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Chapter 1
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Michelle

Michelle took a deep breath as she leaned back in her office chair. The restaurant was hers now. Tori’s was her responsibility. She’d wanted this since she was old enough to walk. Now that she had it, she expected to be more excited over sitting at the desk, holding the keys. Yet she found herself nervous.

Scared even.

She’d been waiting her whole damn life for this, but she was scared. She’d been coming up with ideas, and plans, and holiday deals, but even with all the confidence she had before, she was still terrified. Maybe it was because she expected to get the place after she turned thirty, maybe even sometime in her forties. Yet now at twenty-six, she owned the place.

Her dad handed her the keys minutes ago when they finished the paperwork and made it all official. He was so confident in her and so sure that she’d be able to handle things.

Michelle had done every job there was in that place. From the days she took over managing the restaurant, to running the kitchen and being a server, even doing dishes or working as a janitor anytime they needed it. She knew exactly how everything worked at all times, but now that she sat at that seat and held the keys in her hands...All of that didn’t feel like enough.

The original plan was that she’d slowly take over as head chef and, if ever needed, she’d take ownership and hire a new manager to help run things. But after her mother passed a few years ago, her father wanted a change. Michelle didn’t blame him, and she didn’t want him to lose love for the restaurant. This seemed as if it was the best option.

She knew everything she needed when it came to running the place, and she could call her dad anytime she needed, or her grandma.

Her grandma, Tori, was in the restaurant once a month, more if there were holidays or family birthdays. If Tori was at all worried about Michelle taking over and running things, she never let it show.

The head chef, Jessie, had his hope in Michelle too. He was younger than her grandma and older than her dad and he had planned on retiring within the next couple of years, though he made it obvious that he wouldn’t if the restaurant needed him. He was going to retire once Michelle had been running the kitchen for a year, maybe less if she was sure they wouldn’t need him there.

Then there were the regulars to worry about. Whether it be them not liking the little changes she planned on making here or there or even from other competing restaurants opening. She didn’t want to disappoint anyone. It was all stressful. She wanted to be more excited, but she wasn’t.

She took a long, deep breath and stood up from the chair. Sitting there and worrying wasn’t going to make anything easier. She knew she’d likely keep worrying, but she could at least keep busy. Walking out of the office, she went to the dining room.

The restaurant had been open for fifty-nine years. Her grandmother and grandfather opened it in 1926, her grandfather making the decision to name it after her grandmother, Tori. Then her father took over, thirty years later in 1956. Her grandparents had only helped occasionally when needed until her grandfather passed.

And now another thirty years later...The place definitely could use a little updating. She didn’t want to change everything. The older decorations and color palettes could bring atmosphere to the place. The point was that multiple generations had owned this place, and she wanted to display that.

Michelle just needed to find a way to blend everything together. She loved the newspaper clippings and awards they had hung up on the wall throughout the years. But the frames all needed replacing. She could take everything off the walls and repaint them from the faded bright green color. Something that would better match the cream-colored booths and chair seats.

The flooring also needed to change. When the place first opened it apparently had a brown carpet and then when her dad had ownership, he changed it to a checkered floor. So it only felt fitting now that she owned the place, she changed the flooring too. That would be another thing she would have to figure out once she planned a budget for these changes.

The main thing she worried about was adding her own touches to make things somewhat her own. Her dad added a jukebox and vinyl around the awards and newspapers. She didn’t want to get rid of the vinyl completely, but she’d have to at least move some or give some to her dad to make room for something of her own.

Standing there and taking in the space for a little while, she sighed and said, “Maybe plants?”

The place could be livelier; plants could make the place smell fresher. The smoking section was by the windows and that sometimes wasn’t enough. They couldn’t always have the windows open. The smoke would occasionally overtake the smell of food cooking.

It never exactly stayed a smoking section; the smell and smoke alone could drift over the whole restaurant. Maybe she’d get rid of the smoking section all together and leave ash trays outside to encourage people to smoke out there. She could update the outdoor seating to help those who wanted to smoke outside sit there.

But plants wouldn’t be enough to make it her own. She could add to the pictures, make a collage from when her grandma ran the place all the way up to now. Michelle hummed as she thought about it, knowing she’d need to ask her grandma for any pictures she might have that she could part with.

The place was empty, so it was easier to see everything. She’d need the place to stay empty for when she made changes.

She walked back to her dad’s office, her office, and looked at the calendar. She could close the place for the weekend, make the changes, reopen Monday, and go from there.

She’d have to eventually find someone to either act as manager or head chef to eventually replace Jessie. But that was a problem she’d worry about later.

For now, she needed to worry about making a budget. She looked at the desk with the multiple folders her dad had left, carefully labeled and set on the desk for her with the most important things she’d need. There’d have to be something in there about money.

* * * *
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Michelle had stayed after closing just to get her thoughts in order; now it was four in the morning, and she was just getting done figuring out her budget. She could get a good few hours of sleep before the places she would need to go to would open.

She took a breath, rubbed her face, and then wrote Jessie a note. The note said that she’d be out for the day, going to stores to figure out some new decor and flooring, things of that nature. She also said to call her dad if they needed help since she’d be busy the whole day. Lastly, she wrote that they’d be closed Friday to Sunday for the renovations, but longer if necessary. Then she added a little apology for the short notice and signed her name.

She put the note on his locker in the break room before heading out. She drove home, tearing up constantly from yawning. Michelle didn’t even make it to her bed; she lay on her couch and fell asleep in less than a minute.

* * * *
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Chapter 2
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Michelle

Michelle overslept, waking up around eleven in the morning.

She groggily opened her eyes and looked at the clock above her TV. It took her a good minute to read the clock and realize the time, but once she did, she groaned, “Fuck!”

She rushed to get ready, washing off her now messy makeup from the day before and putting on new makeup. She let herself take the time to brush and curl her hair before throwing on some new clothes before rushing to her car and into town.

It took a few hours for her to pick things out at stores, place orders, and figure out delivery, but it was done. She figured she got it done pretty quickly since she had expected it to take a lot longer. But she had picked out the new flooring that would be installed hopefully by Saturday if she helped and a few cans of paints for the walls. She also found a few things that would add her own touch to the place.

She’d been busy and hoped that it would be worth it. It was getting close to four in the afternoon; she’d need to eat before heading to the restaurant. She wasn’t going to make Jessie make her a plate of food even though he wouldn’t mind.

Michelle stopped at the first fast food drive thru she saw, ordered something way too greasy, and parked in the lot to eat her food. She found a pen in her glovebox and on a napkin started writing her to do list.

Move everything out of the dining area, to the hallway and Dad’s my office.

Move all the wall art to my office for now.

Put a help wanted sign on the window for a manager position.

Call Dad to pick out vinyl to take.

Paint the walls.

Get the flooring down.

Redecorate.

She hummed and looked at the list. That seemed like everything. She could add things as she needed.

* * * *
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The rest of the day went as she planned. She’d moved all the furniture she could into the hallway once the restaurant closed. Jessie and some of the servers thankfully helped with that. They also helped move the wall art into her office and as soon as everyone left, she taped the edges of the windows and doors. Michelle spent a few minutes debating if she should find coverings for the booths and tables that sat against the walls but decided against it. She then spent the next few hours painting.

By the time she was done with the second coat of paint, she’d gotten paint in her hair, on her clothes, and face. It was also getting close to four in the morning again. But it looked perfect. She’d do a third coat in the morning if it looked like it needed it, but this was enough for now.

She needed to do one last thing before heading home. She
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