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Chapter 1 
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As Ginger Landon drove home from work on Thursday, she ran through her mental list of what not to forget to bring on Saturday, although it wasn’t as if she wouldn’t be able to pick up whatever she needed at a store near the campground, but she liked to think once she had arrived at Evergreen Lane, she wouldn’t need to leave so she could really feel she was getting away from it all. Not that being an administrative assistant was the most stressful job on the planet, but it had its moments, and she hadn’t taken a vacation since last summer. She was due. Maybe overdue.

She pulled into the Ridgefield condo complex, cruising her Mini Cooper slowly through the parking lot and over the speed bumps, and as she looked ahead to her building, she saw Lily’s Impala parked in front of the condo, as usual. Maybe her sister would have good news about a job possibility today. Ginger dearly hoped so, for Lily’s sake. She knew how frustrating and difficult it was to find the perfect fit, and she was thankful Lily’s enthusiasm hadn’t dimmed during the past weeks of searching.

Stepping into her condo, Ginger smiled at the sight of her sister on the couch working on her laptop, her long, blonde hair shielding most of her face. “Hi, Lily.”

Lily Landon looked up. “I still haven’t found anything, Ginger.”

“You know what? My vacation is in two days, and I think you should come with me. You need a break from spending eight hours a day job searching on that laptop, and maybe getting away from it will be just the change you need, so you can come home refreshed and ready to pick it up again.”

“You don’t think I should keep trying? It feels like I’m never going to be able to get my own apartment. And I don’t have any money for vacation.”

Ginger said, “Don’t even think about that someday apartment now. I love having you here with me. And the vacation is all paid for. Consider any incidentals that come up as your graduation gift. You deserve a vacation after all the years you’ve been going to school, which is an amazing ...” Ginger did a mental count. “Eighteen years. I’m not even counting day care, which I could, because we both know that was school, even if you didn’t get report cards for all that nice coloring you did, and learning to take turns, and all those fun life skills.” She was happy when Lily’s smile appeared. “Think about it while I figure out dinner for us.”

“I think I want Chicken Caesar salad. Since it’s so hot outside, salad would be nice.”

“Salad is a perfect idea, Lily. I’ll make it then we can talk about all the fun we’re going to have at the Evergreen Lane campground.”

“Is that in New Hampshire?” Lily asked.

“It’s over in Goddard, Vermont, and only about an hour away. We need to get you a sleeping bag, because the cabin only has bunks. It looks pretty rustic on the website.”

“Um, how rustic? Is there plumbing?”

Ginger laughed at the grimace on Lily’s face. “Yes, our cabin even has a bathroom.”

“Good. Remember the campground Mom and Dad took us to when we were kids and we had to walk a mile to the bathrooms?”

“It’s one of those memories that will never go away,” Ginger said. “Let’s have dinner, then we can go buy you that sleeping bag, and anything else you need. I rented the cabin for two weeks, and we can think about how relaxed we’re going to be doing whatever we want. Swimming or taking walks or pedal boating or just sitting around a campfire.”
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“CANOEING AND HORSESHOES and volleyball and whatever else we feel like doing,” Griffin Barrett said, in answer to his brother’s question.

“Maybe I will come up,” Cody Barrett said, his voice blasting through the speakers of Griffin’s Tahoe. “Where did you say this place is?”

“Goddard, Vermont. It’s about an hour from Brewster. Simon said he’ll probably come up for a long weekend, too.”

“Will there be room for three of us?”

“It sleeps four. It’s just a bunkhouse, but it has a bathroom. You’ll need a sleeping bag and a pillow unless you want to rough it and sleep on the bare mattress.”

“No thanks.”

Griffin knew his younger brother wasn’t the “rough it” kind. “I’m leaving Saturday. After the past two months I’ve put in at Synergetix, I need this vacation.”

“Did you get the promotion, Griff?”

“I did. I’ll be starting at Hendicott as the Engineering department manager after vacation.”

“Congrats. Does that come with a raise?” Cody asked.

“Course. And a shorter commute.”

“Great. We can celebrate while we’re there, and since you’re making the big bucks now, you’re paying.”

Griffin laughed. “Never saw that coming.”
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“IS TAYLOR COMING TO the campground?” Lily asked. 

Ginger finished loading the dishwasher and picked up her phone. “I’ll call her now. We talked about it, but she wasn’t sure if she could get people to cover the shop.”

“You should bake something we can bring with us. Maybe cookies or brownies. Just in case of a snack emergency.”

“Fantastic idea,” Ginger said, tapping Taylor’s number. “I’ll get right on it.”

“Hi, Ginger,” Taylor Stark said. “How many hours until your vacation?”

“Too many. Will you be able to come to the campground? I strong-armed Lily into coming, and I can strong-arm you, too, if I have to.”

Taylor laughed. “I’d love to do this weekend, and maybe next, too, if I can get the coverage again for Serendipity. I’ve got my sleeping bag ready. Are you sure there are enough beds?”

“I’m so happy you’re coming, Taylor. And yes, there are four beds. Plenty of room.” After finalizing times, Ginger disconnected.

“Can we go shopping now?” Lily asked.

“We’d better, before all the best sleeping bags are sold.” Ginger smiled when Lily laughed, happy her younger sister was excited about getting away. Lily had worked so hard to earn her marketing degree, and Ginger wished there was an opening at Hendicott for her. 

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 2 



[image: ]


As Ginger loaded the sleeping bags, pillows, and suitcases into her car on Saturday, she glanced at the gray sky, hoping Lily and she would be lucky enough to avoid bad weather for their vacation so they didn’t have to spend too much time in the little cabin. They were bringing plenty to read, but Ginger hoped they would be too busy enjoying all the campground amenities to even have time to open a book. 

Her memories of the camping vacation their parents had taken them on when Lily was five and Ginger was thirteen were all great. At thirteen, she had turned up her nose at most of her parents’ ideas, but that vacation, and staying in a little cabin, had been an exception. She had helped Lily learn how to swim and play horseshoes and toast marshmallows, her sister seeming to love everything they did together as much as Ginger had. Seeing Lily come out the door carrying a paper bag, she smiled, knowing it was probably more snacks. “What do you think? Are we almost ready to go?”

“I love that little skort you’re wearing, Ginger. I wish I bought one the other night, too. But I can borrow yours. I hope this bag will fit with everything else already crammed in your car,” Lily said. “It’s too bad we can’t take my Impala because it has a lot more room.”

“We’ll fit everything.” Since Lily’s old Impala, a hand-me-down from their parents, wasn’t exactly trustworthy, there was no way Ginger wanted to take that and have to worry about the car acting up or breaking down somewhere between Sherbourne and Goddard. “I’ll lock up the condo and we can hit the road.”

Lily opened the passenger door and climbed in. “I’ll think about songs we can sing on the way.”

“I have a playlist all ready.”

“Of course you do. Because you are the most organized person I know.”

Ginger got behind the wheel and set up Waze. Smiling at Lily and speaking along with the GPS, she said, “Let’s go.”

“There’s ‘Fight Song’ playing, Lily. That’s our last song on the playlist, which means we’re almost there,” Ginger said.

“Yay! Can you stop at that little store on the right, Ginger? My mouth is dry from singing and I’m out of gum.”

“You don’t want to wait to see if they have it at the campground store?”

“No, I need it right now so when we get there I won’t have dragon breath,” Lily said.

“We can’t have dragon breath, can we?” Ginger made the turn into the crowded parking lot and squeezed into a space.

“Do you want anything?” Lily opened her door.

“I’m all set. Thanks.” While she waited, Ginger gazed around at what little she could see of Goddard, Vermont. It was a pretty town, and so rural they had seen multiple farms in the past few minutes. It reminded her a little of their hometown, Sherbourne, New Hampshire, only it had more farms. Looking in the plate glass windows of the store, she saw the long line of customers, with Lily at the end. 

It was just after two o’clock, which was check-in time. Maybe this little delay might save them some waiting time at the registration desk. The gray skies had given way to blue with a few white, puffy clouds, and the temps were in the mid-eighties, Ginger’s favorite weather. She opened all the windows and took a deep breath to fill her lungs with the fresh air.

Looking in the store window again, she saw Lily was staring at her, eyes widened. Knowing her sister, this could be because the trip for gum that should have been quick was taking so long, but because Lily was also smiling, it was probably something else entirely.

It took another ten minutes before Lily hurried out of the store, her hand gripping packs of gum. Jumping into the car and slamming the door, she said, “Did you see that guy that left the store right before me? Light brown hair and a white shirt?”

Ginger looked in the direction Lily was pointing and saw the back of a man for about two seconds before he disappeared behind the row of cars. “What about him?”

“He was on the phone in front of me and he was talking about Belford-Raines in Concord, which is a huge company, which you probably already know, and he said there’s a job opening coming up in the Marketing department and you were so right about taking this vacation, and I need to look into this job.”

Ginger asked, “Do you want to go online now and see if the job has been posted?” She hadn’t seen her sister this excited in a while, and as Lily tapped her phone, Ginger felt excited herself. Working in Concord would mean Lily would either need to buy a more reliable car for the long commute if she planned to continue to live with Ginger, or she’d have to get an apartment in or near Concord where she could probably use public transportation. 

“Oh, crumbs,” Lily said. “It’s not posted yet.”

“That’s what the man said, right? That it’s coming up?”

“Yes. But I hoped he didn’t have the latest on it. That’s all right. I’ll just keep checking every day.”

“You do that. Why don’t you have a piece of gum and we’ll see if we can find the Evergreen Lane campground.”
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Griffin stood on the smallest farmer’s porch he’d ever seen and gazed at Lake Lucas and all the people on the beach. Although he would have been happy with any of them, he’d been lucky enough to score the cabin nearest the lake. Cody had been so enthusiastic about seeing the campground he had disappeared as soon as they unloaded the Tahoe, probably checking the whole place out. Since Griffin had more time than Cody to see what was out there, he didn’t feel the need to see it all the first day.

Fourteen days at Evergreen Lane were going to feel different than fourteen days at work, and Griffin knew how much he would appreciate Cody and Simon being up this weekend and the next to break things up. Moving his gaze to the tree tops swaying in the breeze, he guessed if he were a painter or a writer, his days would pass quickly, but since he was neither, he’d just have to figure out how to have fun other ways.

“You picked a great place to relax, Griff,” Cody said, stepping onto the porch.

“Where’d you go?”

“I followed the dirt road. It circles the whole place. There are tents and RVs over on the other side. You should see some of the RVs. They probably cost what I paid for my condo and my car combined.”

Griffin smiled. “Hard to beat this little cabin.” He knocked on the wall. “You don’t get that pine smell sleeping in an RV.”

“The siding hasn’t even weathered. The place must be brand new.”

“Yeah. They just opened in January, and they’ll be open all year,” Griffin said. “You might decide to come up next winter and try your hand at ice fishing.” He laughed at the sound Cody made, unsurprised his brother had zero interest. Neither did he. Although he was interested in fishing, it had to be in shorts, not a winter coat.

“When’s Simon coming up?”

“Any time now.”

“Good. I want to get in that water soon.”

“Go ahead. We’ll catch up to you,” Griffin said.
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“THIS PLACE IS GORGEOUS, Ginger. Isn’t it?”

“It certainly is. And we’ve hardly seen it.” Ginger kept her speed down along the driveway into the campground, and she looked around at the trees until they reached the two-story building that housed registrations and the general store. Opposite the building she saw the row of cabins. “Look at that lake. I can’t wait to go for a swim, can you?”

“We’re going to have so much fun here.”

Parking in front of the registration building, Ginger grabbed her purse. “Do you want to wait here, or come with me?”

“I’ll guard the car and our sleeping bags and breathe in the pine scent. I’m loving it here so far,” Lily said.

“Good. I’ll be right back.” 

The check-in line wasn’t as long as the line at the convenience store had been, and Ginger was back in the car in minutes, wondering where Lily had disappeared to. Looking around, she saw her sister hurrying toward the car, the picture of excitement again.

Dropping into the passenger seat, Lily said, “You will not believe this, Ginger. You absolutely will not.”

“Well, come on. Tell me. Do they have movie nights with free popcorn?”

“I just saw the guy from the store, the one that works at Belford-Raines, and I followed him, and he went into one of the cabins. He’s staying here, Ginger. Isn’t this perfect?”

“It is absolutely perfect, Lily.”

“I have a plan. I’m going to be subtle and talk to him and mention my degree and if he doesn’t mention the marketing position, I’ll have to tell him I know about it. I wish I’d brought my portfolio from school with me. It’s probably too far to drive home and get it today, then come back, right?”

Ginger stared at her sister. “We can talk about that, Lily.” Returning home so soon after they had arrived had not been in her plan, but she supposed if she had to do it ...

“It doesn’t have to be today. It could be tomorrow. Or I could just talk to him. He might be really relaxed since he’s on vacation, right? And I’ll keep checking the website.”

“You do that. Now buckle in and we’ll go see our little cabin.”

“I can’t wait. They’re all so cute, and I like the way they kind of staggered them, having them facing slightly different directions so they don’t look like a cookie cutter row.”

Backing out of her parking space, Ginger said, “We’re in number nine, so look for the number beside the door.”

“I’m on it.”

“There it is. The second one from the lake.” As Ginger pulled the car off the packed dirt road and eased onto what she hoped was the designated parking area, Lily squeezed her arm.

“We’re right next door to the guy from Belford-Raines, Ginger. He’s in the one close to the lake. This is wonderful, and I am so excited.”

“I never would have guessed.” Grinning, Ginger climbed out, eying their home away from home for the next two weeks. Lily was right. It was wonderful.
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Ginger was spreading out her sleeping bag, or “making the bed”, when her phone chirped with a text from Taylor. “Taylor’s here. I’m going outside to guide her in.”

“I’ll finish straightening my bed,” Lily said.

Heading outside, Ginger looked toward the lake and saw a man on the porch of the cabin next door, guessing he was Lily’s target. She could only see his profile, but he was tall, his brown hair a little on the long side, but it worked for him. He was in a tee shirt and shorts and was barefoot, in true vacation mode. She really hoped he would be able to help Lily. Turning to the right, she aimed for where she knew Taylor was waiting, so she could hitch a ride back to the cabin and show her where to park.

Griffin caught movement to his right and saw a woman step off the porch of the cabin next door. Her brown hair swung around her shoulders as she walked, and her long legs were showcased by a short skirt. She seemed to be in a hurry, heading away from him, so he wasn’t able to get more than a quick look at her, unfortunately. Maybe she hadn’t caught on to the fact vacation was for relaxation. When she had to step to the edge of the road for the silver Explorer headed toward him, he grinned and stepped off his porch, waving to Simon and pointing to the empty spot next to his Tahoe. 

Stepping out of the Explorer, Simon Ellis said, “Nice place you have here. Any valet parking?”

“Glad you could make it.”

“Same here.” Simon looked around. “Reminds me of camping when I was a kid. Especially the lake.”

“Cody’s already been in there.”

“Give me five minutes and I’ll get in there, too. Did you swim yet?” Simon said.

“Thought I’d be polite and wait until you got here. You need help hauling anything in?”

Simon opened the liftgate and pulled out his sleeping bag. “Here you go. I’ll get the rest.”
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“I’M SO HAPPY YOU COULD make it,” Ginger said when she climbed in Taylor’s car. “It’s good for you to get away from Serendipity for a couple of days here and there.”

“Thanks for inviting me,” Taylor said. “And I’m going to need more GingerBears when you get back. We sold a white one and a green one this week.”

“I still can’t believe people are willing to pay over a hundred dollars for a teddy bear.”

“They are gorgeous, highly sought-after velvet teddy bears. And I can believe it. Ride that wave of success while it lasts, my friend.”

“I’ll do that. Just follow the dirt road and I’ll show you to your deluxe accommodations.”

“These cabins are adorable,” Taylor said, glancing around.

“Ours is number nine, up on the left. You can park next to my Mini in the trees. You know Lily has been job hunting and nothing has happened yet, but she heard about a possibility at Belford-Raines in Concord while she was in a convenience store today.”

“Great. I hope it works out for her.”

“Apparently the man who was talking on his phone about it is staying in the cabin next to ours, the one closer to the beach. Small world.” As Taylor parked the car, Ginger said, “There’s Lily, coming out of ours.”

“What’s she got in her hands? It looks like aluminum foil.”

“Chocolate chip cookies.” Ginger climbed out and watched Lily head toward the beach. No, toward the cabin next to theirs. “Oh, she isn’t ...” But she was.

“She’s visiting the neighbors, is she?” Taylor grinned.

“With the cookies I baked for us last night. Maybe the road to a dream job is paved with chocolate chips.” Ginger hoped Mister Belford-Raines had a sense of humor.
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GRIFFIN SHOT A QUESTIONING look at the other guys when he heard a knock on the door, then he pulled it open to see a smiling blonde extending a foil-wrapped plate to him. “Hello.”

“Hi. I’m Lily Landon from cabin nine next door. I just wanted to introduce myself and I hope you like chocolate chip cookies. Have a great vacation.” 

“Thanks, Lily. I’m Griffin.” As soon as he took the plate from her, she spun around and headed off the porch and toward her cabin. 

“Hey, thanks
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