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Chapter 1
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He’d called the cops on her, and she went to confront him. She hadn’t been self-conscious earlier, dressed in a plain shirt over dusty jeans, but the way he looked down his nose at her in disgust embarrassed her. 

“Did you call the cops?”

“Yes, I did,” that rich, timbered voice said clearly while he repeatedly glanced at his smartwatch. 

“May I ask why? I’m Felicity Miller. I’m the supervisor of the workshop over there. Who are you, exactly?”

“Oh, so you’ve been the cause of this trouble. This,” he pointed to the house, “is a residential area. You can’t make noise at this decibel level. It’s against the law.”

“I know what the law states, and this is temporary until our shed at the back is complete. Besides, I don’t know why I owe you an explanation when I don’t even know who you are.”

“I highly doubt you know anything about the law at all,” he said condescendingly. “This is my dad’s place, and I’m moving in for a while. So that makes us neighbors. Now if you’ll excuse me, I have plenty to do instead of dealing with village hicks, so please keep the noise down and let me get back to work.”

“How dare you?”

“I dare because I can. I know you small-town types very well. Give you an arm, you’ll take a leg. Watch the sound, okay? I’m not asking anything complicated.”

“You’re a very rude man.”

“And you are typical trailer-park folk.” He looked up and down the full length of her, right from the worn sneakers to her caked nails and then her face. “Still can’t make anything of yourselves.”

He slammed the door in her face. 

His words stung, and she could feel the flash of tears in her eyes. She cried all the way back until Logan found her. 

Felicity closed her eyes and opened them again. She watched the rays of sunshine bathe the new workshop, recalling her science lessons at school. The sun was ninety-three million miles from the earth, yet as she stretched her hand under the warmth of the sunshine filtering through the window, she didn’t feel the million dust motes dancing in Brownian motion on her hand. She felt its heat just like every other flower, tree, bird, and living being on the earth. 

She felt it here, more than any other place in the new workshop at the back of the Graystone estate. It was built in haste. Though she shouldn’t complain—it was a job well done. All she was doing was working, and the new neighbor called the cops on her for the noise. She was the supervisor, after all. It was all great until the bust-up with him. Felicity shook her head and decided to banish all thoughts of him. 

The guy was a jerk. When she simply wanted to sort things out, he dared to treat her as if she were beneath him. She could tell he was some hot-shot slick city boy with that dismissive attitude. If he weren’t Logan’s neighbor, she would have socked him. With a sigh, she went back to her worktable. Today, she was fixing a rotted bathroom door. She turned up the radio, something she loved while working, and started peeling off the deadwood. 

She sensed some movement and looked up. Logan had come in through the side door. 

“Something wrong, boss?”

She didn’t look up from her work. “I told you to stop calling me that, Logan.”

“Can’t help the truth. You are the big boss around here. Live with it.”

She didn’t want to argue with him first thing in the morning. “What do you need?”

“I just came to check. Everything okay?”

“Yes. Has your dad asked?”

Logan laughed. She looked up at him. His hair had grown over his ears in that carefree Californian windswept style. Another of Mira’s influences. It's so amazing how much you change when the love of your life gets hold of you and influences all your decisions without you even realizing it. 

Logan continued, “He doesn’t even care. They’re somewhere in Japan now eating sushi and yakisoba,” he snorted. 

“Don’t be jealous. You just returned from Cali yourself,” she said, blowing away some of the peeled wood chips. 

He smiled. “Yeah, it was a good escape. Mira decided not to sign for another season as the main lead. She’s going to be a secondary character, that way she doesn’t have to be in California for nine months of the year.”

Felicity redirected her attention to the door and started gathering all her tools. “Spill—why are you here?”

Logan finally let out a breath. “Mira and I are heading to the beach for the long weekend. Just to get out of here for a few days.”

“What’s that got to do with me?”

Logan stared at her. “I just wanted to let you know. Will you be okay handling the house and the workshop on your own?”

She raised an eyebrow.

“Not that you can’t. I know you’re very competent, but then again, Roy seems to be here permanently, and I can tell how much you love the guy,” he finished off with a chuckle. 

Felicity stared at him hard. “I’m sure it’s nothing I can’t handle.”

Logan raised his hand. “I’m just saying. Look if there’s any problem or he gets up your business, just say it like it is. You don’t have to wait for me. You’re the boss now. You make the decisions. I’ll respect whatever call you make.”

“When are you leaving?”

“Today.”

It made her wonder. Today was Wednesday. It was the middle of the week. How long was Logan’s weekend? This was why nothing ever got done in this country, everyone taking holidays when they should be working. “I’ll text you if I need anything,” she said, starting the sander. The sound was enough to signal the end of the conversation. 

Of all the things he was worried about, it was that pesky neighbor. Roy. 

No, she had to stop thinking about him, but she couldn’t get the incident out of her mind. She had already been having an off day. 

They crossed paths again. Several times. Roy had seen her hauling wood, and he just smirked. Another time, he’d overtaken her truck with his fancy German car. 

He was no patriot. She let him pass, and he sped away. She saw him sometimes in town. He liked to shop at the expensive stores where people bought frou-frou drinks and lattes with fancy names. Idiot. 

She shouldn’t spare him another thought. Maybe he was partly right, though. She was, after all, someone who hadn’t even completed her GED. A flash of anger hit her, followed by pain. No, she wouldn’t let it get to her. 

One of the men came in. “What do you want to do with this order from Mike? They say they don’t want the chairs in this color.”

“They picked this color.” Her voice came out a little sharply. 

“I know, they’re just not happy with it.” 

She thought about it for a while. “Well ask them if they want a repaint, but that will be final.”

“That’s going to cost us.”

She smiled. “Even if it does, we need to keep the customer happy.”

She knew the workers didn’t like this attitude, but it was a Graystone motto. The customer was always right. She succumbed to that. She wasn’t always feisty. 

She told the men they could leave early once they were done. She could be nice, too, if people were nice to her. 

Felicity shook her head. She needed to work on something new, to get her mind off Roy and all the people who were mean to her. What should she do? Perhaps something simple, repetitive. Like sanding down the dining table she’d picked up at a yard sale. That would make her forget Roy. 

Roy! Roy! Roy! She needed to forget him. 
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Roy stopped by Kenneth’s café and picked up the delicious orange chocolate brownies. He’d have to spend another hour running, but they were so worth it. 

He thought well of Kenneth. He was the only person Roy liked in this dreary small town. 

“Anything else, Roy?”

“No, just pack up my stuff. The longer I stand here, the more I end up buying and eating.”

Kenneth muffled his laughter. “That makes me happy.”

“And your till too!” Roy pointed to the cash register.

“Is your dad coming around this weekend? If he is, I’ll pack up some almond muffins for him.” Kenneth was already reaching into the display to grab the heaped confectionary. 

“To be honest, I have no idea about his schedule. When he comes on, we settle for pizza and beer. That’s just about it. When I wake up the next morning, he’s gone again.”

Kenneth didn’t judge him. “Tell you what, if he’s here, give me a ring, and I’ll have some delivered to your place. Here’s your change, and off you go.”

“Thanks, man.”

“No problem.”

Roy was just about to head out the door when Kenneth called out, “Hey, Roy, a couple of the guys are heading out for a barbecue on Friday. Want to join us?”

“It’s guys only?”

“Yeah, just catching up and relaxing. What’s say?”

Roy didn’t need to think. “Sure, text me the details.”

“Will do.”

Roy went out into the warm sunshine and walked to his car. He drove out of the driveway and rolled down his window. For the first time in a long time, he could feel the breeze on his face. Normally, he felt so dazed and out of sync with the world. A week ago, if Kenneth had asked him to the barbecue, he would have refused. The thought of a gathering or event would have triggered a panic attack. 

If he told his dad, he would say the small-town air was doing him good. His therapist would say the anti-depressants were working. 

He couldn’t refute them, though. He had his first panic attack right after he’d lost a case. A big corporate client. He hadn’t been able to close out the negotiation in his client’s favor. It wasn’t exactly a failure, but they hadn’t met the “target margins,” according to his boss. After that, it was all downhill. He started working incessantly, flying across the country for client meetings, spending all night preparing, making copious notes, and prepping for hours. Three of his paralegal staff had left because he was overworking them.

When he had a massive panic attack on a flight, his father issued an ultimatum. “You can’t go on like this,” Terry said. “Something’s gotta give. I barely see you, and now that I get a look at you, I shouldn’t have been surprised. You’ve lost weight, you’re not eating, you’ve barely slept, and your bosses don’t give a rat’s ass.”

“Dad, I don’t know what’s happening to me,” he cried to his father. 

Terry had held him as if he were a little boy. “I’ve spoken to your brothers, and they’ve agreed with my plan.”

“What plan?”

“We’re moving. And you’re moving with me. I’ve spoken to the doctor. You’re going to start with a nutritionist, you will speak to a therapist twice a week, take your meds, and take a break from work. Later if you’re up to it, you can always take up something.”

“Where are we moving?”

His father took a deep breath. “North Carolina, specifically Henderson County. It’s a beautiful town. You’ll love it there, and the people are fantastic.”

Roy coughed a little. “Sounds like you’ve already bought the place.”

His father paused briefly. “I put the house here on the market a month ago. On one of my trips, I met a lovely young girl who was selling her own house since she was moving to Germany. I fell in love with the place as soon as I saw it.”

“I thought you were going to say you fell in love with her.” Roy winked.

Terry laughed. “No. Dawn found her Mr. Right, Gage, and she bought a smaller place on the other side of town. They divide their time between Germany and Henderson County.”

And so, they moved during the spring. Without work, Roy found he had a lot of time. Time to cook, eat, run, help his dad around the house, and just live. 

When he started to complain, as he always did, his dad offered him some sage advice. “Take up some pro bono work. You’ve made money. It isn’t everything. Try helping a few people who need it and see how that makes you feel.”

“And where am I going to find this pro bono work?”

His father thought for a while. “You can start at the church. There are always people there who need help.”

And that’s where he started to keep himself busy. It felt good. Many of his clients paid him, just not in money. A bucket of fresh lobster, a sack of apples, and a few paint jobs for the garage. His clients were everyday people who helped him with their services, which was really all they could offer. 

Henderson County became his new home. And it did him a lot of good. He looked and felt like a new person. A place could change a person, and for him, this was it. 

Roy didn’t know what to expect. He’d not socialized much, other than with family. As a child, he was always interested in climbing fences and mucking about with his brothers. As the middle child, he was always the one who got caught in between. His siblings had been his friends, mostly, and he hadn’t needed anyone else. Since he graduated from law school, he rarely went to parties, which was why he and his ex had parted ways. He didn’t like to socialize. Company dinners, family birthdays, Christmas drinks, or any other social event was a waste of time for him. For his ex, it was about being a part of something greater. It was about belonging and hanging out with like-minded people. He usually let her go by herself while he worked overtime. 

“You’re barely in this relationship, so there’s no love lost here,” she had complained when they broke up. 

It hit him hard, but work trumped everything else—the desire to succeed, to outperform everyone, that hunger to be better than his brothers. 

“Hey, Roy,” Kenneth called out when he got out of the car. Roy turned to watch the ex-soldier walking toward him in a large sweatshirt with an eagle printed on the front. “You found the place okay.”

Roy took in the mild water ebbing and flowing along the beach. “GPS did all the work. I didn’t even know we were close to the beach.”

“We’re blessed with everything, the mountains, the rivers, the lakes, and the sea. Come on, let me introduce you to the other guys.”

He walked with Kenneth along the beautiful sandy beach as it stretched out for miles, as far as the eye could see. Under a shack, a few men had gathered, and a grill was already going. 

“Roy, this is Nathan Reynolds, you must have heard about him.”

“The Parkmore guy—who hasn’t heard about him?”

The pair shook hands. 

“This is Dawn’s husband, Gage. You guys already know each other, correct?” 

Gage smiled. “We met once, when your dad first moved in.”

“How’s Dawn?” Roy asked. “I didn’t know you guys were back in town.”

“They wanted her to train some staff before the new reactor goes online next season. They’re negotiating a contract for her to move back here permanently. Let’s see how that goes.”

“That would be great,” Kenneth chimed in. “Dawn’s always loved Henderson County.”

“That she does.”

“So how are you loving Henderson?” Nathan changed the subject swiftly. 

Roy took one of the sodas Kenneth handed him. “It’s nice. Exactly what I needed.”

“Just what the doctor ordered,” Nathan said. 

“Yeah, something like that.”

He didn’t miss the look that crossed Kenneth and Nathan’s faces. The guys were close, and the swift exchange of glances was not lost on him. He was a lawyer; he didn’t miss cues like that. It didn’t rile him up. He was the outsider here. 

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
A SWEET ROMANCE

PAMELA Q. FERNANDES





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





