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Chapter 1: A Busy Woman
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The first hints of morning sunlight filtered through the curtains, painting soft gold across the bedroom walls as Emily Nash, RN, rose with the sound of her alarm. It was barely 5:30 AM, but she was used to it—after years of nursing shifts at St. Mary’s Hospital, early mornings had become her rhythm. The familiar scent of freshly brewed coffee filled the kitchen as she quickly prepared for another demanding day, her scrubs neatly folded in the laundry room, waiting to be slipped on.

Emily lived in a modest suburban home on a cul-de-sac with a backyard pool she had once dreamed of spending lazy weekends by. But life, as it often did, had other plans. Her days had become a blur of twelve-hour shifts, charting patient records, and rushing to answer beeping machines. The pool, once a symbol of summer afternoons and quiet escapes, now sat neglected—its once-clear waters turning cloudy from weeks of neglect.

She glanced through the sliding glass doors to the backyard, biting her lip at the sight. A few scattered leaves floated lazily on the water’s surface, and she could see the faint beginnings of algae clinging to the edges. The pool vacuum was still tucked away in the corner of the shed, gathering dust. She had meant to tackle it last week, she chuckled.... and the week before that she thought to herself. But time was always slipping through her fingers, a commodity she couldn’t afford to misuse.

Emily was a sassy sandy-blonde, a woman who had weathered the turbulent seas of broken love more times than she cared to count but maintains a sweet, soft heart. Life had tossed her around enough to make her believe that no prince would come to save her from the mundane loneliness she’d grown too accustomed to. On the surface, she was fiercely independent, secure in her career, with a solid savings account to back her up. She didn’t need anyone. But beneath that carefully crafted exterior, Emily still harbored a quiet, aching hope for the dream of true love. At her age, it was easier to pretend she was fine with the single life, to wear the mask of strength and self-reliance. Yet, deep inside, the desire for something more, something real, simmered—waiting for the right moment, or perhaps the right person, to reignite it.

Emily sighed, tucking a loose strand of hair behind her ear. No time for daydreaming, she checked her phone... her shift started in 35 minutes. She didn’t have the energy to add "clean pool" to her to-do list. As she finished her coffee, she tapped her phone, scrolling past unread messages, until she found the number she had bookmarked weeks ago: "Clear Blue Pool Service." She hesitated for a moment, wondering if it was silly to hire someone for a task she used to enjoy. But the mental list of things she could delegate was growing, and this one seemed easy enough to let go.

She hit "Call."

The phone rang twice before a cheerful voice answered. “Clear Blue Pool Service, this is Jake, how can I help you?”

“Hi, this is Emily Nash. I have a pool that’s, uh, in desperate need of some attention,” she said, glancing again at the murky water. “I just— I don’t have the time to get to it myself.”

“No worries, we can take care of that for you. What seems to be the problem?” Jake’s voice was reassuring, like this kind of call happened every day.

Emily stepped toward the glass doors. “I think it’s been a few weeks since I’ve cleaned it. There’s some leaves, and, well... it’s starting to look more like a pond than a pool”, as she laughed and sighed.

Jake laughed lightly on the other end. “We’ve seen worse, trust me. We can be there this afternoon, sound good?”

She exhaled, relieved. “Yes! That sounds perfect, the address is 3319 Waverly Hills Blvd.”

Emily ended the call and slipped her phone back into her purse. She took a final glance at the pool, a small wave of guilt brushing over her. One day, she promised herself, she’d find the time to enjoy relaxing days by the pool again. But for now, she had patients waiting, and that was what mattered. “Gotta go!” she said out loud as she sprinkled fish food in the bowl and quickly checking on a brightly colored iridescent green-purple Beta she has somehow kept alive for over a year. She grabbed her keys and stepped outside, the morning air starting to warm up for the year and the smell of summer was in the air. Her body flying out the door her mind flashes to the patients she left the day before. As she locked the door behind her, Emily pushed thoughts of the pool from her mind. She had a world of people to care for, and for once, she would let someone else do the cleaning.
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Chapter 2: A Welcome Sight
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It was a little after 7:00 PM by the time Emily finally pulled into her driveway, the setting sun casting long, amber shadows across the quiet street. She could feel the weight of the day pressing down on her shoulders—another busy twelve-hour shift spent balancing patient care, charting, comforting patients and their families; the endless, steady rhythm of patient care. Her feet ached in her shoes, and she longed for nothing more than a shower, a quick dinner and the comforting embrace of her bed.

As she stepped out of her car and made her way up the walkway, something caught her eye. Through the hedges that bordered her backyard, she noticed a gleam, a shimmer that wasn’t there when she’d left that morning. Curious, she quickened her pace, keys jingling as she unlocked the front door.

The moment she walked through the house and approached the sliding glass door to the patio, her breath caught in her throat, Emily was in utter shock! There it was—her pool, completely transformed. The murky water was now crystal clear, sparkling like liquid glass beneath the fading light of the evening. The tiles along the edges, once dulled by grime, gleamed like they had been freshly polished. Even the few scattered leaves that had found their way into the water had vanished.

For a moment, Emily just stood there, staring in disbelief. It was like stepping into a magazine spread, the pool looking pristine and inviting, as if it had never known neglect. She hadn’t realized just how much the mess had weighed on her until she saw it gone. The sight filled her with a sense of relief so profound she almost laughed.

She slid the door open and stepped outside, letting the cool evening air wash over her. It was Thursday, but it already felt like the weekend was closer as the huge task of cleaning the pool was done and all she had to do was enjoy it! She glanced up at the sky, which had begun to fade into deeper shades of blue and violet, and remembered the weather report she’d heard in passing on the radio that morning—hot and sunny, all weekend long.

It was perfect. For the first time in what felt like months, she had no obligations this weekend. No back-to-back shifts. No errands. Nothing. She could almost feel the warmth of the sun on her skin, the cool water against her feet. Maybe it was time to let herself enjoy it, to relax by the pool with a book and forget about the hectic pace of the hospital for just a little while.

Emily’s fingers brushed over her phone. She owed someone a thank you.

She scrolled through her recent calls and found the number for Clear Blue Pool Service, hitting "redial" with a soft smile. It rang only once before the now-familiar voice on the other end answered.

“Clear Blue Pool Service, this is Jake.”

“Hi, Jake. This is Emily Nash—at 3319 Waverly Hills.” She couldn’t help the lightness in her voice, a far cry from the exhaustion that had followed her all day. “I just got home, and I have to say, I’m amazed. The pool looks fantastic. I didn’t expect it to be this... perfect.”

There was a brief pause on the other end, followed by Jake’s chuckle. “Well, that’s what we aim for. I’m glad you’re happy with the result.”

“Happy is an understatement,” she said, stepping toward the pool, watching the water ripple under the soft breeze. “I didn’t realize how bad it had gotten until I see it now..... I didn’t expect it to look this good. I really appreciate it!”

“You’re very welcome,” Jake replied, his tone warm and genuine. “It was pretty bad, all it needed was some TLC. Should be all set for the weekend. I hear it’s going to be perfect pool weather.”

“That’s what I hear, too,” Emily said, her smile widening. “And thanks to you, I’m actually going to enjoy it.” She let out a soft laugh, “Now I can just relax, thank you!”

“That’s exactly what we like to hear. If you need anything else, don’t hesitate to call. We’ve got you covered.”

“I’ll definitely keep that in mind,” Emily said, feeling lighter than she had in weeks. “Thanks again, Jake. You really made my day.”

“Glad to hear it, Emily. Enjoy your pool.”

With that, she hung up and slipped her phone back into her pocket, her gaze still lingering on the shimmering water. For the first time in a long while, she didn’t feel overwhelmed by the demands of her life. There was something about seeing that small part of her world restored to order that brought her a sense of calm.

This weekend was hers, and for once, she was going to take it.
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Chapter 3: Friends, Sun and Secrets
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By Saturday afternoon, Emily’s backyard had transformed into the oasis she’d always envisioned. The sun hung high in the sky, its rays bouncing off the clear, turquoise water of her pool. The perfect early summer day, the warm air smelled like fresh-cut grass, tanning sunscreen, and citrus from the cocktails she’d made earlier. She stretched out on a lounge chair, her skin warm beneath the sun’s touch, feeling a deep sense of peace she hadn’t experienced in ages.

She looked down at her toned legs, propped up on the lounger, her hard work in the gym clearly paying off. Emily prided herself on staying in shape—at forty, she felt stronger and more vibrant than she had in her thirties. But it wasn’t vanity that drove her; it was about feeling good in her own skin, especially after the long hours at the hospital. Today, though, wasn’t about work. It was about letting go.

Across the patio, her two best friends, Jenna and Carly, were dipping their feet into the pool, the soft splash of water the only sound aside from their lazy conversation. Jenna, a bubbly blonde who worked as a physical therapist, was sipping from a glass with more liquor than citrus and gossiping away. Carly, always the more reserved of the three, was leaning back, her sunglasses shielding her eyes from the bright afternoon sun enjoying the entertainment of Jenna’s gossip.

“This is amazing,” Jenna said, swirling her drink. “I can’t believe how gorgeous your pool looks now. Seriously, Em, I’m going to be here every weekend if you let me.”

Emily chuckled, taking a sip of her own drink. “Well, don’t thank me. Thank the pool service. They saved me from spending my entire Saturday scrubbing tiles.”

Carly, who hadn’t said much, glanced over her shades. “Speaking of which... did you actually meet this pool guy? You said you talked to someone on the phone, but have you seen him yet?”

Emily shook her head, laughing. “Nope, haven’t met him. He came while I was at work. I came home Thursday night from work and the pool was done.” I was so blown away that I called to thank him...his name’s Jake.”

Jenna raised an eyebrow, her curiosity piqued. “Jake, huh? Pool guy sounds... promising. What does he look like?”

Emily shrugged, trying to play it cool. “I have no idea there was no picture on the website. He has a such a sexy voice though. Kind, warm and that vague southern drawl.”

Jenna shot Carly a knowing look before turning back to Emily. “Soooo, we need to find out what this Jake the Pool Boy looks like. If he’s even half as good at cleaning as he sounds, maybe he’s good at other things, too.” She waggled her eyebrows mischievously.

Emily rolled her eyes, laughing. “We can always trust you to make it into something like that Jenna!”

“What? You’ve been working like a machine for months. You deserve a little fun! Besides, you’ve got that whole hot nurse thing going on. Guys are probably lining up at the hospital.”

Emily smiled but shook her head. “I’m not looking for anything right now. Trust me, the only ‘guys’ I see at work are unconscious or hooked up to machines.”

Carly tilted her head. “What about the doctors? There’s got to be someone at St. Mary’s worth a second glance.”

Jenna leaned forward eagerly. “Yes, exactly! What about Dr. Hunter? You’ve mentioned him before.”

Emily took a moment to think, swirling her drink absentmindedly. “Dr. Hunter’s nice, but... I don’t know. It’s complicated. You know how it is at work—there’s no time to think about dating. It’s chaos most days.”

Jenna sighed dramatically. “Fine. But we’re gonna come back to this Dr. Hunter thing later girl, OK?.” The three laughed and blushed.

They fell into an easy silence for a moment, the quiet hum of summer enveloping them. Emily took a deep breath, feeling the warmth of the sun and the relaxation of the moment settling into her bones. It had been so long since she’d let herself just be. No patients, no alarms, no rushing around. Just friends, sunshine, and the occasional sip of her drink.

“Well, whoever this Jake is,” Carly said, finally breaking the silence, “you should ask him to stop by sometime. Maybe you’ll meet your poolside prince.”

Emily laughed again, shaking her head. “You two are incorrigible.”

Jenna grinned, raising her glass in a mock toast. “Here’s to hot pool boys and doctors who might actually be date-able!”

Emily clinked her glass with theirs, smiling despite herself. It was nice to dream, even if she wasn’t ready to dive into the dating pool just yet. But as she leaned back in her chair and gazed out at the shimmering water, she couldn’t help but wonder what Jake was like beyond the friendly voice on the other end of the phone. There was a certain mystery there, one she hadn’t felt in a while.

Maybe, just maybe, summer had a few surprises in store after all.
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Chapter 4: Weights and Work
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The clank of iron weights hitting the gym floor echoed through the space as Jake stood over the bench press, his muscles burning from the last set. His dark t-shirt clung to his back, soaked with sweat, but he loved this feeling—the rush of pushing his limits, of testing how far his body could go. Beside him, his best friend and business partner, Trevor, was doing curls, his tattooed arms flexing with each rep.

“Man, that was a crazy week,” Trevor said, exhaling sharply as he set the dumbbells down. “I swear every pool call we got had some kind of disaster going on. That one with the algae was brutal.”

Jake chuckled, grabbing his water bottle and taking a long sip. “Yeah, summer always brings the worst of it. But hey, its good for business and it’s good money.”

Trevor nodded, wiping his brow with a towel. “True. Speaking of which, how was your weekend at the ER? Must’ve been wild. You’re doing those marathon shifts again, right?”

Jake leaned back against the bench, rubbing his hands together. “Yeah, 36 hours straight. Nonstop. It was insane, as usual—gunshot wounds, car accidents, sick visits....its been crazy.”

Trevor shook his head in disbelief. “Dude, I don’t know how you do it. ER work, then you’re out cleaning pools during the week? I’d be dead on my feet.”

Jake smiled, a bit of pride in his voice. “You get used to it. And you know, I like the balance. Working in the ER keeps me sharp, makes the pool cleaning feel... zen in comparison.”

They both laughed. It was true—cleaning pools was a world away from the fast-paced chaos of the ER. Jake had gotten into medicine because he wanted to help people in the most direct way possible. But the pool service? That had been a way to pay bills during their early college days, something he and Trevor had started when they were broke and eager to make some extra cash. It had taken off more than either of them had expected, and now, years later, they still run the business together, managing a handful of clients each week.

“You know,” Trevor said, switching to the lat pull-down machine, “I’m just waiting for you to meet some hot ER nurse or one maybe a hot client. Someone who’ll knock you off your feet.”

Jake smirked. “You sound like my mom. Always asking me when I’m going to settle down.”

Trevor grinned, pulling the bar down in a smooth motion. “Serious dude, you’re 26 now man. You need to find a good chick. And we get some pretty interesting clients. Like that one you were telling me about—Emily, right? The nurse with the cute voice that pool you cleaned last week?...maybe she is cute?.”

Jake thought back to the job. He hadn’t actually met Emily face-to-face but her voice had stuck with him—warm and kind, with a little bit of flirting in her voice when she’d called to thank him. He tried to imagine what she looked like when they talked that night, something about the way she’d spoken made him smile. There was something cute in her tone, like she wanted to jump through the phone and hug him.

“Yeah, Emily,” Jake said, nodding. “She seemed grateful... and sounded like someone who really needed a little bit of paradise restored.”

Trevor shot him a teasing glance. “A hot nurse who works crazy hours and owns a house with a pool? Dude, you might have hit the jackpot. Maybe you run by there sometime that she is home and do an in-person follow up and see where things go.” Trevor slaps Jake on the back. “You need to get some bro, you’ve been too uptight!”

Jake laughed but shook his head. “C’mon, man, it’s not like that. We run a business, not a dating service.”

“Yeah, yeah, but you’ve been single for too long,” Trevor said, dropping the weights and grabbing a towel. “You’re always either working at the hospital or scrubbing pools. There’s more to life than work, you know?”

Jake shrugged, but deep down, he knew Trevor had a point. Balancing his two jobs didn’t leave much room for anything else, let alone dating. He hadn’t had a serious relationship in years, and while he told himself in the past it was because of the school and long hours, part of him wondered if he was just waiting for something—or someone—who actually made him stop and take notice.

“Well, if I do meet someone, I’m not going to force it,” Jake said, his tone light. “But you never know, right?”

Trevor grinned, giving him a quick jab punch to the shoulder. “Exactly. So, who knows? Maybe next time you clean Emily’s pool aaand....” ,as he made smashing innuendo with his fists.

Jake chuckled, shaking his head as they finished their workout. The idea of meeting Emily—or any client—felt far-fetched, but there was something about the way Trevor had said it that lingered in his mind. He wasn’t looking for anything serious, but maybe it wouldn’t hurt to take a step back from work every now and then. Maybe it was time to stop living between the ER and the pool cleaning truck and actually let something else in.

As they headed toward the locker room, Jake couldn’t help but glance at his phone, where Emily’s number was still saved from their last call.

Trevor’s words echoed in his mind, and he smiled to himself. Who knew what the summer might bring?
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Chapter 5: Unexpected Encounter
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Emily had no idea her day would take such an interesting turn when she hopped in her car that Thursday morning. It was her day off, a rare moment of freedom that she’d planned to spend running errands before enjoying the hot afternoon by her pool. She had a few things to pick up from the store, but her mind was already wandering, thinking about relaxing in the sun.
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