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I bang on the door and try to peer through the dusty, dingy windows, but with the sun still rising, and the power off inside, it’s no use. My eyes scan the beach, and I can’t help but smile seeing the waves breaking the shoreline as dusk still covers the morning. I look through the windows again, hoping to make out anything inside that I might remember from when I was a kid.

 

Suddenly there’s the sound of a man clearing his throat behind me, and I just about jump out of my skin.

 

“My gosh, why would you sneak up on me like that?” I ask, brushing the dust from the door off my arm. My eyes drift up to him, and my breath catches in my throat. My heart lurches for a single, brief moment when my gaze locks with his. Amber eyes bore into mine, and his hair falls over his face in a way that reminds me of one of Michaelangelo’s sculptures.

 

“Did you really think I was just sitting in an abandoned building waiting for you?” he asks, with his brow furrowed as he glances at his watch.

 

I scowl. He may look great, but his personality is as sour as spoiled milk.

 

“Well, we said we’d meet at five thirty, and it’s almost five minutes past.”

 

I hold out my hand, and he gives me the single key to my new dream. I send another brief glance his way. His dark hair, tall, lean build, and sharp jawline look oddly familiar, but I can’t seem to place him. Chances are I do know him; everyone knows everyone in Arborside.

 

“Do I know you?” I ask.

 

“Probably,” he says shortly. “Anything else you need? I have work to do.”

 

“Okay, the attitude isn’t necessary,” I say with a scoff, and then it dawns on me. “Wait! Oh my gosh! Jonathan Colt?”

 

“Yes,” he sighs.

 

“We went to high school together. I’m Maggie, Maggie Peters. My parents owned the boat shop around here.”

 

“Right, they were good people,” he says, once again keeping his responses short as if he can’t wait to get away from me.

 

“Okay,” I say, pursing my lips and turning toward the door. “I can take a hint. You want nothing to do with me. Who should I call if there’s a problem here? Sounds like you’re not going to want to deal with me enough to be much of a property manager.” 

 

His lip twitches with mild irritation.

 

“Well, it’s just me, so call if there’s anything wrong. Well,” he continues, “it’s pretty much all wrong after being abandoned this long, but you know what I mean.”

 

“Right,” I say, looking back once more as he walks away. His hands are shoved in his jeans pockets. He looks out at the water as he walks toward the town, with the same serious, somber look on his face that he’s had the entire time he was forced to talk to me this morning.

 

I don’t remember him being this serious and quiet in high school, but if I’m honest, I was usually too busy to notice someone like him anyway. I know he was a good kid, and he’s always been quieter, but I think he did okay, and his family is well known in town as one of the most influential families.

 

Still, I am not going to let anyone put a damper on this moment. I am finally going to be able to live out my dream, right here at the place that holds some of my fondest memories... What used to be the cutest candy shop, and before that, a dime shop, and before that a taffy store, is now going to be my very own coffee shop and bakery. After all this time, I’ve finally raised enough money to make it happen.

 

I take a deep breath and unlock the door. It creaks open, chiming a bell overhead the door that I remember like I was here just yesterday, running through the aisles with my quarters to find the next sweet treat.

 

Through the doors, I’m hit with a cloud of dust that hangs in the air and on every surface in the space. I don’t know if someone used it as a storage area for a while, or if they just left everything from the candy shop in here after it closed. It’s cluttered, the old aisle now empty of everything but dirt and dust, things haphazardly thrown around the store, not in the neat aisles I remember running through as a kid. There are tables and chairs piled in the corner, most of them looking dented and broken. And at the back of the building, I see it: the kitchen that will become my bakery.

 

I can envision it all now, the giant kitchen, wafting smells of sweet treats out to my customers and down the pier through the open window. Out from the kitchen will be my coffee bar, because what’s a good baked good without a cup of coffee? I squeal with excitement just thinking about all the amazing things I can do to the space.

 

But as the dust settles, so does the excitement, as I realize how much I have left to do to get this place to what I want it to be. The wall of windows at the front of the store are partially covered with worn, yellowed newspapers. I walk to the window and tear them down, smiling as I feel the warm sun reach through the glass.

 

In the corner lies an old broom that could be just as old as the building, but anything can help these dreadfully dirty floors. I quickly sweep the front of the shop, and just as I remember, black-and-white tile floors are starting to peek through the dust and sand taken in from the pier.
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