
Lan didn’t reply with words. She reached up and pulled Emma down onto her lap then kissed her.

“I guess you do want me to finish,” Emma gasped then returned the kiss.

“How about you? Do you want anything from me?” Lan asked as she ran her hands through Emma’s hair, fluffing it out then letting it fall in soft cascades.

Emma looked longingly into Lan’s eyes. She didn’t have to say a word. The thoughts were already being shared. This moment had been coming since that first cool autumn evening when Emma roared into the parking lot and caught Lan in her headlights. It had only been a matter of time before their fight to remain mere professional associates crumbled into a passionate explosion of desire. At the same precise moment, they each were asking themselves the identical question. Why had they waited so long? With thorough kisses and inquisitive hands, the dance of intimacy had begun.
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Chapter 1
 

The 150-horsepower Mercury outboard flung a huge rooster tail behind the fiberglass boat. The plume of water seemed to pursue the craft across the lake. As she tightened her grip on the steering wheel, Lan Harding urged the throttle wide open. After several seconds of wind-driven exhilaration she throttled back, let the boat settle into the wake, and listened to the uniform churn of the engine. She smiled with satisfaction as she ran her fingers through her wind- blown auburn hair. Lan raised herself onto the back of the driver’s seat as she guided the boat into the cove. Her tanned face was absent of any makeup. She was thirty-eight but could pass for someone in her twenties. Her eyes were her strongest feature, dark, expressive, with tendencies toward a greenish cast when she stood in the sunlight. She was thinner now than when she was captain of her high school basketball team, but her leg muscles were still well defined under her faded jeans. She considered her breasts, though small, ample for someone nearly six feet tall.

She gave a thumbs up to the man standing on the dock. His shoulder-length graying hair was held back from his deeply wrinkled face with a piece of leather lacing. The left sleeve of his flannel shirt was turned back to reveal a dirtied plaster cast covering his forearm. His greasy hands were big and weathered. He nodded and waved Lan toward the dock. He waited at the head of the boat slip for Lan to ease into position, a maneuver she could do almost without looking.

“RPM’s good and no hesitation Max,” Lan reported as she tossed up the bowline. “You have this one in good shape.”

Lan cut the engine and tossed Max the keys, then stepped onto the wooden dock, her long legs taking the awkward step easily.

“That contractor, Quinn Bishop, called and left a message,” Max announced in his deep but quiet voice. He rested one foot on the bow of the boat to steady it as the wake rolled through the slip.

“Good. Thought I’d never find an available contractor. When is he coming by?” Lan asked hopefully. “I’ve been calling him for three weeks now. You’d think he’d want the business.” Lan looked up the hill at the storm-ravaged marina and shook her head plaintively. “How much longer do I have to wait?” she asked rhetorically.

Max busied himself with the boat’s bow cleat. His eyes narrowed with crow’s feet webbed out from the corners as if he was forcing his concentration downward and away from Lan’s questions. Max wasn’t much of a small talker, but it wasn’t like him to be evasive or indifferent.

“What?” she asked after studying him for a long moment. “Max?”

“Hell, Lan,” he muttered between his teeth. “He ain’t coming. Said he was too backed up to come by, what with all the storm damage and bigger contracts. Said he didn’t have the manpower. Stretched too thin as it was.”

Lan was silent for an uncomfortably long time then took a deep breath. Her eyes searched the shimmering morning waters of Oklahoma’s Grand Lake of the Cherokees. Now it was her turn to narrow her eyes and squint off into distant concentration.

“Said maybe late summer or next fall he might have time to come by and take a look,” Max continued, lowering his eyes, almost ashamed of the news he had been reporting. “Sorry, kid.” Max walked to the end of the dock and joined her in searching the lake waters for whatever relief it might offer.

“That was the last one, Max,” Lan replied in a low voice.

He did not respond as he stood beside her, the deep creases of age wrinkling his face.

“Well,” she said squaring her shoulders. “Guess I will have to look a little harder ’cause I’m not giving up on my marina. Shared Winds is staying open.” Her smooth cheek became a rippled knot of clenched jaw muscles.

Lan turned on her heels and strode off toward the marina office. One of the flooring planks creaked and fell through with a splash as if to agree with Lan’s determination. A bird, startled by the commotion, left its nest from high up in the dock rafters and flew out toward the open water. Lan took this as a good sign. The spirits were watching her. She walked the obstacle coarse of missing planks and twisted posts along the wooden boardwalk and headed up the sidewalk. The large A-frame building with its huge log timbers and glass front, was set into a clearing of thick woods that ran down to the rocky shore. A wooden deck wrapped around both sides and across the front of the building providing a breathtaking view of the sunrise over the lake. But now it looked splintered and twisted with gaps like a witch’s smile.

Shared Winds had been conceived and born of Lan’s image of the perfect lake business. Coupled with her master’s degree in business administration and the years she spent working for inept marina owners, she knew she could create an environmentally responsible yet efficient and viable business. When she heard about an old marina that was closing because of its deteriorating condition and slumping sales, she mortgaged everything she could and scraped together enough to make a down payment. The biggest selling factor was the location. It was in a shaded cove, with room to expand, a freshwater spring feeding into the lake, and a view to die for. These were all the ingredients she needed to let her dreams take flight. But now, through the early morning mist, it looked like it had been chewed on by a mad dog.

Lan spent the rest of the day checking construction companies as far away as Kansas City, Fayetteville, and Wichita only to come away with rejection and disappointment. She tried answering a few emails and letters about when the marina would be back to full speed. Half a dozen potential boaters trickled in but those hoping to do some fall fishing grumbled their frustration about the unusable boat ramp and took their boats and gas money elsewhere to launch.

The September storm with tornado-force winds still rolled over and over in her mind. The wind-whipped hail lashing the roof, the boats bouncing and crashing helplessly against the docks, rental cabins toppled like a house of cards, scraps of asphalt shingles littering the campground, tree branches exploding through the picture windows, then the angry waterspout taking dead aim on the helpless marina.

When the wind, rain, and hail had wreaked its havoc and moved on, Lan, Max, the other employees, and guests were left to stumble through the shredded wreckage stunned and helpless. Max was taken to the hospital in Grove with a broken arm. A few minor injuries were tended to before Lan helped the shocked campers gather their scattered possessions and limp home. With only her numbed instincts to guide her, she searched the remains of her forty-two-acre marina and campground for bits and pieces of salvageable debris. A farmer near Ketchum, some twenty-five miles away, called to report a splintered sign floating in his pond that read Shared Winds Campgrounds. Several sections of dock railing were found washed ashore on Two Tree Island. The most humbling sight for Lan had been the huge slab of concrete that had once been the boat ramp. It had been smashed like an eggshell when the wind uprooted the tall trees that grew along either side. Now boats could be neither loaded or unloaded at Shared Winds, sending business around the point to one of the other marinas, business she hoped would one day find its way back to her cove.

Lan’s dream of building the finest marina on the lake had been dissolved in one freak storm. Eight years of work and reinvesting every penny into the business now seemed perilously close to vanishing. The long days of work and lonely nights after the storm, waiting to rebuild, hoping the insurance would cover most of the damage, left Lan plenty of time to think. And now the bitter memory of Rachel’s death could not have chosen a worse time to resurface.

Lan leaned back in her desk chair and closed her eyes, her hands clasped behind her head, surrendering to the memory of Rachel’s soft smile. The thought of her lover’s long raven hair, the way her jeans hugged her hips, their three wonderful years together, even the last tumultuous year as Rachel became increasingly more distant, left Lan painfully hollow.

Lan had hired Rachel to work in the ship’s store, something she seemed perfect for. Within six months, Rachel had flirted her way into Lan’s heart and her bed. For Lan, love was definitely blind. Rachel’s occasional affairs and random indiscretions didn’t soften the shock of her death.

She heaved a deep resolute sigh. If Rachel had been anywhere else but on that stretch of road, on that foggy night, she would still be here, yelling at Lan to get busy and find a contractor instead of being bogged down in frustration.

Lan was so deep into her thoughts she hadn’t heard Max tapping his cast against the doorjamb.

“You need me anymore tonight, kid?” he asked from the doorway. Lan came crashing back to reality. “Um, don’t think so,” she said trying to look busy. “Might as well cut out early.”

“Early?” he replied with a chuckle. “It’s quarter past seven. I’m starving. Sure miss the snack bar. I’ve locked up the pump house and gearboxes. I’m leaving the rest up to you.”

“Okay,” she nodded. “See you tomorrow, Max.”

“Damn! You are someplace else tonight. Don’t you remember? It is Duninvdi, month of the Harvest moon. This weekend is the PowWow in Tahlequah. I told you about it three months ago.”

Lan took a deep breath and slowly nodded. She hated it when he caught her daydreaming.

“Is that this weekend? Sorry. I guess I’ve been a little distracted these days. But don’t worry about it. I can handle things here. After all, I am the boss,” she added, gesturing toward the pile of papers on her desk.

“That’s what worries me,” he replied with a wink. “Well, if you need me, you know where I’ll be.”

“Just what I need, a sixty-eight-year-old full-blooded Cherokee, in warpaint and feathers, running up and down the dock, whooping and hollering, scaring the fish. As if things weren’t bad enough already.” Lan pushed papers around on her desk, trying to hide a grin.

“Might not hurt you to come along with us. You may not be fullblooded, but there’s enough Cherokee in you. Maybe you need to return to your roots a little.”

“Who, me? No thanks. I have plenty right here to keep me busy. And I’ve told you, my heritage is my business, no one else’s.” Her eyes narrowed slightly, a trait she demonstrated when she felt cornered or needed to hide her feelings. She accepted her Native American heritage as inner strength but preferred to handle it without fanfare.

Max picked up a tiny leather pouch from Lan’s desk and let the beaded string fall through his broad fingers.

“Let your heritage work for you. There are great powers all around you. Reach out to them, let them help. The spirits of your ancestors have not abandoned you. Let your inner strength guide your steps, Allana.”

Max used her given name like a parent used a child’s full name to get her attention and to make a point. He tossed the medicine bag toward her. She caught it with one hand, holding it tightly in her fist.

“I know,” she replied as its sweet aroma floated over her senses. She slipped the medicine bag around her neck and let it drop inside her shirt.

“Now,” she ordered impishly. “I have work to do so get out of here. And remember those three motors we fished out of the cove last week. I expect them to be purring just like new in no time. So not too much firewater.”

“See you next week,” he replied turning to leave.

“Have a good time, my friend,” she muttered after hearing the front door slam.

It was well after nine o’clock before Lan turned off her desk lamp and locked the front door. She was tired. She was hungry. And she was in no mood to deal with the car speeding up the road toward her. Before she reached the door of her Jeep Wrangler, the car screeched to a stop, the big sedan’s headlights freezing her with a blinding glare. Lan squinted and raised her hand to protect her eyes.

“Excuse me.” A soft female voice came from behind the headlights. “Are you Miss Harding?”

Lan stared into the glaring lights, looking for the face behind the voice.

“Yes,” she answered over the noise of the car engine. “Who wants to know?”

“Bishop Construction,” replied the woman. “Can I talk to you?”

“Bishop’s, eh?” Lan clenched her jaw and swallowed back the urge to blurt out a string of obscenities. She reached for her door handle. If Bishop Construction thought they could send some secretary out to smooth ruffled feathers and convince her to wait a year for some half-hearted bid on her urgently needed repairs, they had another think coming.

“Please!” the woman pleaded as she stepped out of her car and slammed the door. She reached through the open window and switched off the headlights, leaving the amber glow of the parklights between her and Lan. “Could you give me a few minutes?”

Her blonde hair shimmered in the moonlight. Her lips curled to a cautious smile as she studied Lan’s face. The long points of her shirt collar extended over the lapels of her suit jacket like arrows marking her seemingly perfect breasts. The top two buttons of her shirt were open revealing the top of her cleavage.

Lan caught herself staring at this remarkable creature, wondering if the parts she couldn’t see were as angelic as the parts she could see. It had been a long time since she caught herself ogling over some woman’s features. She forced her eyes downward, hoping her rude gawking had gone unnoticed. Even if this was an available candidate, she had neither the time nor energy to start a new relationship. She felt almost disloyal somehow, to Rachel and to Shared Winds.

“I got the message. Quinn Bishop isn’t interested in bidding on the repairs to Shared Winds. No problem. I’ll have someone down from Kansas City next week. There are lots of contractors out there.” Lan hated lying. It was the one thing she hated more than anything else. Her word was her bond, her promise to herself, her way of life. But this woman didn’t know that. “You go back and tell your boss Lan Harding can manage just fine without him.”

“I’m sure you can,” the woman replied reassuringly. She crossed her arms and leaned against her car. “I just thought that phone call was poor business practice. I wanted to say we are sorry for any inconvenience we might have caused. Bishop’s usually doesn’t treat our clients with such light regard. But you will have to admit things have been a little, well, shall we say unusual. We have four counties with damages nearing ninety-six million dollars, two thousand houses, businesses, commercial sites, state and local government buildings, roads and bridges, all needing their repairs done ASAP. The construction companies who want to keep their government contracts are having to prioritize.”

“I have a business to run. If I lock my door and wait until next summer or maybe next fall to begin repairs, I might as well leave the door locked forever. It took me two weeks just to get the power back on and the gas pump repaired. I can’t afford to let a full season go by without revenue. I need the income from that boat dock, ramp, and campground to keep my doors open. I don’t plan on being one of the businesses that fold up and disappear in the night because this storm wiped out my marina. Shared Winds is going to stay open, if I have to get a hammer and do it myself.”

Lan took a deep breath and fixed the woman with a determined stare. She hadn’t meant to hop up on her soapbox. A sheepish look crawled across her face.

“Geez, I sound like Scarlet O’Hara,” Lan said with a chuckle. “ ‘As God is my witness’ . . .” She raised her hand to the sky in an overly dramatic pose.

“ ‘I will never be hungry again,’ ” they both announced in unison, then smiled at each other.

“I’m sorry. I shouldn’t take this out on you. It isn’t your fault. You’re just following orders.” Lan half expected the woman to climb back into her car and leave her alone. The other half was glad when she didn’t.

“We all take orders from someone.” The woman leaned forward and extended her hand. “Emma Bishop. Glad to meet you, Miss Harding. Quinn Bishop is my father.”

Lan took her hand and shook it slowly, letting this news sink in.

“Well, well. Sorry about that tirade.” Lan continued to shake Emma’s hand. The evening was cool but this Emma Bishop’s hand was delicate, warm, and comforting.

“Don’t worry about it,” Emma said reassuringly. “I understand.”

“I can’t let go of this.” Lan gestured with her head toward the marina. “This is a dream I can’t let die.” Her voice trailed off.

“Hey, I know all about dreams,” Emma insisted. Her calm and steady voice echoed through the still night air. “We all have dreams.”

Emma went to the trunk of her car and took out a large flashlight. Without waiting for Lan to lead the way, she walked down the hill toward the dock. The spot from the flashlight darted along, capturing broken windows, downed trees, and piles of debris sorted by type. Lan shook her head and reluctantly followed along, taking long strides to catch up. Grotesque shapes and shadows followed the two women and their single flashlight beam as they meandered toward the remnants of the boat dock.

“What are you doing?” Lan asked, studying the woman’s profile against the moonlight.

“I want to see how much damage you have. You don’t mind if I look around, do you? Get an idea of what you have left to work with.” Emma studied the twisted metal roofing, crumbled concrete, and missing sections of dock flooring.

“I don’t mind, but don’t you think the middle of the night isn’t exactly the best time for examining storm damage? Watch your step. You can fall through on that walkway.”

“Oops,” Emma gasped as her foot found a hole in the flooring. “I see what you mean.”

Lan reached out, grabbed her by the arm as she began to stumble, and pulled her close. She could feel Emma’s bicep tighten at the touch. Emma stiffened and pushed away from Lan. Their faces met in frozen communication.

“What are you doing?” Emma snapped, both surprised and annoyed.

“I don’t need someone falling through my boat dock right now,” Lan replied protectively. “If you want to sightsee, why not come back in the daylight?” Lan released Emma’s arm and headed for the parking lot.

“Just how badly do you need a contractor, Miss Harding?” Emma asked sharply, her flashlight trained on Lan’s retreat.

Lan stopped in her tracks but didn’t turn around. “Am I supposed to beg? Is that what this is all about?” Lan turned around and straightened her posture.

“No,” Emma added quickly. “I’m not asking you to beg. I’m asking you”—Emma took a deep breath before finishing—“for help.” There was a long silence neither woman cared to fill. “Actually, you will help me, and I will help you.” Emma had climbed the hill and passed Lan on her way to her car. “Let’s say tomorrow, ten o’clock?” Emma dropped the flashlight into her trunk and slammed the lid. She opened the car door and waited for Lan’s reply. She knew she had raised her interest and like a mischievous child, she reveled in the turmoil she had created in Lan’s mind.

Lan nodded, curiosity written in big letters across her face. “Okay. Ten o’clock. I’ll be here.”

Emma slammed the car door and started the engine. She nodded a polite smile and pulled away.

Lan watched until the taillights turned onto the highway and disappeared. She knew she wasn’t going to sleep much tonight.



Chapter 2
 

Lan couldn’t understand why she had spent so much time choosing what to wear. The usual jeans and whatever shirt touched her hand first didn’t seem right this morning. After several failed trips to the bathroom mirror, she became disgusted with this unnecessary vanity and pulled her favorite navy blue sweater over a white T-shirt, stepped into her comfortably faded jeans and Nikes. She was contented knowing no one was ever going to call her a clotheshorse. She wolfed down a bowl of granola, a big glass of orange juice and grabbed a little box of raisins as she headed out the door. She whistled once and a small brown mutt followed her and jumped into the passenger’s seat. He curled up and rested his head on his paws, his eyes trained on Lan. She was so deep in thought that she sped past the highway cutoff to the marina, something she hadn’t done in years. She admonished herself severely as she made a U-turn and headed back.

“Wake up, Harding,” she muttered. “You’ve got work to do.”

She pulled into the first parking spot next to the front door. The marina looked forlorn this morning, as if it was wheezing and gasping under the strain of some terrible disease. Lan turned off the engine and sat quietly watching the crimson and gold leaves fluttering through the chilly autumn morning. The sky wasn’t as full of them this year as it was in the past. The beautiful Oklahoma oak, birch, and maple leaves were noticeably absent. As much as she hated the annual raking chores, she missed the knee-deep piles that crowded around the marina, crunching under foot. The storm had taken away the autumn splendor. Dried leaves still held tight to the uprooted trees. She missed the trees. She missed the normality, the continuity of life before the storm. She had begun to find balance again. Balance of work and emotions and of spirit. Or was she merely hiding: Had she turned the monotony of her work into an emotional security blanket? Had she allowed the long hours of tedium to block out her loneliness?

She reached inside her shirt, pulled out the medicine bag, and held it between her fingers. She could feel the tiny stones and bits of bark and leaves Max had used to make her medicine. Her fingertips massaged the soft deerskin pouch. Tears welled up in her eyes and threatened to spill out. There would be none of that, she decided. No feeling fragile and vulnerable. She closed her eyes and opened her mind, flooding her thoughts with positive images, the image of Shared Winds, repaired and rebuilt, once again reigning over Grand Lake.

An energetic yelp from Koji, her trusted canine companion, brought her back to reality.

“Okay, okay. Let me unhook you before you strangle yourself.” She released the snap on his safety harness. The pup stood on her lap impatiently wagging his tail as she reached for the door handle. In one leap he was out the door and galloping toward the dock. She removed her jacket and tossed it into the backseat of the Jeep. Today was going to be better, somehow. She felt it.

But thirty minutes at her desk staring at the computer screen was enough. This morning was conspiring to test her patience. She turned off the computer monitor and stood up. She needed fresh air.

Once outside, she pushed up the sleeves of her sweater and began stacking the firewood she had cut from the downed trees. Each campsite and each cabin would have a fresh supply of firewood with plenty for the huge stone fireplace in the lobby of the marina. With the gas line for the furnace ripped out by uprooted trees, the fireplace was crucial. The cordwood was stacked in neat rows in no time. But that wasn’t enough. She was on a mission. She eyed the pile still to be cut, checked her watch, and headed for the tool shed to gas the chainsaw. It was only a little after nine. Emma Bishop wasn’t due until ten. More than enough time to cut a rick or two. Woods chips flew for more than an hour. The scream of the chainsaw seemed to go on without end. She hadn’t noticed Emma drive into the parking lot and cross the slope to the campground. She hadn’t noticed her sitting on a picnic table watching her work either.

“How long have you been there?” Lan asked with the startled look of a deer caught in the headlights. She turned off the chainsaw, set it down, and caught her breath.

“Not long,” Emma replied. “That looks like hard work.”

“They say firewood warms you twice. Once when you cut it, again when you burn it.” Lan brushed the sawdust from her clothes and hair. “Messy job too.”

“Is all that from the storm damage?” Emma pointed to the stacks of cut wood.

“Yep. So is that.” Lan nodded toward the huge bulldozed pile of trees beyond the campground.

“Oh my,” Emma gasped in astonishment. “That’s a lot of wood.”

“Those were beautiful trees. Cedar, oak, birch, walnut, couple wild cherry, and a few maple.”

“And I bet the insurance doesn’t cover that, does it?”

Lan raised her eyebrows and shook her head. “No. Some things you can’t insure. Beauty in nature is one of them. You just have to take care of it. It’s going to take a long time to get a mature stand of trees around the marina again. Some were pushed over roots and all.” Lan pointed toward the crumbled pile of concrete. “The ones that lined the boat ramp were hundred-year-old walnut and cedars. The wind blew them over, pulling the roots right up through the concrete. Flipped it over like a pancake, then broke it into a million pieces.”

“How big is that ramp?” Emma asked.

“Oh, about a hundred feet wide and maybe one hundred fifty feet long, with a flared apron at the top. We could launch anything but the Queen Mary,” Lan said proudly.

“How far does it extend into the water?” Emma asked as she made notes in a folder.

Lan was impressed she knew to ask that. “With this lake level, about fifty feet. But there is a seam just below the waterline. Most of that part is still there. If you’ll give me a minute, I’ll show you around.”

“Okay.”

Emma continued to take notes while Lan returned the tools to the shed. By the time she walked back up the slope, Emma was busy calculating and sketching.

“I have to ask,” Lan said after awkwardly clearing her throat. “What did you mean last night about helping each other?” She didn’t know how else to broach the subject other than with her usual straightforward approach.

Emma finished her calculations and closed her notebook. “I have an offer for you, Ms. Harding.” She folded her hands on top of the leather folder. “A proposition.”

“Okay. Let’s hear it. And you can call me Lan. Everybody else does.”

“Well, Lan,” Emma replied, trying out the name. “It’s simple. I would like to be your contractor. I want to handle the repairs to Shared Winds. You have a lot of damage here but nothing too severe. As I see it, you have several small to medium jobs, and a few big ones. The roof over the boat dock and boathouse, the cabins in the campground, the concrete slab for the boat ramp, and of course the roof and window end of the marina building as well as the restaurant. I haven’t looked at them in detail, but I don’t see any insurmountable problems. There’s the demolition work as well. We’d have to get this debris hauled away first. And set up a delivery schedule. Weather is a big factor.”

Lan’s eyes widened as she listened with growing interest. It was as if her prayers had finally been answered. This woman’s words were almost too good to digest all at once.

“That’s great. I’m glad Bishop’s has reconsidered. I was getting worried there for a while. It’s getting close to winter and we’re losing precious time.” Lan’s enthusiasm was growing. The childish excitement of Christmas morning, the tooth fairy, and a new puppy all rolled into one couldn’t equal her satisfaction at hearing Emma Bishop say they wanted the job of repairing Shared Winds. She didn’t know why Quinn Bishop had changed his mind. It didn’t matter. Whatever the reason, she was relieved.

“Is Quinn coming out later today to look things over?” Lan knew that sounded like she didn’t trust Emma’s judgment but she knew every big company had one boss who made the decisions and signed the orders.

“Not exactly,” Emma replied.

“So you do the leg work, eh. Then he comes out later to look things over?” Lan said with an agreeable smile. “You take measurements and he makes bids, right?”

“My father isn’t involved in this.” Emma sat quietly while Lan absorbed this news.

“But I thought you said Bishop’s was going to bid the repairs. I don’t understand.” Lan felt a terrible sinking in the pit of her stomach.

“I said I would like to be your contractor, not Bishop Construction.” Emma spoke quietly but with confidence. “I think I need to explain.”

“Yes,” Lan agreed, crossing her arms. “Please do. I’m having a little trouble here.”

“Yesterday I said we could help each other.”

Lan nodded.

“You need a contractor. I know you’ve been trying to get other companies down here to bid this job. You’d be crazy not to. You need the work done now, not next summer or next fall. I’m a professional. I’ve been in the construction business for fifteen years and I have my own license. I can see this job through to completion. From planning and demolition to inspections and finishing. I will handle all the ordering, the hiring, the deliveries, all the subcontractors, all the headaches, and all the details. You decide what you want done and where. I’ll make it happen. I can even handle the insurance company if you need me to.”

“And what do you get out of it?” Lan asked warily.

“I get to keep my business.” Emma stood up, tucked the leather folder under her arm, and headed for the dock. “I need a job to bid,” she continued. “I’ve been working for my father for fifteen years and now it all comes down to this job.” Emma looked to see if Lan had followed her. She had. “My father wants to retire. He wants time to do things, see things, while he and Mom are young enough to enjoy them. He can afford it. He invested well.” Emma stood at the railing and watched the ripples rolling across the cove.

“Nothing wrong with retirement. But what does that have to do with me?” Lan asked.

“I’ve been saving up to buy him out. But this storm changed everything. He has decided he wants out now, not in a couple years. He doesn’t think I’m capable of being the only Bishop in Bishop Construction.” Emma turned to face Lan. “I’m his daughter, but he doesn’t think I can handle it. He got a buy-out offer from a company in Kansas. He has six months to decide.”

“Six months?” Lan asked. “When is that?”

“April first.”

Lan took a deep breath. “Looks like we both are on a deadline here.”

“This is what I know how to do,” Emma declared. “And I’m good at it,” she added with a wry smile. “I just have to convince you to hire me.”

“I hire you so you can show your father you are capable of taking over the business. Is that it?”

“That’s it.”

“Have you ever been sole contractor on a job this size?” Lan asked.

“No,” she answered quietly. “Shared Winds would be my first.”

“And what happens if you can’t handle it, if your father is right? Your business won’t be the only one lost. I’ll lose mine too.” Lan wrinkled her brow then ran her hand through her hair. “I have to have Shared Winds ready for business as usual by the first weekend in March. All the marinas on the lake begin their season that week- end. It’s tradition.” Lan looked down through the missing boards on the dock. “And I have to put all this in the hands of a woman out to show her daddy she isn’t all peaches and cream.”

Emma stood motionless awaiting her verdict, as if anything more she could say would be superfluous. She had pleaded her case. It was now up to this woman to decide to trust her.

The trees across the cove swayed gently, dropping an occasional leaf as a reminder of the rapidly approaching winter. From high up in a nearly leafless cottonwood tree, a hawk left its nest and soared out over the water. It glided majestically then swooped down near the damaged boathouse. The powerful strokes of its wings sent it effortlessly back up above the treetops where it circled




















































































OEBPS/Images/cover.jpeg
Kenna Whlte





OEBPS/Images/00001.jpg
Shared
Winds

Kenna
White

Bella





