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Geneva had known when she accepted the position at Myer Manufacturing, a family owned and run company, there might be situations or people she would come across that would irritate her. Why would the company be different than probably every other company she’d ever heard about? But after almost five years of smooth sailing, she had decided Myer was the exception and the place she wanted to stay until she retired in more decades than she wanted to think about. Meanwhile, she planned to coast along, doing her job to the best of her abilities, and appreciate her good fortune.

Which she did. Until Clay Myer, son of Ivan Myer, the owner and president, had been hired as Vice President when Russell Steves decided to retire after thirty years of devotion to the company. Geneva knew Russell had been a fantastic boss and she had been privileged to work as administrative assistant to a man so intelligent, reasonable, experienced, and easy to work with. 

As far as Geneva had been able to determine in the three months she had worked under Clay Myer as Russell’s replacement, Clay was none of those things and she was reminded of his lack of professional qualities every single day. And five days a week times three months equaled a tremendous number of days. Clay had a shiny new degree on his office wall and sported an impressive wardrobe, but the combination didn’t seem to be anywhere near enough to get the job done.

Geneva knew she was the only one who held that opinion, since Ivan couldn’t be happier to have the fruit of his loins in another corner office at Myer, and every conversation Geneva had overheard between father and son ended with Ivan saying, “Doing a great job, Clay.” 

As a seat warmer, sure, he was doing a great job. Possibly he was a champ at Candy Crush, too. Whenever Clay emailed Geneva with a job he needed “ASAP” she wondered if Clay actually believed there was any pressure on him. Finishing the jobs and emailing the documents and spreadsheets to him, she then waited for him to call her name, his signal indicating not everything she had done was as he’d wanted. 

Geneva wondered if Clay’s course load had included Communicating with Other Humans 101, since he hadn’t yet been able to ask for what he actually wanted. 

Not even once.

Composing her latest email, with the requested report attached, one that had taken her over an hour to compile because he’d wanted data that didn’t make any sense to her and was time consuming to track down, she wondered if maybe just this once she had gotten it right the first time. It had to happen at some point. 

She no longer blamed herself for the outcomes, since she had followed every emailed request exactly, not throwing in her interpretation of what her boss wanted. Clicking on Send, she awaited her summons. It had become more difficult by the week to maintain her professionalism and a straight face with Clay. He was ten years younger than she was and although she felt she had more than earned the right to treat him with condescension, she knew better than to put it into practice.

“Geneva?”

And there it was. He had read the email and the report, and once again, he wanted it redone. Fighting her irritation, she wheeled her chair back, but not quite far enough, since she banged her kneecap on the corner of her desk, gasping from the pain. Slowly standing, thankful her knee still functioned, she made her way to his office to get it over with.

“Yes, Clay?” Smile, Geneva. Lips together so your gritted teeth won’t show. Clay was squinting at the printed report in his hand, par for the course, and she couldn’t wait to hear what was wrong with this one.

Clay Myer gestured to the paper. “What font is this?”

“Times New Roman.” The same font she had used for every single one of his reports. For the past three months. Was he just noticing it now?

“I don’t like it. It’s too stuffy. Redo this in Posterama instead. Make it more fun.”

Make it more fun? Geneva stared at him, waiting for him to laugh. Which was a laugh in itself, since he’d never laughed in her presence yet. 

“And while you’re at it, redo all the reports you’ve done so they’re consistent,” Clay said. “I want to send them all to my father and I want them in the next thirty minutes.”

Geneva wondered if she could blame her growing outrage on hormones, then she acknowledged she and her ovaries had been through worse. But not from Clay Myer, that pipsqueak. Posterama, was it? In the next thirty minutes? Was this how the rest of her career at Myer Manufacturing was going to go? Because of the pipsqueak’s age, probably twenty-two or thereabouts, she’d be retiring long before he would, and her long, excruciating future as his admin flashed before her eyes. She thought about the almost five years she had put into Myer, the investment she’d already made in the company, but as motivation to maintain control of her feelings, it didn’t have the desired effect. Next she tried a slow, calming breath but that didn’t help either. Meaning she was out of patience and options.

“Clay, do you have to work at being a moron, or does it come naturally?” Geneva was well aware of what would happen next, and she told herself to pay close attention so she wouldn’t miss even the smallest detail when she shared the story. Her soon-to-be ex-boss slowly stood, his face an amazing shade of red, his mouth hanging open. Perhaps no one had ever called him a moron, which seemed the most astonishing thing of all. 

She listened to Clay Myer tell her she was fired for insubordination, then she handed him her lanyard and access card before retrieving her purse from her desk, under supervision, of course, lest she abscond with a stack of post it notes, and was escorted to the front door. She hadn’t stopped smiling since she’d leveled her last salvo at her now ex-boss, and she went out into the beautiful April day, wondering what she felt like doing next.

Starting her Bronco, she wondered if it was too early for a celebratory drink. Glancing at the time, she thought she’d hold off for a few hours, since it was only 9:47. And she wasn’t much of a drinker anyway. She entertained herself wondering if Clay would be able to change the font on every report she’d ever done for him. In the next thirty minutes. 

Then she wondered what she was going to do about income. As satisfying as being fired had been, now that she had time to think more clearly, she considered the idea that maybe quitting would have been a better option. Then she would have had two weeks to find another position. But it would also have meant she had to deal with the pipsqueak’s asinine demands for ten more days. 

She smiled, thinking about all the tasks she had taken on over the past five years working for Russell, tasks that were officially his, but she had wanted more of a challenge and he had caved to her requests, or perhaps demands, that she needed more work. She suspected that somewhat lengthy list of tasks wasn’t noted anywhere and she knew Clay Myer wouldn’t be doing any of them since he didn’t even know what they were. Nor did Ivan. 

Oh, well. Good luck to Clay Myer and his father. She snickered as she wondered how many more times Ivan would now be saying, “Doing a great job, Clay.”

Pulling into the driveway of her duplex, she wished Becca was home. But she wouldn’t be, unless she’d gotten herself fired, too. But with Becca’s even temperament and her reasonable boss, that was highly unlikely. She could go see her mother, her next choice, but her mother was also working. Everyone was working.

Everyone except people who had a moron for a boss and couldn’t keep it inside another second.
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Oliver Doucette put his phone down on his desk, smiling when he met Ryan Hardy’s eyes.

“What was that about?” Ryan asked.

“A job. Aiden Lane wants us to build a campground. The Stoddards are friends of his and they recommended us.”

“Word of mouth. Gotta love it. A campground is an interesting concept and this is great timing. Where will we be working?”

“Part of the job is finding the location.” Oliver liked the sound of this job. It wasn’t anything he and Ryan had done before, and it sounded as if it would keep them busy possibly for eight to nine months. “He wants thirty to forty acres, on either a small lake or a pond big enough for swimming and small boats.”

Ryan squinted. “And we have to find the property?”

“Aiden said he has a couple locations in mind, but if we don’t like them or they don’t look like they’ll work, we can find one we like. Sounds a little crazy, but we can do it. Campsites, winterized cabins, communal bathroom facilities, a main building holding a general store and registration for guests, with a two-bedroom apartment as the second floor.”

“What does he want the cabins to look like?”

“Maybe two to three hundred square feet with a kitchenette, bathroom, four bunks. Pretty basic. No foundation, just cinder blocks.”

“That’s basic, all right. When does this all start?” Ryan asked.

“Monday.”

“Looks like we’ve got three days off until then. Want to go fishing tomorrow?” Ryan rolled the chair back from his desk and stood.

Oliver smiled, not surprised by Ryan’s question. The guy would fish every day if he could make a living doing it. “Sure. See you then.” After Ryan had left, Oliver heard the kitchen door close behind him, then Oliver stood and walked to the one window in the small office, looking out at his barn, where he stored Evergreen’s tools. 

His excitement built as he imagined what the finished campground might look like, even though he was jumping the gun without having seen so much as a rough sketch of what Aiden Lane wanted. Still, he knew he and Ryan would enjoy the challenge and variety, since they’d only ever built homes and garages, with a handful of additions. Cabins and a combo store and apartment wouldn’t be as challenging as some of their other jobs. They’d never worked near a lake, either. The job was going to feel like summer camp. Only with power tools.

When Geneva pulled into her parents’ empty driveway, she hoped her parents were home, their cars in the garage, so she could get this over with. She’d had hours to second guess her decision to sabotage her own career, such as it had been, and now she was dreading their reaction. She hadn’t told Becca yet since she needed to have her best friend’s unconditional and instant support to look forward to after her parents freaked out.

Taking the brick walkway to the front door, she eyed the house she grew up in. With an incredible amount of good luck, she wouldn’t have to sell her side of the duplex and move back in with her parents. 

Pressing the bell, then trying the handle, she was thankful the door opened. “Hello. Anybody home?” She headed toward the kitchen and the voices.

“Geneva, this is a nice surprise.” Alice Lane stood at the island with a box of pasta in her hand. 

“Hi, honey,” Aiden Lane said. 

“Hi.” Pulling out a stool, she eased down on it, gearing up to give her parents a show they’d never forget. “Guess what? I was fired today.”

Alice frowned and put down the pasta. “Oh, no. Is Myer downsizing?”

“No, it was just me. And to be honest, I earned it.”

“What happened?” Aiden asked.

“I called Clay a moron.” She hadn’t expected her father to laugh, and she smiled in relief. “It was three months coming, and I guess the only question is why I didn’t say it sooner.”

Alice asked, “What are you going to do for work?” 

“You know what, Alice? Gen’s timing couldn’t be better.”

Geneva stared at her father, who was studying her as if he hadn’t seen her for the past thirty something years. “I like your positive reaction, but I’m not sure what I can do with it, Dad.”

“I could use your help with something.”

“Are you going to pay me five dollars to wash your car the way you used to? I appreciate it, but I might need a little more than that for a paycheck.”

“I promised your Grampa about a year before he passed I would carry out his dream of building the campground he’d always wanted to build and I’m ashamed I haven’t moved on it until now. The money’s in the bank, waiting to be used, and I’ve already found a contractor, but I’ve been wracking my brain wondering how to be on top of the construction while I’m still working. That’s where you come in.”

“Me? You aren’t ready to retire?” Geneva asked. “Then you could be there every day and supervise things.”

“No, I’m not quite ready to retire yet. Not until the campground is finished, maybe by the end of the year.” 

Geneva looked from her mother to her father. “What kind of help do you think I can give you?”

“I gave Evergreen Builders two possible properties, but I’m having second thoughts about them.”

“About Evergreen Builders?” Geneva asked.

“No, they’re the guys I want. A friend of mine at the office recommended them, and their website has all five star reviews. My second thoughts are about the locations I was thinking of because they only have twenty acres and they don’t have enough lake access. They’re not far from Lansing, and I liked the fact they were here in Massachusetts, but I’m going to tell Evergreen to look farther because I didn’t see anything else in this state. Maybe New Hampshire or Vermont.”

“You’re telling the builders to look for a location? You don’t want to find it yourself?” Geneva again looked at both parents.

“I don’t have any more time to devote to the search. That’s where you come in, Geneva. You can work with the Evergreen guys and find the right spot and you’ll be on the payroll as a consultant.”

Alice smiled. “What do you think, Geneva? Doesn’t that sound perfect?” 

Geneva was processing everything her parents were throwing at her. Find a property, supervise a construction project, build a campground, and be expected to know how to consult with people who knew all kinds of things she knew nothing about. And be paid for it. “Just how much money is in the bank for all this, Dad?”

“What’s your annual salary at Myer?” Aiden asked. When Geneva told him, he nodded. “We’ll match that.”

“Dad. Really?” She met her mother’s eyes. “Really, Mom?” Both parents nodded.

“Take some time to think about it,” Aiden said. “You staying for dinner? You can give us your answer while you’re doing the dishes.”

Geneva grinned. “Yes. To dinner and the dishes and the consultant job. How did I get so lucky to have such great parents?”

On her drive home, thoughts about her upcoming “career” as a consultant for something she knew nothing about skittering around in her head, she called Becca, because why not add Becca’s opinion to the collection?

“Becs, I had an interesting day today.”

“More interesting than all your other work days?” Becca DeLong asked.

“Yeah. I called Clay a moron and he fired me. Then my parents offered me a job as a consultant on a project my grandfather wanted them to do.”

“Then I guess congratulations are in order?”

“The jury is still out on that. I’m supposed to work with the builder to find land for the campground, then somehow help with the construction of cabins and some building with a store and an apartment and whatever else will be there. This could be a real challenge for me. Even more than what I faced with Clay Myer.”

“Where is this campground going to be?”

“Could be anywhere in New England. We – listen to me saying we as if I’m actually going to be helpful. We have to find around forty acres on a lake or a big pond. Should be a piece of cake, right?”

Becca laughed. “This is amazing, Geneva.”

“Had I known this was in my future, I would have taken Lewis and Clark 101 at school.”
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Oliver was the first to reach Betsy’s Café for the meeting Aiden Lane had called. A few of the tables were occupied and the noise level was low, which answered one of Oliver’s questions. Once he was seated at a table with good visibility of the front door, he wondered about the person Aiden wanted Ryan and him to meet. Sensing movement by the door, he looked over and saw Ryan come in, scope out the café, then approach the table, taking the adjacent seat. “Good of you to make it.”

Ryan grinned. “Good morning to you, too. You order yet?”

“You think you can survive without coffee until the others are here?”

“As long as they aren’t late.” Ryan looked at his watch. “I was running late and didn’t have time to make mine at home.”

“Order an extra-large.” Oliver leaned back in his chair, his eyes on the door, hoping the rest of their party arrived soon. He’d spent some time searching for properties since Aiden had called him about the job but he’d wanted to bring more to the table than what he’d found. Wishing he had a mug of coffee in front of him, he thought about straightening the salt and pepper shakers, then maybe the sweeteners, but he put his hands in his lap instead, telling himself to relax. Looking up from the tabletop, he saw Aiden Lane come through the door and he spoke softly to Ryan. “Boss is here.” Standing, he extended a hand. “Morning, Aiden.”

“Good morning, Oliver. Good morning, Ryan.” Aiden shook their hands, then sat opposite Oliver. “You found the place all right?”

“Yes.”

“I haven’t been here for a few years, but it was always good,” Ryan said. “Always liked their fried chicken and meatloaf. And their pies.”

Oliver smiled to himself, wondering if Ryan was in a talkative mood or if it was the caffeine deprivation.

“Great food,” Aiden said. “Geneva should be along. She’s the consultant for the job, since I won’t have the time to devote to it.”

Geneva had always felt if she didn’t arrive five minutes early, she was late, and dammit, of all days to be running late, why did it have to be today? She didn’t want to make her dad look bad, and she knew Evergreen Builders didn’t have time to waste. 

Checking her watch as she hurried along the sidewalk toward Betsy’s, she saw she still had two minutes, but it didn’t make her feel less late. Seeing the glass doors ahead, she quickened her step and pulled on the handle, then scanned the tables from left to right, recognizing her father’s gray hair, his back toward her. Also at the table were two men, both thirty something, both dark haired, and she quickly covered the distance to reach them, her professional smile in place. She appreciated the fact neither of the men looked to be Clay Myer’s age. Definitely a point in their favor. “Hi, Dad.” 

Oliver had zeroed in on the brunette outside, expression intent as she strode past the plate glass window. Then she entered the café and her eyes had been on Aiden, a smile on her lips, before she headed their way, and he felt something in his gut twist. Ah, hell. Not again. 

He stood and took the opportunity to study her, just to reinforce what he’d already seen. Maybe thirty, maybe a little younger. Too damn attractive, unfortunately. When Aiden introduced her as Geneva Lane, his daughter, Oliver shook her hand, pretending to himself he had no clue how this project was going to go. Feeling her firm grip, he wondered if Ryan was also thinking the next eight to nine months of Oliver’s life had the potential to be hellish if he didn’t handle this right. But maybe Ryan wouldn’t remember. 

It wasn’t even the fact Geneva was employed by her father. That just made the situation more complicated. Once they all sat, he avoided making eye contact with her or Ryan, focusing on Aiden.

Geneva knew she had a bad habit of making snap decisions about people and she was trying to break that habit, she really was, but she was getting a vibe from Oliver Doucette that didn’t bode well for their collaboration. Ryan Hardy wasn’t giving off the same vibe, seeming to be interested in what the future would bring. It occurred to her Oliver might consider her the equivalent of Clay Myers, his own personal albatross, and she understood that. All she needed to do was show him she was no pipsqueak Posterama-obsessed know-nothing. 

Which was going to be quite a challenge since she knew she was no more equipped to hold the position of consultant than she was to build one of her grandfather’s cabins singlehandedly. The expression “fake it ‘til you make it” was more than a rhyme. It was going to be her credo until this project was successfully completed, by which time she would have found another admin position. One she was actually capable of doing.

Once they had mugs of coffee in front of them, Geneva smiled at her father, waiting for him to switch from small talk to project talk. 

“I’ve ruled out the properties I’d had my eyes on in Massachusetts,” Aiden said. “I know this will set us back, but they didn’t have enough acreage and I want this done right.”

“Ryan and I found a few possibilities in Vermont.” Oliver looked at Aiden, then unable to stop himself, he looked at Geneva. “They’re between thirty and forty acres, all with lake frontage.”

Aiden nodded. “They sound like possibilities. Since it’s already April, we need to get moving. You haven’t been to the sites yet?”

“No. We wanted to run them by you first,” Oliver said.

“I think I’m going to bow out and leave this to the three of you. If there’s anything you need answers to, I’m always available, but I know you’re all more than capable of handling whatever comes up.”

Geneva’s smile froze, and she wondered if she was the only one who’d grasped the fact she was nowhere near capable of handling anything more than a mug of coffee. How on this green Earth was she going to bluff her way through this? It wasn’t some weekend-long project that only two or three people would ever see, this was gigantic, and it affected a lot of people. Possibly forty acres’ worth of people who would be paying good money to use the campground offerings. Not to mention her parents would be living there in the apartment, running the whole shebang, and if the campers weren’t happy, her parents were going to have complaints raining down on them from day one.

Reminding herself of the paycheck she needed for things like a mortgage payment, a car loan, groceries, and maybe a few utilities tossed in, she decided she’d better do some more research and figure things out. “I was wondering if looking for land preforeclosures might be worth trying.” When she felt three pairs of eyes on her, she wondered if she should have kept the thought to herself.

Oliver was surprised by the comment. Maybe working with Aiden’s daughter wouldn’t be the hell he’d thought it would be, if she was going to be an active participant. “That’s worth looking into. Want to get some properties lined up, and we can take a road trip to check out everything we’ve found?”

Geneva stared at Oliver. Did he mean “we” as in the three of them? 

Of course he did. They had all just heard her father say this project was in their capable hands. “I’ll get right to work on those.”

“Maybe look at Vermont properties, since we’ll need to see the ones we’ve found,” Ryan said. “Or New Hampshire.”

“I’ll do that.” Geneva appreciated Ryan’s smile. Maybe one of the Evergreen men actually had faith in her. However misplaced it was.

“What’s your number?” Oliver asked, phone in hand, his eyes on Geneva.

She shared it, watching Oliver and Ryan add it to their phones, and as she was poised to ask for theirs, she heard her phone chirp. Pulling it from her purse, she saw two new texts. “Thanks.”

“We’ll call you in a couple of days to see what you’ve found, then we can plan the trip up,” Oliver said. 

“Sounds like your grandfather’s project is in good hands,” Aiden said, patting Geneva’s arm. “Thank you all for coming today. I need to get back to the office.” He signaled their server and gave her his card.

Geneva finished her coffee, wishing she’d had a muffin
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