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      Colette

      Walking onto Main Street, I notice the line winding away from Branwen Beach Burgers, even from a block away. My phone vibrates in my back pocket while I run across the street. Hiding underneath a store awning from the blazing hot June sun, I check to see if it’s one of my friends. And, sure enough, it’s Hestia.

      
        
          
            
              
        Hestia

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        BBB is crazy packed with tourists. I’m in line.

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Eve

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Whyyyy?? I’m starving. Push those people out of the way!

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        [image: face with tears of joy] I’m almost there

      

      

      

      

      

      Weaving my way through the throng of tourists on the sidewalk, I catch sight of Hestia’s bright pink hair in the line.

      “Hey!”

      Hugging me, she says, “They say the wait is up to an hour. But, from what I can see, everywhere is crazy right now.”

      Eve and Bethany show up when she says this.

      “Ugh, why do I live in a tourist town?” Eve whines.

      “It’s only like this in the summer. Otherwise, it’s so chill here.” Bethany retorts.

      “Remind me to find a rich husband who can buy us a summer house somewhere quiet.”

      Grinning, I say, “I will, but only if he has a brother for me.”

      The four of us catch up while we slowly move forward in line.

      “Oh, Colette, I saw an ad in the Sunday Times that they have an opening for a local journalist.” Bethany says.

      “Yeah?” I say, cringing at the lack of confidence in my tone.

      “Yeah. That’s still something you’re interested in, right?”

      “No, yeah, it is. I just don’t know how I could pull it off with my live-in nanny job.”

      “Quit the nanny job, Col. You went back to school to be a journalist, remember?” Eve says.

      “I know, I know. But, let’s face it, I can’t afford to live here in Branwen Beach on a journalist’s salary. At least with the Jensens’ I get free room and board, never mind living in a gorgeous house.”

      Bethany scrunches her nose at me.

      “At least think about it. And your cousin has always said you can stay with him whenever you need to.”

      Nodding, I turn my attention to Eve.

      “So? Any news on your mountain cabin search?”

      “No, not really. I have an appointment next weekend to be taken around by a real estate agent. I really want to buy something with my inheritance, but adulting is so scary.”

      “Let me know if you need a friend to go with you.”

      By the time the greeter seats us, the four of us are caught up with the daily minutia of each other’s lives.

      “So you have today off?” Hestia asks me.

      “Yeah, they took the kids to Colorado for a long weekend, actually.”

      “And they didn’t need you?”

      “No,” I watch her brow furrow and add, “Yeah, it was a little weird. But, whatever. It’s not like they need me to help them with every last thing.”

      “I guess.”

      Hestia’s tone reawakens the needling in my gut since the Jensens left for their sudden four-day trip to Denver. They've always taken me on trips with them to care for the twins, even for just a few nights. I’m sure it’s nothing. But, part of me can’t help but be a little concerned.

      Turning my attention to Bethany, who is in the middle of telling one of her hilarious stories about her latest failed date.

      “So, get this. His first question, after he shakes my hand, is what is your blood type?”

      The four of us groan, losing our minds with laughter. No matter what may happen with the Jensens, if anything, I am truly grateful to have these ladies in my corner.
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        * * *

      

      Monday morning is the usual desperate rush getting the girls to school on time. The Wish It Was Summer Already blues definitely plague the girls during this last week. I find Sandy hiding under her bed after searching the entire downstairs of the house.

      “Sandy, come on hun. Last day of school is Thursday. You can do this!”

      A pouting 6-year-old pokes her face out from underneath the bed.

      “I don’t want to go back. It’s not like those kids are my friends anymore, anyway. Not if we move.”

      “What?”

      She doesn't have a chance to answer because Mr. Jensen calls for his daughters to come say goodbye to him before he heads to work.

      Although I am tempted to ask Sandy what she meant when I drive her and Tracy to school, I keep my mouth shut. If there’s something going on, then her parents will let me know. Otherwise, I will bury my nose in my Monday to do list.

      Returning to the empty Jensen home, I start my Monday morning clean up routine. In the kitchen, I notice the Sunday Times was left on a pile of mail. Grabbing it, I throw it into my room so that I can find that journalism job ad that Bethany mentioned yesterday. I honestly don’t know how I can pull off starting a new career while staying in Branwen Beach where I’ve built a community and also be able to pay my bills.

      Heading back into the kitchen, I am surprised to see both Mr. and Mrs. Jensen pulling into the driveway in their respective cars.

      “Colette?” Mrs. Jensen’s voice calls out when the front door opens.

      Poking my head out from the kitchen, I find my two employers looking at me with a mix of excitement, worry, and sadness.

      “Hi Colette, please come into the living room. We have something to discuss with you.”

      Nerves turn my insides into an uncomfortable goo, but I head to the living room.

      “Colette,” Mr. Jensen starts, “We have loved you being the girls’ nanny these last several years. You have become a part of our family.”

      Trying to smile, my face fails. Mrs. Jensen notices and interrupts her husband.

      “Would you be willing to move to Denver with us?”

      “With you?”

      “Yes. I just accepted a job there. We are moving before the end of June.”
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        * * *

      

      Standing in what will soon no longer be my bedroom, worry trickles down my neck. I send a quick text to my cousin Caleb, then grab the paper to find the advertisement Bethany told me about. Opening my laptop, I spruce up my resume and, right as I hit send, my phone buzzes.

      
        
          
            
              
        Of course you can crash in my spare bedroom, cuz. This will be fun!
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