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No! The damn rains washed out the lovely Praying Hands Hosta. Fussing over the plants, I don’t notice the guests strolling through the garden. The wet paths should have been enough to keep the guests indoors, at least until the sun fully dries everything. Mr. Hoffman calls me Fussy Grandpa because I remind him of his grandpa who was a Master Gardener. I wish. I’m learning, slowly but surely. I discovered quite by accident of my horticultural skills when my great aunt and uncle needed help in their gardens when I was a teen. They paid me twenty-five dollars a day to come over and help tend their many landscaping plants and even their vast vegetable garden. Aunt Minnie taught me a lot during that time. I was greatly saddened when Uncle French passed away and Aunt Minnie had a stroke and her children moved her to a nursing home. The home was sold, and the new owners didn’t keep up with the gardens. I even offered to come help but they said they just wanted yard.

My mother told me I had a green thumb and I should put it to use. I studied horticultural and earned a degree two years ago. Allen Winder Resorts hired me as the grounds’ keeper, giving me free reign to create a gardening masterpiece. The plot of land includes three acres of which I created the gardens with a winding path showing off the lovely plants of the Northeast. People from all over love walking through and seeing all the beautiful plants and flowers. I even have fall and winter plants, so the garden path is opened year-round. Situated close to the pool, it offers scenic views for the guests. The Winder Bistro has a deck that overlooks the gardens. I had a fountain installed between the deck and the gardens with butterfly plants, plus in the spring and summer we set out the hummingbird feeders. I make sure the little creatures have plenty of colorful flowers for their long beaks to suckle. 

I remind myself to pause and smile at the guests, even though I need to concentrate on the task of saving the plants from the deluge. Always, someone has a comment or a suggestion. I must smile and take it and nod like I’m really considering it. I want to stand and ask if they have formal education in horticulture and if they’ve studied as an apprentice under a professional landscaper. 

Glancing toward the pool, Lena serves the people laid out on the loungers. Being cooped up in the resort for two days has people itching for the great outdoors. The resort sits on the edge of beautiful Lake George and brings in all kinds of guests. Many just enjoy the amenities of the resort grounds, which includes the pool, gardens, golf course, giant playground, as well as a marina, a dock for fishing, and a beach. The pool is the size of two Olympic sized pools, with curving edges and a graduated end making it feel as if you’re walking into the lake. Lena smiles at me as she shoves her tips into her apron pocket. As a poolside server, she wears a bikini top with a sarong and an apron. The guests enjoy the relaxed atmosphere of the pool, so she gets to dress the part.

I like Lena. Her dark long brunette hair gives her a Pacific Islander feel, her big blue eyes shining and making others drool over her beauty. They don’t see the natural beauty like I do. Her splattering of freckles across her face suggests she has naturally pale skin that she’s kept bronzed from all the time in the sun. She wears it well. Her skin is soft and smooth. I take any opportunity I can to touch her. She’s curvy, but not plump, her curves are in the right spots.

Break time means I head to the bar for a soda water. Lena talks to the tender, Mr. Pelf. He’s good-looking and tall and very married, of which I’m glad otherwise I might be a little jealous of the attention he receives from the poolside beauty.

“Hi Garth. Looks like you have your work cut out for you today,” Lena says.

I smile and nod. I love that she’s observant and knowledgeable about what I do. “Yeah, the rains nearly ruined the new plants,” I say.

She smirks. “Yeah, I figured. Spring is beautiful, but the excessive rains are a pain.”

“Painful for the young tender plants. My babies,” I say and laugh.

Lena shakes her head and laughs with me. “Only you would refer to the plants as your babies,” she says.

“What do you mean by that? It’s my job. Not everyone has a green thumb,” I say as I look down at my thumbs.

“No, you’re right. Not everyone thinks of plants as their babies.”

“Well, someone needs to love and care and provide tenderness to them,” I say.

“Yeah. I bet you have plants in your home too, don’t you?”

“Of course. I have clippings from my great aunt and uncle’s garden before they passed away,” I say and frown. Even now, the memory of losing them is painful. 

“Do you have a garden too?”

I love that she’s so interested in me. “I do. I have a small lot, but I make do as best I can with the plot of ground I have. My screened-in back porch has containers with plants too. I’m thinking about purchasing a small green house,” I say.

“Ah, you should own a greenhouse, you know, run it as a business. I’m not talking about a small back-yard one.”

Now she’s talking about my favorite topic. “It’s actually my dream to own several acres and build a greenhouse as a business. I’ve thought about helping set up greenhouses for individuals too. It’s a good market with the way people want to grow their own food these days,” I say.

“I guess. It seems so grandfatherly though,” she says and giggles.

I shake my head. Here we go with the grandpa bit again. I want to shake Mr. Hoffman for doing this to me. “Why is it just because I really enjoy working with plants it makes me grandfatherly?”

“Would you rather I tell you it makes you see sissified?”

I grimace. “What? It doesn’t make me a sissy because I chose a career in horticultural.”

“No, of course not. It’s the whole way you baby the plants. It’s like you’re an eighty-year old woman in the body of a man,” Lena says. 

I sigh. I mean, what else can I do? Laughing, I turn away and go back to work. It’s not the first time I’ve been referred to as sissified. Why is it just because I have a green thumb and honestly care about the plants that it makes me feminine?

I admit, I have a thing for sweet Lena. She’s so petite and feminine that I want to touch her soft pale skin. Eerily, I want to wear her clothing, because in a way I want to be like her. It’s an odd thing, something I haven’t fully explored yet. But the more I’m around Lena, the more I want to be like her. I try to squish the feelings down, because it’s just weird. 

After work, the mall is busy as I work my way to the escalators. The thrill of the short ride increases as I spy the lingerie shop at the end of the corridor. Giant pink signs compel ladies to drop by and purchase the silk underthings. I’ve gone in there before with girlfriends in the past. Now, I’m alone, but it doesn’t stop me from shopping. Ladies and even a few guys browse through the racks and tables looking for the perfect unmentionables. 

“Can I help you find something,” the young salesclerk asks me. Her bubbly smile is infectious. Cindy, by the name on the tag, just wants to help me make the right choice. I play it up.

“Yeah, where are the silk panties? I’m looking for a nice gift for my girlfriend,” I say. It’s a half-lie in that I don’t have a girlfriend. But in imagining what Lena would wear, I go with the rouse that she’s my girlfriend. I wish, anyway, and what’s the harm in preparing. Right?

The sea of bras isn’t where I need to be. Cindy smiles as she leads the way to the panties. “We have silk and cotton in many sizes. What size does she wear?”

I frown, because I have no clue. “Well, she’s about your size. I have to admit, I don’t know her exact size,” I say and
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