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“TILLY, DO YOU SEE THAT doggie playing in its front yard? She’s got a fun squeaky toy just like yours.” Colby glanced over her shoulder at the Bichon Frise huddled in her plastic carrier in the back seat. “Maybe if you tried looking out the window at all the pretty trees and flowers and fluffy clouds you wouldn’t be so worried about going to the V-E-T.” There was no sense adding to the poor pup’s anxiety by mentioning the dreaded word. “They’re only going to give you a nice fluff and buff. You don’t need any S-H-O-T-S, or anything unpleasant.” Tilly didn’t seem to be reassured, but Colby was still going to enjoy looking around at the unfamiliar street and the nice homes they were passing. Her eye was caught by an adorable miniature of a house perched on a big, black mailbox, the kind of mailbox that was probably bigger than a bread box. Whatever a bread box was. Checking the saltbox house beyond it, she saw the mini was an exact replica of it. “Look at that. I love that idea. Don’t you, Tilly? Mom and Dad would love it, too.” Checking the dash clock, she knew she’d have to wait until she’d dropped off Tilly before investigating how she could secure one of those for herself. “Just a little while and we’ll be there, Tilster.” Giving the dog another glance, she said, “I hope you don’t mind the familiarity. We have spent the last ten minutes together, and I feel like we’ve been bonding.” When there was still no response, Colby admitted defeat and faced forward, concentrating on safely delivering Tilly for her beauty treatment. Maybe they’d even paint her toenails a pretty pink for summer.

“Hi, Colby. I didn’t expect to see you today.” Nikki, Dr. Tyndall’s assistant, lifted the carrier and set it on the counter after checking Tilly in.

“Bambi would have brought her but she’s working on a big order so I told her I’d be happy to bring Miss Tilly. I hope she settles down soon. She’s been shaking like a leaf in a windstorm the whole time.”

“She’ll be fine. She always is. Are you picking her up later?”

“Maybe? Whatever Bambi wants me to do.”

“Bambi’s lucky to have you.”

Colby grinned. “I’m the lucky one. You have a great day now.” She scratched Tilly through a hole in the side of the carrier, wishing she could stop the dog’s trembling. “Good luck, little one.”

Back behind the wheel of her Golf, Colby slipped on her sunglasses, ready to put Operation Mini House into play. She’d used the GPS to get to Dr. Tyndall’s office, not because she didn’t know where it was located but because she was always in the mood to learn new side streets and possible shortcuts. She’d lived in Cold Spring all her life, but she hadn’t yet been on every single street, road, terrace, or way in the medium-sized Massachusetts town. And what better time to scout around than June, when it seemed there were trees and flowers in bloom everywhere she looked?

She saw the object of her search ahead on the right and slowed as she approached the property. The mini house was even more amazing up close, with its tiny windows, shutters, clapboards, and even a chimney, and she had tremendous admiration for whomever had the skill to build such a work of art. Parking on the street, she studied the saltbox, which looked old, maybe one or two hundred years, but she was admittedly no expert. Walking up the slight incline of the driveway, she looked around. There was a red barn out back at the end of the drive with a black pickup truck parked beside it. Maybe she’d met the people who lived here in one of her various places of employment. If not, then she was about to meet them, if they were home anyway. But the chances were actually not all that great since it was mid-day when people were likely to be at work. But she was here, and she had to at least try. Knocking on the door because that seemed friendlier than using the doorbell, she glanced out at the mailbox again, this time to study the back side of the mini house. Yup. Adorable from all sides. 

When no one answered the knock, she retraced her steps along the walkway and back to the drive, then saw a sign on the barn she hadn’t noticed before. Briggs’ Barn. Different. When she heard the whine of a power tool, presumably coming from the barn since she didn’t see anyone in the yard, she quickened her steps. Checking her watch, she allowed herself five minutes before she needed to leave for the shop to give Bambi an update on Tilly’s trip to the puppy spa.

The barn had double doors, both of them sensibly open to catch a breeze.  She could only imagine how warm it must be inside, since she had little experience with barns and their air circulation. Actually, she had no experience with barns other than what she’d seen on TV or in movies, but there had to at least be stalls for horses, and of course some hay, and maybe even an old carriage or buckboard. “Hello?”

Lawson didn’t typically have company in the form of girls in dresses and high heels stroll into his barn, and certainly not blonde, girl next door types. He wondered if this one was lost. He lived so far out of town he typically saw little traffic passing, and days at a time would go by when he didn’t see another human, face to face, except for Nash. He eyed the girl and clicked off the sander. “Can I help you?”

Once Colby’s eyes adjusted to the interior, she realized there was plenty of lighting off to the left, illuminating walls of shelves with tools that seemed to cover every available space. There were various tables with even more power tools. Tools everywhere, really. Ah. A workshop, complete with a man; a man standing by possibly a dining room table that looked to be under construction. She inhaled the fragrance of wood shavings. “Oh, it smells so good in here.”

He wondered what exactly she was referring to but didn’t have time for small talk. With Nash on vacation this week he needed to keep moving. “Can I help you?” Maybe she’d answer him this time.

Walking closer, she took a long look at him. Handsome as ever, Nana would call him, and Colby would absolutely agree. Tall with light brown hair, dressed in jeans and a white tee, standing with booted feet apart, he looked solid and manly and capable of great feats of strength. And there was even a pencil tucked behind his ear. But could he help her? He didn’t look like the miniature type, although she wasn’t exactly sure what the miniature type would look like. The table he was working on, maybe pine or oak or ash or birch or whatever other kinds of trees grew around Cold Spring, looked long enough to fit about twelve comfortably. “I hope you can help me. I want to get one of those miniature houses like the one you have on your mailbox.” She gestured toward the street. “Do you make those for people?”

He shrugged. “It’s more profitable than trying to sell them to animals.” He wondered how long she was going to hang around. Even if she was prettying up his workspace, he did have a project to finish. With a deadline that was breathing down his neck.

Handsome as ever but busy as a bee, apparently. And about as friendly. She’d better get her point across before he turned on his power tool and ignored her. “What do you need to make one? A photo?”

“Better if you bring the whole house. I’d want to get the dimensions right.” The expression on her face made him wonder if she were impervious to sarcasm.

“I could make one out of Play-doh if that would help.” She wondered why this man didn’t seem to be cooperating. Unless she wasn’t dealing with the right person. “If you’re too busy maybe I could speak to your boss.” That earned her a broad grin.

“I don’t have time to make a replica of your house.”

She’d straighten him out as to whose house it was later, once negotiations had become friendlier. “I’m not in a hurry. Christmas would be soon enough.”

If she was willing to wait six months she couldn’t want it very much. “I don’t have time.”

“Then I can wait until Valentine’s Day. What do you charge to make one of those? Is it by the hour? Are you even the person that makes them?”

“Tell you what. Bring me a photo and the exact dimensions. Height, depth, width.” She was a determined one, and he didn’t know how else to get her to leave.

“Then you’ll do it?”

“I didn’t say that.”

No, he didn’t. And his eyes didn’t look as if he were even considering it. But she’d knocked down barriers bigger than this one, and she wasn’t going to give up easily. She stepped closer and extended her hand. “I’m Colby Michaels. It’s a pleasure doing business with you.”

He automatically took her hand. “Lawson Briggs.” With her this close he caught a spicy scent he hadn’t noticed earlier. Spicy with something else. Citrus, maybe.

“Briggs’ Barn. So you’re the boss.” 

“Seems like it.”

“I’ll see you again, Mister Briggs.”

“You could use the website instead. Ms. Michaels.”

“I’d much rather do business in person. It’s friendlier. Thank you for your time.”

Lawson watched her march her way out of his barn, hips swinging her dress from side to side, and he doubted he’d see her again, her and that honey-colored hair and those red lips. Asking for the dimensions could almost guarantee she wouldn’t be back. Timing was everything, as the saying went, and this wasn’t the right time for that kind of project. And what it could lead to. Kind of a shame, really, since he’d seen pretty quick she wasn’t just the girl next door type. He clicked the switch on the sander and got back to work.
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COLBY PULLED OPEN THE front door of Bambi’s Blooms and inhaled the scent of flowers. Another tantalizing scent. This seemed to be the day for them. Her boss was at the counter, which was currently covered in Silver Dollars and Veronica, or at least the spaces that weren’t taken up by baskets of Dahlias and David Austin garden roses. “Bambi, those are lovely. What can I do to help?”

Bambi looked up, relief relaxing her facial muscles. “I’m so glad you’re back, Colby. Could you make a couple of deliveries?”

“Of course.”

“But first tell me how Tilly did.”

“She was fine. And I bet she’ll be gorgeous when Nikki finishes her. The prettiest pup in Cold Spring.”

Bambi smiled. “I do love that dog.”

As Colby checked the work orders and pulled arrangements from the cooler, she said, “Do you know Lawson Briggs? Of Briggs’ Barn?”

“Oh, sure. That’s Maggie and Skip’s boy. He’s got his own carpentry business.”

“He must be really busy. I stopped to ask if he’d make a miniature house for me and he acted as if all he wanted was for me to leave him alone.”

“Really? I know he’s working on something for Helen’s Bed and Breakfast. Maybe he is too busy.”

“We’ll see about that.” Colby settled the arrangements on her palms and headed for the front door. “I’ll see you in a bit.” After loading the Golf, she set the GPS and headed for her first delivery, her mind on how she could get those pesky house dimensions without her parents somehow finding out. It needed to be a surprise, or what fun would it be?

At the end of the day, Colby came in her back door and smiled. “Hi, Nana. Did you have a nice day?”

Ada Malone, Colby’s maternal grandmother, was in her usual spot at the stove. “Yes, I did. I saw the girls for brunch, then we went to the library. Teresa just got in a nice collection of large print books, and Livvy and I about emptied the shelves. How about you?”

“Also nice. I made a few deliveries and met some nice people. And I’m wondering if I could get your help on something.” She saw Nana’s eyes brighten.

“What’s that, honey?”

“I want to surprise Mom and Dad with a little gift, but I need the measurements of their house to do it.” Nana’s eyebrows rose. “But I don’t want to ask them because they’ll ask what it’s for, and even though it’s only a little gift, I still want it to be a surprise.”

“Do you want the original measurements? Or the new measurements?”

Which was another complication since Colby’s parents were in the process of adding an in-law apartment for Nana, who had sold her home and was temporarily rooming with Colby until the apartment was finished. Either Colby went with the original house size or she needed photos of it as is, even if the exterior wasn’t totally finished yet. And Lawson Briggs would need to use his imagination. She knew she was asking a lot, and he was already wildly unenthusiastic about her request. “It’s going to have to be the after measurements. There’s no sense making the–” She looked at Nana. “Making it unless it’s going to be perfect.”

“You are making me more and more curious.”

Nana’s smile gave Colby a brainstorm. Why not have a miniature made of Nana’s former house while she was at it? She and Grampa had lived in the house forever, raising three daughters and two sons, and she knew Nana would love to have a souvenir like that. It would be so much better than just photos. “I hope we can make it work.”

“How about I ask to see the plans once again, maybe for closet placement or something. Then I can take a secret photo of them, just like they do in spy movies.”

Colby hugged her. “Nana, you’re the bomb.”

“Is that a good thing?”

“It’s the very best.”

“Then I’ll do it tomorrow while you’re at the florist’s.”

“And I’ll take a couple of photos of the exterior on my way in.”

“I can do that.”

“They might get suspicious if you want to see the plans and take some photos. I’ll do the photos when they’re at work.”

“Mum’s the word.” Nana winked.

Clearly her grandmother was cut out for spyhood. 
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BECAUSE OF THE CAREFUL planning, Colby didn’t have both the photos and the dimensions until a week had passed. She considered contacting Lawson Briggs via his website because she didn’t want to lose any more time but she knew that wasn’t the way to get what she wanted from the man. One lost the ability to nudge if one only visited a website. Armed with all she hoped she’d need, she turned to her boss. “Bambi, I’m off to lunch.”

“Enjoy yourself. It’s a gorgeous day out there.”

“Thanks.” As Colby started the Golf, she hoped the mood in the red barn would be better than it had been the previous week. Parking in the same general area as before, she headed for the barn’s open doors and heard indications of a man at work, the sounds she’d hoped to hear.  

Taking the photos from her purse, she looked at the flip sides as she walked to verify that she had written down all the dimensions Lawson Briggs could possibly need. It was only when she stepped into the barn that her step faltered. There was a man in the barn, but it wasn’t Lawson Briggs. He stood with his back toward her, but she could see his hair was darker and he was shorter.  He did have the same kind of build; solid, and possibly dependable and more flexible. Maybe this was even another Briggs, and possibly even the boss, since she hadn’t gotten an answer to her question last week about whether Lawson was in charge. “Hello.” She watched as he turned in her direction, a smile appearing on his face. “I’m sorry to bother you, but I spoke to Lawson last week about a job, and I wonder if you can help me.”

“Sure, I can.”

“Great. I’m Colby Michaels.”

“Nice to meet you, Colby. I’m Nash Jefferson. Lawson should be back soon if you want to wait for him.”

Waiting was not in her game plan. “I know you can help me. He told me what he needed, and I have everything right here.” She stepped over to where he stood. “He’s going to make miniature houses, like the one on his mailbox, from these photos. The dimensions he asked for are on the back.” She extended the photos and Nash took them, looking about a thousand percent happier about the idea than Lawson Briggs had looked. She watched him study the photos, then turn them over to look at the numbers she’d written.

“Lawson said he’d do these?”

His skepticism wasn’t reassuring, but she wasn’t going to go looking for trouble when she was so close to getting what she wanted. “He said he just needed dimensions and photos. And voilà, there they are. So I just need to know what they’re going to cost. I put my phone number there, too, so he can give me a call, or send me a text.” There wasn’t even a hint of an argument from Nash, just an easy peasy breezy business deal. “Thank you for your help. Have a great day.”

“Okay, then. You have a great day, too.”

Colby hurried down the drive to her car, half convinced Lawson Briggs would make an appearance or Nash would come after her and say he just remembered they were too busy to do it. But she made it to the Golf and drove away before anyone had time to nix the whole idea. 

“You’re back to doing the miniatures?” Nash asked when Lawson returned to the barn.

“What are you talking about?”

Nash read the back of one of the photos in his hands. “Colby Michaels was here and brought you these. When are you going to have time to do them?”

“Colby Mi-” Lawson frowned and reached for them. “Oh, no. I thought she’d given up.”

“You’re going to do them?”

“Them? She wanted one.” He looked at the photos, one of the houses, a Cape Cod apparently under construction, the other a Dutch Colonial Revival. “No, no, no. We don’t have time for this.” He stared at the back of the photos, noting the dimensions written in pencil. 

“She said you said you’d do it.”

“I never–” Had he said that? He’d been more focused on getting her to leave than watching what he said.

“She thinks you did and if you don’t come through, that’s some bad PR.”

Dammit. He knew Nash was right. “Will you help me with them?” He shook his head, irritated he’d been forced into this.

Nash grinned. “No can do. I’m not the artiste here. I’ll work on the B&B project.”

“You find this funny?”

“There’s some humor in it, yeah. Wonder why she thought you said yes. Maybe you did but you were too busy checking her out to listen to what you were saying.”

“That’ll be the day a girl is that much of a distraction.”

“Maybe. But that’s no girl. She’s all woman, my friend.”

Lawson looked at the photos again, but his thoughts were on Colby Michaels. He didn’t need Nash’s reminder about what he was dealing with. Or who. “Yeah.”

“She wants you to let her know what you’re charging. Call her, will you? Once you decide.”

He sure as hell wasn’t going to call within earshot of Nash once he did decide what to charge. But there was still an excellent chance it would be more than she wanted to pay since replicas were labor intensive and time consuming. Being asked to do one had been bad enough, but two houses? He shook his head and slid the photos into the back pocket of his jeans. “Back to work.”
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“DO YOU KNOW EITHER Lawson Briggs or Nash Jefferson?” Colby stared through the glass divider at Petra, who was unzipping the vinyl bag containing the deposit for Bambi’s Blooms. Colby could see her bestie was tossing the names around in her head.

“I don’t think I do. Who are they?”

“How about Briggs’ Barn? Have you heard about that?”

“Briggs’ Barn... Maybe. Construction? Or something like that?”

“Something like that. I talked to them weeks ago about making something for me but I haven’t heard anything.”

“What are you having made?”

Colby looked at the money in her friend’s hands. “Go ahead and count that, then I’ll tell you.” She gazed around at the other tellers and bank customers, everybody focused on their business. It was too beautiful a day to be inside working, that was for sure, but bills didn’t pay themselves. When Petra finished, Colby said, “Can you do lunch today? It’s a lot to explain.”

Petra checked the time. “How about in an hour?”

“I’ll meet you at the deli.” She took the receipt and the bag Petra slid to her under the thick glass shield. “Thanks, my friend. Tata.”

“Let’s eat outside,” Colby said once she and Petra had their salads, and after they walked to the common they found an available bench in the shade of a stand of maple trees. 

“I’m glad you suggested this.” Petra opened the plastic container. “Now tell me what you’re having done.”

“Miniatures. One of my parents’ house and one of Nana’s old house. I saw one on a mailbox that exactly matched the house and did some investigating and found that’s the guy that makes them. The only thing is, he doesn’t seem very excited about doing them for me. He said he was too busy, but still. It’s a job. It means money for him.”

“What was his name again?”

“Lawson Briggs. He’s out on Farmersville Road in a big, red barn.”

“I never go out that way.”

“Same here, except I did that fateful day when I brought Tilly for grooming. Then again a week later when I had what he said he needed to do the work. I think maybe it’s time for another visit since he’s been amazingly silent about the whole thing.”

“You could call him.”

“And he could call me. But he hasn’t. So which one of us needs the other one more? That’s the question.”

“Clearly it’s you needing him.”

“Clearly you’re correct.” She speared a cherry tomato with her fork. “I guess I need to make a nuisance of myself. Luckily, I have a talent for it.” 

“Colby, could you make one last delivery on your way home?” Bambi asked when Colby returned from what Bambi had thought would be the last delivery. “It came in while you were out, and it’s a birthday, so...”

“Of course.”

Bambi took it from the cooler and set the vase on the counter.

“It’s gorgeous, Bambi. Is this a new design? I’ve never seen one like it.”

“The customer said I could do whatever I wanted as long as it was in his price range, and this is what I came up with.”

“I love the big white ones. What are those?”

Bambi smiled. “Mother’s Choice Peony. If you were working here longer, I’d teach you everything I know about flowers. Having you cover while Sondra is on vacation has been such a tremendous help, Colby. And I’ll want you back when I take mine, if you’re willing to come back for more.”

“I’d like that. Just call Sapphire Staffing again and if I’m not booked I’ll be here.” She picked up the vase.

“Do you have something lined up for next week?”

She nodded. “I’ll be at Rafferty’s Books for a couple of weeks. They’ve got their sidewalk sale and it’s always pretty busy.”

“Well, you get going. It’s getting late. I’ll see you tomorrow?”

“Bright and early.”

Colby carefully strapped the vase into the shotgun seat in the tote she kept for deliveries, then set the GPS for Blueberry Road and set off with her load of Mother’s Choice Peonies. She would miss working at Bambi’s. It had been an enjoyable few weeks covering for Sondra, who was on a vacation of a lifetime, a cruise to Europe. Working at the bookstore would also be enjoyable, and Colby knew she’d be a bit more useful there, since her knowledge of books was eons more extensive than her knowledge of flowers.

Pulling up to a gray Colonial, she verified the address on the delivery form with the mailbox. The mailbox which, amazingly enough, had a miniature house atop it that matched the actual house. Now that she’d seen one mini, maybe she was going to see them all over the place. She climbed out and retrieved the arrangement, then made the walk to the front porch.

She could hear voices as she approached the screen door, and she pressed the doorbell, turning away before she had time to take in more than glossy oak floors and a leather couch and recliner. And lamps and prints and photos on the wall, which was painted a nice, creamy ivory color. She heard footsteps and turned with a smile, the vase held before her. Well, well, well. “Hello again.”

Lawson was momentarily speechless to have Colby Michaels appear at his parents’ house. Then he noticed the flowers his father must have ordered, as he did every year for his mother’s birthday. “Hello.”

“Flowers for Maggie.”

He pushed open the door and took the vase. “Thanks.” He wondered if he should say something, maybe explain why he hadn’t contacted her, or if he should wait for her to ask. It took about three seconds for him to decide that wasn’t the way to run a business. Even if he didn’t really have time to make the houses, he needed to figure out how to do it. “Listen, I haven’t had a chance to-”

“You’re busy, I know that. Do you know what you’d charge for them? Maybe it would be more than I want to spend. I know there’s an incredible amount of time and skill that goes into making something like that, and it’s probably way beyond what I can even imagine, and you need to make it worth your time and labor and materials, and all that.”

“I’d like to see the houses first, before I give you a price.”

That made sense to Colby, and she also knew she was probably keeping him from either dinner or a birthday party. “I’ll stop by your barn tomorrow and give you the addresses. Thanks.” She turned and headed down the walk, delighted things were at last moving along. 

Lawson watched her walk to her car before he brought the flowers to the kitchen. “Flowers for Maggie here.” And after dinner, a trip to the hobby shop for him. His conscience, aka Nash Jefferson, would be happy he was finally going to start on the order. He could almost hear Nash’s words; the more work you take in, the sooner you can lease that store downtown, and the more work you’ll take in. As if he needed the frequent reminders for something that was probably only going to happen in his dreams. A store might mean more business, but a store would need to be manned. Or womanned. Which would require an extra salary from the business. An extra salary he couldn’t afford right now. 
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LAWSON MADE IT OUT to the barn, unlocking the door and lighting up his workspace before he remembered he’d probably need the photos Colby Michaels had given him, in case she did decide to come by. In case? He shook his head as he returned to his dresser where he’d left them. Taking a manilla folder from his desk, he slid the photos in. May as well appear to be taking this potential job seriously. 

Once Nash came in, Lawson said, “Let’s get the table over to the B&B. Hope you’re feeling strong today.”

“Truck or trailer?”

“Trailer. We can’t take a chance on it being hit with something on the road.”

“After this we have some breathing room before we start on the built-ins for the Knolls’ houses?”

“Yeah. Think we can knock those out in a couple weeks?”

Nash grimaced. “If we give up sleeping.”

Lawson laughed. “There are only ten to do. How bad can it be?” 

“Right.”

“Let’s load up and move that table.” Lawson backed the trailer to the barn door, then he and Nash set it on the dolly and wheeled it out of the barn and into the enclosed trailer. As Lawson slowly pulled out of his drive, he wondered if this was the time Colby would decide to come by. 

“When are we going to have time to make benches for the B&B?” Nash stared at Lawson as he started the Silverado for the ride back to the barn. “I thought you were joking when you told Helen we could do them.”

“It’s only six. We can do them.”

“I didn’t think you’d taken my giving up sleep comment seriously.”

“Let’s get the lumber now so we can get started.”

“If you’re going to work me on Sundays, too, you’re paying me overtime.”

“It’s a box with a spindled seat back. Simple stuff.”

“With a lid that opens for storage.”

“So it’s a blanket chest.” Lawson glanced at Nash. “And it’s job security.”

“Job security? We’ve got enough work for the next six months already, and you seem to attract new jobs every week.”

“If it gets to be too much for us to handle, I’ll hire someone else.” When Nash didn’t respond, he guessed that satisfied him.

“Colby, after this delivery, why don’t you head home,” Bambi said.

“Really?” Colby checked her watch.

“It’s been quiet and it’s your last day. Why not?”

“Thank you, Bambi. It’s been great. And I’m pretty sure I’ll know a Mother’s Choice Peony the next time I come across one.”

“That’s good to hear. And I’ll teach you more next time. If not September for my vacation, then possibly even sooner. But I’ll call Sapphire in plenty of time so we can reserve you. Enjoy your weekend, now.”

“Thank you. I hope you enjoy yours, too.” Colby lifted the basket of hydrangeas and lilies. “This is gorgeous.”

“Thank you. It’s for Ellie at Town Hall.”

“Lucky Ellie. I’ll see you, Bambi. Thank you for everything. I mean it.” 

After leaving the arrangement with a delighted Ellie, Colby made her way to Farmersville Road, delighted herself to have a few hours off on a Friday afternoon. Parking at the side of the road, she looked at the mini house, the real house, and the barn. There were two trucks parked by the barn today, which doubled her chances of getting an answer to all her questions. 

“She’s back.” Nash gestured to the street with his head and Lawson walked over to take a look.

“She wants those houses.” He watched Colby Michaels approaching, her gaze everywhere but where he and Nash were standing. Just before she stepped inside, he said, “Hello, again.”

Colby guessed she’d come at a good time, since Lawson and Nash appeared to be standing idly by. Maybe they’d been waiting for her. “Hi. I have the addresses for you. Do you know how much they’re going to cost?”

And that was the $64,000 question. Lawson picked up the folder from the table and said, “Come with me.” 

“Where are we going?” Colby quickened her steps so she could keep up with him as he walked down the driveway. She was tall, but he was taller. And faster. And he wore work boots to her heels. She hoped
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