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The Hideaway Inn

 

Book 1

 

On her 50th birthday, Laura Myers lost almost everything. What she never expected was how much she would gain when she found the courage to begin again.

 

From USA Today Bestselling Author, A Heartfelt Women’s Fiction Small Town Romance Series

 

Her 50th birthday was supposed to be a celebration. Instead, it was the day her life fell apart.

 

Laura Myers thought she had the perfect life. A thirty-year marriage. Three grown children. The family business she poured her heart into. But when her husband walks out, shuts her out of the business, and threatens to take the family home, Laura finds herself starting over when she least expected it.

 

Determined not to give up, she leans on her two best friends and her own courage. Her dream is simple, yet bold. Take back the old family house and turn it into The Hideaway Inn, a place of comfort and second chances.

 

As her children begin finding their way home, each bringing their own struggles and secrets, Laura discovers that starting over at fifty may be the beginning of a brand new chapter.

 

If you enjoy stories about strong women, small-town charm, family drama, and later-in-life romance, you’ll love The Hideaway Inn.

 

Begin your visit to Hideaway Lake with The Hideaway Inn — where every ending can lead to a brand new chapter.

 

*****

 

Get a FREE Bonus Story Here!

Rebecca May’s Legacy


 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 1

 

Laura

The words came out broken, desperate. Each syllable cut through the antiseptic quiet of the hospice room like a small knife.

"Don't let him ruin it all."

Rebecca May's hand felt like paper in Laura's, cool to the touch, but her grip was surprisingly fierce. Laura leaned closer to the woman who had loved her better than her own mother ever had, who had taught her that backbone was a choice, not a birthright.

"I'm here," Laura whispered, though her throat felt raw. "I'm right here with you."

For thirty years, Rebecca May had been Laura's anchor. The one person who never wavered, never disappointed, never left. Until now. The unfairness of it pressed against Laura's chest like a physical weight. She wanted to rage at God, at time, at the cancer eating away at this incredible woman, but Rebecca May wouldn't approve of weakness. Even now, especially now.

The irony almost made Laura smile. Here Rebecca May was, dying, and Laura was still worried about disappointing her.

"Did you hear me, Laura?" Her voice carried that familiar note of authority that had guided Laura through everything from potty training her babies to standing up to the PTA president.

Laura squeezed her hand gently. "I heard you."

The hospice nurse had warned Laura about this. The confusion, about the speaking to people who weren't there. But Rebecca May's eyes were sharp, focused entirely on Laura's with an intensity that made her skin prickle.

"I mean it." Each word came with visible effort, her chest rising and falling in uneven rhythms. "Don't let him take away my property. He wants to sell it all, the house, cottages, even the businesses across the street." She tried to lift her head, those gray eyes blazing with the fire that had intimidated half the town for decades. "Promise me there will never be another woman in my house except for you."

Laura's heart stuttered. "Rebecca May, you don't need to worry about..."

"I heard him on the phone." Her voice cracked, and she closed her eyes, gathering strength. "Talking to that..." The words dissolved into labored breathing.

Laura glanced at the oxygen monitor, her hands trembling as she adjusted Rebecca May's blanket. She was talking about Kurt, had to be. But selling the house? That beautiful Victorian on Hideaway Lake where they'd celebrated every holiday, where Laura's children had learned to swim, where Rebecca May had taught Laura to make her famous apple butter?

"Promise me." Her eyes opened again, boring into Laura's. "I can't go until you promise me. I need to hear it from you, right now."

The desperation in her voice shattered something inside Laura. "I promise. Of course I promise."

A smile ghosted across Rebecca May's lips. The first peaceful expression Laura had seen in weeks. "Do you promise me?"

"Yes. We'll take good care of your home at Hideaway Lake." The words felt sacred, a vow spoken in this space between life and whatever came after.

"I will hold you to that, my dear. You know that."

Even dying, she was formidable. "I know."

Rebecca May's gaze shifted then, moving past Laura to something Laura couldn't see. "There they are, my babies. Richard is holding Maggie and Mitzi." Her voice turned soft, almost a whisper. "They're waiting for me."

Laura turned to look, seeing only the hospice room's carefully cheerful décor. The fake fireplace, the landscape paintings meant to soothe. But Rebecca May was seeing her husband, who had been dead ten years, and her beloved cocker spaniels.

When Laura looked back, Rebecca May was gone.

The silence felt enormous. Final. Laura sat there holding her hand, this woman who had shaped her, and felt herself breaking apart. The tears came then, ugly and raw, for all the conversations they'd never have, all the wisdom Rebecca May would take with her.

A gentle touch on Laura's shoulder brought her back. Nurse Debbie's kind face swam into focus. "I'm sorry, Laura. I need to..."

"I know." Laura stood on unsteady legs, suddenly desperate to escape this room that smelled of endings. "I'll wait outside."

In the hallway, Laura pressed her back against the cool wall and tried to remember how to breathe. Her phone buzzed. Kurt, finally.

Be there in less than five minutes.

Texting while driving. Again. Laura's fingers flew over the screen: Please don't text and drive. Call me.

When the phone rang, his irritation came through immediately. "Do you have to reprimand me even through a text?"

The callousness of it struck Laura hard. His mother dying while he complained about her nagging. It lit a flame of anger in her chest. "It's too late. Rebecca May is gone."

Silence. Then: "Well then, it's done. Can you wrap things up there? I have something to do. I'll see you at home."

Wrap things up. As if his mother was a business transaction. Like thirty-five years of her love and sacrifice could be bundled away with a signature.

"Don't you want to say goodbye?" Laura's voice came out small, lost.

Another sigh. Impatient, not grieved. "Laura, I knew this day was coming. I made my peace with this weeks ago. It's done and over with. Mother had all the arrangements in place. You need to come home. We have to talk."

Laura hung up without another word.

 

***

 

The house looked the same as always. Magazine-perfect, cold as marble. Kurt's showplace for clients and investors, never quite a home. The front door stood ajar, and three large suitcases crowded the foyer like accusations.

Laura's blood turned to ice water.

"Kurt?" Her voice echoed in the two-story entryway.

"I'll be right down!"

Laura hung her coat with shaking hands, her mind spinning through possibilities, none of them good. The Quinn rug beneath her feet had been chosen by Kurt's designer, like everything else. It suddenly felt foreign under her heels.

Kurt appeared at the top of the stairs with another bag, his face set in that determined expression Laura knew meant bad news. Thirty years of marriage had taught her to read his moods like weather patterns.

"Are you going somewhere?" The question came out steadier than she felt. "Your mother's services..."

"We need to talk." He set the bag with the others, then checked his watch. Always checking his watch, measuring his life in billable minutes. "Let's sit down."

"I'll stand."

Something in his eyes made Laura's knees weak. A coldness she'd never seen before. This wasn't about a business trip.

His phone rang, and he turned away to answer it, speaking in low tones. "Not yet. It won't take long."

The dismissal in his voice, the way he literally turned his back on her, sent ice through Laura's veins. When he hung up and faced her again, she saw a stranger wearing her husband's face.

"I wanted to do this for a long time, but mother warned me if I did, she'd change her will."

The words hit Laura like a physical blow. Rebecca May's last desperate plea suddenly made terrible sense.

"What are you talking about?" But Laura already knew. Her body knew before her mind caught up. The hollow feeling in her stomach, the way her hands had gone numb.

"When was the last time we did anything together, Laura? Really together?"

Laura stared at him, trying to understand how they'd gotten here. "Last week. The Smiths, then the winery..."

"That was business." He dismissed thirty years of dinners, shows, shared moments with a wave of his hand. "I always take you to business dinners. It's good for clients to see me as a family man."

Was. Past tense. Laura's heart hammered against her ribs.

"I'm leaving, Laura. Our marriage is over."

The words hung in the air between them like smoke. Laura had heard them, but they made no sense. Today of all days, with his mother not even cold, he was destroying everything?

"You're leaving? Why? What have I done?"

He couldn't even look at her. "It's not what you've done. I'll always love you. But I've wanted out for years. Mother made me promise to wait, as if she knew what was best for us." His laugh was bitter. "Now that she's gone, I don't have to worry about losing my inheritance."

The cruelty of it stole Laura's breath. He'd been waiting for his mother to die so he could leave her.

"You're leaving me on the day your mother died?"

That infuriating shrug. "Everything's mine now. I can sell these useless properties, put the money to good use. Real investments, not sentimental landmarks."

"Her home isn't useless!" The words tore out of Laura. "She loved that house! The children, our children, have memories there!"

"The kids are grown. The house is empty real estate."

He pulled an envelope from his bag and thrust it at her. "Divorce papers. Read them. If you sign quickly, we can make this simple."

Laura's hands shook as she took the envelope. Thirty years reduced to legal documents.

"I know it's a shock," he continued, almost conversationally. "You were so busy with your own life, you didn't even suspect I was seeing someone else."

The world tilted. Seeing someone else. An affair. Of course there was another woman. There always was, wasn't there? The cliché of it made Laura sick.

"Who?"

He hesitated, then Laura's hands tightened on the papers, wanting to tear them into tiny pieces. He stared at her fingers, hesitating before giving the name. 

"Tammy."

Their accountant. Sweet, efficient Tammy Slade with her perfect smile and her late-night "business meetings" with Laura's husband. Two years of lies suddenly made sense. Why Laura had stopped going to the accounting office, why Kurt handled everything financial, why he'd started working so many evenings.

"She loves this house more than you do," he said, as if that justified everything. "She'd be good at entertaining clients, not just going through the motions."

The words hit like slaps. Going through the motions. Thirty years of hosting his business dinners, smiling at his clients, playing the perfect wife. All of it dismissed as meaningless performance.

"Where am I supposed to live?" The question came out smaller than Laura had intended.

"You'll get a percentage when I sell mother's properties. Enough to start over."

Start over? At fifty? While he moved his mistress into Laura's home, her life.

"Why should I start over? I did nothing wrong!" The anger felt good, better than the hurt. "Get out!"

"Don't be upset, Laura. I promised everyone involved you wouldn't put up a fuss."

Everyone involved. How many people had known about this betrayal while Laura had been caring for his dying mother?

"You mean Tammy? You just admitted to adultery, Kurt. Do you know what that means in divorce court?"

His face went cold. "I'll never admit it outside this house. That slipped out, but try to use it against me and I'll lie under oath. Who will they believe? Me, or the resentful wife everyone knows hated hosting dinners?"

The words cut deep because there was truth in them. Laura had hated those dinners, had felt like a prop in his business theater. But she'd done it anyway, for thirty years she'd done it, because she'd thought that's what love meant.

He gathered his bags, efficient as always. "I'll be at Mt. Grant Inn. You can redecorate however you want since the house will be completely done over once the divorce is final."

Once the divorce is final. As if it were already decided, already done.

"Get out!"

He left the smallest bag behind. Laura grabbed it and hurled it after him, slamming the door so hard the windows rattled. Her hands shook as she turned the deadbolt, as if a lock could keep out what had already happened.

Laura stood in her beautiful, cold foyer and felt her life crumbling around her. Rebecca May was gone. Her marriage was over. And she was fifty years old with no idea who she was supposed to be now.

The pink envelope caught her eye then, fallen from the mail pile. Her neighbor's annual birthday card. Laura picked it up with trembling fingers.

Happy 50th!

Fifty. The number felt enormous, impossible. This morning Laura had been a wife, a daughter-in-law, a woman with a place in the world. Tonight she was... what?

Laura sank into the chaise lounge, still holding the birthday card, and finally let herself cry for everything she'd lost in one terrible day. But underneath the grief, Rebecca May's voice echoed:

Don't let him ruin it all.

Laura wouldn't. Somehow, she wouldn't let him win.


 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 2

 

Olivia

Olivia Myers gazed out the window of her furnished Brooklyn apartment, checking to make sure the taxi driver wasn't already waiting downstairs. She'd told him to text when he arrived, but there had been times before when they forgot and sat outside with the meter running, a costly trick she'd learned to avoid.

She had so many wonderful memories in this small space, but it was time to leave. Frieda, her last roommate, had moved out two months ago to live with some rich guy she'd met at a club. Without someone to split the rent, it was no longer feasible to keep the place when Olivia was on the road ninety-five percent of the time.

The apartment had been nice to have as a home base after each gig. She'd enjoyed hanging out with Frieda and loved the nightlife of the city. But lately, it was starting to feel hollow. There was a craving inside Olivia for something more, something she couldn't quite name.

She wasn't able to put her finger on it, but spending weeks in one place only to leave it all behind and move on to the next gig was wearing on her nerves. For eight years she’d worked for the same company, traveling wherever they needed her to be. The glamour had worn thin somewhere along the way.

She always had to sign non-disclosure agreements because some of the celebrities and politicians hosting special events demanded it. Things were often said right in front of her, but once she signed that paper, her word was her bond. She lived a no-questions-asked lifestyle, keeping everyone's secrets locked away.

Lately, she'd been impatient with her team and had even snapped at her employer once. Several times she'd found herself walking away from the gourmet kitchen when all she wanted to do was scream at someone. The careful control she'd maintained for years was starting to crack.

Jane McLewel, the owner of Traveling Chefs, Inc., was always in high demand. She had a reputation for being discreet and contracted only top-notch chefs to work for her. Jane had noticed the change in her most faithful chef and told Olivia to use up some of the vacation time she'd accumulated and come back with a better attitude.

Or else.

Even though she'd been with Jane since the day she graduated from Culinary School, Olivia understood exactly what Jane meant. If she didn't get her act together, Jane would give her the boot without blinking twice. Their clients expected professionals and spent a lot of money to make sure they had the best. Jane would make sure nothing stood in the way of an exemplary experience for her high-end clients.

That included Olivia.

Her phone buzzed with a text indicating that the taxi would be out front in two minutes. Olivia hurried to the door, pushing a dolly carrying all of her worldly goods, which consisted of three pieces of luggage and several boxes. Eight years of living, and this was all she had to show for it.

The doorman, Phillip Hamilton, was waiting in the hallway, much to her surprise. "Let me get your things, Olivia. I'm going to miss seeing your smiling face."

Olivia reached up and hugged him, touched that he'd come to her apartment door like this. "How kind of you, Phillip. I'll miss you as well." She was five feet ten, but he towered over her by about eight inches. He was tall and thin and had been the doorman for the past few years, always greeting her with a huge smile when she came home from one of her contract jobs.

Phillip escorted her to the taxi, helping the driver stuff the three overpacked suitcases in the trunk. Two boxes had to be placed in the back seat. "Where are you heading, Olivia?"

"Hideaway Lake, Pennsylvania. My grandmother recently passed away. It's time to be with family."

"I'm sorry for your loss, ma'am. Good luck to you."

She watched out the back window as the taxi made its way through the city, then across the bridge toward the Chevrolet dealership where she would pick up her new car. It hadn't been necessary to have a vehicle in the city since she used public transportation when she was there. She knew she’d need a car to get around at Hideaway Lake, so buying one made perfect sense. Besides, it was time she bought something nice for herself.

Olivia made an excellent salary working as a private chef and had been able to save most of it. Everything was paid for while on the job, so she hardly ever had to spend any money for the last eight years. Even so, she was always careful and shopped at thrift stores, preferring them to the specialty boutiques and brand name department stores in the city. Old habits from her childhood, when money had always been tight despite her father's success.

Olivia let out a sigh as they made their way across the bridge. Now that she no longer had to pay for an apartment, she'd allowed herself to splurge on a new car. After getting dropped off at the Chevrolet dealership, she loaded up her bags into her brand new red Chevy Blazer and headed down the highway, turning up the sound on the new Bose Wave radio.

March winds still made the morning air feel brisk, but she didn't care as she pushed the button on the driver's side door. The window slid down and she stuck her arm out into the chilly wind. She lifted her chin and sang at the top of her voice, her lungs exploding with freedom.

For the next few weeks, she would be free from having to be discreet because of her job. She wouldn't have to turn her head away from a well-known politician having dinner with someone other than his wife. Or from a rich mogul with a different woman every night, sometimes twice a day. For the next six weeks, she'd be free to do and say whatever she wanted, and it felt wonderful. She was free.

The highway stretched ahead of her, leading home to a life she'd almost forgotten existed.

***

Holly

"Laura! Open the door!" Holly and Shar both called out, their voices carrying a note of urgency that made Holly's chest tighten with worry.

"She did say she was coming home, didn't she?" Holly asked, though she could see Laura's car sitting in the driveway plain as day.

Shar gave Holly one of her famous don't-mess-with-me looks. "Holly, I spoke with her on the phone. She's here. Her sedan is sitting in the driveway, or did you somehow miss that when you pulled in?"

Holly laughed despite her worry. "I wasn't paying attention to what car was in the driveway. I was too focused on getting here."

The sound of the lock turning caught their attention. When Holly saw her best friend's face, she instantly pulled Laura into her arms. Shar followed, and the three stood locked in an embrace of friendship that had sustained them through fifteen years of life's ups and downs.

"I'm so sorry," Shar whispered, the three of them rocking back and forth in the middle of the doorway.

"It's cold outside. Come in, ladies." Even in crisis, Laura's hostess instincts kicked in automatically.

Holly shook her head as she stepped inside with the others. Leave it to Laura to act as if nothing had happened. Her friend's grace under pressure was both admirable and heartbreaking.

Holly shook the coat from her shoulders and hung it on an empty hook on the old antique coat rack. She opened the paper bag she held in her hand and pulled out a bottle of wine, showing it to the others. "Ladies?"

"We won't need glasses," Laura said, taking the wine and heading to the kitchen. She dug around in the drawer until she found the corkscrew, then spent the longest time trying to open the bottle, her hands shaking so badly she could barely grip it properly.

Holly sat alongside Shar, who had already made herself at home on a stool at the counter. Shar never had to announce her presence. The woman had a steel-like way of controlling the energy of whatever room she walked into. Everyone knew when she was there.

Holly guessed it was a learned skill since Shar was a lawyer. "How goes it in the courtroom, Shar?"

She shrugged. "Another long day in court. Tomorrow, too." She turned her attention to Laura, who stood staring at the bottle of wine like it held the answers to all of life's problems.

Shar slid out of her chair and went around the counter, taking the corkscrew from Laura's trembling hands and opening the bottle with the skill of an expert. Holly jumped up and joined them.

"Laura, you're a mess. What else is going on?" There was something more she wasn't telling them. Rebecca May's death had been expected, but this was different. Holly knew her friend too well. Shar looked over Laura's shoulder and nodded to Holly in acknowledgment that something else was happening here.

Shar's voice was gentle but firm. "Come on, Laura. You need to get off your feet and sit down."

Holly took Laura's other arm while the two of them helped her to the Willoughby sofa in the next room. Laura sat in the middle while Holly and Shar settled on either end, forming a protective circle around their friend.

Shar took a long swig from the bottle, then handed it to Laura. Holly's eyes widened when Laura tilted the bottle up and gulped it down like a teenager on a drinking binge.

"Whoa there! I know you deserve to get good and drunk tonight, but save me some," Holly teased, reaching for the wine. She was in the middle of taking a swig when Laura's words split the air like lightning.

"Kurt left me."

The room fell silent except for the ticking of the grandfather clock in the corner.

Holly almost choked as the liquid barely made it down her throat. Even though she'd always thought Kurt was self-centered and took Laura for granted, she'd never expected to hear those words. The three of them had been friends for years, and this was not something Holly had ever seen coming. "Did I hear you right? What did you just say?"

"He left me the moment Rebecca May died. He didn't even make it to her side before she passed. He came home to pack his bags and gave me the news the moment I walked in the door." Laura's voice was flat, emotionless, as if she were reciting someone else's tragedy.

"I'm going to kill him!" Shar was famous for showing little emotion, but she was clearly furious for Laura. They had been best friends for a few years before Holly came into the picture, and Shar's protective instincts were legendary.

Laura lifted a hand in the air. "No need. He's got everything he's ever wanted. A younger woman, all of Rebecca May's property, and he wants to give my home to her."

Shar stood up like she was ready to march into battle. "He can't do that! Did you say a younger woman?" Holly watched as Shar transformed into the warrior attorney she was known to be in the courtroom.

Laura sighed, leaning into Holly's embrace like a broken bird. "I don't know what to do. He wants it all and plans to leave me nothing but a few dollars to start over."

"We will fight him every step of the way. Tell me more about this other woman. If that's adultery, you can ask for whatever you want, Laura."

Laura shook her head sadly. "He said without proof he'll just lie, and they'll believe him because I'm just a secretary for his business."

Holly and Shar both spoke at the same time. "What a bastard!"

Shar spotted the manila envelope on the side table and began reading through the paperwork. She settled into the Tifton Chenille chair, throwing the overstuffed pillow on the floor so she could lean back and read each page silently, her lawyer mind already working.

Holly gave Laura a reassuring squeeze. "Don't worry. Shar will figure it out. He can't take everything from you."

"I'm afraid he might try to," Shar said without looking up from the papers.

Laura nodded wearily. "He said he would. I didn't give him time to say much more before I demanded he leave."

Shar rifled through the papers, occasionally nodding to herself. After several minutes, she laid the pile on her lap and looked directly at Laura. "Laura, you need me. I'll represent you for free. He's not going to get away with this."

"I'm afraid to ask what you read. I don't have the energy to read past the first page."

"You don't need to. Leave this to me. You know I'll always be honest with you, and I'm telling you now, this may be a difficult case. He doesn't want you to have any of his mother's property. Is there any chance you recorded him admitting to the affair tonight?"

"Of course not. I was too shocked to think of recording our conversation."

"Too bad. That would've solved everything."

"Shar! Be gentle," Holly scolded.

Shar held up a hand. "If I'm going to represent Laura, we have to deal with the harsh reality of what we're facing."

"I'm right here, ladies. Don't discuss me like I'm in another room." Laura managed a small smile, the first Holly had seen all evening.

Holly grinned back. "Even in the middle of disaster, we find something to laugh about. Here's to us, ladies. We will get through this. Together." Holly held up the bottle she'd brought from the local vineyard.

"I hope so." Laura's quiet words broke Holly's heart. She'd do whatever was necessary for her friend.

Shar's strong voice cut through the moment. "He has the power and the money to hire a team of lawyers to destroy you, Laura. But that doesn't mean a thing to this lawyer. I'll find a way to get you a fair settlement, just wait and see." Shar grabbed the bottle and took a long drink, sealing her promise.

Holly closed her eyes, sending up a quick prayer for her friend. Laura was going to need all the help she could get.

 

***

Cole

"Little brother, is that you?"

The window slowly came down and his sister's head popped out of a brand new SUV. Cole's jaw dropped. "Whoa, sis! Please tell me that's not a rental."

"Nope! Bought and paid for by yours truly." She turned off the vehicle and the door flew open. Olivia emerged from the Blazer with her arms outstretched, looking like a completely different person than the one he'd seen just a week ago.

He hugged her tight even though he’d just seen her at their grandmother's place on Hideaway Lake. Even so, he'd missed her. They stood on the sidewalk in front of the hole-in-the-wall motel on the outskirts of Philadelphia that had been his home for the last few months, and he felt embarrassed by the contrast between her shiny new car and his current circumstances.

Olivia gave the motel a disdainful look, her nose crinkling as she pointed to the open door of room thirteen. "Are those your bags?"

He nodded, stepping back from her. There was something different about his big sister today. She was older by almost three years and still had the same blonde hair that fell in soft waves to her shoulders, but her eyes looked different. Sadder, somehow. Today, a pair of dark sunglasses was perched on top of her head instead of over her eyes where they should be. He'd warned her about driving without protecting her eyes, but she usually ignored him.

Olivia had always been a bit of a rebel, always defying the normal way things were done. Actually, that wasn't entirely true. His youngest sister Bailey was much worse in that department. He'd warned them both about taking care of their bodies, starting with sun protection, but they never listened to him. Cole had worked outside since he was sixteen and knew how harsh the elements could be.

Olivia started toward his luggage. "I can get that," he called to her.

She walked faster, and he caught up easily, his body in great shape from years of construction work. He zoomed past her, scooping up two ragged-looking bags sitting in the doorway. He laughed out loud when she swore under her breath.

"You need better luggage," she told him, turning back toward the vehicle. Then she gave the motel a thorough once-over and cringed. "I can't believe you were living in this place. Certainly the company could provide something better for its top supervisor."

"Ex-top supervisor."

She turned sharply. "What?"

"West Enterprise decided to downsize. Guess who was the first to go?" This wasn't necessarily the whole truth, but he didn't want to discuss his work situation or his private life with anyone right now. It was too complicated, and he wasn't sure his family would understand. He certainly didn't want sister-pity. That would be the worst thing right now, especially when this trip wasn't about him but about the family. Grandma's death wasn't going to be easy for any of them.

"I'm sorry, Cole. Did they give you a decent severance package until you find something else? Which you will, I just know it. You've had people trying to recruit you since I can remember."

He slid the two bags into the back seat of the Blazer. They looked faded and worn from always being near construction dirt and dust, appearing oddly out of place on the brand new tan leather seats. "Yes, rest assured, I got compensated well." Perhaps too well, he thought, knowing the check was still sitting in his wallet. He wasn't sure whether he should rip it up or make a deposit.

Cole pushed the thought from his mind. He wanted to forget everything that had happened for now. All he wanted was to go home to Hideaway Lake, maybe take a canoe around the lake. It would be too cold right now to take a swim, but with March almost over, April would bring warmer days. It wouldn't be long until he'd find time to relax and unwind and clear his head.

Since he'd graduated high school with a certificate in construction from the local vo-tech, he'd worked all kinds of jobs until he landed the position at West Enterprise. For the last five years, he'd worked his way up the ladder, landing the supervisor job two years ago.

Cole had loved traveling to different work sites, even if he had to stay in seedy motels. As supervisor, he was lucky to have a room to himself, but not all the men were that fortunate. Many of them doubled and tripled up in rooms. He'd had a good team working for him for the last two years, but he wouldn't miss the work. He was weary. Even at twenty-seven, he'd had enough of someone else telling him where to go and what to do.

"What are you thinking about, brother?"

They were heading down the turnpike at a steady pace. Even though it was the faster route, the scenery was monotonous. Lots of trees and the same stretch of road mile after mile. He shrugged. "With the compensation I received, I could probably start my own construction business." The question was, did he want to use that particular check?

Olivia's eyes lit up for the first time since he'd seen her. "I think you should! There's land for sale all around Hideaway Lake. Maybe you could buy some property and start building your own houses. Or buy up some of those old homes at Hideaway Lake, fix them up, and flip them. I know how much you love historical structures."

"Maybe."

"It's a brilliant idea. Dad's a broker. He could list the houses for you once you renovate them."

"I don't want to work with Dad. It never worked before, and it won't work now."

Olivia laughed. "I almost forgot about your stint working at the real estate company. That didn't go over so well, did it? No wonder you took off for Philadelphia. Dad can be impossible to work for."

Cole shook his head. "How would you know, sis? You never once worked there."

"That's right, I never did. Real estate was never my thing. I wanted to be a chef from the time I was in grade school."

Cole patted his sister on the arm. "Looks like your dreams came true, Olivia."

She smiled at him, but those sad eyes were back. "It's not always what you might think it would be," she told him quietly.

"You mean like the grass isn't always greener on the other side kind of thing?"

"Exactly." She was quiet for a moment, then brightened. "I'm glad you called me for a ride, Cole. This long drive would be lonely without you."

He shrugged. "Mom told me you were heading this way. Since I always drove the company truck, I didn't have time to get my own set of wheels." He thought about what she'd said about the grass being greener elsewhere. Yeah, he understood that feeling completely. "I miss home."

Olivia nodded emphatically. "I do too. It's only sixty more miles to Hideaway Lake."

"Time to turn up the music!"

"Yes!" Olivia fiddled with the volume until music blasted from the speakers, filling the car with energy and hope.

Cole took a deep breath before joining in, singing along with the radio. It felt good to be going home, even under these circumstances. Whatever was waiting for them at Hideaway Lake, they'd face it together as a family.


 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 3

 

Bailey

The way the Director of Nursing flicked her pen against the wood surface was starting to grate on Bailey's nerves. The older woman glanced at the message left on her desk, then gave Bailey a look of complete disapproval.

"This is your last chance."

"I'm not making it up, Donna. I swear." Bailey tried to keep the defensive edge out of her voice, but she was failing miserably.

"I do realize after speaking with your mother this morning that your grandmother has passed away. I'm sorry for your loss. This makes it extremely difficult to discuss this serious issue with you right now."

Bailey watched as the Director of Nursing finally put the pen down, knowing she'd been screwing up lately. But that was no reason to threaten to throw her out of the program. She'd worked too hard to get here.

The director pursed her lips and stood, her disapproval radiating across the small office. "I don't like warning my students about these things because you should know better. Your parents have paid a substantial amount of money for your tuition. Your disrespect of this fact has given me serious pause."

Bailey shrugged, trying to appear more confident than she felt. "Pause for what? I haven't done anything except be late a few times. I admit that I missed some classes and didn't make it in time for labs, but I wasn't feeling well."

Her pointed look made Bailey hesitate to say anything more. They both were











































































































OPS/CoverDesign.jpg
a
HIDEAWAY LAKE

novel






