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    Chapter 1


    1


    Sara Jane Morgan gasped for breath, scanning the crowded pathways. Everyone showed up for the Heritage Festival, which was good for the artists and vendors, but bad for her. Especially considering . . .


    No. She couldn’t voice her concerns. At least not yet. But losing a loved one in this mob would cause anyone to panic. This was why mothers kept their toddlers locked securely in strollers and older children attached to harnesses with straps.


    But one couldn’t exactly fasten a grandmother to a leash. And Sara Jane, being a grown woman, shouldn’t be having a panic attack.


    She pulled in a shaking breath and forced herself to calm down. She could handle this. Stepping to the side of the paved walkway, she let a woman pushing a double stroller pass, then a man driving a motorized wheelchair. She feigned interest in the open-air tent beside her. A display of corncob dolls. People still made them?


    Well, this was the Appalachians. There were tourists here from all over the country who expected to find mountain handcrafts for sale.


    She merged into the crowd and peeked into the next tent, making sure to get a look at the people inside. This one showcased CDs and DVDs by Appalachian musicians—or rather, one particular group. Pretending to shop while scanning the customers, she lifted a case off the rack by the entrance and looked at the picture. Banjos, played by guys in overalls. She put it back.


    Another booth held pocketknives and hunting, fishing, and utility knives. Grandma wouldn’t be here. Mostly men anyway. She moved on.


    The tent next to it held screen-printed t-shirts . . .


    Panic filled her again. Grandma had wandered further than she expected. How long had she been missing before Sara Jane realized she’d disappeared? She pushed her way past a few people holding a conversation in the middle of the sidewalk. She caught a glimpse of a uniformed Boy Scout. Weren’t they supposed to help people? He disappeared into the throng before she caught up to him.


    Sara Jane went on to the next display. Oh. Wow. Brightly colored quilts. This was where she would have expected to find Grandma. She loved to quilt and belonged to the Christian Women’s group at church. But Grandma wasn’t with the women oohing and ahhing over the quilts.


    Maybe. A gray-haired woman stood off to the back, head bowed as she studied the stitching. No, she wasn’t Grandma. Her hair was a different cut, and she wore a green t-shirt and a blue jean skirt. Sara Jane would come back and check this tent again later, in case Grandma made her way here.


    The next tent was completely enclosed, the canvas doors tied open with twine. Sara Jane poked her head in, ready to rush on. The tent was void of people except for two, a man and Grandma.


    Expelling a breath she hadn’t realized she held, Sara Jane grasped the edge of the tent door and forced herself to look around.


    Grandma was in here. With brooms. Whoever knew there were so many ways to make a broom?


    The man behind the table looked as bushy as his wares. His shaggy brown beard hung down to his collar, and a rumpled button-up shirt draped over his blue jeans. His hair was almost as long as his beard. He looked up as she entered. His eyes reminded her of dark chocolate.


    Grandma stood beside the scruffy-looking man, holding a piece of paper, saying words Sara Jane couldn’t catch due to the sudden rush of blood in her ears. She turned. “Oh, there you are, Sara Jane. I hired Andrew to do some odd jobs around my house since I’m thinking of selling. Doesn’t he have the cutest business card?” She held out the cardstock.


    Sara Jane took it and gave it a cursory glance. Starving artist/pay the bills handyman in bold, colorful print topped the card. Andrew Stevenson. Followed by a phone number, and a picture of a bright- red tool box. She handed it back to Grandma. “Adorable.”


    The adjective didn’t apply to the owner of the card.


    “Grandma, don’t you think you’d rather hire someone we actually know to do the repairs?”


    * * *


    “Sara Jane! I raised you to treat people better.”


    Drew Stevenson tried to control his grin as the older woman tore into the younger one.


    Rude or not, he couldn’t tear his gaze away from Sara Jane. She was . . . stunning. But so not his type. A woman like her would never look twice at a man like him. Not as if he’d want her to.


    She had long, dark hair, the color of espresso coffee. He couldn’t see her eyes, hidden behind sunglasses, but he imagined they’d be brown, like her hair. Or maybe hazel. She wore tailored jeans, undoubtedly designer, the type with a permanent crease up the front middle of the leg. A fitted blouse in a shade of a pinkish-orange reminded him of peaches. The top two or three buttons were unhooked, giving a tantalizing glimpse of . . .


    He glanced away. He had no right to look. Her husband . . . he scanned her hand. Not married. Her boyfriend wouldn’t appreciate another man ogling his girl.


    Her gaze skittered over his brooms with a dismissive look, the same one she’d bestowed upon him. As if he weren’t worthy of consideration—either as a broom maker or a man. His passion and art deserved some appreciation. Irritation ate at him. His hand tightened around the handle of the broom closest to him.


    “Sorry, Grandma, and you too, Mr. uh . . . sir, but I don’t think . . .”


    He ranked so low on her importance scale she didn’t remember his name. Oh. That hurt. He clenched his jaw. He refused to think of the time he asked a woman out and she laughed in his face, as if he’d been telling a joke.


    The older woman stiffened. “I don’t care what you think. It’s my decision, Sara Jane. My house. And my right to . . .”


    Drew straightened his spine and turned away from them, re-arranging a display as he tried not to listen to the animated conversation. It wasn’t too hard when other people drifted into the tent.


    “Oooh, look at these brooms! Isn’t this a cute little one? What’s it used for?”


    He looked at the middle-aged woman in front of him. “It’s called a turkey wing broom. It’s used for brushing off countertops and tables, or other surfaces.”


    “It’s so cute. How much do you charge for it? Do you do custom orders? I like pink, and try to keep everything as pink as possible around my house.”


    He worked his mouth a second before he found his voice. “Pink. Yes, ma’am, I do custom orders.” But pink? “It’d be slightly more expensive, though.”


    “Oh, it’s okay.” The woman whipped a pink cell phone out of her pocket. “Let me take a picture of you with this broom. You look like a real mountain man.”


    * * *


    Sara Jane’s mouth dried even as tears burned her eyes. Grandma intended to sell her house? Since when? She’d never mentioned it in all the conversations they’d had recently.


    Putting the Appalachian-style log cabin Grandpa had built Grandma as a new bride aside, how could Grandma think of hiring someone who looked like this man? Didn’t he own a razor? He looked as if he came straight out of the wilderness, like a John the Baptist wannabe. Maybe he ate locusts and honey.


    Her stomach clenched. By the looks of him, he could be a mass murderer, with the beard to keep people from recognizing his picture on the most wanted list. She peered at him again. He looked familiar. He’d probably been on a recent episode of America’s Most Wanted.


    He did make nice-looking brooms, assuming he’d actually done the work, but it didn’t matter in the least. She couldn’t allow Grandma to hire him.


    Besides, Grandma kept hiring incompetent people, like the last one Sara Jane discovered stuffing sterling silver candleholders in his toolbox.


    Maybe if she changed the subject. . . . Sara Jane gently took her grandmother by the elbow and steered her farther away from the table. “You scared me out of my skin, taking off like that. What were you thinking?”


    Grandma frowned and shook her head. “I didn’t take off. You were the one who wasn’t paying attention. You obviously didn’t hear me when I said I wanted to see what else was out there. Not everyone is interested in looking at books about Daniel Boone and forts and what types of Indians were native to these hills.”


    Okay, that’d been about the time Grandma had gone missing.


    “I didn’t know you were thinking of selling your house. We’ll discuss it later. If you need a handyman, why don’t you hire your nice neighbor, Charlie Jones, to work on the house for you? We don’t know this man.”


    Grandma made an unfeminine snort and rolled her eyes. “I don’t need a babysitter. Have you ever considered you’re smothering me?”


    Sara Jane gasped. Smothering? How could Grandma think she was smothering her?


    “Besides, Charlie Jones can’t work on my house. He died a year ago.” Grandma folded her arms and stared Sara Jane down.


    Sara Jane tried hard not to sigh. Her handy excuse to get Grandma away from the John the Baptist impersonator disappeared and made her look foolish in the process. And since when did Grandma get so argumentative? It had to be something to do with old age. She’d read something about it in a magazine article somewhere.


    “Grandma . . .”


    “Sara Jane, I like this young man and I intend to hire him. It’s my house and my decision. And that’s final.” Grandma punctuated it with a decisive nod. “He’ll be there Monday at eight.”
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    Monday morning, Drew held his buzzing electric razor and stared at his reflection in the mirror. Should he—or shouldn’t he?


    He scowled at his image. It shouldn’t matter what Sara Jane Morgan thought. Her grandmother hired him. And he wasn’t attracted to the uptight, modern type. So why was he suddenly obsessing over his looks?


    Drew unplugged the razor, turned the bathroom light off, and headed for the kitchen in his small rental house to find something for breakfast. He might have one toaster pastry left. His coffeemaker was preprogrammed to turn on automatically.


    After feeding his dog and letting her out, he poured a cup of java and opened his cupboard door, reaching for the discounted brand of toaster pastries he’d bought. The package lifted light in his hand. He peeked in. Empty. He tossed the box in the trashcan and frowned at the bare shelf. He’d have to go grocery shopping on the way home tonight. He’d go through a drive-through on the way to Mrs. Morgan’s house this morning. No, on second thought, he’d go in and order the big breakfast—pancakes, scrambled eggs, and whatever else came with it. No telling what kind of handyman chores she’d have him do and he’d need his strength.


    He raked his fingers through his long, tangled hair.


    Especially if her granddaughter was there.


    * * *


    Sari scratched her head. There’d been something she planned to do today. Something to keep Sara Jane present, yet away from her new handyman. She wanted them to get acquainted, but didn’t want her granddaughter harassing him to the point where he’d quit, like the last man she’d hired.


    But it didn’t matter. Nor did the fact Sara Jane had done such an amateurish job painting the bathroom that Sari needed to find someone else to redo the task. What mattered was the chore she’d had in mind. . . . If only she could remember what it’d been. She should’ve written it down the moment she’d thought of it, especially since lately, she’d been forgetting more things than she remembered.


    She whispered a prayer God would help her remember, and started walking around inside her house. It might help. Maybe a hot shower would jar her memory. She headed for the bathroom, when something clicked, like a door latching shut. She stopped and listened. If it was Sara Jane, she’d call out. If it wasn’t . . . Sari would need to call the police.


    A phone. Now, where’d she leave it?


    “Grandma, where are you?”


    Sari sagged in relief. It was Sara Jane. “Just fixin’ to take my shower, dear. Have you had breakfast?” No point in worrying her granddaughter with her bad memory.


    “No. I’ll go ahead and make some coffee and oatmeal. Then we can start our search in the sewing room.”


    Ah, that’s what she’d forgotten. She’d planned to clean and search the sewing room for the ballad quilt blocks she’d started years ago. It was something her grandmother told her about. For centuries, Appalachian women created quilts depicting the many folk songs popular in their area. Sari had picked The Ballad of Pretty Saro for her quilt, since Saro, Sarah, Sari, and Sara were all names in the family for generations. She’d been thrilled when her son and daughter-in-law decided to name their baby girl Sara Jane, keeping the tradition alive.


    Sari finished her shower, then went out to the kitchen as Sara Jane placed buttered toast on a small plate next to her bowl of steaming oatmeal. Sari noted Sara Jane skipped oatmeal for herself, and had only taken two slices of toast, with peanut butter.


    Sara Jane glanced at her as she entered the room. Her mouth was set in a firm line, the way it always was when she got perturbed. Sari should apologize for fussing in front of Andrew, but she wanted Sara Jane to stew. Grandchildren weren’t the keepers of their grandparents, and Sara Jane needed to understand, even if it had been the two of them for the past twelve years.


    * * *


    Sara Jane had taken one bite of her breakfast when a loud knock came from the back door. Before she could put the peanut butter toast down and get to her feet, Grandma hustled over and swung the door open.


    The handyman Grandma had hired stood on the porch in all his bearded glory. He nodded briefly in Sara Jane’s direction without meeting her eyes. His hair was unkempt, as if he’d finger-combed it. She shook her head, her gaze skimming down his paint-covered jeans and ragged t-shirt. Ugh. What could Grandma possibly be thinking?


    “Come on in.” Grandma went toward the cupboard for another mug and poured coffee in it without asking if he wanted any. She put the carton of half-and-half and the sugar bowl on the table. “Come on now, don’t be shy.”


    “I already had my coffee, and have a thermos full in the truck.” The John the Baptist look-alike raked his fingers through his hair, messing it up further.


    Sara Jane looked away and tried to control a grimace.


    “Have some oatmeal. It’ll stick to your ribs and fatten you up. You need to add some meat to your bones.” Grandma spooned some into a bowl and set it next to the coffee. “Doesn’t your mama take care of you?” She swung around and grabbed his left hand, making a point of peering at it. “Haven’t you got a woman? No matter, Sara Jane here is looking too.”


    “Grandma, I am not!” Sara Jane sputtered. Thankfully, she hadn’t spewed coffee across the table.


    “Well, you should be.” Grandma set her mouth in a narrow line. “Andrew, have a seat and eat up. I won’t take no for an answer.”


    “Yes, ma’am.” Drew nodded, his beard and long hair bouncing with the movement. “My friends call me Drew.”


    Grandma studied him. “I prefer Andrew.”


    Drew nodded and sat in the chair she indicated. “Looks good, ma’am.”


    “It is. My granddaughter made it. She’s a good cook.”


    Drew turned his head in her direction and nodded again. Probably acknowledging Grandma’s comment. He took a bite of his oatmeal.


    Grandma finally rose from the table and turned to Sara Jane. “Go to the sewing room and see if you can find the quilt I started. I’ll be there in a few minutes.”


    “Actually, I thought I’d go around with you and Mr . . .” She glanced at the business card lying on the table. “Mr. Stevenson and see what all you have in mind for him to do. Maybe I could do some of the work and save you some money.”


    Grandma’s spine stiffened like it did when she got aggravated. “Sara Jane.” Her voice sounded stern. “You git back there and do what I told you. I’ll show Andrew what I want him to do. Do you hear me?”


    Sara Jane frowned, suddenly feeling as if she were twelve again. With Grandma’s current mood swings, it was easier to go along with her than to try to reason. “Yes, ma’am. Sorry, Mr. Stevenson.”


    He nodded.


    Could this get any more humiliating?


    “And you will leave Andrew alone and let him work.”


    “Grandma—”


    “Yes, ma’am.” Grandma lowered her chin and set her jaw.


    Sara Jane rolled her eyes. “Yes, ma’am.” She carried her plate over to the dishwasher, loaded it, and headed to the sewing room.


    Seriously, she could think of better things to do with her time than digging through boxes of fabric. How many years had Grandma collected this stuff? It wasn’t a few boxes either. They were stacked to the ceiling all across one wall of the room. Sara Jane surveyed the scene and shook her head. How would she recognize the pieces if she did find them?


    Nothing to do but dig in.


    She sorted through three or four boxes of fabric and found all the white background quilt blocks Grandma mentioned, but she hadn’t found any of the pieces she’d talked about appliquéing on. Maybe they hadn’t been cut out yet.


    Grandma certainly did have a lot of material, though—an overwhelming amount, in bright colors: reds, blues, yellows, greens, and others. She was sure there was more than enough cloth to finish the quilt, possibly a dozen more, without a problem. Why had Grandma bought so much fabric anyway?


    Sara Jane laid out all the quilt blocks on the sewing table but didn’t know what to do next.


    Grandma strode into the room as Sara Jane opened yet another box, looking for something that might go on a quilt. Somewhere in the background, a lawnmower roared to life. “Okay, I have him set. I showed him the back porch steps to be replaced, and when he finishes, he can fix the broken pane in the kitchen window.”


    Sara Jane bit her tongue to keep from questioning her grandma’s judgment again. Last thing she needed was another tongue-lashing. Especially when arguing reminded her of . . .


    She swallowed hard. Blinked, to hold back the stubborn moisture threatening to spill over.


    She’d had enough scoldings in front of that irritating mountain man Grandma insisted on hiring. Why did he bug her so much anyway? She was used to different types of individuals, unique personalities. She dealt with the students in her history classes and the other teachers at the high school on a daily basis. But for some reason, Andrew Stevenson got on her last nerve. She’d never reacted this strongly to a person in her life. Why now?
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    Drew knocked on the back door. He’d mowed and weed-whacked the yard and now needed to run to the store for a few supplies for the home repair jobs Mrs. Morgan had given him. He surveyed the quiet neighborhood while he waited for someone to answer. After a while, he knocked again. Nothing. He cringed, but opened the door a crack. “Mrs. Morgan?”


    No answer.


    He called out again, a little louder.


    “We’re back here, Andrew.”


    Not sure where “back here” would be, and not wanting to go tramping through someone else’s home, Drew shut the door and waited. A few minutes later, it opened.


    “You should have come in. Do you need something?” Mrs. Morgan left the door standing wide open, turned, and walked off without waiting for an answer. She was a trusting woman, leaving her door open like that. A bit strange too, but he needed the money for the trip to Arkansas he wanted to take.


    Not knowing what else to do, Drew entered, shut the door, and followed her through the kitchen and living room, and down a hallway lined with pictures.


    At the end of the hall, Mrs. Morgan went into a bedroom on the left.


    Drew hesitated in the doorway, raking his hand through his hair, unhappy Mrs. Morgan had made him walk all the way back there.


    And not only that, but now she ignored him as she lifted a bolt of colorful red fabric to a table.


    Material was piled on the floor, in open boxes spilling over, stacked on the table, even lined up in a sea of blue on yet another table. Every color under the sun seemed to be in the room. Beautiful.


    His gaze rested on Sara Jane. She sat in the midst of a pile of fabric. She had a book open on her lap and didn’t look up to acknowledge his presence, though he thought he saw her posture stiffen. Probably resented his presence in the room.


    He forced his attention to the older woman, cleared his throat, and raked his fingers though his hair again. “Mrs. Morgan.”


    “Call me Grandma. Everyone does.”


    “The steps will take more than simply fixing with a few nails because of the rotting. I need to go into town for some pretreated lumber. I’m afraid if they aren’t rebuilt, you might accidentally fall through them, or they might collapse.”


    Grandma picked up a pair of orange-handled scissors. Wielding them like a weapon, she swung around to face her granddaughter. “See there, Sara Jane, I told you those steps were shaky, but you didn’t listen to me.”


    Sara Jane didn’t look away from the book, and other than tightening her lips, she didn’t acknowledge her grandmother either. Whatever the book was, it held her attention—or at least she pretended it did. And since she’d made her dislike of him obvious, he suspected the latter.


    “Nice collection of material, Mrs. Mor . . . Grandma.”


    Grandma laughed as she turned back to face him. “You’re looking at fifty years of a bad habit. I’ve always wanted to make a song quilt, so every time I saw pretty fabric, I bought it. No telling how much money I spent over the years.” She glanced around the room. “I’m pretty sure I have enough here to make forty or fifty quilts. And here I just wanted to finish the one I started when I was a teenager.”


    Drew blinked. “Oh, you’re making a ballad quilt? My granny made one when she first married. Mom made one too. I think my brother has them.” He frowned. He hadn’t thought of those quilts in years. He wasn’t even sure what songs they’d represented. Of course, he hadn’t seen his brother in years either. Not since . . .


    “Maybe your wife will make you one someday.” Grandma raised her chin and glanced at Sara Jane.


    Mrs. Morgan really pushed this matchmaking thing. She must not catch on that the vibes between Sara Jane and him weren’t attraction. More like . . . God only knew what. Drew certainly didn’t.


    * * *


    Sara Jane stared at the page, but she couldn’t tell what was on it. All her senses were focused on the grizzly man filling the doorway. She didn’t like him, so it didn’t make any sense why he registered on her internal radar. He’d filled her thoughts while she attempted to listen to Grandma rattle on about ballad quilts. She hoped she’d made the appropriate sounds, because she couldn’t remember a word Grandma said.


    He cleared his throat again, and it took all her effort to keep from looking up at him. She pressed her lips together and furrowed her brow, staring at the blurry page in front of her.


    “Anyway, the steps,” he said. “I’ll go to the lumber yard and get the wood. To save a trip, I’ll measure the broken window in the kitchen and get the glass.”


    “Okay.” Grandma’s voice was bright. “You know, Andrew, I think I want handrails on those steps, and maybe a railing around the porch, in case I wobble. I’m not getting any steadier, and it’d be nice not to have to worry about falling off when I’m out there.”


    “Yes, ma’am. Then I’ll need to measure the porch before I go.”


    How many times had Sara Jane suggested the same thing? Grandma had scolded her for the suggestions.


    “Oh, you might want to take Sara Jane with you. She’ll know what kind of spindles I want.”


    She would? Sara Jane gave up all pretense of reading the book and looked up to see his gaze locked on her. A strange flutter made her stomach clench.


    He looked away first. “Mrs. Mor . . . Grandma, it’s not necessary. Describe the style you want and I’ll get them. Do you want plain or a design?”


    “I want the ones that go around and around with narrow parts in between the wide. I don’t know what they’re called. I’ll send Sara Jane along. She’ll know them.”


    He glanced at his watch. “I’d thought I’d get my lunch while I’m out.”


    Grandma’s scissors rose and she pointed them at the man in the doorway. “You’ll do no such thing, Andrew Stevenson. You will come right back here and eat lunch with us.” She gave a decisive nod. “Sara Jane will pick up the fried chicken I like and some mashed potatoes and coleslaw. Get a big bucket, Sara Jane. We’ll need it since we’re feeding a man.”


    Sara Jane swallowed a huge lump in her throat. She was sure she sported a serious deer-in-the-headlights look, probably similar to the one the John the Baptist impersonator wore.


    “Grandma, I think . . . Mr. Stevenson . . . Andrew . . . knows what he’s doing. He’d probably enjoy having lunch away from us.” She’d enjoy eating without being aware of his every move.


    “Well, I need some time alone to think about what I want to do on this quilt.” Grandma’s eyes flashed.


    And that settled that. No point wasting her breath arguing further. With a sigh, Sara Jane forced a smile and looked at Andrew . . . Drew . . . him. “I’m ready when you are.”


    * * *


    Drew somehow managed to get the measurements he needed for the expanded porch project and the kitchen window, then strode from the house to his pickup without expiring from the impending doom. He wasn’t quite sure how it’d work having Miss Morgan’s pristine white pants in his dirty truck, but maybe he had an old blanket stuffed behind the seat. Although it wouldn’t be much cleaner than the seats. He had straw and wood shavings from his brooms everywhere. If he’d known he’d be hauling a woman with him on his errands, he would have taken the time to vacuum the interior.


    Or not. Maybe Miss Priss needed to know how the common man lived. Dirt and all. He doubted a dust bunny would find a safe environment in her home, while they lived and thrived in his. Her grandma’s house appeared spick-and-span. No dust bunnies in sight.


    Sara Jane marched along at his right, as if she were headed for execution. She’d probably never darkened the doorway of a home improvement store in her life, whereas they were his second home.


    He walked to the passenger side door and opened it with a flourish he considered worthy of any game show host. “Your chariot awaits, milady.”


    “Thank you, kind sir. . . .” She stumbled as she caught sight of the interior of his truck.


    He reached out and grabbed her elbow to steady her.


    Unexpected sparks shot up his arm. It took an effort not to jerk away and leave her off-balance.


    Instead, she was the one who pulled away, staring at him as if he’d suddenly grown two heads.
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    Sara Jane tried to ignore the tingles racing up her arm from his touch. She hoped Mr. Stevenson . . . Drew . . . wouldn’t notice the distaste washing through her as she stared at the interior of his truck. Didn’t he own a vacuum? She glanced at the remnants of . . . straw. Wood chips. A bit or two of twine. None of it appeared to be dirty-dirt. Just . . . craftsman discards, similar to what Grandma’s spare room looked like after she went on a sewing spree, with scraps of fabric and thread scattered everywhere. Nothing a good cleaning wouldn’t take care of.


    She forced a smile and turned to face him. “Mr. Stevenson? Maybe it’d be better to take my car. Then you won’t have to worry about . . .” What? Making room for her? There was room. Paying for a dry cleaning bill for her white pants? Wouldn’t Grandma have a conniption if she heard her? Besides, it wasn’t so filthy.


    No, the truth was, she wanted to irritate the man. Make him quit, like the last one. So she could hire someone who looked more civilized. Someone who looked like Robert Downey, Jr.


    She closed her eyes for a second. She was so shallow. His personal care wouldn’t reflect on his work ethic, would it? She needed to move beyond the first impression. Then the second. And the third.


    She opened her eyes and looked at him again. The grizzly mountain man didn’t vanish. But she did see a touch of humor in those chocolate-brown eyes. A hint of intelligence. And something else she couldn’t quite put her finger on.


    He arched a brow and looked at her four-door Toyota Prius. Then back at his several-years-old, and so-not-“green,” red pickup. “I don’t think your vehicle would be big enough for the supplies needed, Miss Pri . . . uh, Morgan. But if you prefer to drive separately, then I could meet you at Lowe’s.”


    Miss Pri . . . ? What had he been fixing to call her? Maybe he knew someone named Priscilla. But never mind that. He’d offered her an out. She opened her mouth to accept, but a movement caught her attention. Grandma stood in the doorway, holding a mug and making wild hand motions as if she were shooing a fly away, and mouthing, “Get in the truck, now!”


    When did Grandma get so overly . . . feisty? Sara Jane didn’t want another argument with Grandma today. Not to mention in front of this man—again. Best to give in.


    Sara Jane took a deep breath, brushed off the seat, then climbed in and sat.


    He looked at her doubtfully. “I might have a blanket you could sit on, or a tarp, if you’re afraid of getting your clothes dirty.”


    Her turn to raise a brow. “They clean, Mr. Stevenson.”


    He nodded, his gaze moving from her white pants to her face. “I answer to Drew, ma’am. Or Andrew. Just about anything, except Andy.”


    She couldn’t control a smirk. “Andy, then. If you insist. And I answer to Miss Morgan.” He could call her what her students did. It might keep the man in his place. Despite Grandma.


    He grimaced, but without comment closed the door.


    * * *


    Drew fumed as he strode around the front of the truck. This woman tried his patience, no doubt about it. No one had the right to call him Andy. No one except . . .


    He blinked hard to keep the moisture burning his eyes at bay. He’d dealt with this already. He wouldn’t be plunged back into the depths by this . . . this woman.


    As he opened the driver’s side door, he noticed her reach for her smartphone. She could be checking messages, but he doubted it. Judging by the set of her chin, it would be more. Something he probably wouldn’t appreciate. Like posting pictures of the interior of his truck on Facebook along with the caption “Can you believe I have to ride in this?”


    He hoped she didn’t get it in her head to plan out the shopping trip. It would be the last straw. He climbed in, buckled the seat belt, and inserted the key into the ignition.


    She typed something into the phone.


    He reached over and flipped the radio on to his favorite station. Miss Morgan probably preferred classical or opera. Right now, he didn’t particularly care what she liked. Not as if he dated the woman.


    Miss Morgan, indeed. He shook his head.


    The engine roared to life, and he backed out on the street.


    Lord, I need help. She is getting on my last nerve. I need this job. Please give me the ability to not respond in anger.


    The beat of the music annoyed him. Might be better to put on something calming, so his blood pressure didn’t go through the roof. Not something he normally worried about.


    He thumbed through his music collection and pulled out a praise and worship disc. He slid it in and adjusted the volume so it was at a quiet level. Hopefully, it’d relax him.


    He glanced over at Miss Priss. “Buckle up.”


    She gave him what he could only call a baleful glare, but reached for the stained seat belt, gingerly pulled it across, and snapped it in place.


    He turned his attention back to the road but couldn’t help noticing her frustrated growling sounds when he drove out of town. He hid a grin. She should know better than to try to get good coverage in these mountains. She put the phone back into her purse and pulled out a notepad and a pen.


    Yep, she’d drive him insane. Why had Mrs. Morgan sent her along? If only she’d agreed to drive separately. She could’ve ordered what her grandmother wanted for lunch, and he could’ve gotten the supplies needed to do his job.


    He sighed. He should’ve been man enough to insist. This is what he got for operating his business out of his back pocket. A beautiful but high-maintenance power queen. And he had to play nice.


    The trip into Morgantown passed in silence, other than the soft music in the background and the scratching of her pen on the paper. And the occasional taps of the bottom of the pen against the notebook as she must’ve thought about whatever she wrote.


    Whatever it was, he didn’t want to know.


    He pulled into the parking lot at Lowe’s and cut the engine. He got out and started around the truck. He’d at least be polite and open the door.


    She didn’t wait. She climbed out and brandished her notebook. “I made notes of what you need.” She ripped out the page.


    Drew’s eyebrows shot up. He took the list and gave it a cursory glance. Glass, wood screws, boards. . . . She wouldn’t get too far if she handed it to an employee. He refrained from laughing. “Thanks. This’ll go a lot faster if you go pick out those posts your grandma wanted. I’ll meet you there.” He pocketed her list. He had no intention of looking like an idiot in the place where he did a lot of business. Especially since he’d already ordered all the items needed, except the balusters, on his smartphone before they left her grandmother’s house.


    She huffed.


    No matter. He had no intention of waiting to see if she followed his directions. Drew headed for the store. He’d tell an employee he was there since most of his order would be ready for pickup, and then find Miss Morgan and see what she chose.


    Once inside, he dared to glance back. She brushed off her pants and followed him into the store. The next moment, she had her smartphone out, typing something in. She didn’t seem to pay any attention to where he was at all.


    Good.


    Now maybe he could do his job.


    Still, he couldn’t keep from watching her as she walked past him as if he didn’t exist. She didn’t look up from her phone. Her attention appeared to be captivated with what she saw on the screen.


    She really was beautiful.


    But oh, so not his type.


    * * *


    Sara Jane accessed the web to search for the posts Grandma needed but had a failed map issue. It would be so helpful to be able to enter what she needed and let the phone tell her what aisle it would be on. Maybe she could put it in the store’s suggestion box. It’d be so much easier and less humiliating than asking for help or wandering the store. Neither option appealed to her.


    Admittedly, she had a control issue, but she had to give grudging respect to the man for one-upping her. Despite his rugged mountain man appearance, he knew his business. Maybe. She wasn’t ready to back down yet. Grandma should’ve asked her opinion before she hired anyone for the job. Especially a John the Baptist wannabe.


    She grinned. Maybe she should let him collect grasshoppers in the backyard for his lunch. She could set out a jar of honey to go with it.


    A male clerk approached her, pushing one of their mobile ladders. She waved in his direction. “Sir? Can you tell me where the deck posts are?”


    He gave her a blank stare. “Deck posts?”


    She inwardly fumed. “The posts used for deck railings.”


    He nodded. “Yes, ma’am.” He turned in the direction he’d come. “Aisle 10. And to the left.”


    She nodded. She found them with no problem, but after she arrived, she stood there in indecision. Who knew there were so many different types? Grandma had said twisty ones with narrow . . . She heard a shuffling sound and turned.


    Drew stepped into the aisle. “Find what you need?”


    She glared. “Finish the rest of the shopping already, Andy?”


    A flicker of hurt flashed in his eyes. He looked away, his gaze flickering to the post display. “They’re wheeling it out.” He stepped closer. She breathed in the aroma of pine-scented soap and man. “Which one do you think your grandma would like?”


    Sara Jane turned back to the selection. She wouldn’t be made to look like an idiot. Again. She studied them, then picked one and handed it to him.


    He examined it then returned it to her. “She has a pretty rustic cabin, Miss Morgan. Perhaps she’d like something not so frilly.” He reached for another post. One with some twists, but not as many. “Do you think she’d like this one? It sounds like what she described.”


    Yes. It did. On second thought, it looked more like it than the one she’d picked up.


    She nodded, her respect for Drew going up another notch. She returned the one she held to its slot, and stepped back.


    “I’ll add this to my cart.” He slid a glance in her direction, then strode away.


    Maybe Grandma had known what she was doing, hiring this man.


    And she succeeded in looking like an idiot. Again. Tears burned her eyes.
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