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Chapter 1—Adorable Bunny Beggars
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If there were one thing John F. Kennedy Contreras had not been ready for, it was the pleading eyes of two unbelievably cute bunnies.

Staring at the cuddly creatures, as they gave him Please, sir—may I have a home? looks, Kennedy sighed and glanced back to Barry, on whose bed he was sitting.

“You’ve gotta be kidding me.”

But Barry put his hand over Kennedy’s, his eyes equally as pleading as the bunnies’ were.

“C’mon, Ken. They need a home.”

Kennedy sighed. It was bad enough being named after a President from something like half a century before he was born—his Chilean parents taking to their new home enough to pull their children’s names from any number of corners of American life and history, some of them more than odd—but he drew the line at “Ken.”

“I’m not Barbie’s boyfriend, Barry. I’ll have you know that I’m anatomically correct, for one thing.”

Barry laughed.

“And I’m agog to learn more about that someday, I promise you. But about the bunnies . . .”

Kennedy sighed again.

While he had no complaints about his life, some things were making it a bit harder lately.

Still, the wonderful part was that he and his closest sister—in age and emotion—Lainey, were the lucky recipients of the very first crafting internships in the tiny mountain town of Prospector’s Rest, North Carolina. Although the internship was almost too perfect a fit for the two of them, it did make sense for the town, whose whole economic stability seemed to rest on its crafters and craft shops and craft festivals, and . . . well, anything else craft-related.

Even if he’d only gotten the internship because he was an online friend of the town’s main Sheriff Department officer/crafting genius, Obadiah Goode, he was fine with that. It was a great place to live, and he and Lainey had been enjoying every second of it. It simply amazed him that things had gotten this good.

They’d actually first met the town’s leader—Mayor Velveteen, who nobody called by her last name, for some reason—at Di’s wedding to his long-time sweetheart, Sheriff MacBeth (Mac) Welles. In fact, the pair now went by the shared last name of Welles-Goode, which entirely baffled the small town, most of whom ignored the change and went with what the pair had been called originally. As one of Di’s Men Who Stitch buddies, Kennedy had been invited along, and—since another of the group had agreed to chaperone him—he and Lainey had been allowed to make the trip.

And now I get to create crafts all the time with people who even enjoy seeing what I can make.

It was glorious, and he and his sister were both finding their way and discovering where they could hopefully go in the future with the work they loved.

For Lainey—who’d been saddled by their loving if slightly insane parents with the full name of Shirley Maclaine Contreras—the town had been wonderful in other ways, too. For the first time, she’d been able to make some real, close female friends. Their high school club—now known as the Crafts and Mystery Club, after they’d helped in solving the case of who had stolen the club funds from them and several other groups three months ago—had introduced her to Chanda Bajaj and Avery Drew, two girls who could not be more different from either her or each other but who somehow fit together perfectly, and the three of them now spent a lot of their free time hanging out and crafting.

Of course, Lainey also had a boyfriend, who Kennedy thankfully approved of. He would have made sure to get in the way of things, if he’d thought the guy wasn’t good enough for her—a group which included nearly every male on earth, in his mind. But, amazingly, Irving Fitch was actually a surprisingly good, decent man and, even better, was completely and utterly bonkers about Kennedy’s sister.

Granted, Fitch—referred to as “IF” by Lainey, who thought it was ridiculous to only call someone by their last name—was a few years older than Lainey, but he was as respectful of her as a 19th-century suitor might be. So much so, in fact, that Lainey occasionally wanted to throw a pillow at his head to get him to kiss her in public.

While it was a little odd that Lainey and Kennedy shared a house with Fitch—as their internship included living with Ms. Welles, Sheriff Mac’s mother, who was also the unofficial adoptive mother of Fitch—Fitch never took advantage, and it was a very nice place to be, all in all.

Most of Kennedy’s time in the town was wonderful, then. Still, the less comfortable part of his internship was his own relationship with Barry.

Well, that wasn’t entirely true. Barry was . . . perfect.

Like Kennedy, Barry was Latino, or half-Latino, anyway, although Barry’s mom’s family were originally from Mexico, not Chile, but so long ago they actually went back to when Texas had been Mexican property. Their time on American soil and their citizenship went back further than most of the white people’s in town’s. Barry had medium-brown skin, brown hair which was now down to his collar and starting to curl a bit as it grew, and the most soulful brown eyes Kennedy had ever seen.

In fact, Kennedy and Barry had a lot of the same sort of coloring and features, even their hair about the same length. Barry was a bit more buff than Kennedy was, though.

Kennedy’s mother liked to say that he was just growing out of his “scrawny stage.” At 17, he was only beginning to look like he was in tenth grade, although he was actually a senior.

And Barry was intelligent—as in, “could think circles around the entire town” intelligent. Really, he was too intelligent for Kennedy, who wasn’t stupid but wasn’t a get-a-1600-on-the-SAT-without-thinking-about-it type, either.

Barry had that 1600. And three different, Ivy League schools begging for him, as well as two dozen other offers of full scholarships at less-prestigious but still very impressive universities. The only student at the whole high school who came close was Chanda, Lainey’s friend and their Crafts and Mystery Club clubmate, who actually may have been even smarter. But she was nearly some sort of genetic brain experiment, almost too intelligent to be real.

Barry kind of hid it better. In fact, Kennedy had wondered more than once if Barry were planning to become a spy. He was seriously good at doing things without anyone noticing.

But the day Kennedy had met Barry, it had presented him with a problem.

Up till then, he’d never looked at much of anyone—male or female—with anything which could be called romantic or sexual interest. He liked to craft and hang out with his family, and that was pretty much it.

But the second he’d met Barry, he knew he was in trouble.

It had been the second day of his internship, when Mayor Velveteen was taking Kennedy and Lainey around and introducing them to the various shop owners and such. As part of that, she’d taken them to lunch at Prospector’s Diner, the only restaurant which was
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