down the anxiety building. “Now, I know what my heart tastes like.”

She gazed into the globe’s glass, and it was as if she saw the snow globe through crinkled saran wrap. “What? How?”

She took in the figurines of a deer, oak trees, and a bungalow. She ran her hand under the base to feel for a crank or button.

Nothing.

She turned it upside down, examined it, and shivered.

“How can music be coming out of this thing?”

Goosebumps coated the back of her neck as she read the words in black letters emblazoned across the mahogany base.

Sabrina’s Destiny.
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“Adventures begins when stepping out of your comfort zone.”
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“Hell on a stick. Where’s that man I ordered?”

Jason O’Neil got out of his car and heard the dark-haired woman shouting in front of the Maple Manor Inn.

A blonde woman sat on the porch railing. Jason couldn’t catch the blonde’s response, but he heard her laughter.

“I wonder what this guy’s excuse is?” The brunette punctuated each word with a hammer.

His cell phone vibrated in his pocket. He took it out and glanced at the name flashed on the screen. It was his brother-in-law and colleague. He pressed the answer button with his thumb. “Hey, Marco.” He shut his car door leaned against it, keeping his gaze on the ranting brunette.

“Finally,” Marco said. “I haven’t been able to get a hold of you all day.”

“Parts of the highway had bad reception,” Jason said. “What’s up?”

“You met Maple’s owner?”

“Not yet.” Jason rolled his shoulders forward to work out the kinks. “I just got here.”

“Did you connect with her on the phone for a preliminary pitch?”

“Nope. Given the background information we dug up on her, I thought it was best to do a face-to-face pitch.” Jason glanced around, taking in the historic inn nestled in Vermont’s countryside amid a forest of autumn-colored maple trees. “I’ll introduce myself after I check-in.” 

“You’re staying there?”

“I don’t have a choice.”

“What happened to The Jewel of Vermont? Didn’t Francesca reserve a suite?”

“Must have been a mix-up because when I arrived, they didn’t have a reservation in my name,” he said. “And they’re booked solid.”

“I’m sending Francesca an email right now. She’ll book you into another hotel.”

“I already touched base with her. Nothing available close by.” Jason walked toward the inn, sidestepping a muddy dip in the ground. “This is the only place with vacancies.” 

Jason halted his steps and paid attention to the woman a few yards in front of him.

The brunette hammered a nail into the porch railing. “I bet he’s lost.” Her words resonated loud and clear. “And too macho to ask for directions.”

The blonde let out another peal of laughter as she opened the door and went inside the inn.

“You there?” Marco said. “Is this thing on?”

Jason returned to the call.

“Dude,” Marco said. “What’s going on?”

“I’m wiped. I want to check in and get myself organized.”

“Not surprised. You emailed the Derby’s contract at five this morning, which tells me you drove straight through. You could have stayed overnight in Buffalo.”

“I could have, but the Sabres didn’t have a home game.”

“At the risk of sounding like your sister, you’re going to burn out if you don’t take time off and decompress—”

“I’m flying south after I bag this deal and get that VP promotion.”

“Text me as soon as it’s wrapped up. We’ll get legal on it right away.”

The brunette distracted Jason again as she walked backward on a muddy trail, dragging a garden hose.

“Jay, you still there?”

“Yeah.” Jason blinked and refocused on the call. “I’ll be in touch soon as she signs.”

“I’m betting in a day or so,” Marco said. “I have no doubt she’ll fall at your feet.”

The brunette tripped over a rake lying on the grass and tumbled to the ground.

“You don’t know how accurate you are right now.” Jason picked up his pace. “Gotta go.” He ended the call and approached the woman sprawled on her back a few feet in front of him.

He bent and offered his hand.

She gripped his hand, heaved herself up with his help, and stood in front of him.

He wiped his hands together to get the dirt off. “Are you okay?” He tipped his head down to look at her. He couldn’t see her expression through her sunglasses.

“I’m fine. Thanks for your help.” She kept her head down as she shook her leg to disengage the mud off her distressed jeans. “Are you the guy your New York office sent?”

Francesca must have given the inn a heads-up. It wasn’t in his game plan, but it could save him time. “Yes, I am.”

She looked up at him, cupped her chin, and with slow, deliberate steps, she circled him, stopped, and put her hands on her hips. “And you—you’re the one they sent to meet with Sabrina Monroe?”

Why did he feel he’d been insulted? “Yes, if you could let her know I’m here—”

“It’s about time you showed up.” Her tone was filled with impatience. “We expected you two days ago.”

“You did?” Puzzled, he glanced around to make sure she was talking to him.

She removed her shades and adjusted them on top of her head.

His gaze connected with a pair of eyes that brought the different shades of a sunlit ocean to mind. “Do you wear contacts?”

“Excuse me?”

“You...you contacted the mud. I was asking if you were okay after the contact.” Son-of-a-nutcracker, I sound like a moron.

She narrowed her eyes.

He didn’t need a mind-reader to translate her expression, which seemed to indicate she wasn’t buying his explanation to his asinine question. 

“I’m all in one piece.” She pointed behind him. “Is that your Mustang?”

“The car? Yes.” This is ridiculous. Why the hell was he tongue-tied? “It’s mine.”

Her gaze darted from his face to the car and back to his face. Her mouth twisted in a wry grin. “You must be one of the more successful ones in your company.”

Man, she’s intrusive. “I do okay.”

This time her gaze traveled slower from the tips of his leather sneakers to the top of his head. “Obviously.”

As soon as he could, he’d untie his tongue and demand to see the inn’s owner.

She waved toward the front door. “Okay, enough talk. Let’s get down to business.”

Finally. “I agree.”

Jason turned toward the rumbling sound of a motorcycle.

The man driving toward them stopped, straddled his Harley, and removed his helmet. “Everything okay?”

“Oh, yeah.” The woman waved at the man. “It’s all unicorns and rainbows around here.”  

“Tink, seriously?” Biker Guy clipped his helmet to the back of his Harley. “What’s with the attitude?”

Her expression warmed toward the biker.

Ah, a lover’s pet name. Maybe her boyfriend could distract her while I check in.

Jason took a few steps back. “I’ll go ahead inside.”

“Hang on.” She held her hand up. “I have a few things to ask you before you get settled in. This won’t take long.” She walked toward her boyfriend and put her hand on his shoulder. “It’s been one of those weeks. While you’re here, can you check out my car? I’d love to get another month out of her if I can.”

“Brought the radiator pressure tester,” Biker Guy said. “I’ll give the old bird a once over and see if we can get more than a month out of her. My offer still stands. Let me give—”

She shook her head. “The only offer I want is your special touch.”

“Stubborn as ever.”

“You also left a pair of your overalls. I washed them and hung them up in the mudroom.”

He powered up his Harley. “Tonight, seven o’clock. Be ready.”

Jason tapped his foot. Now it was his turn to show impatience.

“Shoot.” She rubbed her forehead. “I forgot. How about we postpone until next....”

“You’re not bailing on me. End of story.” He spoke to the woman but stared at Jason. “And leave the overalls here along with my other stuff.” 

No problem, man. I read you. I have zero interest in your cranky woman.

“Stick around for lunch,” she said. “You can help me iron the linen and wipe down the china.”

“And on that note,” the biker said, “I’m out of here.” He saluted the brunette and drove away toward the back of the inn. 

“Okay.” She picked up the garden hose. “Where were we?” The warmth in her voice she reserved for her boyfriend disappeared.

“Need help with that?”

“I got it.” She rolled up the hose. “You’re going to be busy enough around here. Get yourself settled in first.” She leaned the hose on the side of the porch. “We have a ton of work piled up. I still need to pick apples for the apple tarts and unpack the new wine glasses.” She clicked her tongue. “We also have to replace ten pocket lights.”

It was a mystery to him as to why she shared this information. “Sounds like things are hectic around here. I’ll get out of your space and check in—”

“Everything that could go wrong has gone wrong.” She adjusted the toolbelt slung low around her waist like a holster. “We’re expecting a full house in a few days for the Whitlock engagement dinner.” She rubbed her forehead, staring down at her mud boots. “I thought I explained all this to your company. Maybe they didn’t give you all the information? Anyway,” she said, “there’s a leak under the sink again, and the bartender quit yesterday.”

Am I being punked? “You’re telling me all of this because...?” 

She tilted her head skyward, expelling a loud breath. “I’m trying hard not to get irritated. Did you hear anything I said? We. Are. Busy. What can I say to get you onboard quickly?”

No wonder the business was in debt if this was Monroe’s staff’s interpretation of customer service. He ignored her scowl and gestured toward the screen door. “I’d like to continue this fascinating conversation, but I’m here to speak to the inn’s proprietor.”

“You’re speaking to her.”

“You’re Sabrina Monroe?”

“Yes.”

So, this was the infamous businesswoman who had scared away the hard-hitting land developers. “Jason O’Neil.” He extended his hand.

She wiped her hand on her jeans and shook his. “Pleasure to meet you, Ms. Monroe.” He hoped she didn’t pick up on the sarcasm.

They had gotten off on the wrong foot, but he was confident in his skills and his ability to acquire her land in two days, three days max.

He was about to launch into a proper introduction.

She turned and, with determined steps, climbed the wraparound porch stairs, crooked her finger, and gestured him to follow suit.

Spellbound, he mounted the stairs and watched as she pointed to a wooden sign painted with bells and doves. “First thing I’d like you to do is hang this sign over the archway.” She talked slower as if she were talking to a first grader.

What the hell? “Are you still talking to me?”

Her nostrils flared. “Yes.”

“I see.” Not even a little bit.

“Okay, I realize I may have overwhelmed you with information overload, but we don’t have a lot of time,” she said. “I’m frustrated because we’re short-staffed, and things keep piling up. Go on ahead in, unpack, grab some lunch, and then we can talk.”

Finally. “Sounds like a plan. But, before I do that, can you show me to your business office? I need to use your printer, and do you have Wi-Fi out here?”

“Wi-Fi is hit and miss. Mostly miss.” She scrunched her eyebrows. “Why would a handyman need a printer or a business office right now?”

It all clicked into place—the list of things to do and fix. She’d confused him with someone else. “A handyman?” 

“I’m sorry. I’m not up on the politically correct terminology.” She tapped her fingers against her puckered full lips. “Let me see. We can call you a jack-of-all-trades-engineer. Will that work for you?”

He decided to play along since it appeared he had no choice in the matter. Something told him a handyman right now was more welcomed than a land developer. She didn’t look like she was in any frame of mind to talk business—and he was game for an adventure. “Could work.”

“For the engagement party we’re hosting, I’ll need you to help tend the bar. Let’s call you the alcohol service provider. Do you think you can handle that?”

“I can pour a few drinks.” No wonder our initial conversation sounded like a screwed-up version of Abbott and Costello’s ‘Who’s on First.’ Relaxed and playing along, he pulled out a tried-and-true grin, guaranteed to defrost her icy demeanor. “Anything else, ma’am?”

She folded her arms across her chest and tapped her foot, looking even more annoyed. 

He was about to halt the conversation and tell her why he visited her inn, but the part of his brain that managed and negotiated deals at lightning speed sparked an alternative plan.

This will work a helluva lot better than a sales pitch to acquire this property.

“Yes.” She leaned against the porch railing. “I’d like to ask you a couple of questions before you settle in. Is that okay with you?”

“Sure.”

“What exactly is your position with your company?”

“Director.” That at least was the truth.

“They sent me a director?” She scrunched her nose as if she’d been served roasted roadkill. “I was told you’re highly qualified for this contract. Is that correct?”

He glanced at the dove and the wedding bell sign. How hard could it be to hang it up?

“Yes.” A stretch, but still within truthful limits—after all, he had assisted the human resource department in hiring contractors for the Arizona resort. “I also work for the business side of the company.”

“A multitasker, huh?”

He sensed an insult in her comment.

She shoved off the railing, swung the screen door open, and motioned him inside as she placed one hand on her hip and tapped her booted foot. “For this contract, I’m only interested in your handyman skills.”

He walked through the doorway. “How long is this contract?”

“You don’t know?”

Damn. “Slipped my mind.”

“One. Month.” 

“One month? That long?” I need to shut up and go with it.

“Yes. That long.” Her irritated expression indicated given a chance, she’d make good use of the toe end of her boot. “Your company messed up the last two times I contracted their services. It cost me a small fortune to fix all the mistakes,” she said with a look of disgust. “I’m surprised the director who works in the business side of things didn’t know this.” She tapped her foot as if exercising restrained patience. “If it wasn’t for the fact that your agency gave me one month’s worth of free service with the guarantee that they’d be sending me their best, you and I wouldn’t be having this conversation.”

“Okay, I’ll try to help.” How hard could it be to do a few things around this place?

“Try to help?” She popped a long, thin-handled screwdriver out of her toolbelt, flipped it in the air, and caught it with her other hand. She stepped closer to him, twirling the tool between her fingers. She looked like Annie Oakley in a toolbelt.

“Well, Mr. O’Neil, can you try to help quickly? We’re behind schedule.”

Even after mentally strategizing, he had to admit the situation was ridiculous. She hadn’t given him the chance to tell her the real reason for his arrival, and now he was the hired help.

He was sent here to work with his briefcase, not a tool case. He should forget about his new plan, hand her his business card, schedule a meeting, and finalize the deal. Sabrina Monroe hits pay dirt, he gets a hefty commission, and Colonial acquires land for another resort.

Yes, he should do that, but he didn’t.

As she sauntered ahead of him, he followed her further into the inn. Without staring too long, he couldn’t help but notice the way her curvaceous hips swayed.

He scanned the foyer, taking in the wide-board wooden floors, which looked like they needed resurfacing to bring them up to par for a Colonial Resort.

He pointed to the mammoth-sized fireplace in the far corner. “Functional?” 

“My great-grandfather built it to bake bread and simmer soup.” Her voice had thawed a notch. “You need to clean it before we fire it up.”

Clean what?

He stopped in mid-stride, stared at her, and tried to gauge if she was serious.

“You expect me to climb inside a dirty fireplace?” He gave his head a vehement shake. “I don’t think so.”

She exchanged an exasperated look with the pretty blonde woman he had seen outside earlier, who now sat behind the oak registration desk. “Hey, Maggie.” Sabrina lowered her voice. “They said they were sending me their best.” Louder, she continued, “Maggie Davis, this is Jason O’Neil, the new contractor. Please show him to the staff’s quarters.” She marched out the front door.

Maggie stood, leaned over, and shook his hand. “Welcome.”

He handed Maggie his credit card. “I’d prefer to stay in a guest room. King-size bed if possible.” He peered over the desk and glanced at the paper registry. He knew the inn didn’t have a computerized hospitality system from his research, and their website was sorely in need of a makeover. There were only a little over half a dozen slots penciled in the reservation book. Good sign. Buyouts were easier when business was slow.

“Mr. O’Neil, you wouldn’t have to pay if you stayed in the staff’s—”

“I’d prefer to pay. And please, call me Jason.” He pointed to his credit card. “While you run that through, I’ll go get my suitcase.”

He went out to his car, opened the trunk, and took his suitcase out, leaving his briefcase in the trunk for now.

# # #
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Jason glanced around his spacious suite decorated in beige and dark green. A four-poster canopied king-size bed occupied the wall nearest the window. The angel-stoned fireplace faced the bed and gave the room a cozy atmosphere—if hearth and home was one’s inclination. 

An oil painting hung above the fireplace. The artist had captured the spirit of skiers zooming down the mountain run amid snow-capped evergreens. The initials SAM were scrawled at the bottom of the painting. He noticed this artist’s initials were on the paintings dotted around the foyer and on the wall leading up to the second level.

He ran his hand along the wooden windowsill noting they’d need replacing with vinyl frames. The room overlooked a panoramic view of the Green Mountains.

For an instant, recognition flashed in his mind as if he’d been in this area before.

Probably from all the articles I read on the area while researching.

He stared out the window and saw Sabrina Monroe climbing a stepladder with a sack slung around her shoulders. She had a look of fierce determination that the bag would be filled with apples, whether they wanted to be picked or not.

He’d have to use all his business expertise and powerful charm to accomplish the acquisition. He punched in Marco’s number on his cell phone. “You have a few minutes?”

“Shoot.”

“This buy-out is going to take longer than we expected.”

“Take a few days to chill and lap up the Vermont countryside.”

“Chill?” He leaned against the windowsill. “Not in this boot camp.”

“Are ambiguous conversations your new thing? What boot camp?”

“You have to be here to see what I mean. Anyway, I’m checked in.”

“Is the property as good as your research indicated?”

“I haven’t taken a full tour, but from what I can see, it’s even better.” Jason glanced at the landscape through the windows. “I can picture the golf course with kick-ass fairways and greens. It’s perfect for what the company has in mind. . .”

Jason leaned closer to the window and watched Monroe talking to a tall redhead. With her hand gestures and facial expressions, it looked like the ginger was on the losing end of a lecture.

He chuckled.

“Jay? What’s so funny?” 

“Nothing.” He looked away from the window. “Our competitors failed because Monroe wouldn’t meet with them, right?”

“Right,” Marco said. “Where are you going with this?”

“I’m going to run an idea by you. Promise you’ll listen with an open mind.”

“Don’t I always?”

“Monroe doesn’t know I’m with Colonial Resorts. She thinks I’m a handyman, and I went along with it.”

“Say again?”

“I let Monroe think I’m the handyman.” He unzipped his suitcase. “I thought I’d help her out for a few days. Fix a few minor things around here.”

Marco sounded like he had put the phone down and launched into a hysterical laughing fit.

Jason walked into the bathroom with his toiletry case. “Marco, pick up the damn phone.”

“Holy crap. You should wear a crash helmet before you come up with this stuff.”

He removed the shampoo and soap out of his case. “Shut up and listen.”

“This is priceless,” Marco said. “You do know Ralph Lauren doesn’t make designer tool belts in suede, don’t you?”

“Cut me some slack.” He went back to the bedroom. “I did learn a few things watching my dad work.” Jason pulled the phone away from his ear before his brother-in-law’s laughter punctured an eardrum. “You done?”

Marco let out a loud, audible breath. “Okay. What’s the plan?”

“Monroe needs an extra pair of hands for an event, so I’d be doing her a solid. Then, when I pitch the acquisition in a couple of days, she’ll be more receptive because I’ve been helping her out of a jam. Boom. Done deal.”

“Do you think it’s necessary to go to all that trouble?”

“If I say yes, do you promise not to crack up again?”

There was a slight pause before Marco answered. “Look, we’re offering her above-market price. Up the ante an additional five percent and ditch this Bob the Builder scheme.”

Jason glanced out the window and noted Sabrina’s defiant posture as she continued talking to the ginger. “A seven-digit check isn’t a guarantee to seal this deal.”

“Do you think she’s that determined to keep the place?”

“What do you think? She’s ordered me to crawl inside a filthy fireplace and clean it. By the way, how does one clean a fireplace? Never mind, I’ll call Da.”

“You’re killing me,” Marco said. “You gotta record it, so we can upload it on YouTube.”

He tapped his foot and waited for Marco to stop taking the piss out of him. “Let me know when you’re done so I can outline my strategy.”

“Okay,” Marco said, “tell me again why you feel you need to carry out this crazy idea of yours. A handyman? Seriously?”

“She uses an agency, and from the sounds of it, they screwed her over a few times and offered her a month’s worth of free service. The guy never showed.”

“And what if the real Bob the Builder shows up?”

Jason pinched the space between his eyes. “Hopefully, he won’t, but if he does, I’ll think of something.” He paced across the room. “I know it sounds crazy—”

“Because it is,” Marco said. “You’ve dealt with tougher prospects before. What gives?”

Good question.

“I can’t explain it.” He ran his hands through his hair. “It’s my instincts kicking in.”

He heard Marco tapping his pen against his desk. “Your instincts have always been bang on, but a handyman? How long do you think you’ll have to play tool guy?”

“I don’t know. Three, four days.”

“Then you tell her you’re there to acquire her land?” Marco sighed. “Yeah, that doesn’t have complications written all over it. You need to stick the pin back in this grenade.”

“It’s not that complicated.” Dammit, do I believe this? “You down with this?” 

“Do I have a choice?”

Jason toed off his shoes. “No.”

“Let me guess. Monroe is a tall drink of water. Blonde. Stacked and—”

“Wrong.” He looked out the window again. She now faced his way, arms outstretched over her head, plucking apples from a lower branch. With typical guy appreciation, he noted how her red turtleneck molded her curves in all the right places.

Okay, enough of that.

He stepped away from the window. “Monroe’s a five-and-a-half foot cranky brunette, not a people person, has a boyfriend. And none of this has nothing to do with our strategy.” 

“Our strategy?”

“You in?

“Again, do I have a choice?”

“Nope.”

He heard Marco’s pen tapping, this time louder. “You’ll wrap this up in a few days?”

“Slight possibility it could take a week before I approach her about the proposal—”

“That long?” Marco said.

“You told me to take advantage and relax in the countryside—”

“Yeah, yeah.” After a few seconds of silence, Marco said, “This is a bad idea.”

Jason grinned. “Which means we should roll with it.”

“Okay, but if things crash and burn—”

“Blowback is all on me.”

“No, I’m right there with you. I’ll kick your ass and hold this over your head for eternity.”

Jason wanted to kick his own ass. What was he thinking?

A handyman?

He shoved his qualms aside and concentrated on his decision. “Tell Richardson I’ll be in touch when she signs. And I’d prefer to keep this on the down-lo.”

“Oh, come on, you expect me not to tell Tara about this?”

His sister would drive to Vermont to videotape him if she got wind of this. “For the time being.”

“I’ll do my best, but you know we don’t keep secrets from each other—”

“You two back to rereading self-help crap about strong relationships?”

“It gets her real hot—”

Jason held the phone away from his ear as if someone had lit a firecracker in it. “You can keep that shit to yourself. I’ll be in touch.”

“Wait, Jay, you still there?”

“Yeah.”

“Text me a picture when you’re dressed up as Emmet.”

“Who?” Jason said.

“The handyman from the Lego movie.”

“He’s a construction worker, dumbass,” Jason said. “I don’t know what disturbs me more, the fact you mentioned him or that I corrected you.”

“Of course, you’d correct me. Olivia told us how much Uncle Jay loved the movie.” Marco whistled a tune and belted out, “Everything is awesome...come on, Uncle Jay,” he mocked his daughter’s voice, “Sing it with me.”

“Hanging up now.”

Jason’s ear still rang from Marco’s annoying laughter as he powered down his phone and placed it on the pine nightstand.

He went to his suitcase and stared at its contents—a suit, polo, and golf shirts—not suitable outfits to masquerade as Jason, the handyman. Luckily, he had packed T-shirts and khakis. But, they’d have to do until he could get himself jeans and work boots.

An image of his sassy new boss popped into his mind. After observing her, he now understood why his competitors weren’t successful.

It will be a victory snagging this place when others have failed.

The victory will land him a VP position.

He could tell she had fearless determination from the brief encounter, was straight up with no bullshit, qualities he admired. He also recognized he would have to wrestle the land from her. He enjoyed the challenge and looked forward to the win fall.

Convincing people like Sabrina Monroe that selling their land was in their best interest wasn’t personal. It was business.

Some days it felt like dirty business. 

He grabbed a towel and headed to the shower.
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“No regrets in life. Just lessons learned.”
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Sabrina filled a bushel with apples when she heard a grating drawl approach from behind.

“We’ve changed our minds,” Rodney Whitlock called out. “We’d like to cancel the yellow and blue orchids and go with all white instead.”

She spun around and faced a smirking Rodney. “Dana told me she wants all pink. Which is it?” She’d order black ones if they kept this up.

“Whatever her heart desires.” He helped himself to an apple and rolled it in his leather-clad hand. “I heard Jeremy quit. Do you have another bartender?”

“Yes.”

He took a bite of the apple. “Is he also a mixologist, and is he able to do the Dana justice?”

“Sure.”

“Sure? That’s not reassuring.” His lips compressed into an unattractive pout. “We told you we want Dana’s signature drink to be spectacular. I’m not talking about someone who thinks powdered sour mix is an acceptable way of making a margarita.”

“My new hire is qualified.” I hope. She picked up the bushel. “Don’t worry about it.”

“If you sold this place,” he said, “the local investors would benefit, you’d benefit—”

“You and your family would benefit.”

His eyes narrowed. “Why don’t you give this place up? It’s what you do best.”

“Why don’t you jump on a vine and swing off my property?”

“I’m a paying customer.” He shook his head with the sneer she’d come to despise. “Or would you prefer I cancel and take my business elsewhere?”

Oh, how I wish I didn’t have to take business from you. “You’re a customer in a few days.” She headed toward the back porch. “Today, you’re a pest.”

He sighed dramatically and slid his sunglasses down from his forehead to cover his cold gray eyes. “I’ll leave as soon as I find Dana.”

“She’s at the front desk taking a few years off Maggie’s life.”

Sabrina picked up the bushel and marched up the steps.

“Hey, wait,” he said. “I heard you had a doctor’s appointment the other day. Everything okay? I mean, you’re still doing good, right? Nothing to worry about?” 

He must’ve heard about her appointment before she exited the doctor’s office because their town’s gossip quartet would put gossip rags to shame.

“I plan on being around for a while.” She squinted at him. “That’s insensitive even for you.”

“Shit, no. It has nothing to do with us wanting to buy your land. I would never wish anything bad for you.” His face reddened. “I’m disappointed you’d even go there.”

“It’s been a bad week, and you know, with our past, I’m hypersensitive to it. We should stick to hello and goodbye from now on,” she said. “Thanks for asking. I’m fine.” She opened the screen door with her foot and headed into the kitchen.

Cookie joined her minutes later as Sabrina swept the leaves off the front porch.

“I’ve ordered the groceries,” Cookie said. “And now—” Cookie’s eyes widened as she tucked strands of her wavy, black hair behind her ears. “And who do we have here?”

Sabrina leaned on the broom and turned to see what had caught Cookie’s attention. She’d been too busy wondering why the agency would send a director as a handyman to fully appreciate Jason O’Neil’s height earlier, which she guessed to be six-foot.

He looked like a man who cornered the market with confidence and possessed an air of someone who gave orders.

She blinked twice. She’d scolded this man?

From the sheen of the drops of moisture clinging to his thick, dark hair, he’d obviously showered. He wore khakis, propelling the female in her to admire how they hung low on his slim waist and hugged his thighs—which she had to note looked strong. His black long-sleeved polo enhanced his dark eyes.

How had she missed those details earlier?

It was irrelevant to what she needed him to do. She’d merely appreciated his attractive qualities the same as she’d appreciate the beauty of nature or a painting.

Jason greeted her with a chin lift as he approached her.

A long day coupled with the chilled autumn air made her shiver. She grabbed the navy hoodie she had slung over the railing and pulled it on.

A fresh, lemony soapy scent wafted through the air as he stood in front of her.

She sported the Eau-de-mud aroma. She’d been too frustrated earlier to notice or care. And she wouldn’t care now.

With that in mind, she asserted herself. “Is this how you dress for work?” 

His left eyebrow rose a fraction. “For now, yes.” 

“You’re okay with getting covered in dirt while you chop and stack firewood?”

“It’s all good.”

“It’s your dollar.” Sabrina could tell by Cookie’s expression that she thought Sabrina sounded bitchy. She would be right. “Jason O’Neil,” she nodded toward Cookie, “meet Ruby Gupta. We call her Cookie. The kitchen is her territory, and if you’re lucky, you can sample her famous chocolate chip cookies before she hides them.”

“Maggie gave me a couple after our tour.” He turned up a high-wattage grin. “Delicious.”

Sabrina turned away from him and glanced at Cookie, who had reverted to a giddy schoolgirl, complete with a blush rising on her brown cheeks. She was youthful-looking for a sixty-year-old woman, and right now, even more so.

“Welcome,” Cookie said. “Are you married? How old are you? Come to the kitchen later, and I’ll fix you some lunch. How long can you stay to help us out?”

Sabrina wanted to stuff one of Cookie’s super-sized muffins into Cookie’s mouth.

The warmth of his smile echoed in his deep voice. “Thank you for the nice welcome.”

A slight burn warmed Sabrina’s cheek. She was sure his welcome comment was directed at her earlier unwelcome attitude.

“I’m single,” he said. “Thirty-six, and lunch after I do a few things would be nice. And,” he said, capturing Sabrina’s gaze, “I’m here until I finish my business with Ms. Monroe.”

# # #
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Later that afternoon, after a hot shower, Sabrina slipped into her bathrobe and took in the red and gold leaves splashed across the Green Mountains outside her window. She took a detour from nature gazing and focused on the man stacking the firewood.

She had spent a small fortune for the other contractors who made a mess of things. She hoped O’Neil was more reliable and efficient.

The weather must have turned mild since Jason had changed into a short-sleeved T-shirt.

A tight T-shirt—the black material strained against his broad shoulders.

She felt a twinge in her tummy as if she’d been standing in a jerky descending elevator. 

Her light-headedness was due to a confusing week and skipping lunch.

A light knock on her door interrupted her rubbernecking. “Yes?”

“You free for a quick chat?” Maggie said through the door.

“Yup.” Sabrina unwrapped the towel around her head and gave her hair an aggressive rubbing. She reached the door and opened it. “Is there a problem downstairs?”

“Nope. All good.” Maggie entered the room. “The part-timer you hired the other day—I forgot her name.”

“Elsie. What about her?”

“Right. Elsie. She’s here.” Maggie sat on the arm of the loveseat by the window. “I gave her the room in the back. What’s her last name? I’ll order a name tag and add her to the roster.”

Sabrina wracked her brain to remember if Elsie had mentioned her last name.

A few days ago, a twenty-four-year-old woman, wearing a bright pink and purple outfit to match her curly hair, arrived at the inn looking for part-time work. Sabrina had told her she wasn’t looking for extra help—the truth was she couldn’t afford another employee.

Elsie had left but returned the next day, and Sabrina finally gave in since Elsie said she only wanted room and board as payment as she had several part-time paying jobs in town.

The young woman sounded like she needed a hand-up with a place to stay, and Sabrina agreed to the arrangement, feeling a strong pull toward Elsie for some inexplicable reason. 

Sabrina shrugged. “I don’t remember Elsie’s last name. Get her to fill out the insurance forms, then give her a tour. Tell her to get settled in and make sure she has a good dinner.”

“Got it,” Maggie said. “The girl can sure rock flowered jeans and fluorescent hair.”

“Yes, she sure can.” Goosebumps trickled across her neck as an unfathomable nostalgia swarmed her senses. “Before I forget, we’re picking Gavin up at seven tonight. I tried to get us out of going out, but he wouldn’t take no for an answer.”

“Good for him. I’m looking forward to blowing this pop stand for a night out.” Maggie faced the window. “He’s not in town for long, so let’s take advantage and go do some damage.”

“Let’s not and say we did.”

“Joking about the damage.”

“With you, I’m never sure.” Sabrina opened a cupboard, grabbed two chocolate-peanut butter protein bars, and handed one to Maggie. “I’ll go, but I don’t want to stay out late. We have a ton of stuff to do around here, and we have to get an early start.”

“We have Elsie and the other part-timers.” She wrapped her knuckles on the window. “And dreamy McHandy to help us out. We can afford to stay out past ten and let loose.” 

Maggie waved her hand back at forth.

Sabrina took a big bite out of her bar. “What are you doing?”

“I’m waving at Jason,” she said. “I think your dating life is out of hiatus.”

“And you say this because...?”

Maggie took out two slips of paper out of her shirt pocket. “It’s not like Rosemist is overflowing with hot guys.” 

“And you say this because...?”

She handed the slips to Sabrina. “Messages from Carl Stewart and Layton Cooper.”

Sabrina placed the messages on the coffee table. “I’ll call them back next week.” 

“Next week?”

“There’s no rush.” Sabrina finished eating the protein bar. “Carl’s proposing a computer system with the latest hospitality software, but it’s too expensive.” She leaned against the back of the sofa. “Layton wants an update on his latest texting gadget invention. I’ve agreed to beta-test them during the Whitlock event.”

“That’s not why they’re calling.” Maggie pointed to the messages on the table. “They want to ask you to the Sweetheart Fall Festival.”

“I’m not interested.”

“In the festival or dating one of them?”

“All of the above.” Sabrina tossed the protein bar’s wrapper into the garbage bin. “I don’t have time to date. Especially men like them.”

“It’s one night out.” Maggie waved her half-eaten bar in the air. “What’s with the men like them bit?”

Sabrina grabbed two bottles of water from the fridge. “Besides the fact we have zip in common, they’re not my type.”

“They’re employed.” Maggie caught the bottle of water Sabrina tossed at her. “They’re cute, and they don’t live in their mother’s basements. Around here, they’re every woman’s type.”

Sabrina took a sip of her water. “Some women, but not me.”

Maggie untwisted the cap on her bottle of water. “Why not you?” 

“For one, they wouldn’t know how to chop a piece of wood for a bird’s nest.”

“Please. They want to ask you out on a freakin’ date, not apply to work here.”

Sabrina pulled a comb out of her robe’s pocket. “Carl plays air guitar as if he invented it and has a display case filled with bongs in his office.” She untangled a few strands of hair. “And he behaved like a jerk to the wait staff the last time he had lunch at the inn, and always boasting his father is the D.A.”

“You’re right. That’s not your type.” Maggie scrunched up the bar’s wrapper. “What’s Layton’s deal-breaker? Don’t tell me it’s his man-bun? I think it looks adorable.”

“Not the hair,” she said. “He talks like a pirate as if he’s auditioning for Pirates of the Caribbean.” 

Maggie nibbled on her bar. “You know the saying, work like a captain, party like a pirate.”

“When the pirate-speak doesn’t get my attention, he puts on different accents. James Bond and a Russian spy are two annoying ones that come to mind.”

“James Bond? Russian spy?” Maggie chuckled. “Did it not make you laugh?”

“Didn’t even crack a smile.”

“Where’s your sense of humor?” Maggie waved her off. “Still not enough to turn a gal off.”

“The last time I talked to Layton, he went on and on about wanting a serious relationship.” She gathered her hair in a ponytail. “He went into detail about how his parents want him to settle down and start a family. His sisters. His aunts. The whole town from the sounds of it.”

“You can’t blame the guy because he has an overbearing family,” Maggie said. “I bet he lets it go in one ear and out the other. Keep the peace and all that.”

“He told me that he’d asked for their opinions and agreed that it was time to settle down.” She slipped the comb into her robe’s pocket. “He’s thirty-three, and he has to poll the town about his future?” She shook her head. “We’ve never even been out for a coffee, and he’s telling me all this? Who does that?”

“What a bastard.” Maggie exaggerated a loud gasp. “A guy who’s upfront and honest about what he wants when he’s interested in a woman.”

Sabrina picked up the black gadget from the coffee table and handed it to Maggie. “How about this for a reason?”

Maggie stared at the gadget in her hand. “What is it?”

“It’s a texting-only device Layton developed,” Sabrina said. “This is what we’re beta-testing. I don’t know all the technical ins and outs. But, it allows people to text each other without relying on towers, especially for areas like ours where we have a lot of dead zones.”

Maggie mashed her eyebrows together. “Still not seeing the problem with him?”

Sabrina pointed to the gadget in Maggie’s hand. “He named it Lay-Text.”

“Seriously?”

“Turn it over. It’s right there in swirly shiny, silver letters.”

Maggie cracked up.

“If that’s not bad enough,” Sabrina said. “He’s ordered T-shirts that say: Lay-Text, we have you covered.”

Maggie wrapped an arm around her stomach, doubling over in laughter.

“There’s more,” Sabrina said. “Bumper stickers: “Safe chatting. Use Lay-text.”

“Did he put a winky face beside it?”

“How did you guess?”

“That’s cute in a geeky kind of way,” Maggie said. “But you know, if there’s chemistry, and it’s the right guy, cheesy accents and tacky slogans won’t matter. They can make fools of themselves, and you’ll find it adorable.” 

“If we were in an alternate universe, and I did find those things adorable, and we managed to hit it off, there’s a little issue of something Layton obviously wants, and I can’t give him—”

“Old Mother Hubbard.” Maggie’s smile collapsed and she slapped her forehead. “I’m sorry.” Her cheeks turned a slight shade of pink “I wasn’t thinking of that and—”

“No worries, Mags and no need to apologize.” Sabrina flung herself on the sofa. “Shit happens. I’m alive. I’m healthy.” She tucked one leg under the other. “Anyway, I’m pretty sure Layton would bore me into a coma. Or I would bore the hell out of him.”

“Are you fishing for a compliment, Monroe?” Maggie said. “You’re not boring. And you won’t know what type of guy you’re meant to be with if you don’t put yourself out there.” 

“I wouldn’t mind meeting someone who’s in the same headspace that I’m in and who’ll be on board with the commitment needed to keep this place running.” Granted, meeting someone who’d accept her irreparable defects would be challenging. “When I have time, I’ll sign up with one of those dating sites, and then you could live vicariously through my adventures.”

“You’re going to give it a try?” Maggie’s eyes widened. “I’ll help you with a profile, and we’ll include a larger geographical area.” Her voice was infused with excitement. “The caption will read, must throw down for guac.”

“Guac?” Sabrina held back a fit of giggles. “That’s my dealbreaker?”

“Among other things. Any guy who’ll splurge on guac is worth checking out.”

“Gotcha.” Sabrina’s lips quirked. “We’ll also mention crocs and socks wearers need not apply.”

Maggie squinted her eyes. and crossed her arms. “You’re shitting me about online dating, aren’t you?”

“Had you going there, huh?”

Maggie waved her off and stared out the window. “I bet Jason wouldn’t bore you into a coma. He has quick-charmer appeal, but he’s also respectful of a woman’s feelings.”

“You know all this from talking to him for what...fifteen minutes?”

“It doesn’t take long to size up a hottie like him.” Maggie pressed her forehead against the window. “My this-man-makes-a-woman’s-loins-roar-with-hunger detector was on full alert as soon as he shook my hand.”

“Loins?” Sabrina threw a small pillow at her. “You’re a trip. Okay, enough of that. Let’s talk about what type of things we’re going to have Elsie do around here.”

“That can wait.” Maggie moved away from the window and sat across from Sabrina on the edge of the coffee table. “Think about it.” There was no stopping Maggie when she unleashed her persistence. “Jason’s from out of town. He’s only here for a month, so there’s no need to worry that he’s going to get all Layton-like. He can be your practice date since you’re probably rusty.” She winked at Sabrina. “All you have to do is arrange a few dinners alone with him.”

“Practice date?” Sabrina rolled her eyes. “I’m his employer in a roundabout way. It’s not appropriate.” Sabrina tucked her other leg underneath and lay on her side. “Why don’t you take your own advice and invite him out to dinner?”

“Nah. I could tell he wasn’t interested in me,” Maggie said. “Besides, Cookie told me he’s thirty-six. No offense to you thirty-somethings, but I want to get through the rest of my twenties with another immature twenty-seven-year-old.” She gathered her hair, pulled it on top of her head, and secured it with a barrette she’d taken out of her pocket. “You have to admit, Jason’s dreamy with a capital Hot. Sometimes there are no words.”

“If you say so.”

Maggie clicked her tongue. “As if you didn’t notice.”

“All I noticed was that he showed up late, and I’m not even sure he’s going to work out, which means I’ll have to save money to hire another contractor from a different agency, and—”

Maggie shook her head. “And you need to check your pulse.” 

Sabrina chewed her bottom lip, wanting to put her apprehension into words so they made sense. “Something is off about him.”

“You think he’s creepy?” Maggie swatted Sabrina’s leg with a pillow. “Please.”

“No, not creepy.” Sabrina grabbed the pillow from Maggie and shoved it behind her back. “He doesn’t look like a handyman, dress like one, and did you see the car he drives?”

Maggie stood and put her hands on her hips. “Since when do you judge people on how they dress or what they drive?”

“You know I don’t.” A few niggles poked her at the back of her mind since Jason’s arrival—trying to figure out why a director would be filling a contractor position. “He didn’t bring his own tools. All the other contractors did, and they all drove pick-up trucks.” Sabrina rose and went to the window. “Look at him. He’s not even wearing work gloves to stack wood.”

“If he gets hurt, you can always kiss his boo-boos.”

“His company screwed up more than once. You’ve seen it, Mags.”

“Who cares about tools and work gloves? Let it be. We need his help, and it’s F-R-E-E.” Maggie thumbed at the window. “He’s not a jerkwad like the other idiots the agency sent.” She stopped, bunched up her fists, and closed her eyes. “Give me patience today.”

Only one person could put that look on Maggie’s face.

Maggie banged her head against the window. “The joy sucker is back.”

Dana. “I’ll go talk to her.”

“You, relax.” Maggie padded to the door. “I’ll deal with her. I swear, one of these days, I’m going to take the hedge clippers to her red mop.”

“Make sure you use dull ones.”

Maggie left, and Sabrina rubbed her forehead and thought about the conversation regarding Jason O’Neil.

The downturn in the economy had touched every business in the country. She surmised everyone at his company had to pitch in as best they could, even if it meant directors had to do some of the grunge work. 

I’m overthinking this. What do I care what his title is? He assured me he was qualified, and we’d get a few weeks of honest work.

She pulled out a chair in front of her pine desk, turned her computer on, and managed to answer a few emails while she had a semi-strong Wi-Fi signal.

She’d already searched for snow globes, looking for one resembling the snow globe she picked up a few weeks ago but had only landed on retail sites, selling them.

She typed in the word magic this time to her search.

Again, she landed on different retail sites without information on mystical snow globes. 
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