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BLURB

Kensi Wallace always imagined leaving the small town she grew up in—Cupid’s Cove. She made straight A’s to ensure she’d get into the university of her dreams. However, everything came to a screeching halt when her mom suddenly passed away, leaving Kensi’s alcoholic dad to raise her and her two young sisters on his own. Not wanting to abandon her sisters, Kensi graduated high school, gave up on the idea of going to college, and settled for working at the local bank to help pay the bills—and has been there since. 

Nicholas Campton never thought he’d end up in a small town working at a nursery. He grew up in New York City—The Big Apple—where life is about the hustle and bustle. Cupid’s Cove is the complete opposite. It’s slow-paced and nice people are around every corner. He should be happy to have his past behind him and a great future ahead of him, but he can’t help feeling that life is missing something. 

When the Sweethearts Dance rounds the corner, Cupid decides to take hold of fate’s reins. But will Kensi and Nicholas let Cupid’s arrow strike them or will they dodge it and settle for the lives they already have? 
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CHAPTER ONE
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KENSI

The last customer walked out the door. I quickly made my way around the counter. My heels clicked against the tile floor as I walked over to the door to flip the open sign to close and lock the doors. 

My hand reached for the lock just as the door opened. The bell above the door jingled, indicating the bank’s latest arrival. I bit back a groan... No. A sob. I wanted to cry. It was Saturday and already half an hour past closing time thanks to Mr. Benson and his pennies. 

“Hey, Kensi,” Mrs. Carter smiled, stepping inside. Her pinned-up white curls and floral dress blew as the door closed behind her. 

“Good afternoon, Mrs. Carter,” I beamed, hiding my internal dismay. “How are you today?”

“I’m doing just fine,” she patted my hand then shuffled past me with her cane. Completely oblivious to the fact I was locking up.

I looked at Mrs. Carter, who now stood at the teller window. When she saw me looking, she smiled brightly. It wasn’t a warm smile. More like a child who was caught with their hand in the cookie jar and hoping they wouldn’t get scolded. 

“You sly dog,” I muttered faintly; well out of earshot of Mrs. Carter. 

Mrs. Carter was eighty-two years old. She had been a customer at the bank since the Dark Ages. She knew our hours like the back of her hand. So who was I kidding thinking she didn’t know I was locking up.

Just one more customer, I assured myself, plastering a huge smile on my face then made my way back around the counter back to my teller window. 

“How can I help you today, Mrs. Carter?” 

***
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My bed welcomed me with open arms after my shower. I snuggled up with a pillow and closed my eyes. The quiet sound of the ceiling fan took me to my oasis.

I imagined my toes dipped in the sand. Waves crashing in the background. A hot shirtless waiter serving me a mai tai. His perfect Colgate smile enticing me to ask him for a kiss. Or two. 

“Mmmm. So sexy,” I moaned softly. 

“Kenz!” my twin sisters Kimberly and Kallia screamed from somewhere in the house. 

“Seriously?” I groaned, opening my eyes and leaving my beach daydream. “In my room!”

Fast, heavy footsteps approached my room. My bedroom door flew open. The two hellions came running into my room. The bed shifted to their weight as they jumped on top of me and laughed. 

“Hey, brats. What are you doing here?” I giggled, despite having my fantasy interrupted by them. It was hard to be upset when I was being bear-hugged.

“Dad is off with his friends. We want to go to the movies but don’t have any money,” Kallia grinned. 

“We were hoping our beautiful, older sister would hook us up with a few bucks,” Kimberly said, turning on the charm. 

“Didn’t I give you your allowance this week?” I asked, sitting up. 

Kimberly looked at Kallia, who shook her head and gestured for Kimberly to speak. Kimberly’s eyes widened then she frowned at Kallia. Neither one of them wanted to spill the beans. 

“Did that ass spend the money on beer?” My words came out harshly. It wasn’t towards them though. The venomous tone was meant for my dad, who irritated me to no end.

“He’s been trying really hard, but...” Kimberly whispered. Her eyes settled on my comforter. She looked sad. “He’s just not—”

“It’s okay,” I said, pulling her into my arms. I kissed the top of her head. “My purse is by the door. I think there’s forty in there. Take that.” 

“We’ll be fine with twenty. We can make that work,” Kallia replied. 

“Kallia,” I smiled at her, “you are young ladies. You need to each have your own money. So twenty for you. Twenty for you, Kimberly. Okay?”

“Okay,” Kimberly sniffled. 

Hearing the sadness in Kimberly’s voice broke me. I kissed the top of her head again. My eyes filled with tears. I hated my sisters having to run to me for guidance and money. I wish my mom was still alive. Why did she have to leave us so soon? And, why did my dad have to be such a drunken ass? 
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CHAPTER TWO
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NICK

“Do you even know what you’re doing?” Jonas asked, laughing. 

“Not a damn clue,” I groaned, stabbing the shovel into the ground. I faced Jonas. The sun beamed in my eyes blinding me. I squinted to see him. 

“Here. This will help,” he walked over to me and put a hat on my head. “There ya go. Now you look like one of us,” he chuckled 

If this was New York, there’d be no way in hell I’d accept a hat from someone I just met. Jonas was a stranger but he was also my new boss, who I had just officially met an hour ago. 

He was an older man. Looked to be in his late sixties, judging by his wrinkles. He wore blue jeans, a button-up plaid shirt, work boots, and a red ball cap with Cupid’s Plant Nursery.

“Appreciate it,” I replied, adjusting the hat. 

“Never done landscaping before?”

“No, Sir. Not much grass in the city.”

“I imagine not,” he shook his head and chuckled. “Well, you got that big city park out there.”

“Central Park?” 

“Yeah. That one,” he laughed. “I’m not much on names. I usually give everything and everyone a nickname. So don’t be surprised if I call you by a different name, Nick. It is Nick right?”

“Yes, Sir,” I chuckled.

“Good. I got it right.” He grabbed the handle of the shovel and lifted it out of the ground. “Now, let me show you how to dig a hole.” 

***

[image: ]


Ten hours in the baking sun had taken their toll on me. Sweat had poured from every pore. Muscles I didn’t even know existed ached. I didn’t remember a time I had worked so hard. 

Jonas made it look like child’s play. The man even hummed while he worked circles around me and the other two guys. He barely broke a sweat. 

“You okay, there?” Xavier patted my shoulder. “Not as easy as you thought it’d be, huh?” 

“Still trying to catch your breath, City Boy?” Cody chuckled. 

“Yeah. Something like that,” I muttered, hopping off the back of the work truck’s tailgate. My whole body protested the sudden movement. I wanted to collapse back down to the truck but refused to sit around listening to Cody’s mouth for another damn second. 

Throughout the day he had made snide remarks about me coming from the city. At lunch, he commented how my sandwich was probably made of rats. He told Xavier to keep an eye on his wallet because I might pickpocket him. And last but not least, he bluntly mentioned how city people were lazy, good for nothing, pieces of shit.

It had taken everything in me to not punch him in the face. I didn’t want to lose my job on the first day. My grandmother had pulled a few strings to get me the job with Jonas. She would beat me if I lost my job on the first day. And kill me if I ended up in the slammer. 

“I’m out of here,” I said, grabbing my lunchbox and heading towards the sidewalk. I raised my hand but didn’t bother looking back. “See you Monday, Xavier.”
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CHAPTER THREE
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KENSI

I parked my car then stared up at the flashing neon light that read Open. My stomach knotted as my heart sank. Relentless emotions rocked through me, threatening to spill my dinner's contents. 

It was like Groundhog's Day. I'd attempt to sleep through the night, only to have it interrupted by Jack, the local bartender, calling me. My dad was yet again skunk drunk and demanding that they all give him back his keys so he could drive home. Now, I was to come save the day... a.k.a. deal with his ass.

He was a grown man. They should handle him on their own. Hell, call the cops if he's being so belligerent. Stop putting the responsibility on me.

But then again, I could have hung up or told them to stop calling me. Guess part of me felt sorry for the bastard and didn't want my sisters dealing with anymore heartache. 

"Let's go get the drunk," I muttered, climbing out of my car. A few steps and I was pulling open the door. 

My father's loud cursing filled my ears almost instantly. He was at the bar, waving a finger in Jack's face, demanding a drink. Everyone, including Jack, looked at me. They seemed relieved.

I offered an apologetic smile and a small wave. Several of them gave me a courteous nod, while the rest gave me a look of Why can't you control this lunatic?

If only they knew how desperately I had tried to sober him up. Years in fact. For years I had attempted to get him clean but it was hopeless. He'd just sneak off to the next town over to buy his booze.

I swallowed my pride then made my way over to my dad.

"Hey, Kensi," the waitress, Jenny, smiled, walking by me towards the pool tables.

"Hey, Jenny," I replied. 

My father saw me. He rolled his eyes and shook his head. 

"Time to go, Dad," I whispered to him. 

"No. Not until they give me my damn keys," he stated, crossing his arms in front of him.

Here we go again, I thought, glancing around the room. All eyes were on us. We were this evening's... well, this morning's show.

"Dad, I'll drive you then we can come back later and get your truck," I retorted calmly.

"Leave my truck here? So someone can steal it?" he scoffed with a look of disgust. "I don't think so."

No one wants your beat-up, death trap tin can, I grumbled internally. It was the truth. The piece of crap was older than me and had been through hell. Pure hell. And I doubted it ever had an oil change.
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