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Chapter 1 
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Gracie gazed into Erik’s luscious brown eyes, the aroma of freshly brewed coffee swirling all around her in the small coffee shop, and she hoped to prolong the magical moment as long as possible. But she could hear shuffling feet and murmuring behind her, then Erik glanced over her shoulder at the other customers in line and she knew daydreaming was not an option.

“Large iced coffee, two creams and sugars, please.” She gave him her card with a smile, and felt her heart melt a little at his answering smile. She kept hoping if she smiled at him enough times he might ask her out, but it had already been a week and he hadn’t fallen under her spell yet. 

Now treated to the back view of him, she watched him prepare her order, and his dark hair and hot bod were enjoyable to watch from any view. She pictured herself coming in the coffee shop every morning this summer, and wondered if that was doable. Her job at the Crystal Beach Elementary School as an educational support professional had ended for the year the day before, and she was looking forward to some time off before she began her summer job. Which was still to be found and secured. But if she were going to be spending three dollars a day for coffee, even if it afforded her the opportunity to see Erik, she needed to hop to it and get to work.

Taking the plastic cup from him and hearing the ice cubes jostling, she gave him what she hoped was a seductive smile, and slowly whirled, chin and cup raised, as she tried to look graceful and floaty while she walked to the door. She was imagining Erik’s eyes following her, perhaps considering asking her out the next time he saw her, when her left sandal caught on the metal threshold and she nearly fell head first out onto the sidewalk. She was able to recover quickly and save her coffee from spilling, but didn’t dare look back to see who had witnessed her near fall from grace. She and her flaming face scurried to the adjacent parking lot where she took a comforting drag on her straw and felt the icy coffee shuttling to her stomach. She sighed and turned the key, heading home to contemplate the rest of her life.

Home. She pulled into the driveway belonging to her parents, Penny and Kevin Bishop, in the 55 plus community in the coastal Massachusetts town of Crystal Beach, and decided to go inside and do some calculating. How many more months would it take before she had saved enough for a down payment on a condo? She dearly hoped it would be months and not years. 

After living in an apartment since college and being unable to save much of anything, she’d recently moved in with her parents in the three-bedroom home they’d bought a year ago. It was more compact than the home they’d raised her in, it was cute, had an inground pool, and the neighbors were certainly quiet. She seemed to be the only person under 55 in the village, as her parents called it, and while she appreciated that they let her move in for a token rent in order to do some serious saving, she looked forward to getting out and into her own place. 

She looked down the street as she closed the door of her Honda, seeing a big white pickup truck with a black enclosed trailer parked by the curb in front of a neighbor’s house. She could hear a mower and knew landscapers were at it again. The smell of cut grass was in the air, and she breathed deeply. It was one of her favorite smells. Today was Wednesday, and she guessed there could be landscapers there every day of the week, although she hadn’t seen any on the few weekends since she moved back. Her parents raved about theirs, Cameron’s, Claudia and Wyatt, the cute couple that did their yard and many of the yards in the village. Gracie had never seen them, since she was always at school when they came. Maybe she’d get to see the cute couple for herself one of these days.
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WYATT MADE ANOTHER pass across the backyard on his stand-on mower then glanced at the very pregnant Claudia, who was slowly swinging the lawn trimmer around the rhododendrons at the back of the Mitrans’ house. His sister’s baby was expected any day now, but she insisted on working until her labor began, saying she didn’t want to waste time sitting around at home, accomplishing nothing. 

Every morning when he picked her up at her house, he asked how she was feeling, and every morning she said the same thing, that she felt fine. If her husband, Toby, didn’t pressure her to stop working, then Wyatt wasn’t about to. Not that it would have made a bit of difference. Claudia did what Claudia wanted. He hadn’t lined up anyone yet to cover her maternity leave, feeling he still had some time, but he needed to give it some serious thought. Evan, his friend and the third member of Cameron’s Four Seasons, had the company’s second truck and mower, and did his own trimming, since Wyatt couldn’t justify hiring another employee. Yet.

After his last pass across the yard, he shut off the mower and walked over to Claudia with a thermos of ice water, extending it without speaking. She smiled and took it from him.

“Thanks, Wyatt.” She leaned the trimmer against her hip, and put her hand on her belly while she drank. “Little Landon is liking the trimmer today.”

“Maybe he’s telling you it’s time to quit working.”

“Why should he be any different than his daddy and uncle and grandfather?”

“Just shows he’s got the same good sense we all have. Anyway, Dad’s not here to tell you.”

“I’ve been getting their weekly calls from Florida to remind me. And lately Mom’s calling every day.” She brushed her hair back with her fingers. “I’ll be ready for the Bishops’ in five minutes. Do you want to head down there and I’ll meet you? I’ll bring the truck.”

Wyatt eyed her. He’d done it before, many times, but there was no way he was leaving her alone now, even if he was only going two houses away. There was also no way he would tell her it was because he needed to keep an eye on her. “Sure. I’ll see you.” He started the mower and rolled to the front yard. He could waste time with the mower and the trailer, then they would go together. He wasn’t taking any chances with his sister’s, or his future nephew’s, health. He took a drink from his thermos and got to work looking busy.
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THE NUMBERS WEREN’T encouraging. Gracie tapped her phone, closing the calculator app, knowing it would be at least a year until she had enough to buy her condo. She could focus on her frustration or do something productive. Climbing off the guest room bed, currently hers since all her things were in storage, she got her swimsuit. Might as well cool off and get a little sun while she still could. 

The house was silent except for the hum of the central air, since her parents had gone out to do errands earlier and hadn’t returned. She opened the sliding glass door and padded across the pavers to the gate in the chain link fence around the pool. Draping her towel on a chair, she stepped over to the edge to dip her toes in. The water was a little cool, so maybe she’d just put her feet in for now. When she heard car doors slam, she guessed her parents were back, although with the homes so close together, it could be one of the neighbors.

“We’re back, Gracie.”

She turned and saw her mother waving from the patio. “Hi, Mom.”

“Your father’s going golfing. I’ll be out to join you soon.”

Hanging at the pool. That would be her summer, if she didn’t get a job. But that wasn’t really an option, was it? She slid off the edge and submerged, deciding it was time for a few hundred laps. Or maybe twenty.
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WYATT SAW SOMEONE DOING laps in the Bishops’ pool when he came around the corner on the mower. Different. Usually Kevin and Penny stayed on the floats, at least the times he’d seen them. The Bishops’ yard ran slightly deeper than the others around, and he went to the back corner to make the first of many passes. After this yard, he and Claudia had five more to do. 

The next time he looked up, Claudia was leaning against the fence, apparently talking to whoever was in the pool. Between his ear protection and the distance, he couldn’t hear anything that was being said, so he looked forward again, making sure his rows were straight.
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GRACIE WAS AMAZED WHEN she came up for air and saw the pregnant woman, apparently Claudia, wielding the weed whacker, as her father had always referred to it. Her mother hadn’t mentioned that the cute couple was expecting. Landscaping and pregnancy didn’t seem like the best fit to her, and she rested her hands on the edge of the pool and glanced across the yard at the man on the mower, presumably the husband and father-to-be, Wyatt. She wondered how they liked working together. When Claudia looked her way, she waved and Claudia took off her ear muffs and approached.

“Hi. You are really impressive. Can I get you a drink or anything? Or do you want to jump in and cool off?”

Claudia laughed. “Jumping in sounds like fun, but I’d probably force out all the water if I did.”

Gracie smiled. “Do you want to put your feet in at least? Cool off for a few minutes?”

“Hi, Claudia,” Penny called. “I’ve got some lemonade for you and Wyatt.”

Gracie saw her mother carrying a pitcher and plastic cups, and she raised herself out of the pool to go get the gate for her.

Wyatt saw Penny with her usual offering on the patio, then he saw the girl with long brown hair rise from the pool and head for the gate, her red bikini and long, wet legs glistening in the sunlight. Not a sight he typically saw in the retirement community. He’d make a few more passes and then go say hello. 
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“HOW ARE YOU FEELING, Claudia?” Penny put her hand on Claudia’s arm as she sat in the chair next to her in the shade of the umbrella.

“Huge, but fine. Thanks, Penny.” She took a sip of her lemonade.

“You look fantastic.” Gracie sat wrapped in a towel in another chair, but moved it into the sun, feeling chilled from her swim.

“Gracie’s right. You look adorable.” Penny smiled. Glancing around the yard, she said, “Wyatt should take a break and have a drink.”

“He will.” Claudia looked toward where he still rode the mower. “He probably wants to finish your backyard first.”

Gracie glanced at Wyatt, who wore a green polo shirt, as did Claudia, no doubt with Cameron’s Four Seasons embroidered on the chest. His hair seemed to be a little lighter than Claudia’s medium brown. Her mother was right. They were a cute couple. And with a new baby, they’d be an explosion of cuteness. 

She thought of Erik and wondered if she and he would make a cute couple. His hair was darker than hers and she had blue eyes, but they could still be cute. She saw Wyatt stop the mower, heard the engine shut off, and he took off his ear muffs and headed toward their impromptu poolside party.

“Wyatt, this is my daughter, Gracie. Gracie, this is Wyatt. He and Claudia do such a wonderful job on the yard that even your father is happy.” Penny smiled.

“Hi.” Gracie let go of the towel to wave, feeling it slip from her shoulder.

“Nice to meet you, Gracie.” He came into the pool enclosure and took the cup of lemonade. “Thanks, Penny.”

“When is Landon due?” Penny asked.

Gracie was surprised her mother didn’t know, since she seemed to know everything else about the couple.

“Tomorrow.” Both Claudia and Wyatt answered.

She couldn’t believe Claudia was due that soon, and her admiration increased.

“Wait right here.” Penny headed for the house.

Gracie wondered what they were supposed to talk about now. She and the cute couple. Claudia was sipping her drink, and Wyatt was looking around the yard, probably wishing he could get back to work. 

“Are you visiting your parents?” Claudia asked.

“I’m staying with them for a while.” Did she need to explain anything else? She’d probably never see these people again, since she’d be away at work while they were in the yard, and then she’d buy her own place which, thankfully, would not need to be mowed by her, or anyone paid by her. She heard the slider open and close, then the sound of her mother’s steps on the patio.

“This is for the baby.” Penny handed the blue and white gift bag to Claudia.

“How sweet, Penny. You didn’t have to do this.”

“It’s not much. Just a little something I made for Landon.”

Gracie grinned at her mother, a self-confessed crochet addict, and wondered what she had made. This was the first she’d heard about the baby gift, and she watched Claudia pull out the blue blanket.

“It’s beautiful, Penny. Thank you so much. It’s so soft.”

“You’re welcome. I can’t wait to see pictures after he’s born. Wyatt, you’d better show us.”

“He will,” Claudia said, looking up at him. “Won’t you, Wyatt?”

“Yes.”

Gracie thought he didn’t seem as enthused about the idea as her mother, but maybe he’d had enough socializing for the day.

“I’ll bring this to the truck, then we have to get back to work.” Claudia stood. “Thanks for the lemonade, Penny. Nice to meet you, Gracie.”

“Nice to meet you, too.”

“I’ll walk with you, Claudia,” Penny said. 

As they passed through the gate, Gracie heard her mother’s first question, probably the first of several. “Now, I want you to call me if you have any questions once Landon is here, okay? About breast feeding, anything like that, or anything at all. Okay?”

Gracie was pretty sure she blushed, knowing Wyatt had heard everything she’d heard, but he probably wouldn’t notice, even if he had been looking at her. Which he wasn’t, fortunately.

Wyatt needed to get back to work or they’d never finish everything in the time he’d allotted. But the smell and sight of the water was seductive, and he’d have liked to dive in, maybe pulling Gracie in with him. Just for a few minutes of play time. Except play time wasn’t on his schedule, today or any other day in the foreseeable future.

“Nice to meet you.” He didn’t wait for a response, just opened the gate and headed back to the mower.

Gracie watched him walk away, liking the back view as much as the front. Similar to what she’d thought about Erik. Except Wyatt was married and a father-to-be, while Erik was... was something. There was no wedding ring on his hand, but not all married guys wore them. She hadn’t noticed if Wyatt had one. She watched him climb on the mower, put on his ear muffs and glasses, and start the motor. He was nice looking. Quite handsome, actually. A perfect match for the beautiful Claudia. A cute couple, indeed. 

She’d go back to the coffee shop again tomorrow, only earlier when it wouldn’t be as busy, so she might have more time to stare at Erik.
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The following Wednesday Gracie was up as soon as she heard her parents open the garage door to head out for a day of golfing, her cue to jump in the shower, get dressed, and head for the coffee shop. The same thing every day. So far Erik hadn’t caught on that she was interested in him, but she continued to hope. 

Her summer job remained elusive, but that was only because she hadn’t tried to find it yet. The lazy days of summer had cast their spell, and she hadn’t realized just how draining the school year had been. Working with eight-year olds for seven hours a day, week in and week out, took its toll on her, as it had for the last five years, ever since she’d gotten her BA and started working at the elementary school. Maybe she needed more than a week off until she started the new job. Two weeks might be just enough. She decided not to think about the paycheck she wouldn’t be earning while she rested up, and instead focused on getting ready for her trip to the coffee shop.

Walking down the hall to the kitchen, she heard the radio playing soft rock, her mother’s favorite, and guessed she’d left the radio on when they left earlier. As she came into the kitchen she saw her mother at the table reading the paper. She looked up when she heard Gracie.

“Good morning. Where are you off to today?”

“I think I’ll go to the coffee shop.” As if this was something she’d just thought of. “Do you want anything?”

“Thanks, but I’ve had my cup already. How are you feeling?”

“Great.”

“Your eyes don’t look as tired. I’m glad you’re taking a few days to rest up. I know it’s not easy working with students.”

Her mother was well acquainted with the feeling, having taught for thirty years before her retirement, and Gracie appreciated the absence of pressure about getting to work immediately. “You didn’t want to go with Dad today?”

“I needed a break, and I think it’s going to rain later anyway. Plus, Claudia and Wyatt are coming today, and they’ll need their lemonade.”

Have to keep the landscapers hydrated, apparently. “You’re a good boss lady, Mom.”

“Especially Claudia. That girl works too hard. I’m glad she’ll be taking the summer off.”

“It’s the least Wyatt can do, giving her time home with their baby. What a mean boss. Not to mention husband.” She opened her purse and pulled out her keys. “I’ll see you later.”

“Oh, Wyatt isn’t her husband.”

She stared at her mother. “But you said they were a cute couple. That usually means people are married.”

“When I met them I thought they were a couple. Claudia is married to Toby. Wyatt is Claudia’s brother, and he isn’t married, unless the wedding happened over the past weekend. What are you getting at the coffee shop on such a warm day?”

“I’m needing a nice big cup of iced coffee.” She thought about the real reason she was going and looked at her mother. “Do you ever go there? Do you know any of the employees?”

“Once in a while we go. Their muffins are good. We know Anna, Joyce, Erik, and Joel, and I think that’s it. Why?” 

“I was just curious about Erik. He seems nice.” She hoped her mother would fill in the blanks.

“He is nice, but he doesn’t have a lot of ambition. You have a nice time.”

“Thanks.” Have a nice time. Her mother said the same thing no matter where she was going; the grocery store, the ATM, the dentist. Always the same, and it always made Gracie smile. Except for today. She didn’t care for the ambition comment her mother had tacked on. As a former teacher, she knew she was qualified to recognize ambition, and Gracie rarely disagreed with her pronouncements. In this case, she would reserve judgment, as if she had any right to judge someone else, for when she got to know Erik better.

At the coffee shop, she stood in line and waited patiently for her chance to speak with Erik but when she reached the counter she saw he wasn’t working.

She walked out of the shop with her iced coffee in hand. Now what was she supposed to do? Her only plan that day had been to see the dreamy Erik, and she felt as if her GPS had had an epic fail. Her ship’s rudder had broken off. She didn’t want to go home yet. The day was nice, mostly sunny and in the 80s already. Maybe she’d cruise by the beach. She hadn’t been to the beach yet this summer.

The parking lot was only partially full, probably because it was so early in the day, and she picked a spot for the Honda, then stepped out with her coffee and headed for an empty bench at the edge of the sand. There was a lone windsurfer beyond the few swimmers, and she settled in to watch him fly over the waves with the white board and red and blue striped sail, back and forth, repeatedly, staying parallel to the shoreline. What should have been relaxing to watch wasn’t, because she couldn’t help gasping whenever the surfer flipped the board right over, or lifted it above the waves and came splashing down on the next wave. But she still enjoyed the show.

She had almost finished her coffee when she saw the surfer ride the board toward the shore, off to the side by the jetty where there were no swimmers. Ah. The show continues, and I’ll wait to see who the show person is. She knew a few people in the small town, although not many since she hadn’t lived here long. Dark haired, nice shoulders, long legs. He dismantled the sail and carried the parts up the beach toward the parking lot, and it looked to her like Erik. Yes. Definitely Erik.

“Good morning, Erik.” She’d raised her voice and waved, and when he smiled and headed toward her she almost squirmed with pleasure. So what if he hadn’t made her coffee that morning? He was here in the flesh wearing only a pair of wet board shorts. This was the high point of her whole week. Possibly her whole summer.

“What’s up?”

Naturally he wouldn’t call her by name. He didn’t know it. “You’re really good at that.” She gestured to the waves with her cup.

He looked toward the water. “I enjoy it.” He looked back at her. “You new here? Don’t remember seeing you around the beach.”

Okay then. She lifted the cup and took a sip, making sure the coffee shop’s logo was facing him. “I’m fairly new to Crystal Beach.”

“Glad to see you know where to get the best coffee in town. I work there.”

“Right.” So he didn’t remember her. He saw hundreds of people a week. Maybe thousands. Why should she stand out? 

“Man, I love that place. I meet interesting people, and the hours are great. The manager lets me work around the high tides.”

“High tides?” 

“When I can surf. You know.” He gestured toward the water. “Speaking of work, I’ve got to get to it. Can’t risk losing the best gig I ever had, can I?”

“You wouldn’t want to do that.”

“What’s your name?”

Finally, some interest? “Gracie.” 

“I’m Erik. Why don’t you stop in the shop sometime and say hello, Gracie?”

“Maybe I will.” She watched him walk through the lot and stop by a gorgeous red car, then strap board and sail onto the roof rack before he climbed in and made a fast exit from the lot. She turned to look out to sea for a few minutes, then stood and returned to her car.
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Gracie considered herself a somewhat intelligent human being, and she was also able to admit intelligence wasn’t everything a girl needed in a guy. There was just something about Erik. So what if he didn’t remember ever seeing her? And so what if his priorities were different than hers? Maybe he was only obsessed with surfing in the summer, and the rest of the year he was into something very different. Maybe if she got to know him, she’d find out all kinds of impressive things about him.

Pulling onto her parents’ street, which she needed to start thinking of as her street as well since she’d be living there for the next year, she saw the white Cameron’s truck at the curb in front of the house. 

Opening the front door and stepping into the air-conditioned house, she listened for her mother, but didn’t hear her. She felt like taking a swim, but would wait until the oh-so-cute Cameron couple left. But she could go to the backyard and see Claudia, maybe have a quick chat with her before she had to get back to work. She hadn’t made any friends in town yet, and Claudia seemed really nice, down to earth.

Stepping out onto the patio, Gracie saw her mother walk over to where Wyatt was riding the mower, then she waved, apparently to get his attention. She shook her head, wondering how her mother expected him to notice her, but notice her he did, shutting off the mower and looking toward the house, his eyes meeting hers. She looked around for Claudia but didn’t see her. 

“Gracie, do you have a minute?” her mother called as she walked toward her, Wyatt at her side.

Must be break time. “Sure. What do you need?”

“I’ll get the lemonade. You two sit by the pool.”

She had used her teacher voice, and Gracie wondered if Wyatt appreciated being addressed as if he were seconds away from getting a detention. When he opened the gate for Gracie, she decided he didn’t look worried. “Good morning.”

“Morning.” He nodded and followed her to the pool.

She sat under the umbrella and he took a chair on the other side of the table from him, leaving one seat between them for her mother. 

Now that she was close to Wyatt, she could see he had blue eyes. Not a lot of humor in them right now. Maybe he wanted to get back to mowing. There was some scruffiness going on, just the beginnings of a beard, and it looked good on him. He was looking at the pool, not at her, and she took her time looking him over, just the way she had Erik. Of course, Wyatt was in a polo shirt and khakis, and Erik had only been in board shorts, but both guys were worth a long look. She wondered where Claudia was.

“Gracie?” She heard her mother’s voice and jumped up to open the gate before Wyatt could. There were the lemonade party supplies again, and she helped get the cups sorted out. Once they were all seated with their drinks before them, her mother looked at her, eyes serious. The week before she hadn’t looked serious when they had their lemonade. “Gracie, Claudia had her baby.”

Gracie smiled at Wyatt. “Tell her congratulations for me.”

“I will.”

“Wyatt will show you a picture in a second, but first we need to talk about Claudia being on maternity leave and Wyatt being without a partner.” Penny smiled.

Gracie looked from her mother to Wyatt and back to her mother, wondering what there was to talk about. 

When Wyatt had arrived that morning and Penny asked about Claudia, she’d suggested he speak to Gracie about filling in for the summer. He hadn’t felt as blown away by the idea as Penny seemed to be, but he was willing to try it. The ad he’d placed last week hadn’t so far attracted anyone he considered worthy of his company, and he was worried it never would. “Do you have any landscaping experience?” 

Gracie looked at him. “Do you mean me?” She looked at her mother, who was beaming and looking hopeful. A landscaper? Not what she’d envisioned as her summer job.

“Yes. Have you done any mowing, trimming, raking? Any yard work?”

“Not really. I mowed our lawn once.” That had been when she was fourteen and it was only to catch the eye of the new boy who moved in down the street. It had gone pretty well until she ran over a stump and broke the blade. Her father had been so angry. She wondered if her mother would bring that up.

“Gracie, you need a job, and Wyatt needs someone to help him. Don’t you think this would be a great way to solve both problems?” Penny again looked from Gracie to Wyatt, then back to Gracie.

Gracie pressed her lips together. Solve both problems? She hadn’t been aware she even had a problem. Unless her mother thought she was a problem. She hadn’t pressured her about getting a job until boom, she tries to drop this one in her lap. She looked at Wyatt, wondering what he thought about the idea.

“Mom, can you give Wyatt and me a few minutes to discuss this?” The way her mother smiled made it clear how she expected the discussion to end, and she jumped up off her seat quicker than a 55-plus should jump, disappearing into the house. And now she was alone with Wyatt, who was drinking his lemonade and watching her as if he had nothing better to do today. “Was this my mother’s idea or yours?”

“Does it matter?” He put down his empty cup, wishing it had contained something stronger than lemonade. Training Gracie, if she were even interested, would take more time than he wanted to spend, but he didn’t have many options. He didn’t know her, but he’d known her parents for almost a year, respected them, and would assume their daughter shared their values. Until he learned otherwise.

“Are you desperate?”

“Desperate?” There was a word he hadn’t heard for a long time. Was that an accurate description of his position?

“Because I have no experience and you probably aren’t going to like that. What does the job pay?” This was no time to dance around the serious issues. When he gave her the hourly rate, she wasn’t surprised, either pleasantly or otherwise. Any other job she picked up this summer, due to its temporary nature, would likely only earn her minimum wage, and he was offering more. “How many hours a day?” Again, his answer wasn’t a surprise. She knew it would be hard work, and thought about Claudia. If a woman nine month’s pregnant could do it, then why couldn’t she?

He watched her take in his answers, but couldn’t tell how she felt about them. “How about a trial basis? Say, a week.” He could place another ad as a backup, and hope to get some higher caliber responses next time.

“A week?” She could do a week. “Sure. Do I get to wear one of those fancy green shirts?”

“It’s mandatory. You supply the khakis. You have any?”

“I will by the time you need me. When is that?”

He looked at his watch, then at her. “How about right now?”

“How about jeans instead of khakis?”

“They’ll work for today.” He extended a hand. “Welcome to your one-week trial at Cameron’s Four Seasons.”

“Do you have a 401k plan with matching contributions?” 

He looked more closely at her, noticing her eyes were a striking shade of blue, with more than a hint of mischief. “You just missed the cutoff date.”

“Then how about benefits? Do you provide dental insurance? In case I need braces? How about a company outing? Is there a picnic or anything? Or at least a Christmas party?”

He sensed grinning would be a mistake, and he concentrated on the rippling water in the pool.

“Could I at least use the corporate jet one weekend a month?” When she didn’t get a rise out of him, she gave up. “I don’t have a fancy green shirt.”

He could go back to his house and get one, but that would waste time. He stood. “I’ll give you one tomorrow.”

“I’ll go put on some work clothes, and see you in two minutes.” She headed for the slider, glancing over her shoulder once at Wyatt as he walked through the grass toward the mower. She would do the best job she could, for Claudia’s sake. She’d have to remember to ask Wyatt to see the photo of the baby. Landon. What a cute name.

He hoped she was a quick learner. At least he could train her on her parents’ yard. He made a few passes in the backyard while he waited for her, glancing frequently at the patio so he’d see when she returned.

Gracie noted her mother’s grin as she stood by the kitchen sink, and considered accusing her of sneakiness. But it was only a trial job, and she needed the money. She’d changed into her most lightweight jeans and the only green tee shirt she had, which was a different shade than the Cameron’s shirts, but today wasn’t about matching. It was about training. 

“Mom, if I do a lousy job on the yard, please don’t say anything in front of Wyatt. I’ll fix it later, after he’s gone.”

“You’ll be fine.” She patted Gracie’s back. “Now, get to work. Have a nice time.”
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