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Chapter 1
The searing July Minnesota sun boiled the fresh tar to a pungent aroma. Hot rays parched dry the rutted sandy gravel sloping down into the ditches. The only hint of coolness was in the dark green shadows of the bordering pine forest. During their breaks Carolyn Creighton and Loretta Garner sat as close to the trees as they could get without disturbing a hoard of mosquitoes. 
"Creighton. Garner. Back to work,” Luke Stanford bellowed. 
Cally swigged the last of her ice-cold pop, tossed the empty can in the plastic bag serving as a trash bin, picked up her hard hat, and rose to her feet. She nudged Loretta's shoulder. “Better do as he says." 
Loretta pitched her can in the bag with Cally's. “Only because we want to keep our jobs not because we jump when he hollers,” she complained, brushing down her jeans as she stood. 
"Well, he is the boss,” Cally said, tucking her golden hair beneath the bright orange hard hat. “Even if he doesn't give the impression he's the most pleasant man on this earth at times." 
"He's never given me the impression that he's pleasant ever ,” Loretta groaned, putting on her own hard hat leaving an attractive array of jet-black curls displayed to emphasize her big brown eyes. “I suppose he figures he's better than all of us minions." 
"Oh, I don't think that's the case,” Cally argued, mainly to give her boss the benefit of the doubt. “He just wants to make sure we know who is boss." 
"Creighton. Garner.” Luke repeated his earlier command. “We need to move a rig. Can't do that with traffic coming through now can we?" 
Loretta sighed loudly. “See you later,” she drawled to Cally and strolled, almost insolently, past the approving male glances of the rest of the construction crew. 
Cally rolled her wide green eyes at the undulating action Loretta put on for the men, knowing she could never wiggle her own blue-jeaned behind in the same tantalizing manner. And it wasn't because she didn't have a shapely behind to wiggle. She was actually slimmer, with a litheness Loretta didn't possess. Cally just knew she would never be able to summon up the nerve to walk by the men that way. However, she knew Loretta's action was meant to agitate Luke Stanford. 
Cally preferred not to agitate him. His glare hurrying her on, she returned to her position along the highway. She was linked with radio control to Loretta. Each woman held a sign to turn alternatively from red Stop to yellow Slow to keep one lane of traffic flowing smoothly while the crew worked the heavy construction machinery in the other lane. 
Loretta's instructions came over the radio and Cally switched her sign to Stop . A queue of vehicles accumulated behind the sign, sunshine glimmering on the long line of windshields gradually making them disappear into the heat haze on a distorted silver wave. 
Traffic from Loretta's end rumbled past. Driving on the unsurfaced road was like bumping over a grating. 
People quivered inside their vehicles like jelly as they passed her, glaring at her impatiently. Cally ignored the glares. They had to take their frustration out on something after all. She kept her expression as bland as possible with, what she hoped was, a trace of a polite smile on her lips. But she did sympathize with their plight. Especially the people in cars without air-conditioning. 
She could do with a dose of air-conditioned air herself right now, she thought, easing her legs apart and adjusting her fingers around the sign post to make herself more comfortable. Perspiration had moistened her white T-shirt beneath a long-sleeved blue shirt. And even though her jeans were washed and faded to the softest denim she still felt as if she were wearing a suit of armor. Her hard hat, thick wool socks, and steel-toed work boots didn't help either, generating even more heat. At least, if she were a man she could strip to the waist and her gaze covertly moved to the first male in her sight range: Luke Stanford. 
White hard hat rakishly tipped on his crisp black hair, sweat gleaming on muscled shoulders and back, he bent over a plan spread out on the flat bed of a truck. His jeans clung snugly to his thighs and calves, the cuffs tucked into dusty work boots. When he glanced up there were a number of sun-squint grooves creasing the skin from his straight, arrogant nose down to his narrow lips and square jaw. 
Handsome in a granite-hard, entirely masculine way, Luke Stanford certainly played his role of Boss to perfection. Unless he yelled, “Creighton get back to work,” or “Creighton take the first truck out to the site,” he had never spoken to Cally. During her four-week sojourn on the crew he had remained elusive and basically unapproachable, his maleness and standoffish attitude confirming Cally's opinion that all facets of engineering and construction would probably remain solely a man's domain until the end of time. 
With a few exceptions like herself. She was out here gaining experience before she began her job with her brother, Kevin's construction company in the fall. 
Cally observed Luke straighten and flex his shoulders. He rolled the plan, tossed it aside on the truck, wiped sweat from his forehead with the back of his arm, and reached for a blue check shirt hanging from the truck door handle. He shrugged into the shirt leaving the buttons open. 
Cally lowered her gaze. She didn't want to be caught staring at Luke. Although it was difficult to tell if he knew whether she might be looking at him or not with his eyes covered by dark glasses. 
Screeching brakes and the crunch of huge tires made her look in the same direction once again. Shouts erupted from the men as they all ran toward the commotion. Loretta instructed Cally to stop the traffic her end. Cally did so immediately and stood on tiptoe to try and peer over the heads of the men but she couldn't see much because everyone was crowded around a lopsided yellow grader someone had driven into the dusty ditch. 
"What's going on?” she asked Loretta over the radio. 
"Dunno,” Loretta said. “Stanford barked, stop all traffic both ends. Naturally, he didn't stick around long enough for me to ask. It appears someone is hurt." 
Cally gazed in horror as Rick Martin, an engineering student working for the summer, was helped up the slope by Karl and Luke. She saw Rick touch his temple and she noticed he was bleeding. 
"What's happened?” she called to Don Tulson who was the man standing closest to her. 
Don pushed back his hat. “The grader lost its brakes. Rick threw himself out of the way, tripped, and hit his head on a rock." 
Don, tall and bony with dark hair and beard, turned away after imparting this piece of information. Cally had never found Don particularly communicative anyway. He was Karl Persak's pal, but he didn't share Karl's jovial outlook on life. Yet Don's appearance of muscular deficiency was deceiving. He was strong. 
Cally often saw him swing heavy road making equipment around as if it were only the weight of a feather. 
She noticed Karl climb into the driver's seat of his truck. Loretta, to Cally's surprise, jumped in the other side. It seemed Patrick Brown was holding her flag. Luke then helped Rick in beside Loretta. Luke spoke a few words, slammed the door, and Karl drove off. 
Cally felt slightly put out. How did Loretta rate going with Karl? Secretly thinking Karl was gorgeous, she wouldn't have minded helping Karl herself. He had a bonus of good looks. His eyes were like brown velvet, his skin tanned to gold like his hair. His jeans and shirts always strained over the well-developed muscles of his stocky build. 
Luke's expression was thunderous when he looked at them all. “Back to work,” he shouted. “Tulson take over from Brown and do Garner's job." 
Beast, Cally thought. Didn't he care about an injured worker? But she didn't have time to worry whether he did or not. Horn honks sounded in rotation from the stream of traffic behind her sign. Muttering under her breath, Cally turned her sign to let them through, at the same time looking at the heavy yellow grader halfway down the sandy ditch. 
Luke prowled around giving the grader careful, narrow-eyed scrutiny. Cally understood how he must feel. The road-making project was being run by his own company. Personal injury was his liability. 
Although she was sure he had insurance to cover such mishaps, the same as her brother did. Even so, his machinery, whether owned or leased, had to be in top working order. His anger was probably aimed at the situation of the accident, and he probably did care about what happened to Rick. For some reason she felt uncharitable about her earlier defamation of him. It seemed as if it had been unwarranted. There was an almost resigned slump to Luke's broad shoulders. She felt the desire to drop her sign and rush over to comfort him. It was a desire she couldn't understand at all. Why should she feel that way about a man she couldn't care less about, a man she'd never had any personal contact with? Instead of puzzling over her feelings any longer, she turned her concern to Rick, hoping he wasn't too badly hurt. She rather liked Rick. Probably because he was young and didn't have fixed ideas like some of the other men. He didn't mind women on the construction site for one. 
She saw Luke moving toward her and her body stiffened. 
He said, “Creighton. As Martin isn't here, would you dismount the signs tonight?" 
"Sure,” she said. 
He handed her the keys to the truck. “Know how to drive?" 
"Of course." 
It took Cally half an hour to collect all the construction warning signs and markers and load them into the back of the truck. By the time she returned to Luke with the truck, he was alone, sitting on a boulder, the rest of the men gone. 
"Where's Vince?” Cally asked, referring to the man she usually rode with. 
Luke rose to his feet. “He's gone into Echo Bay to visit some friends this evening.” The deep timbre of his voice contained a slight huskiness. “I told him I'd make sure you got back to the motel safely." 
Cally realized for the first time in the month she had worked for Luke they were actually having face to face conversations. “And Loretta went with Karl,” Cally remarked, wishing afterwards she hadn't spoken because she saw Luke's mouth narrow. 
He raised an eyebrow. “Don't tell me you've got a crush on Karl as well, Creighton." 
"Oh, no,” she protested. She didn't think she had a crush, just appreciation of a nice looking man. 
"Every woman falls for Karl at first sight, it's natural." 
"I haven't fallen for Karl,” she said. 
"Good. I don't want any hanky panky on the construction crew. We have enough problems getting the job to bed, not to mention accidents like the one this afternoon." 
"Do you think Rick will be okay?” Cally asked. 
She found Luke overpowering at close range. His shoulders were wide enough to block out the sun. 
Luke nodded. “I think he'll be fine. It was only a superficial wound. As long as he hasn't suffered concussion." 
"Did he hit his head hard enough for that?" 
"He didn't think so. Looked worse than it was I believe. But he was shaken up.” He walked around the truck. “Let's get going." 
Cally caught him up and handed him his keys. “You'll need these to get back to the motel." 
His rough fingers brushed hers and to stop the thrill she experienced, she took off her hat. Her hair tumbled to her shoulders in a silky golden mass and she felt Luke's eyes upon her hair, then their gazes met. Luke, for once, wasn't wearing sunglasses and she saw close up, his eyes were a deep pewter color. Warmer than she would have expected. 
Pulling her gloves from her back pocket she stuffed them into the crown of the hat and climbed into the truck. As he adjusted himself in his seat, she watched him. First he wedged his white hard hat between the seats, then he raked his rich black hair with his fingers until it sprang to wavy life. She saw the stretch of denim against his thighs, and the pull of muscle beneath his shirt as he leaned forward to turn the key in the ignition, and she had to clench her fists to stop herself from reaching to touch him. Karl might be good looking superficially but Luke had enough overall animal magnetism to make Cally's heart beat faster than normal. 
Cally had no idea why she should feel this way. She didn't know Luke Stanford. This was the first time she had been with him intimately. Intimately? Was this an intimate encounter? Of course not. She was merely driving back to the motel with Luke because Rick had been injured and she'd had to stay to do the signs. Events had been different today, that's all. 
Yet, although the truck's engine was revving, Luke wasn't driving. He was gazing at her, giving her features a thorough inspection as if noticing for the first time, the loose swing of her gold hair, the matching eyebrows arching above eyes of the deepest green, like the mystery of the ocean. Her nose had a slight upturn that joined her mouth in an ever-present, semi-smile—a look giving the impression she was in a continuous state of happiness—which was probably close to the truth. Cally couldn't recall ever really being unhappy in her life. 
Beginning to feel awkward under his examination, Cally dropped her glance. Noting her action, Luke reached for the ignition once more as if forgetting he had already started the engine. 
"So how's the job going?” he asked as they began moving. 
"Oh, fine,” she responded, commanding her voice not to shake. She didn't know what was happening to her. She didn't like the feeling. She felt trapped in the cab of the truck with this man. Sunlight skittered off the tops of the trees and flickered a white-hot glare upon the windshield. The cab was vibrantly warm. 
Cally had to squint to see Luke clearly. 
"I hope you're not finding the work too hard or the days too hot. If so, say so." 
"I'm finding it just fine,” Cally said firmly after hearing a faint derision in Luke's voice. A few years back, when she had made her decision to go to college to study Civil Engineering, she had put up with a great deal of unfavorable reaction from her family. The only person who hadn't been truly against her was her older sister, Esther, whom she currently lived with. To prove to everyone they were wrong, Cally was determined to make a success of the journey toward her new career. Her brother, Kevin, realizing Cally was now serious, had been kind enough to offer her a job to get her started and give her some experience. Cally had thought working on a highway construction site would be another mark of experience. 
"You sound very positive,” Luke said, reaching in his chest pocket for his sunglasses, which he put on. 
"I am positive. This is what I want." 
"To work as a flagger, or the Civil Engineering Degree?" 
He must have read her application form. It gave Cally another strange sensation to think of him reading all the details she had written about herself when she applied for this summer job. “The degree, of course,” she said, her fingers playing nervously with the rim of her hard hat. She fiddled with one of her softened, worn, leather gloves. “I have the degree now. I also have a job to start in September. But I enjoy the flagging. It's a new experience." 
"Good. I used to quite enjoy it. I've worked all my summers out on the highway since I was a teenager." 
Cally was quite surprised he had served a similar apprenticeship. “Was it long ago?” she couldn't help asking. 
"When I was a teen?" 
She smiled. “Well, yes, I suppose." 
"Eight years since I turned twenty-one,” Luke said with a slight amused raise of his brows. “I'm a good deal older than you." 
"No, you're not. I'm twenty-six,” Cally said. “I didn't go to college right away. I wasn't sure what I wanted to do. I worked a lot of part time clerical jobs before I began studying." 
"But why Civil Engineering?” Luke rested his arm on the edge of the open window. He hadn't bothered with the air-conditioning. 
"I wanted something different. And then all the men in my family are engineers." 
"And the women?" 
"My sister is a department store fashion consultant. My mother looks after home and family. She had no alternative with five children." 
"You make it sound as if she was in some kind of trap." 
Cally shook her head. “No. Not at all. My mother raised us wonderfully. It's what she wanted." 
"Her choice?” He smiled. 
Cally nodded, feeling the impact of his smile. It gave her the same tremulous sensation as before. He really was good looking when he smiled. The hard gravelly look he wore on his features most of the time certainly didn't display the thrust of his personality. “And this is my choice." 
"I hope this career is a success then,” he said. 
Cally caught disapproval in his voice. “You sound as if you feel I haven't made a particularly good choice.” She tried to hide the fact her emotions concerning Luke were undulating in mountainous swoops from sheer mesmerism to scorn. 
"I don't like women on the crew, just because they tend to get involved with the men and vice versa. In some ways though, having women present, lessens the edge that can develop between men. Anyway, what I think doesn't relate to the reality. We have to hire women if they apply." 
"At least you're honest,” she said with a coolness in her voice. His attitude was as she had expected. His actions over the past four weeks had proved it. She didn't know why the reality disappointed her so. 
Luke looked at her. “Yeah, I'm honest. That's the only way to be Creighton." 
"I agree with you there,” she said softly. 
Luke drove the truck into the parking lot of the Tall Pines Motor Hotel. Tall Pines was beginning to feel like home now. The strip of doors to the motel units accessed by a wood boardwalk, and the restaurant and small store built in the style of a mountain chalet with peaked roofs. Behind the motel was Echo Lake, with picnic facilities and a swimming beach. 
When Luke stopped the truck Cally opened the door and hopped down from her seat. She saluted thank you to Luke, the same way she would salute Vince or any other man who drove her. There was no reason why Luke should be treated differently, even if he was the boss. That Cally felt different after the short drive was another matter. She was oddly elated as her heavy boots clomped along the walkway and she dug into her shirt pocket for her room key. 
She shared the unit with Loretta but she was surprised to find Loretta already there resting on her bed. 
"I thought you would still be at the hospital,” Cally said, pulling the gold hopsack drapes across the window. The interior of the motel didn't quite match the charm of the exterior. Like any motel room, the furniture was mismatched and cheap. But there were two armchairs and a table by the window, where she could write letters or read. Loretta never seemed to do either. TV was her entertainment and she ran up a huge bill of pay-to-view movies. Cally often fell asleep to Arnie or Sly's voice. “How's Rick?" 
Loretta heaved herself up on her elbow and brushed aside heavy black curly bangs. “He's okay. He was checked at the hospital, no stitches, and when we came back he went into the restaurant for a beer. So I figure he's cured." 
"Great.” With relief Cally stripped off her heavy clothes. She left them in a pool on the floor and slipped an oversize white T-shirt over her head. “Who was driving the grader that went out of control?" 
"Karl. He was pretty shaken up, but he was pleased Rick wasn't seriously hurt. He said he'd buy Rick his beer for the rest of the summer." 
"That's nice of him,” Cally remarked. “Although he shouldn't blame himself. It was purely an accident." 
"Exactly what I told Karl, but he feels it could have been worse and he's been spared as well as Rick. 
Karl was pretty jumpy about it." 
"Understandable,” Cally told her. “It's frightening." 
"It sure was. We were all shaking in the truck. Rick was the one who told us to calm down. Anyway, it turned out okay. So who drove you back?” Loretta asked. 
"Stanford." 
"Did he speak?” Loretta looked interested. 
"Of course he spoke. He's quite nice, almost human.” She grinned. “But we're right. He doesn't approve of women on the crew but he doesn't have any choice." 
"That was obvious from the start. I'm not surprised. He's a big macho man. Not that I don't like macho men.” Loretta grinned. 
"You wouldn't watch all those action movies if you didn't,” Cally retorted. 
"I wouldn't be on a construction gang if I didn't,” Loretta said. “I like my men to be men not wimps." 
"Well, Luke is certainly no wimp,” Cally said firmly. 
"Did he make a pass?" 
"No way. He's the boss." 
"That doesn't make any difference.” Loretta picked up her clock, stared at the time, and scampered from the bed. “Go have your shower, Cally. Karl wants us to sit with the guys for dinner tonight. He thinks we should all be one big happy family." 
"Did he invite me as well?" 
"Yes, he did. That's what he means. One big happy family." 
"Well, I suppose I have to then, don't I?" 
"Yes. You have to. We've been here for ages and we hardly know the guys. Cally, we're surrounded by men. We should make the most of the opportunity. I'm beginning to bore out." 
"But I don't feel we should fool around. It's not good business practice." 
"We can at least be friends with them,” Loretta said. “Cally, don't be a prude. Surely you feel attracted to one or two of the men." 
Cally didn't want to mention Karl. If Loretta was interested in Karl she didn't want to cause a feud that really had no substance. Cally's interest in Karl was purely aesthetic. She also thought about Luke, but dismissed him. He wasn't a man to be interested in, not in the way Loretta meant. “Can't say I do,” Cally said, rolling clean underwear, a pink cotton shirt, and a pair of white jeans beneath her arm. 
"Well, then, dinner will be fun.” Loretta sounded put out. 
"I don't mind going for dinner,” Cally protested. “I just don't think we should get too close." 
"But think of our chances,” Loretta grinned. “Two women twelve men. Heaven." 
"Unlucky thirteen,” Cally reminded her. “You've forgotten to include Stanford in the men." 
Loretta made a face. “I don't count him. He's probably married with x number of children, a dog, a house in the burbs, where he keeps his wife barefoot." 
Cally felt uneasy about that scenario. “I don't think he's married, Loretta." 
"Did he tell you?" 
"No. But I get the impression he's not. Vince is the only one married, isn't he?" 
"Yeah, he's married. He's a friend of my Dad's. The reason I got the job." 
"You never told me that." 
"Well, you know, I don't want to feel favored. But now you do, so go get ready." 
Cally closed herself in the white tiled room, showered, and dressed in her fresh clothes. She dried her golden hair until it was once more silky clean, and slipped her gold chain with the little “C” initial around her neck. She preened for a moment, liking the deep tan she was getting. Then she gazed at herself more critically. What had Luke seen when he'd looked at her for so long in the truck? Had he seen a woman who attracted him? Or was he married and had he seen her as merely a nuisance, a possible problem on the crew? 
Cally returned to the bedroom and pushed her soiled clothes aside for washing into one of the supplied plastic bags. Laundry was handled on a daily basis by the motel staff. Stanford Construction paid all expenses, plus meals. 
Loretta had wriggled into extra tight blue jeans. Both women slipped their feet into comfortable sandals, picked up their purses, and walked outside. The sun was still bright but there was a delicious breeze. 
They took their time strolling across the paved motel court to the restaurant, making the most of the resonant cooler air. 
There were a handful of tourists and single-night motel guests eating in the dining room, but their own gang took up most of the space in the right-hand corner. The room was air-conditioned with dark beams crossing the low ceiling and walls, the floor carpeted deep maroon. Cloths of ruby red draped square tables surrounded by heavy oak chairs. 
Cally usually found the atmosphere relaxing, especially when she shared a window table with Loretta. 
But tonight, as they drew close to Karl's table, she felt tension stringing across the air. 
Rick's straight blond hair framed his face and he looked very pale with a plaster covering his right eyebrow. Karl was holding court, lecturing Rick on how to look out for his safety while working on a construction site. 
"Don't you think Rick has been through enough?” Don Tulson said as the two women sat down. 
Loretta sat opposite Karl and Cally sat next to her, opposite Don with a spare chair beside her. 
Karl only gave the women a cursory smile as he kept on talking to Don. “He might have been killed. 
Next time he'll take care." 
"You were driving the thing, Persak,” Don said. “You saw him there." 
"I didn't see him right away and I've explained the brakes failed. How many more times? Anyway, let's cool it. Rick's survived. How are you girls?" 
"We're fine,” Loretta purred. 
Cally hated being called girls.  “How are you feeling, Rick?” she asked, ignoring Karl. He might be good to look at on the outside but she wasn't too sure she liked his personality. 
Rick touched the plaster on his forehead and grinned. “Great now." 
"No concussion?” Cally inquired about Luke's anxiety. 
"No. Luckily." 
Karl intervened. “Let's get this show on the road, kids. Order dinner. That's what we're here for." 
Luke might be strict and run the crew to his agenda, Cally thought as she decided to order the grilled chicken, baked potato, a side salad, and a large glass of apple juice, but he wasn't bossy in the sense Karl was. Karl took over the situation and relegated everyone to be his followers. 
"Is this seat taken?" 
Cally was so shocked to see Luke, and even more shocked he wanted to sit beside her, that the menu slithered out of her hands, onto her lap, where she tried to capture it, but it was too glossy. It hit the floor at Luke's feet. 
He picked up the menu and placed it squarely on the table in front of her. “Lost something." 
My brain, she thought, meeting his smile. “Thank you." 
Stacey, the waitress said to Cally. “What do you want?" 
Cally gave her order, hearing her voice shake. 
"Is that it?" 
"Yes. Thank you." 
"Well, is this seat taken?” A half-smile tugged around Luke's mouth as he repeated the question. 
"No.” Cally automatically moved her body closer to Loretta to give him room to sit. She could see interest from the men over the interaction between her and Luke. 
Luke lowered himself into the chair. He had changed his clothes for a pair of supple blue jeans, a short sleeved navy knit shirt, and white trainers. Cally felt the same, slightly thrilled, sort of elated, but strangely lighthearted, unreal sensation she had experienced earlier in his presence. 
"What's good to eat?” Luke asked her, not bothering to open the menu. He looked instead at the nightly specials written in chalk on a blackboard. “Who's having the chicken?" 
"I am,” Cally said. “I had it last week. It was good." 
"Then I'll go with the chicken as well, and a large Coke,” he told Stacey. 
Stacey liked the men. She gave them all big-eyed blue smiles and wriggled her hips provocatively beneath her pale blue waitress smock. Cally thought she was pretty. Soft really, with blonde hair she wore drawn back from her even features in a pony tail. 
Luke shifted in his chair after giving his order and Cally inhaled sandalwood aftershave from his freshly shaved skin. Luke's thigh was merely inches from her own, his bare arm, with its smattering of dark hair, prickled hers when he reached for his glass of water. He wore no wedding ring. 
When his pop arrived, he drank from the large glass and said, “That's good,” with a smile in Cally's direction, almost as if they were together. Then he inquired about Rick's injury and looked at Karl. “So how's it going with you, Persak?” he asked. “Not shaken up over the accident, I hope?" 
Cally thought Karl seemed a little reserved now Luke was here. He said quite politely, “Well, it was a scare, but I'm recovering with these lovely women sharing our table." 
"Yeah, you got a bonus this year, didn't you?” Luke glanced at Cally. “If I were you two women, I wouldn't take anything Karl says seriously." 
Loretta fluttered her sooty lashes at Luke and said in a husky drawl, “Don't worry, Mr. Stanford. We can take care of ourselves. Can't we Cally?" 
Cally nodded. “Yes. We're fine. Karl's chat runs off our backs like water off a duck's.” She wasn't quite sure why she said what she did, but she just knew with Luke beside her she didn't feel very clear headed. 
“We're here to work. Just like all you men." 
"We have a feminist in our midst boys,” Luke said. 
Cally wished this conversation hadn't begun. “I'm not a feminist. But I believe in equality." 
"I do as well, but I'm also aware of the realities,” Luke said. “Men and women have one thing on their minds." 
"Well, I don't,” Cally said firmly. “I'm here to work." 
Luke raised an eyebrow at her. 
Cally was pleased at that moment the food orders arrived. The conversation between Cally and Luke was forgotten in the foray for each person to receive the correct plate of food. Soon everyone began eating hungrily. Cally noticed Luke extended what she thought was ritualistic behavior to eating. He tipped his bowl of salad on the plate alongside the chicken and baked potato. He added salt and pepper and Italian dressing liberally to his salad, then he broke the roll in half and buttered it. 
She felt like asking him if he ever rushed anything and just dug in. Like kissing a woman for instance. Her cheeks flamed as she chewed on some chicken. Now what was she thinking? Luke hadn't given her any reason to think that way. Unless the feelings she had experienced in his truck, even now with him beside her, were an indication she was attracted to him. 
"Hey, Creighton,” Karl said suddenly when everyone had more or less finished their meal. “Let's have some more noise from your side." 
Karl elicited crazy talk, and Cally felt the need to be crazy. Luke was making her feel far too serious. “I was trained not to speak with my mouth full and my mouth has been full the last little while. What do you want me to do? Dance on the table?" 
Karl grinned. “Dancing on the table sounds great, doesn't it, guys? We could do with some excitement around this joint. Card games get boring unless we're playing strip..." 
"Persak, shut up,” Luke burst out suddenly, startling them all. “There will be nothing like that while we're working here. I hire women to get the job done, as Creighton said earlier. They are not here for your amusement, Karl, and that goes for you women. I've said it before. The men aren't here for your enjoyment." 
"What about you?” Loretta asked impudently. 
Cally wanted to cringe at the question. Luke's eyebrows were drawn together in a deep frown. 
"What about me?” His tone was almost a growl. 
"Are you here for our pleasure?" 
Loretta emphasized the word, pleasure, making it sound distinctly naughty. Everyone tried to control laughter. Cally figured the entire scene was caused by leftover tension from Rick's afternoon accident. 
She could feel the rage emanating from Luke. His large body was hard with restraint. She knew, if they burst out laughing at him, Luke would explode and who only knew what might happen then. Life on the crew might not be worth living. 
"I am most definitely not, Garner. I'm here to control you. I thought you were all supposed to be adults.” 
He pushed back his chair and rose abruptly to his feet. “If I see or hear of anything untoward, the person, or persons involved will be out of here pronto. And I mean it. Goodnight." 
Cally swivelled in her seat to watch Luke stride from the restaurant without a backward glance. 
Watching him leave, she felt the similar strange torn feeling she should be racing after him as she had this afternoon when she had wanted to comfort him after Rick's accident. 



Chapter Two
To try and hide her emotion, Cally turned her attention back to the others. “He's mad,” she said. 
"Mad as a hatter,” Karl said, his voice imitating a cartoon character. “Don't do anything untoward, gang." 
Laughter erupted, finally releasing the tension from the afternoon. But Cally didn't join in. 
"It's not funny,” she said with an unaccustomed irritability. 
"It's funny,” Don retorted. “Stanford has no right to shoot off his mouth. As if he's never had a woman." 
"I thought he was married,” Loretta said. 
"No way. Who'd want to live with him?” Karl said. 
"How do you know how he is with women, Karl?” Cally said. Any attraction she had felt for him had been doused this evening. Beneath his ready humor she detected a mean streak. 
"I just know, Creighton. It's obvious, he's boring." 
"It depends what a woman wants, doesn't it?” Cally said. 
He waggled his eyebrows at her. “I know what a woman wants and I don't think Stanford delivers. He's old-fashioned." 
"Is that a problem?" 
Loretta laid her hand on Cally's arm. “Come on, let's cool it, Cally. None of us like Luke Stanford, so why defend him." 
"I don't know why he joined us here this evening in the first place,” Karl said. “He usually eats in his unit or over at that other table." 
"He was probably worried about Rick,” Cally said, pushing her plate aside. “I think I'll forego coffee and dessert. I'll see you guys later.” She got up and left the restaurant, not really caring what anyone thought of her abrupt departure. She knew she would likely be the subject of gossip. At that moment she really did understand Luke's concerns about the mixing of men and women on the crew. But naturally she felt she should rise above the pettiness. People had to think before they acted and not speak from their baser emotions. Which was easier said than done. 
But once in her motel unit, Cally was restless. She paced back and forth, trying to decide whether she wanted to watch television or not, then vetoed it. TV reception wasn't very good here anyway. What was the matter with her? She had been quite content working here. Until today . Suddenly everything seemed to have exploded, but nothing had really happened. Rick had been injured, but he had survived. 
They had eaten dinner in the company of the men for the first time which had proven rather explosive. 
But that wasn't really it. What was really it, was Luke. Luke had caused the disruption inside her. For the first time, Cally had come into personal contact with Luke Stanford. And she wasn't sure if she had enjoyed the experience or not. 
Cally suddenly felt claustrophobic in the motel unit. She locked the door, pushed her door key into her pocket, and walked along the path by the side of the motel, following its curvaceous contours down to Echo Lake. The lake meandered into the Echo River and upon a widening in the river was the town of Echo Bay. There was a myth that if you hollered across the lake in the direction of the town you would hear an echo. 
Cally actually would like to holler across the lake tonight except she hadn't the nerve to make a fool of herself in that way. Just her luck one of the guys would walk by when she was hollering. Instead, she sat on one of the wooden benches along the grass verge by the water. Trees billowed around the shoreline like black clouds below the blue sky. She let herself enjoy the cool breeze brushing her skin, storing it away in her memory for tomorrow when she would be burning up on the black asphalt. 
She got up, leaned over the edge of the grass and dipped her hand into the inky stillness of the lake. The water was pleasantly cold and she sat on the grass and splashed some droplets over her arms and neck. 
She still couldn't relax. She felt nostalgic for something she had never had. It was a nostalgia producing a dull ache in the pit of her stomach. The sensation made her catch her breath, and she quickly scrambled to her feet and walked, wanting to shake the sensation. She hated feeling discontent. Usually she did something about it immediately so that it didn't last, but there was nothing she could do with this emotion. 
She couldn't interpret its cause. She didn't know why she was feeling this way. 
She balled her fist to her chest trying to annihilate the sudden need to cry, but about what, for what, she wasn't sure. She hurriedly sniffed back the undesired tears as she heard a rustle of footsteps on the grass behind her. Not wanting to share her solitude she turned around reluctantly. 
Luke stood outlined in the evening sunlight. He must be at least six feet was Cally's first thought. He seemed to loom above her. Tall, masculine, somewhat comforting. 
"I thought you would be partying it up with Karl,” he said harshly. 
Cally bristled. “No. I'm not. I left, but if you've come here to continue your haranguing of dinner time, you can forget it." 
Luke stepped closer to her. “Nothing to harangue if you're not there. But when I passed Karl's unit there was a lot of noise." 
"Well, I'm not part of it,” Cally said. “You can stop thinking I will be. I'm going to do my job as well as possible and leave here with reputation intact." 
"Do you think that's true of Garner?" 
"I don't know Loretta well enough to say. She'll have to answer for herself.” Cally brushed her hand over her warm forehead. “It's really not a problem, Luke. You seem to have invented it." 
"Or intercepted before it does become a problem,” he murmured, walking in stride with her now. “Why are you so upset tonight?" 
She didn't know. Possibly it was her ride in Luke's truck, or maybe because he sat next to her at dinner. 
Or because he had indicated he didn't like women on the crew. She said the obvious. “It's probably Rick's accident. It's got us all tense." 
"No harm done,” he said. “So you can relax now." 
"I am relaxing. It's nice here by the lake." 
"It is.” He swiped at a mosquito that landed on his bare arm. “Except for these guys." 
As their eyes met Cally became more than aware of the muscular bulk of the man beside her. He heightened her senses. He made the upcoming sunset brighter, the breeze sharper, the air clearer. 
"They are bad here,” Cally said. “I'll probably wake up in the middle of the night scratching furiously. 
The little monsters seem to get inside clothing somehow." 
Luke's laughter was low and vibrant and she was pleased he was more friendly. 
They stopped walking and neither of them spoke for a moment. The lake lapped against the rubber tires acting as buffers around the wooden dock and the little rim of sandy beach. Blue buoys marked the swimming area. The silence gave Cally time to calm the intruding incomprehensible feeling that had so upset her before Luke joined her. Or maybe the feeling disappeared when Luke had joined her. She wasn't sure at what moment it hadn't been there anymore. 
"I suppose we should walk back,” Luke said, breaking the calm. “Mosquitoes aren't quite as lethal on moving targets." 
He was probably getting bored with her. The conversation seemed to have settled on mosquitoes. She nodded. “Yes. I should get back. It's getting dark now." 
They walked quite briskly back to the motel. Cally said, “Goodnight,” and Luke nodded. 
Loretta hadn't returned to the unit. Cally was pleased. She grabbed her robe from the bed, rushed into the bathroom, and locked the door. In the electric glow she stared at herself in the mirror. Her breasts were heaving beneath her pink shirt, her cheeks were flushed. Her hair danced with a golden vibrancy. 
She raked her fingers through the silky strands. Why am I looking at myself like this? Have I changed
or something? 
Cally heard the door bang. Loretta had returned. Quickly she undressed and slipped into the cotton robe. She encountered Loretta fiddling with the TV knobs. 
"You should have stayed,” Loretta said. “We had a great time in Karl's unit." 
So did I, Cally thought. Although for the life of her she couldn't understand why she felt she'd had a great time when all she'd done was walk briefly with Luke beside the lake. 


* * * *
 Luke liked to have everyone out on the highway on the job by seven so breakfast was served between six and six forty-five each morning. Usually it was Cally who had to wake Loretta, but this morning Loretta did the shoulder shaking. 
"Cally, get up. It's twenty after six. You won't have time for breakfast." 
Cally rolled onto her stomach, her face pushed into the pillow, wishing Loretta would go away and leave her to sleep blissfully. She hadn't fallen asleep until late. She had thought about Rick's accident and she had thought about Luke. A lot about Luke. He definitely seemed to be connected to that strange nostalgic feeling. When he'd been with her last night, the feeling had completely disappeared. 
Loretta yanked the warm covers from Cally's slim frame. “I'll pitch a bucket of water over you in a moment. Cally, for heaven's sakes get up." 
Cally began to shiver. The mornings were always a cool preliminary to a scorching hot day. She jumped from the bed, her muzzy brain jarring at the sudden activity. “Okay. I'm up,” she said. 
"Karl's waiting for me for breakfast,” Loretta told her. “Are you sure you're up?" 
Cally stifled a yawn. “I'm sure I'm up. Go on ahead. I'll catch Vince. He always goes late." 
"I'm gone then.” Loretta left, banging the door behind her. 
Cally wearily plodded to the bathroom and woke herself up by standing beneath a freezing shower. 
Cally couldn't bear the thought of wearing jeans today in the scorching heat, so she switched the jeans for denim shorts. Grimacing, she sat on the side of the bed and tugged on wool socks and work boots. 
Maybe she was crazy to do this for a living, she told herself. Today she felt like she was in a work camp. 
She decided to skip breakfast, and, instead, purchased a bottle of juice from the little store beside the motel. She drank the juice, put the bottle in the recycle bin, then carrying her orange hat and gloves, she went in search of Vince Hall, but she couldn't find the gray-haired man or his truck anywhere. The only vehicle left outside the motel she recognized was Luke's silver Mercedes sedan and she supposed she would have to ask him for a ride to the job site, unless he'd already left in the Stanford truck. Although Rick usually drove the truck. It was only yesterday Luke had driven it back when Rick went to the hospital. It was hard to keep track of Luke's vehicles. She didn't even recall seeing his car parked at the site yesterday, which likely meant he rode in with Rick in the morning. 
Luke hadn't left. He came out of his motel unit, locked the door, and strode to his car. He caught sight of Cally. “Need a ride?” he asked briskly. 
"I can't find Vince,” she said. 
"Vince stayed overnight in Echo Bay. Hop in." 
Luke opened both doors. Cally climbed into the passenger seat, thinking how on Monday mornings the vehicles were always sparkling clean, but as the week progressed they gathered a coating of dust and grime. It was only Tuesday but the car was already on its way to dirty. 
Luke got in the driver's side, tossed his white hard hat onto the back seat, then started the engine. He had to wait for a camper truck to pass before he could ease the car out onto the undulating two-lane highway. 
Cally had never really paid too much attention to the journey out to work and back each day. Usually she was crushed between two muscular shoulders because she was the smallest, and when Loretta was with them there was incessant chatter. But today Cally was given the chance to stare from the car window as they passed fields and forests and lakes. The sun was hiding behind the trees, teasing and taunting, twinkling on the lakes, waiting in the wings to present another hot day. 
She should be more relaxed driving to work in this luxurious car, but she couldn't believe the tension rising inside her. Each time she realized who she was sitting beside, she felt an odd little pump of adrenaline. She couldn't stop her eyes from straying to the leather belt hugging Luke's narrow hips, or the line of his strong legs. It made her remember how she had spent the night full of restless longing dreams. 
Luke forced her to meet his silvery gaze. “I didn't see you around at breakfast. Did you eat?" 
"I wasn't hungry. I had juice,” Cally said. 
"That's stupid,” Luke berated firmly. “You should eat well when you're doing manual labor, especially in this heat." 
"There's break time and lunch." 
"You could pass out before then." 
"I'm not a person who passes out.” Even so, Cally averted her eyes. She was quite aware of how long it was until any food break. Already hunger pangs churned in her stomach. 
They arrived at the job site. Luke parked the car on a stretch of sand beside the other vehicles. Carrying her gloves and hat Cally hurriedly left the car. “Thanks for the ride,” she said, and walked to where Loretta was waving frantically. But for a second she turned around and saw Luke was watching her. 
When their gazes met, he slammed the car door and stomped to work. 
Cally took her position along the highway feeling as if she had suddenly been thrust into a blast furnace. 
She already felt ten steps out of the pace with the day, now she was hungry, hot and already weary. She took a package of peppermint candy from her pocket and popped a mint into her mouth, hoping the sweet would keep her stomach from protesting too much. 
The morning crawled. Time stood still. Cally gave up looking at her watch as she longed for the coffee break. When at last it arrived, she hungrily ate a muffin and drank some black coffee. The fortification lasted her until lunch when she devoured two hefty cheese and ham sandwiches, washed down with a can of pop. All the food was supplied by the motel restaurant. 
Adding to her discomfort at being out of synch with the day was her feeling someone was watching her. 
Luke perhaps? But when she stared right at him, his gaze behind dark glasses wasn't turned in her direction. Karl? But she couldn't catch Karl's eye today either. She had probably upset him last night at dinner. 
Then halfway through the afternoon, when the sun blazed at its most brilliant and the asphalt began to melt, Luke did stare at her. Standing negligently, jeans resting on his naked hips, sweat, looking like shimmering diamonds, prickling his bronzed shoulders, he rocked on his heels a couple of times as if making a decision. Then, decision made, he strode in Cally's direction. 
No. She didn't need another altercation with Luke. Why didn't he leave her alone? Apprehension slithered up and down her spine as Luke stopped beside her. She smiled pleasantly. “Another hot day,” 
she remarked. 
"Very hot,” he agreed succinctly. “How's it going?" 
"Great,” she said lightly, and then added impulsively. “Who wouldn't enjoy spinning a sign back and forth in this heat." 
Any amusement was killed in Luke's expression by the downward turn of the corners of his narrow mouth. He crooked one leg and rested one booted foot on the huge tire of a stationary yellow grader. 
The grader was the same grader that had nearly crushed Rick. Just the thought of what might have happened yesterday, sent Cally's stomach into a sudden drop. 
"Do you want something?” she asked, getting fed up with peering at his covered eyes. However, she couldn't find another area of his anatomy to look at. His bare chest was sleek and tan and his thighs and virile line of his jeans across his hips was not a place she wanted to rest her eyes. 
"I would like to talk to you, Carolyn." 
The excitement cultivated by the fact he'd called her by her first name for the very first time was diminished by the trepidation his words caused. “About what?” she asked cagily. 
His covered eyes raked her legs. “About your shorts. Shorts aren't appropriate among these men." 
Cally couldn't believe she'd heard him correctly. She wanted to say, “Excuse me, did you say, shorts?” 
but she held in the comment when she noticed the way his square jaw was set in an unfriendly stubborn thrust. Still, she had to stand up for herself. “I've seen men wearing shorts." 
"Not here and it's different,” Luke snapped. 
"How is it different?” Cally retorted. 
"It's different because you're a woman.” Luke had to raise his voice above the noise of the engines streaming past. 
"Oh, come on, that's an old-fashioned double standard." 
"Then call me old-fashioned,” Luke said. “Men respond to visual stimulation and when women wear skimpy clothes they can't help it. It's a fact of life, and you should know it." 
"My clothes aren't skimpy,” Cally burst out. “I'm not in short shorts. I'm in cutoffs. I'm not wearing a skimpy top. I'm in a shirt. I'm perfectly covered." 
Luke lowered his foot to the ground, his jeans easing like a second skin over his hard thigh muscles. He walked a few steps away from her, the thick soles of his boots crunching over loose chippings. “That's your opinion." 
Cally faced him holding her sign in her left hand while traffic still joggled past. “We both have a right to our opinions. But you don't have a right to tell me what to wear when what I'm wearing is more than most of the men with their shirts off, including you, Mr. Stanford.” She flashed him an all over look. Didn't he realize his maleness was emphasized by his own work clothes. Cally found herself breathing hard. 
Luke moved closer again. “Yes. But I run this show. Your dress is dictated by the type of work you do. 
I can't have everyone doing what they want. You saw what happened to Rick when Karl decided to play around." 
"Play around?" 
"Yes. Play around. Karl had no reason to be driving the grader over there. He was fooling with it. Just his bad luck the brakes gave way and Rick happened to be in his sights. It's lucky for Rick he was young and agile." 
"But it was still an accident,” Cally protested, “and it's got nothing to do with me and what I wear. I'm not disputing I have a dress code. I do. I wear safety boots, hat, and gloves.” She jabbed a finger at his naked chest. “I at least keep my shirt on all day." 
"Yeah, well my skin's as tough as leather and covered with sun block. I bet you didn't think about that. 
Your legs are going to look like a lobster tonight." 
"So if you don't have a taste for lobsters, and that goes for any of the other men, you don't have to look.” Cally just missed stabbing her toe with the signpost as she emphasized her point. 
For the first time during this encounter, Luke's mouth curved with what could be called amusement. “The problem is,” he said more calmly, “you don't look like a lobster. You're—a great looking woman." 
Cally recalled all that had passed between them since yesterday afternoon. Was this a case of his attraction to her being the root of his irritation with her? And what about her attraction to him? Was it some kind of mutual thing? 
She didn't know what to say to the big man who stood beside her. There was a definite tension between them. 
"Anyway, it's a passing comment, food for thought,” he said. “I look out for the welfare of my men and you're one of the men in this case. My personal preferences have no bearing on the smooth running of the construction crew. We have a job to complete, and we're going to complete it, on time, by the end of August." 
"I wasn't aware I was stopping you completing the job,” Cally said with a deep inward sigh. She wished he would go away. The conversation seemed to go around in circles. “I'll just tell you I wore shorts today to keep cool, not to turn on the men. I think you're making too much of it." 
Without a comment he left Cally standing helplessly, staring at his departing back, wondering if there was something happening between them to cause his displeasure. If not, why was he picking on her? And, if not, why should she feel so confused about her feelings for him. One minute she wanted to slap his face, the other to kiss him. 



Chapter Three
Impatiently Cally heeded the transmitter and moved her sign so abruptly to Stop that a semi-trailer had to hiss all its brakes. She didn't bother smiling politely at the huge, heavy-browed trucker when he glowered. She'd had her fill of macho men today. 
Including Karl, she decided as he sauntered into her line of vision. His red shirt was unbuttoned down his smoothly tanned chest and his straight gold hair lifted in the hot breeze. His brown eyes holding a hint of mischief, he looped his fingers in his leather belt. 
"So how's it going, Creighton?” There was a definite wicked glimmer in his velvet eyes. 
"It's fine,” Cally said shortly. 
"Uh, Oh. What did the boss have to say to you just now? He's hanging around you quite a bit, isn't he? 
He can talk all self-righteous, but he's still a man." 
"That's not the reason. He merely passed the time of day." 
"How's the weather treating you, that kind of stuff, huh?” Karl chuckled. 
"Yes, that kind of stuff.” Cally kept her eyes pinned on the swaying feathery branch of a pine tree. She certainly wasn't going to tell Karl, or anyone for that matter, about the shorts episode. Cally prided herself upon her decorum in the workplace. Luke had just chipped a chunk off that pride. She felt very weary suddenly, a bit played out emotionally, as if Luke had been a tornado, passing briefly, but ravaging enough to leave the landscape, namely her, in tatters. 
Karl kicked a loose stone with the toe of his boot. “I don't believe you. Stanford doesn't waste time chatting about the weather. Did he say anything about yesterday?" 
Yesterday was so far from her immediate thoughts that Cally frowned. “What about yesterday?" 
"Me, Rick, the accident." 
Cally remembered Luke mentioning Karl had been doing something he wasn't supposed to be doing, but she didn't want to tell tales. “No. He didn't." 
Karl's eyes turned beady. “Good. But if he ever says anything, you tell me what he says. All right?" 
"He won't tell me anything, Karl. Why should he? Anyway, it was an accident. Except for the brake job on the equipment, it's over." 
"Nothing's ever over for Stanford." 
Cally figured he was probably right judging by the way Luke kept going on about her being a woman and disturbing the men. But she wasn't going to mention that to Karl either. She felt a bit like a rubber band being stretched between Luke and Karl. “I'm sure he'll get over this." 
"Will you make sure he does?" 
"How can I do that?" 
Karl's eyes were now twinkling as if they'd never turned hard for a moment. “Keep him occupied. You know what I mean, nudge nudge.” His accent was a parody of British comedy. 
Cally was forced to smile. “I certainly won't." 
"You're old-fashioned as well. You'd make a good pair." 
"I'm not old-fashioned, Karl. Look, don't worry about it. Just do your job and have no more accidents." 
"You're right, Creighton. Why don't you come out with the gang tonight? We're going to Echo Bay." 
"I'll see,” she said with no intention of going, but if she said no she was sure Karl would begin another tirade. 
"See you later then.” He sauntered away. 
Cally turned back to the traffic, wishing Rick's accident had never happened. The incident seemed to be the catalyst for all sorts of change. 


* * * *
 Cally managed to hitch a ride back to the motel with Vince Hall. It was a relief to be in the company of the silver haired plump man who told her comfortable stories about his wife, two grown daughters and grandchildren. There was no tension, no hint of sexual innuendo, no degradation of her place here on the construction crew. It was a moment for Cally to regain a feeling of reality. For a moment out on the construction site in the sizzling heat after Luke and Karl's visits, she had felt as if the world had slipped off its axis. 
She reached the unit before Loretta. She'd seen Loretta with Karl and Cally suspected Loretta was probably with him now. Cally didn't care. She knew one thing. Karl's exterior good looks had been eroded by his personality, which she didn't care for. Any crush she'd had on him was now gone. 
To Cally's horror, when she eased out of her clothes, she found Luke had been right. Her legs were bright pink. On the dresser her sunblock lotion stood unused, forgotten in the morning rush. Luke was another man she wished out of her mind. But with Luke the situation was reversed from the one with Karl. She hadn't found Luke immediately attractive, but gradually he was becoming increasingly important to her. 
Cally took a cooling shower, then rubbed cream into her sunburn. Stupid, she thought. Absolutely stupid. And she'd fallen right into Luke's stupid category. But she hadn't been thinking straight this morning, and she certainly hadn't given a thought to the depleting ozone layer. 
She dressed in very soft blue cotton pants and a T-shirt and brushed her hair. But as she prepared to leave for the restaurant for dinner, she hesitated. She didn't really feel like eating dinner with the men and Loretta tonight. She certainly wasn't up to the possibility of having Luke join them. Instead of going out, she phoned the restaurant and ordered the fish dinner special to be delivered to her room. 
She turned on the television, grateful she didn't have to display herself in public. After pinching Loretta's pillows to give herself a backrest she lounged on the bed. Loretta arrived before the meal. 
"I thought you would be at the restaurant by now,” Loretta said, grabbing some clothes from the open closet before heading for the bathroom, giving Cally no time to answer her. 
Cally closed her eyes. She just needed a little peace and quiet. 
"Are you feeling okay?” Loretta demanded when she came out of the bathroom dressed in slim white pants and a brilliant lime green top that hurt Cally's eyes but did look fantastic with Loretta's black hair. 
"I've ordered in. I'm tired,” Cally said. “Why are you all dressed up?" 
Loretta brushed her curls one last time before slipping the brush into her black leather purse. “I'm going into Echo Bay with the guys. They want to eat dinner at the restaurant there for a change. I know we'll have to pay, but what the heck. It'll be a hoot. Why don't you come?" 
Cally shook her head. She'd been invited once already by Karl and she still didn't want to go. “I'm not in the mood. Have a good time." 
"Sweet dreams then.” Loretta left the unit with a bang of the door. 
The next interruption was the delivery of her dinner. Cally set up the tray on the table. She ate the food hungrily, with one eye on the television, not actually watching the situation comedy rerun. Her brain felt disoriented. In fact, she thought, as she pushed the tray aside, she didn't feel too well at all. Suddenly she wished she hadn't eaten so much so quickly. Her stomach roiled queasily. 
Too much sun, she decided as she made her way to the bed. She lay prone and pressed her face into the cool pillow. She knew if she just stayed quiet for a moment she would feel fine. She was dozing in and out of a pleasant interlude when she was abruptly shaken by a loud banging at her door. 
"Creighton.” The voice was sharp, male, definitely Luke's. “Are you in there?" 
For a moment Cally wasn't going to answer, then changed her mind. She was on bad enough terms with Luke as it was. “Of course I'm in here,” she called back. 
"Are you okay?" 
She realized she was now feeling fine, so she told the truth. “Yes, I'm okay." 
"You didn't appear for dinner, and you didn't go to Echo Bay with the others. I thought maybe you were unwell." 
Unwell. Yes, that's the succinct way Luke would put how she might feel. Tired of shouting through the thin door she left the bed and pattered on bare feet across the carpet. She opened the door. 
"You're all flushed,” Luke said, letting himself in and closing the door firmly behind him. “You got a touch of the sun, didn't you?" 
"No more than usual,” Cally said, ignoring the painful burning of her thighs. 
"How about your legs?" 
"They're fine." 
"I doubt it. Not if the color of your face is anything to go by." 
"I put some cream on them. It's nothing to do with you." 
"It's everything to do with me when one of my employees is sick. At least it will teach you not to wear shorts again." 
The television babbled a commercial about a credit card. Cally moved away from Luke, suddenly realizing how untidy the unit was. Clothes were strewn everywhere left in Loretta's hasty wake. Cally straightened the comforter and plumped the pillows. 
"Aren't you going to respond?” he asked. “It isn't like you not to say something. We've been heckling one another for two days now." 
"I don't feel like it anymore,” she said, realizing Luke had walked further into the room and there was only a foot between them. She felt immediately breathless. “Anyway, I was trying to get some rest. Isn't that allowed in my time off?" 
He kept his eyes on hers for a moment, then moved to the door. “All right. I'll see you in the morning. 
Take care of that sunburn." 
"I will. Thanks for the concern." 
He left with a bang of the fragile door. When he was gone Cally slipped into socks and trainers and went outside into the dimming sunshine. She walked briskly along the lake path despite the sultry evening and her scorching sunburn. 


* * * *
 Her sunburn was still painful the next day, especially beneath her jeans, a newer pair because she was waiting for her older ones to be returned from the wash. Once in a while she caught Luke glance her way and knew he was thinking she might be suffering. Therefore, each time the denim chafed, she put on a brave face and didn't complain. But by the time she returned to the motel unit she was in pain. She showered and rubbed in more cream and dressed in a long denim skirt for dinner. 
Karl whistled as she took a seat with Loretta. “All dressed up Creighton. Now who do you think she's trying to impress? Not the boss of course." 
Cally found herself blushing. “Karl, would you cut it out." 
He chuckled. “No. Because I like the way you get so defensive. Anyway, the boss isn't around this evening. He took off in his fancy car.” He glanced at the other men. “Likely got a piece in Echo Bay." 
The thought of Luke meeting a woman in Echo Bay made Cally actually feel physically sick. She was so pleased Stacey came by at that moment to take the orders. She couldn't eat fast enough and felt relieved when she was able to push her plate aside and leave the restaurant. Loretta stayed with the men. On the way back to her unit, Cally wondered if she was talked about when she was absent. 
She went to bed early and awoke on Thursday feeling fresher, the sunburn no longer so painful. Thank goodness. She couldn't stand the thought of being subjected to another of Luke's lectures. She didn't have to worry as he had reverted to his cool boss persona. When he didn't appear at dinner again, it made Cally wonder if Karl was right and Luke did have a girlfriend somewhere. 
After dinner Loretta came back with Cally to the unit. 
Loretta complained, “I can't seem to get anywhere with Karl. He goes so far, then pulls back." 
Cally flopped on her bed and kicked her feet into the air until her sandals dropped to the floor. “Has he tried anything?" 
"Only in fun.” Loretta sat on the side of her bed to unlace her purple and white trainers. 
"You shouldn't get involved anyway,” Cally told her. 
"I'm not intending on getting involved. But I'd like some summer fun." 
"Loretta, if you go too far with Karl, he'll give you a hard time around here. He's that type of guy. I wouldn't be surprised if he boasts to other men about his conquests. You wouldn't want that, so treat it as a flirtation, nothing more." 
"Since when were you the authority on men?" 
Cally sat up. “Since I've been thinking about this place and the guys. It really is unwise to get involved. 
We're all here to do a job. That's all." 
"Now you sound like Stanford." 
"Maybe I do. But he's right. You have to use your brain in these type of situations, not your emotions." 
"Psychologist Carolyn Creighton. Thank you.” Loretta chuckled. “But can't I even kiss that big hunk Karl before the end of the summer?" 
"Not if you're smart." 
"Oh, well,” Loretta said. “I'll have a break this weekend. I'm going home. He'll have to pine for me. 
Vince is staying here so I'll be driving home with Don. It might make Karl jealous." 
Cally barely heard Loretta as she thought about the last few weekends she had spent alone at the motel and longed to see her family. “You're lucky. Duluth is closer than Minneapolis and everyone here seems to live in Duluth so you can hitch a ride." 
"Luke lives in Minneapolis. Why not hitch a ride with him?" 
Cally smiled. “No way. I've had that man up to here. He didn't like my shorts the other day." 
"Ah, ignore him. He just likes to play boss." 
"Well, he is the boss. It's his gig.” Cally lay down again. She'd love to go home this weekend. Weekends had been spent reading, swimming, or walking by the lake. She had no available transport, so she'd been trapped here. Should she ask Luke? She knew he hadn't been here weekends, so he must have gone to Minneapolis. 
"I'd ask him. If you want to go home, it's the only way. Once you're down in Minneapolis, you won't see him until the drive back here. It's that way when I go down with Vince. He drops me off and picks me up again. Don will be the same." 
"Don?" 
"I told you. Weren't you listening? I'm going with Don. Vince is staying in Echo Bay with those people he knows. His wife is coming up for the weekend to join him.” Loretta discarded her shoes and pattered in her white socks to the TV set. “Want to watch one of those pay TV movies?" 
"Sure,” Cally said. 
However, she pretended to watch the film while her brain reeled. If she went home she would see her sister. Essie had never married. Because she traveled in her fashion job, she felt it inappropriate to settle down and put a man in the position where she was absent all the time. The unmarried status of the two Creighton sisters was in direct contrast to their three brothers, Kevin, Ryan, and Matt, youngest to oldest, in that order. They all married young. Matt's company had recently transferred him to Europe for a few years, but it would be great to see the others, and her parents. 
Cally wished she had her own car but she hadn't felt the old Pontiac was reliable enough for the trip here. Kevin and his wife had dropped her off here on the way to their vacation in Canada. They'd stopped one night on their way back. Since then, there had only been phone calls to keep Cally company. 
The movie finished and just as the credits were rolling the phone rang. Loretta answered it as she had given all her relatives and friends the motel number. But this time she handed the receiver to Cally. “It's for you,” she said. “I'm going out for a pop. Want one?" 
Cally shook her head as she said hello. 
"It's Esther, your sister." 
Cally laughed with pleasure. “I was just thinking about you." 
"You want to come home. I hope." 
"I should have brought my car, Essie. I'm stuck up here." 
"Isn't there anyone who can bring you down for the weekend? You've been up there for ages." 
"It's only four weeks. There's nothing wrong is there?" 
"No. But everyone is longing to see you. I've also met an awesome man who I want you to meet. He's having a barbecue on the weekend and he wants me to invite you. So you have to be here." 
Cally twisted the cord. Could she ask Luke? Or if she asked Luke he might be able to suggest a way of getting home. 
"Doesn't anyone there live in Minneapolis?" 
"Yes. I think the boss does." 
"Then ask him for a ride. Or what about buses?" 
"I have to get out to the main highway for a bus." 
"Surely someone could give you a lift there. How isolated are you?" 
"Very.” Cally laughed. “All right. I'll work on it and get back to you." 
"Great. Matt has sent some photos that are a must see." 
"You guys. I miss you all." 
"We miss you." 
"I'll do my best.” Cally hung up just before Loretta returned with her can of pop. 
"You look happy. Sure you didn't want one of these?" 
"Positive. My sister wants me to go home for the weekend and meet her new boyfriend." 
"Well, go ask Luke. Now. He's in the restaurant. Alone." 
It was her only chance. Cally fixed herself up to go out in public and walked to the restaurant. Luke was sipping on coffee and going through some notes at a rear table near the window. Boldly she walked to the table and sat opposite him. He looked across at her. 
"Hi.” His voice sounded almost gentle. 
"Hi,” Cally echoed. “I want to ask you a favor." 
"Go ahead." 
This was too easy, Cally thought. Something's got to give. “Are you going to Minneapolis this weekend?" 
He put down his pen. “As a matter of fact I am. Why, feeling homesick?" 
"Yes. A little. Mostly though, my sister phoned and wondered if I could get home." 
"Sure. You've been up here a while now. I should have thought of it before. I leave after dinner on Friday and I return Sunday about four o'clock. Okay?" 
"Wonderful, Luke. Thank you. I appreciate it." 
Cally rose from her chair, said, “Thanks,” again and left the restaurant. She almost ran from the restaurant to the motel unit. She was going home this weekend. Excitement made her want to jump high into the air. But as she opened the door to tell Loretta, she wondered if some of the excitement was due to the prospect of driving all the way to Minneapolis with Luke. 



Chapter 4
By the time Cally had showered, changed clothes, and packed her bag on Friday evening she was alone at the motel with Luke. He gave her time to eat dinner and then she joined him outside by his Mercedes. 
His jeans, worn with a black sweatshirt and black leather casual shoes, made him look much different than he did on the construction site. Somehow he was more approachable, less macho. And even more attractive, Cally's heart reminded her as he loaded her bag with his into the trunk. 
"Do you want your jacket in the trunk as well?" 
"No. I'll keep it with me,” she told him, folding the black leather jacket over her arm. A breeze blew through the trees this evening and there were white caps on the lake. Her silk blouse might feel too cool later. 
Cally was prepared for a long drive south, but at least the Mercedes was a smooth comfortable ride, even if she didn't feel quite so comfortable with her companion. She made a little conversation and Luke contributed his share, but Cally was mostly just content to look at the passing scenery. 
Luke broke the journey with a stop at a roadside restaurant where they shared a plate of french fries and drank coffee. They discussed how much further they had to go until they reached Minneapolis. Cally gave Luke Essie's address so he could take her directly there. 
"Where do you live?” she asked curiously when they were back in the car. It was dark now and neon signs and headlights flashed in the windows. Once in a while a bus or truck would roar past. 
"Eden Prairie." 
"Oh, dear, I'll be taking you out of your way, won't I?” Essie's home was more on the outskirts of Minneapolis and St. Paul, closer to the Twin Cities core. Eden Prairie was down in the Southwest. 
Luke shook his head. “No, it's fine. Just give me directions." 
As they entered the city limits, Cally began her directions. Luke reached Essie's quickly and efficiently as if he knew the city well. The porch light was on at Essie's brick house which meant she wasn't home. She had mentioned, when Cally had called her back, she would be out on Friday evening, but she would try and get home early. Cally knew Essie's idea of early was much later than her own. 
Luke insisted on carrying Cally's bag and waited while she unlocked the oak door and turned on the inside light. Cally had to admit she found Luke's attendance comforting. She was used to escorts who dumped her home and didn't linger. But then maybe there was a subtle difference. She perversely wanted Luke to linger. 
Luke slipped her bag onto Essie's highly polished wood floor. “I presume there is no one home,” he remarked. 
"Essie said she'd be out for a while.” Cally found herself staring at Luke, feeling as if she were being ripped apart because she had to leave him. “Thank you for the drive down,” she said. She didn't want him to go. This was silly. 
"You're very welcome.” Hesitantly, Luke took a couple of backward steps. “Look, maybe you should give me your telephone number in case anything comes up and I have to be later than four o'clock on Sunday afternoon." 
Cally thought that sounded like a good idea. She rifled around on Essie's antique hall table by the telephone for a pad of paper and pen. She scribbled down the number and handed the paper to Luke. 
“That's it,” she said, aware of his fingers brushing hers in much the same way as they had that first day when she'd handed him the truck keys. 
Luke looked down at the number for a moment before tucking the paper in the front pocket of his jeans. 
“I'll get going now. Enjoy your weekend." 
"You too,” she told him and watched from the door until the Mercedes disappeared down the end of Essie's street. When she closed the door, she felt disappointment mingled with relief that the journey with Luke was now over. She could dismiss him from her mind and enjoy her weekend. 
Cally carried her bag up to her room. She loved her room at Essie's house. Essie did things with color and the dark apricot bedspread, curtains, and rugs, complimented the black velvet armchair and polished teak dressing table and desk. Cally was shrugging a sweatshirt over leggings, when she heard her sister's key turn in the lock of the front door. She ran down the carpeted stairs to greet her. 
"You arrived before me.” Essie smiled while she put down a beaded purse on the already cluttered telephone table. After a hug, Essie perused her sister with green eyes much like Cally's. “You look pretty good. A great tan." 
"I'm out in the sun all day.” Cally gave her tall, slinky sister a similar perusal. Essie's hair was gathered with a pearl clasp into a trail of loose gold curls down her bare back. Her black silk jumpsuit hardly contained any material above the waist where it covered small breasts. Her tanned shoulders glistened. 
“Were you out with your new man?” Cally asked, intensely curious. 
"Yes. We went for dinner. He's looking forward to meeting you at his barbecue party tomorrow evening.” Essie moved into the kitchen and Cally followed. “He's a lawyer and he's lovely to look at.” 
Essie went to the coffee maker and automatically prepared coffee. “Do you want a cup?" 
"Sure,” Cally said, sitting on a red leather chair at the black lacquered table. She was prepared for a long evening of chat. Essie never slept very much. Cally had often heard her sister moving around the house at night. Sometimes Essie would do paperwork instead of sleeping. 
Essie placed china mugs on the table. “What's his name?” Cally asked. 
"Who?" 
"Your man of course,” Cally prompted. 
Essie grinned, an indication she had been purposely vague. “Paul French, and he's never been married. 
Imagine, nearly forty and not married. I have never met such an eligible man." 
Cally gave her sister a narrow look. “Do you want him to be eligible? I thought you escaped men with that affliction in the past." 
"Oh, I know, C.C., my job doesn't incorporate the time for a steady man. Especially marriage. Paul hasn't mentioned marriage, but I know he'll get to it sooner or later." 
"And you're not ready for that question yet obviously,” Cally remarked. 
"Well, marriage is more than love. It's commitment. Do I have the space around me to be so committed?" 
"I know your work is very important,” Cally said. “I can't advise you, Essie. I haven't met anyone who turned me sideways yet either. I might change my mind and marry immediately if that were the case. It can get lonely being by yourself. Admit it." 
"I admit it,” Essie said thoughtfully, pouring the coffee. “I'm glad you're not tied up. Paul has a friend, a bachelor like himself, who's coming to the party and who needs a partner. Paul likes everyone paired up. 
So you're it." 
"Oh, no,” Cally said in true dismay. She felt she'd had it with men this week. “Do I have to?" 
"If you don't like the looks of him, go hide behind the bushes.” Essie laughed. “It's really only to meet Paul. I'm not trying to pair you up or anything. Paul says this guy is pretty loose, doesn't want a steady, so it'll be merely companionship." 
"Well, I guess I can take it for a short evening.” Cally twisted her mug around on the table, wondering if she should mention Luke to Essie. She wouldn't, she decided. Luke wasn't important enough. He was a man entirely out of reach. There was no way she should, or even could, get involved with him. He was her boss. As he liked to remind her often. Except this evening on the drive here, it hadn't been that way. 
They'd just been a man and a woman together. 
Cally found she forgot about Luke most of the time anyway. She enjoyed being with her sister. They were good friends and stayed downstairs talking until three o'clock before going to bed. In the morning they were up early for the visit to their parents. They drove in Essie's red Mustang convertible that was the envy of every young guy in the district. It was a perfect summer day with an incredible blue sky. The smell of new mown lawns greeted them around every turn, and the summer flowers were brilliant. 
Randolph and Eva Creighton lived in a sprawling stone house that used to be in the country but now stood on the border of some new houses. Eva, gray hair held in place by an emerald scarf that matched her shorts and top, was thrilled to see her young daughter. Randolph, more laid back, his silver hair well groomed, his smile always calm, gave her a kiss on her forehead. He had Boston roots and always dressed and acted the gentleman. Retired now, he spent most of his time pottering around the house and large grounds. 
The family, Kevin and Rosie, Ryan and Salina and their newly born twin boys were there for breakfast. 
The only person missing was Matthew, his wife, Susie, and their brood of four children. 
"Heaven help Europe,” Kevin proclaimed, his green Creighton eyes twinkling merrily. “Matt's such an old grouch." 
"Oh, he's not that bad,” Ryan put in, the only sibling of the family who didn't have blond hair and green eyes. His eyes were gray, his hair an exact premature match. “He actually mentioned he'd bought a camcorder and was recording some of their trips for us." 
"Boring for sure,” Kevin quipped. “Never make the funniest videos show, for a fact." 
Everyone laughed and Kevin squinted at Cally. “Anyway, let's have a look at C.C. You sure are tanned. 
Is that safe?" 
Cally loved the sensation of being swept along on a wave of people she loved. “You know what it's like on a construction crew." 
"That is something you shouldn't be on,” Ryan chided. “I don't know what you're doing in engineering." 
"Cool it, big brother,” Kevin inserted. “C.C.'s got her own agenda. Haven't you love? Plus a good job with Kevin Creighton Industries in the fall." 
"I don't have an agenda,” she protested. “I just want an interesting career. I've been brought up by engineers. It's obvious I want to be one. If everyone was a doctor, I'd likely be a doctor. And go into practice with you, Kev." 
"Brunch,” mother trilled. “Outside." 
They all trooped to the patio where a green and white striped umbrella shaded a table set for breakfast. 
"Salina,” Mrs. Creighton said, “why don't we put the babies down now you've fed them, so you can relax." 
Salina, a brilliant redhead, nodded. “Sounds wonderful. I'll take them in. Ryan help." 
"I'll help,” Rosie said, jumping up. “I have to get used to this." 
"You're not?” Cally said. 
"Sure is, aren't you love,” Kevin patted his wife's rear. “Go learn how to look after a baby, but don't have twins." 
"Twins were in my family,” Salina said, cradling her two babies in her arms. “My mother is a twin." 
"My brother Anson was a twin,” Randolph said. “There are twins on this side as well.” He grinned. 
“Probably come out with C.C." 
"Thanks a lot,” Cally said, raising her eyebrows. 
As usual there wasn't much time for face to face interaction with any one member of the family. After breakfast Ryan brought out some photographs Matt and Susie had sent and they all spent some time experiencing the missing portion of their family. Cally also helped with her nephews, Philip and Stanley, so that Salina could have a break. The boys were sweet. While Cally was with her, Salina confided that she thought she might also be pregnant again. The couple, who had been childless, a two-income family for a long time, seemed to be having their family all at once in a last mad rush to beat Salina's biological clock. Salina admitted that. 
Before Essie and Cally could leave there was volleyball on the lawn, then more coffee and drinks. Essie and Cally stayed so late they had to rush home to prepare for Paul's barbecue. 
Cally had two outfits she felt would be appropriate to wear to the barbecue, but she hadn't made her choice when Essie pranced into her room dressed in a white silk shirt, wide black silky pants, and her hair a pile of curls on top of her head. 
"Aren't you ready?” Essie asked, moving forward on high heeled sandals with thick chunky heels. 
Cally wished she could come across as glamorous as her sister. “I don't know what to wear,” Cally said. 
"What do you have?" 
"This.” Cally held up cream pants and matching top, both in a soft rayon. “Or this.” She produced a long cotton skirt in dark blue and pale pink with a denim bodice. 
"You don't have many glamor clothes, do you?” Essie said. 
"No. Because I'm not a glamor type. I've got zillions of pairs of jeans." 
"And I've only got one pair,” Essie said, disappearing into Cally's closet. “How about this.” She tossed a white jumpsuit on the bed. 
"Too tight,” Cally said. “I haven't worn it for seasons. I should give it away." 
"Tight is in." 
"I don't want to be on display, Ess. It's a barbecue. Let me wear the cream pants and top. I feel comfortable in them." 
"All right. But I'll do your hair." 
Essie braided Cally's hair and tucked it on top of her head. She pulled down wisps onto her cheeks. 
Because of her tan Cally needed little makeup and wore her gold chain and gold studs in her ears. She slipped her feet into sandals. 
"How's that?" 
"You look nice. You're tall, you can carry anything. Just one more thing." 
Essie left for a moment and reappeared with a thin gold belt. “Wear this." 
Cally placed the belt through the pant loops and agreed it added spice to her outfit. “Great. Thanks.” 
She performed a model runway walk. “Will I pass now?" 
Essie grinned. “You'll pass. You look fantastic." 
Paul lived in Eden Prairie, which made Cally think of Luke. As they passed long green lawns and lakes and large new homes, she wondered where he lived. 
Essie pulled into the driveway of a split level house and parked behind a black BMW as if she'd been here often. Cally thought she might have been. Paul seemed serious. 
Cally liked Paul immediately. White slacks and a cotton sweater covered a slim athletic body. His dark curly hair was short and tipped with gray. She could tell he was probably a very successful lawyer. His gray eyes gave her a thorough appraisal and he seemed to be in control of himself, a personality trait Cally couldn't recall observing in many of Essie's men before. It was a strength; similar to Luke's strength. 
Cally wished Luke wouldn't keep popping into her mind. Hopefully, Paul's friend might distract her. 
With Essie in tow, Paul showed Cally around the house he'd moved into about a year ago now. Then he served drinks on a small, shrub-enclosed patio where a gas barbecue was set up ready to cook their meal. Two other guests, Gail and her fiancé, Ron Forman, arrived bringing a bottle of wine and a box of special chocolate goodies for later. Ron, a big bulky man, and Gail, delicate and small, were engaged to be married. They jointly owned an antique store in St. Paul and had fallen in love over the few years they had been in business together. 
It did seem, as time passed, that Cally might be the fifth wheel to the other two couples if her date didn't arrive. She half-hoped he wouldn't. She was quite content to enjoy the evening with the other four, who all had a great sense of humor and kept the laughter bubbling. Cally really liked Paul and decided she wouldn't mind him as a brother-in-law, if Essie ever did decide to tie the knot. 
Then the doorbell rang. 
Essie raised her glass and one eyebrow at her sister. “He's here,” she mouthed. 
He certainly was. Paul returned with Luke Stanford. 



Chapter 5
"We've met,” Luke said with a smile, after meeting Essie and saying hello to Gail and Ron, who he knew. 
Even so, he shook Cally's hand. To touch him that way, her fingers entwined with his rough ones, made her legs buckle. 
"What do you mean, you've met?” Paul asked bluntly. 
"Carolyn is working for Stanford this summer, aren't you, Creighton?” He grinned at her. 
"Yes. I am,” she said to Paul. Essie was just about jumping up and down with curiosity. 
"We drove down together,” Luke added. “Let's say it's a small world, a coincidence." 
"Sure is,” Cally echoed. 
"You never said you knew him,” Essie put in. 
"I never knew who I was meeting here,” Cally told her sister. Then she gave her a look saying, later I'll explain. 
Essie gave her a you'd better in return. 
"It's great we all know one another,” Paul said. “Now we can get down to serious business. Cooking the food. Luke's excellent with a barbecue. His parents made him cook every weekend when he was a kid." 
Luke grinned. “Yeah, well. That doesn't mean I'm any good. It means I know when the food is cooked. 
And it's the only reason you invited me, French." 
"No way, friend. When I heard that Esther's sister would be here for the weekend, I thought it would be a chance to have a party without you being the odd man out for a change." 
As Cally listened to the two men, she touched one of the gold studs in her ears in an unusual nervous gesture. Luke's eyes looked pewter tonight, and his casual dark slacks and maroon cotton shirt made him a trifle mysterious. His dark hair was crisp and his bronzed skin emphasized his even white smile. Cally couldn't believe he smiled so much. She'd thought him so dour when she first started working for him. 
And up until this week the opinion had held. 
"I'm only odd man out because I never meet any women,” Luke said. 
"Obviously, you have met one,” Paul said with a twinkle at Cally. “Now come on. Let's get this show on the road. I'm starved." 
"Why didn't you mention, Luke?” Essie asked curiously as Luke was ushered over to the barbecue by Paul. Essie's usually laid-back expression was actually incredulous. 
"Because it wasn't necessary. There are thirteen men on the crew." 
"Unlucky,” Essie quipped. 
"Well, twelve, two women, and Luke." 
"Maybe not so unlucky,” Essie revised. “Why didn't you say who drove you here?" 
"I haven't had much of a chance,” Cally said. “And up until this moment it wasn't important." 
Essie's eyes followed Luke as he walked into the house with Paul presumably to get the food. “I'd say he's pretty important. I mean, if I met him, I'd remember. If he was my boss, I'd remember. If he drove me all the way from Echo wherever-it-is to Minneapolis, I'd remember." 
Cally laughed. “Maybe you would. And I have to admit I don't forget him. He's a strong presence, but I didn't expect him to turn up here as a friend of Paul's. So he wasn't a component of the weekend." 
"And now he is,” Essie said. “Well, it's great you do know him already. It makes it easier, doesn't it?" 
Cally truthfully didn't think it made anything easier. She'd like to forget Luke. Except she couldn't when he was there all the time. He served her chicken which he cooked to perfection. He sat with her at the table with the other four and ate. He poured her wine. In fact he acted as if he were meant to be with her. 
Which he was, she supposed. She just didn't want him to think she'd planned this or knew it was going to happen in advance. Finally, she got alone with him and voiced these fears. 
He stood with his hands in the pockets of his slacks. “No. I understand it was sheer chance. I guess we should have compared notes on what we were going to do this weekend." 
"I wasn't really sure,” Cally said. “I just ride Essie's wave when I'm home." 
Luke glanced to where her sister was standing, secured by Paul's possessive arm on her slim waist. 
“She's very beautiful." 
Wondering if Essie was more Luke's type of woman, she said, “Yes, she is." 
He returned his gaze to Cally. “And you look like her, you know that?" 
"In some ways, I suppose I do. But I'll always be a tom boy compared to Essie." 
"Which is why you're on the construction crew and she's in fashion." 
His white smile made Cally's head spin. It was as if someone had pushed her out of a fog into a brightly lit ethereal place. 
"Have you known Paul for long?” she asked. 
"I knew his brother, who is closer to my age. But Paul is my lawyer, actually Stanford Construction's lawyer. When I'm working in town, we play tennis together." 
"Don't you get enough exercise at work?" 
"Sure. But that's work. Tennis is recreation. Most of the winter I'm crammed into a small office with my brother Tom. Didn't Tom interview you?" 
"Yes, he did. He was really nice. Friendly, personable." 
Luke's mouth twisted wryly. “And I'm not?" 
"You're more reserved, I suppose." 
"I suppose. Tom was impressed with you. He has none of my reservations about women on the construction crew. He's actually very much for it." 
"I got the impression he was on my side." 
"But I'm by your side,” Luke said. “I should tell you that you look really nice tonight, Carolyn. Your hairstyle is sharp." 
Cally touched her hair, feeling a blush penetrate her skin. “My sister did my hair." 
"She's talented." 
"Yes. She is." 
"But I bet she couldn't survive a day out on the asphalt holding a flag." 
Cally chuckled at the vision of Essie on the construction site. “No. I don't think she could." 
Luke also chuckled, a low rumbling sound, and Cally felt she was becoming enmeshed with him and might regret the intimacy on Monday. 
"Nobody calls you Carolyn,” Luke commented. 
She screwed up her nose. “I know. I seem to get stuck with nicknames." 
"Okay if I keep calling you Carolyn?” he asked. “When we're alone. On the site you have to be Creighton. Equality and all that." 
"All right,” she said, but she wondered if he intended on them being alone after tonight. Of course, there was still the ride back up north. Just imagining being with him in the car on Sunday set her heartbeat thumping wildly. She knew then, as she'd known for a long time subconsciously, that Luke was something she was going to have to control. 
Essie pulled Cally aside near eleven o'clock. “I'm going to stay on with Paul for a while. Luke told Paul he'd see you safely home. I'll just be another half hour or so." 
"I thought Paul wasn't serious,” Cally teased. 
"I'm merely going to help him clean up and then we're going to discuss next weekend. I have a fashion show to put on in Chicago and he's coming with me." 
"You mean, Paul is going on a business trip with you?" 
"Yes. I know it's irregular for me, but we like being together. He's good company." 
"Then you really like him?” Cally persisted. 
"Yes. I really like him,” Essie admitted. “This might be the end of my singleness, Sis. And what about Luke? He's gorgeous, C.C. And he seems to like you. He's so attentive." 
"He hasn't got any choice, has he?” Cally said, wondering if that were the truth. Was Luke being affable because he'd been literally stuck with her tonight? 
They said goodnight to Paul and thanked him. Essie stood in the circle of Paul's arm while they waved from the front door. Gail and Ron left the house with Luke and Cally. They stood talking for a few moments, then Cally was tucked into Luke's Mercedes beside him. Luke drove to Essie's house. As he had a long way to drive home again, Cally felt obliged to ask him in for a cup of coffee. He didn't refuse, either because he really wanted coffee or he wanted to prolong their time together. The latter thought made Cally's heart beat faster. 
"This is a great house,” Luke said, leaning against the kitchen counter while the coffee dripped into the carafe. “Your sister has obviously done a lot of work on the interior." 
Cally smiled as she put mugs on the table. “Essie has architect friends, interior decorator friends, you name it. Now a lawyer friend." 
"According to Paul he's more than friendly. He's in love with her." 
"He told you that?" 
Luke nodded. “He's been crazy about her from the moment he set on eyes on her. I doubt if Essie will find it easy to drop him." 
"I'm not sure she wants to,” Cally said. “She's taking him with her on a business trip to Chicago next weekend. Very unlike Essie. She's always put her career ahead of anything." 
"Do you?" 
"What?" 
"Put your career ahead of anything?" 
"It's not much of a career yet, is it? Do you take cream or sugar in your coffee?" 
"No. I like it black." 
"Me too. That makes it easy. I don't have to get anything else out but the mugs." 
Luke smiled at her rambling. “But it will be a career, won't it?" 
"Oh, yes,” she nodded. “But Essie's career involves so much traveling. Mine won't be quite as transient." 
"Then you would consider getting married and not staying single like your sister?" 
"If I meet the right man.” Cally poured coffee into both of the mugs and found her hands were shaking. 
Luke's questioning was getting very personal. 
He picked up the mug she pushed forward for him. “That's the criteria?" 
"Naturally. I'm not marrying for the sake of marrying. I could have been married years ago, if that were the case." 
"Then you've been asked?" 
Cally chuckled. “In fourth grade Denny Linton wanted to marry me. He sent me notes every day and put dotted lines for me to answer." 
Luke laughed. “And did you?" 
"I always wrote when we grow up.  " 
"What happened then?" 
"I think he was embarrassed because he never came near me when we did grow up. He's married now to another girl who was in our classroom.” Cally sipped her coffee. 
"Do you think he wrote her notes?" 
Cally smiled. “Oh, I never thought of that. She could have given him a different answer. Maybe she said yes, then." 
"Possibly,” Luke said. “You see, you maybe muddied your chances." 
"No,” Cally told him with a shake of her head. “I left myself open to choice and my choice wouldn't have been him.” She gave Luke a rather brash look brought about by their teasing conversation. “So what about you? Do you have a history?" 
"Nothing that cute. I've been in love a number of times. Once I thought it could move into marriage but it didn't. Besides that, how can I get married when I'm away most of the summer on a construction site? It's not fair." 
"Vince has his wife come up and stay weekends." 
"I know. He's managed it. But he's one of the few. I've seen marriages fall apart. My Dad was away all the time when I was a kid. Stanford Construction is a family business." 
Cally hadn't known that. She'd thought Stanford began with Luke and Tom. “Does your Dad still work for Stanford?" 
"Yes, but he branched out into luxury house building. So he stays close to home and takes Mother to Arizona for most of the winter." 
"So your parents are still together?" 
"Oh, yeah, but there were times when I felt the discontent rearing." 
Cally heard hurt in his voice and imagined Luke as a small boy hearing his parents’ unrest and being scared. “I can imagine that was frightening,” she said softly. 
"It was,” he admitted. “I'm just pleased that their relationship was strong enough to survive. How about you? Your parents?" 
"My father was an engineer. But by the time I came along, the last of the brood, he was a manager in the company and had his own big office, where he spent his days as a boss." 
"And he's retired now?" 
"Yes. He's retired. Much to Mother's agony. She had all sorts of things she did when he was gone all day, now she has to have him underfoot. That's her word." 
Luke chuckled. “I'd like to meet your brood." 
"Maybe another weekend,” Cally said. “I mean, if you drive me down, you can come over and meet them.” She wasn't sure if she should be inviting him. 
"Maybe,” he said cautiously and Cally wished she hadn't said anything. After all, they had been thrown together this evening and it should end there. 
So she tried to invert the invitation. “That's if I bother to come home again. I quite enjoy weekends up north when everyone has gone home.” She didn't ask if he might spend a weekend up north without going home. 
"But you've enjoyed this weekend?” Luke asked. 
"Oh, yes. It's been wonderful." 
"Good.” It didn't seem as if he wanted to leave. 
"Do you want more coffee?” she asked. 
"Okay." 
She poured more and endeavored to keep the conversation alive. “Have you always lived around here?" 
"Yep. I haven't moved far in my life, although I'd love to travel overseas." 
"Me too,” Cally said. “Somewhere exotic. Maybe go and visit my brother Matt while he's still in Europe." 
"That would be fun,” Luke agreed. 
After a silence, Cally asked something she had been longing to know. “Do you live in a house?" 
"Yes. I built it myself. It's not far from Paul's. It overlooks a lake so I put balconies off the upstairs rooms to have a view." 
"Sounds nice,” Cally said, wondering if she would ever get the chance to see it. Then she had to remind herself that this was Luke Stanford she was chatting to about her childhood and her dreams. Her boss. 
By Monday this interlude would have to be forgotten. It really shouldn't have happened in the first place. 
Luke finished his coffee. “That was good. Notice that you never get coffee much at parties?” Then he added quickly. “I enjoyed myself tonight, Carolyn. I was a little apprehensive about the evening when Paul told me I was being paired up with his new girlfriend's sister. Paul's done that to me before. He thinks I'm lonely and getting crusty too young." 
Cally glowed inside from his remarks. “You are crusty at times,” she said boldly. 
"I admit it.” He grinned. “Well, now I've drunk all your coffee, I'd better get going. Thank you for the great evening." 
Promising to see her the next day at four, Luke left Essie's house. Cally put away the coffee things and went upstairs. With Luke's presence still with her, Sunday at four suddenly couldn't come soon enough. 
No. She couldn't think that way. She had to put him out of her mind. By Monday he would be the Construction Boss again, not her intriguing exciting blind date. 
Sunday at four did come quickly. Cally slept until nearly eleven. Essie was only just arising when she sleepily went downstairs. The sisters spent the rest of their day in their robes chatting about the party and the two men they had been with, Paul and Luke. Before Cally knew it, she was stuffing her overnight bag and rushing around getting ready for Luke to arrive. His car pulled up outside about three thirty. 
"I like his car,” Essie said, now wearing leggings and T-shirt. “He sure is nice looking. Great swagger to those masculine hips. And he's early. That's a plus." 
"Get away from the window, Essie. You'll embarrass him. And me." 
The doorbell rang. Essie went to answer it. Cally tucked her leather jacket through the handles of her bag. 
"No time for drinks or anything?” Essie said as Luke walked into the foyer. 
"Not really, Essie. Thanks.” His smile for Cally crinkled his eyes. “Ready?" 
"Yes.” Luke was so different away from the construction site. So much more relaxed. She rather regretted that tomorrow they would be back on their former footing. Boss and employee. Lowly employee at that. And they would be surrounded by all the other guys once more. 
Essie hugged her. “Loved having you, C.C. Come home again soon." 
When Cally was out of the door, Essie shook Luke's hand. “It was a pleasure meeting you, Luke. Hope to see you again." 
"Possibly at your wedding to Paul,” Luke said. 
Essie blushed. “Possibly." 
Cally chuckled as she settled into the car. “You've just got my sister to admit something she has never ever admitted." 
Luke glanced at her as the car took off up the residential street. “What's that?" 
"That she might actually marry. She wouldn't tell me one way or the other." 
"So Paul is special?" 
"Very. She usually goes out with a man a couple of times and drops him. Paul is definitely serious." 
"And he's serious about her. So that makes two. I hope it works out. He's a great guy. He'll make you a great brother-in-law." 
"We'll have to see how he fits into the family,” Cally remarked. 
"Is that prerequisite to marriage in your family?" 
"My brothers would have to get along with Essie's husband, that's for sure. They're overpowering." 
Luke grinned. “That must be why it's easy for you to speak up for yourself. You're used to bossy men. 
You certainly didn't let me get you down when I became overbearing last week." 
"Well you were overbearing." 
"I know. I say what I think which gets me into trouble." 
Luke's car navigated the freeway connections that would take them to I35 and north to the construction site. 
Cally said thoughtfully, “I think the way you are at the site, is correct. You have to keep your crew in control. I understand that." 
"That's good. I find I have to keep myself aloof. It doesn't work if I become one of the gang. I've tried it." 
"What happened?" 
"I lost power and while the crew stayed happy enough, there wasn't much discipline. The job was overdue. We ran into the autumn and just finished the road before the snow came." 
"So you decided to be more enigmatic?" 
"That's a good description. Yes. I decided to keep a few steps back. Now you know all my secrets." 
"I won't take advantage of you,” Cally said. “I won't use this weekend as a way of gaining privilege." 
"I'm pleased you understand. Because when we return to work, it's going to have to return to the way it was." 
"I know.” And it hurt. She enjoyed being with Luke when he was in such a pleasant mood. She didn't want this to change. 
Gazing at his profile, the dark eyebrows and quite long lashes, the rugged nose and sculptured cheeks, especially the stubborn square jaw and firm no nonsense mouth, Cally knew she was going to have trouble treating Luke as a boss this next week. She felt she knew him so much better now. Away from work he was human. 
When Luke drew up to Tall Pines, Karl's truck was outside his unit. Don's wasn't there yet, which meant Loretta hadn't returned. Cally climbed out of the Mercedes and waited for Luke to take her luggage from the trunk. 
"Can you manage?” he asked. 
"Sure I can.” She grinned. “I get one terrific workout on the site here." 
He smiled. “That's true." 
"Thank you so much for taking me. I really appreciate it." 
"It was a pleasure. Have a good week." 
Cally knew he wished her well because they wouldn't be able to interact on the same level after this evening. She felt sad about the circumstances as she turned away from him. As she walked past Karl's unit, the man strolled out of the door. 
He stood with his fingers hooked into his jean's belt. “Well, look who's back. Nudging up the boss, are we? Or is it more than nudging?" 
Cally turned around but Luke had already disappeared. “He's the only person here who lives down in Minneapolis. So he drove me." 
"That's handy. It's quite obvious he has quite thing for you. You being his golden girl." 
"I don't know what you're talking about, Karl." 
"You didn't come to my unit for poker after dinner, did you? No. You went for a walk with him." 
Cally frowned. What was he talking about? And how did he know Luke had joined her walk by the lake? An innocent meeting, spurred on by Luke's intent to berate her? Except he hadn't been that way this weekend. Away from the site he had become another person, likely his real self. 
"Think about it Creighton.” Karl strolled away down to the lake. 
Cally rushed into her unit, dumped her bag on her bed, and stood for a moment considering Karl's words. She knew part of Karl's assumption was ridiculous. Luke didn't have a thing for her. His friendship this weekend had been forced by the circumstances. What she really wanted to know was how did Karl know about Luke walking with her when all the other men had been with him in Echo Bay? 
Hadn't they? 
She sat on the bed feeling shaky. She didn't want to be excluded from being one of the crew. But if that was the impression the men were getting, and if one of them was a spy, then she was certainly going to stay out of Luke's way. Possibly she should join in some of the fun, even if she didn't truly want to. 
She raked her fingers through her hair which was still kinky from her Saturday evening braid. As she'd decided once before, everything went back to the day of Rick's accident. That event seemed to have caused a real shake up in her life. 



Chapter 6
Cally was putting away the last of her things when Loretta came in. 
"Have a good weekend?” Loretta asked. 
"Great.” Cally said, wishing she felt more enthusiastic, but thoughts of having to distance Luke so the other men didn't think she was involved with the construction boss was a problem to be worked out. 
“How about you?" 
"Fantastic." 
Even though the word was spoken with Loretta's usual effervescence, Cally thought Loretta seemed less forthcoming than usual, so she didn't press her. She didn't want to know anything about anything or anyone. Tomorrow morning she would get down to doing her job again without complications. 
The philosophy worked for Monday and Tuesday. According to Luke, who was in pure boss mode, they were a day or two behind. Therefore, he worked everyone harder than usual. The crew moaned and groaned about Luke's callousness and Cally was able to hide behind the moaning. She went to bed early, rose early, went for her morning walks, and ignored Loretta's unusual tension and unease around the motel unit even if she was curious to know what had happened on the weekend to cause such an emotional change in her room mate. 
Wednesday dawned with impending thunder storms in the air and the sky full of deep gray clouds. Cally felt tired all day. She sometimes jumped when Loretta's voice crackled to let her know when to twist the sign. She noticed, even Luke, seemed to have a slump to his shoulders when he walked anywhere. The humidity crippled them all. She watched Luke now as he rolled a drawing and tossed the roll in the back of the truck. 
"Can't keep your eyes off him, can you?” Karl said in her ear. 
Cally felt her cheeks turn hot. “Why do you creep up on people?" 
"Swear I didn't creep. I merely came to pass the time of day and you were staring at Lukey baby like he's the best thing since they invented the wheel." 
Cally squeezed a frown on her forehead. She had to jump off this accusation with both feet. “What are you talking about?" 
"You should know. You spent the weekend together, babe." 
"I did not spend the weekend with him. He drove me home, that's all." 
"You went to a party with him,” Karl sounded malicious. 
"How do you know that?" 
"Ah, hah. You've admitted it. See." 
Cally's cheeks were flushed and she wasn't sure what to say next. Karl had caught her out. How had he known about the party? Who was his spy? Naturally, if she asked him how he knew, then she would dig herself into a deeper pit with Karl. So she said, “It's none of your business what I do on my time off. But I'll tell you this. There's nothing going on.” And there wasn't. She didn't have to protest. This is what Luke had warned her about, and it was his name hers was linked with, which would be laughable if she felt like laughing today. 
"Then if there's nothing going on, you can come to a movie with me." 
"I don't want to go out with anyone,” she stated firmly, taking a defensive stance, which was easy in jeans and work boots. She heard a spot of rain bounce onto her hard hat and looked up. “It's beginning to rain." 
"It'll get the humidity out of the air,” Karl said. “Oh, well, you miss a lot of fun by staying in your corner. 
Unless you're having enough fun all on your own.” His glance went to Luke once more before he sidled away. 
Cally sighed deeply. Luke was right. Working with men did get complex. The rain began to get heavier. 
Luke commanded that they shut down. But by the time all the equipment was stored, the construction site was a sea of mud. Cally was soaked to the skin and shivering badly. Now the humidity was gone, the temperature had suddenly dropped. 
"Here.” She felt something warm go around her shoulders. “Ride back with me." 
It was Luke. Across her shoulders was his black nylon fleece-lined windbreaker. He rushed her to his car. She scrambled in with him, noticing everyone else was gone. She saw the line of trucks disappearing into the rain soaked distance. 
Cally took off her hard hat and stuck her wet gloves into the crown. Her jeans clung to her legs the way Luke's clung to his. She snuggled into his jacket. “Thank you." 
"You were standing out there looking like a drowned rat,” he said with a smile at her, which was probably his first one that week. That it was directed at Cally set off a few warning bells she wasn't sure she wanted to hear ring at that very moment. “I don't want you to catch cold." 
"I don't catch cold very easily,” Cally told him. 
"Even so. The temperature is cooling down fast. Have a hot shower and get out of those wet clothes." 
He was so concerned. Something he might not have been a week ago, before the drive to Minneapolis and the party. She didn't really like being the center of his attention when she was trying to make the point there was nothing going on between them. Yet, here she was, snuggled into his nice big jacket, the car heater drying her clothes and her wet hair. And she wanted to be here with him. That was her problem. She'd met the man behind the boss facade and she liked Luke a lot. 
"Okay?” he asked as he swung the car into the motel parking lot beside all the other vehicles. The crew was rushing to their rooms to get cleaned up. A hot dinner really seemed appealing at this minute. 
"Yes. I'm fine,” she said. “Thank you." 
"It didn't look as if you were going to get a ride back." 
"I was worried about the site." 
"Everything was in order.” His mouth curved into another smile. “Let me do the worrying." 
She wanted to say she had more to worry about. Somehow Karl knew about their blind date at the party on the weekend, but she didn't know how to approach the subject. Better to say, “Thank you, Luke,” for the ride, jump out of the car, toss his jacket onto the passenger seat, and say, “I'll see you around." 
But she didn't. She sat there, her gaze pinned by his and she could feel the atmosphere grow misty and close until she could barely breathe. 
"Better go,” he said softly in a voice that did something crazy to her heart. 
"Yes.” She turned away and fumbled with the door handle so he had to lean across her and open it. 
Pinned back by his muscular arm did nothing to help her heart or her breathing. He looked at her and drew back. She left the car to stand in the dripping rain. She eased out of his jacket, getting her hand caught in the sleeve, so she had to tug it off, and she tossed it on the seat, but it fell to the floor. 
She said, “Thanks." 
And he said, “Are you going home again this weekend?" 
She hadn't expected that. She said, “I don't think so. Are you?" 
He said. “I don't know yet. I'd like to stay around here maybe and check on the equipment." 
Cally clutched her hat. “Are you going into the restaurant for dinner?" 
He nodded. “I'll see you there." 
She didn't say she would. At that point she could see she was doing everything she planned not to do. 
But Luke wasn't making it easy. He was coming on to her. She could feel it. And she wanted him to come on to her. She wanted to be taken into his strong arms and kissed. 
Luke reached across to pick up the jacket and close the passenger door. “See you in a while. Go get cleaned up." 
She saw what he meant when she stared at herself in the mirror in her unit. Mud streaked her face. Her hair was in tangles, still very wet. Her clothes were splattered with thick clods of dirt. How could he have been coming on to her when she looked like this? Unless he saw beneath the exterior, saw something inside her he liked. The way she saw something inside him she liked. So much. 
Loretta was taking a shower, so Cally stripped off her clothes and used the exterior washbasin to clean herself up until she was ready for her own shower. When Loretta came out, Cally slipped into the steamy bathroom and took her shower. Feeling clean and warm, she returned to the bedroom, where Loretta was now getting dressed. Cally wasn't quite sure who was causing the silence. Herself or her room mate. 
"Going for dinner?” Loretta asked finally when Cally turned off the buzz of her blow dryer. 
"Sure. I'm starving." 
"I'll wait,” Loretta said. 
"I'm almost ready. Just let me get my purse." 
All the men were at the corner tables when the women arrived. Including Luke. Loretta and Cally sat at the two reserved seats. Cally was opposite Luke tonight and wondered how she was going to avoid looking into his eyes. In front of the men she had to forget about all those feelings she experienced when she was with him. Yet how could she when he was hunched into the black jacket she'd had over her shoulders only an hour earlier? How could she when he smiled warmly at her? How could she when she wanted to reach over and touch his bronzed hand? She noticed Karl was watching her and she looked away. Ignore Luke needed to become her credo. 
Somehow Cally got through the meal. Out of distaste, as well as decorum, she declined the poker game and returned to her unit. Settling onto her bed, she opened one of her books and began to read. Reading usually worked in situations like this. Except she had never been in a situation like this. She'd had crushes on boys when she was in her teens. She'd liked a man in university and they had dated a few times, but she had never ever felt as if she might be in love. 


* * * *
 On Thursday the rain continued. Work was suspended. Men restlessly stayed around the motel, some went into Echo Bay. Loretta went with Vince to meet his friends there. Cally finished her book, and with fresh money in her wallet from her pay check, went along to the store. As well as drinks, munchies, candies, and gum the store also sold souvenirs, T-shirts, magazines and paperbacks. 
Cally buried herself behind the paperback carousel display and began the very serious but enjoyable task of choosing some books to read. She liked nothing more than a brand-new crisp paperback with all the excitement the story might have to offer. Especially after years of college when she'd done nothing but pore over text books. 
With two books already chosen to buy, she was replacing a book in the rack, when the carousel suddenly swung around in a circle. Beneath the rack she saw a pair of male feet in white trainers. She knew those trainers because they had a strip of green along one side. 
"Come out of hiding,” a low husky voice said. 
Smiling, Cally poked her head around the carousel. “Great minds think alike,” she said, forgetting her promise to be cool and offhand with Luke. 
He shuffled up beside her and touched her chosen-to-buy books. “What you got?" 
"These. What kind of books do you like?" 
"I like this author,” he said, holding up her chosen mystery author. “Can I borrow this book when you've read it?" 
"Sure you can. What have you got?" 
He showed her the book he had chosen. It was also written by one of Cally's favorite authors. “I'd like to read that as well. So we'll switch." 
"You're on,” he said. “Come and have a cup of coffee with me. Not here, but at the other motel up the highway." 
We're sneaking, Cally thought as she sat beside him in his car on the way to the other restaurant. 
Sensibly she should have turned down Luke's invitation. But sensible wasn't part of her mind set when she was anywhere near Luke. Between them in the car were the two plastic bags containing their books. 
Books they were going to read, then exchange. Books by authors they had already read and enjoyed. In Cally's mind, that, in itself, gave them something deeply in common. 
The windshield wipers flip flopped against the heavy rain. Luke grimaced. “We might be off tomorrow as well. The men can go home for an early weekend, if that's the case." 
"Are you going home?" 
"Why? Do you want a lift?" 
"No. I'll stay here. It's only a few more weeks." 
"I'm not going home anyway,” he said with a chuckle. “The weekend forecast is sunny. I'd like to do the inventory and check on the equipment. Next weekend, if it's fine, we can make up these two days." 
"You mean work the weekend?" 
He nodded. “If it's acceptable to most of the crew." 
"I don't mind,” Cally said. “We are missing a lot of work time." 
"Even if it's a skeleton crew we can get caught up,” Luke said. 
Cally nodded. “Count me in then." 
"Thank you, Carolyn." 
He pulled into the parking lot of a motel called, “The Cozy Nook.” Attached was a neat little coffee shop, where the pies were homemade and smelled delicious. Luke chose raisin pie, Cally chose the blueberry. Both were served cups of steaming hot coffee. 
But all the time Cally knew this shouldn't be happening between them. She shouldn't be here with him. 
Luke shouldn't be here with her. They shouldn't be laughing, talking, and relating their favorite movies and books. They shouldn't be saying, remember that scene in that film , and laughing over the comedy they jointly recalled. They were becoming one, Cally thought, merging memories. Memories of the year they were both at Echo Lake, Paul's party in Eden Prairie, the coffee shop at The Cozy Nook. 
"We should get back I suppose,” Luke said when their pie was long forgotten, their coffee past the three cup refill. 
Cally turned to the window. “It's still raining." 
"Yep." 
She looked back at Luke. His eyes were upon her, something sad in their depths. “What?” she said, knowing she didn't really want to know what. 
He fiddled with the knife he never used. “I've applied for a position in the Middle East,” he said. “Just for a year. I thought building a bridge over the desert might be good experience. And I'm used to heat." 
Cally felt her throat become dry and completely close up. She cleared it to try and say, “You mean, you might be leaving Minnesota?” Why hadn't he mentioned this when they discussed traveling to exotic places last weekend in Essie's kitchen? She cleared her throat once more and this time she did say, “You mean, you might be leaving Minnesota?" 
"Well, yes. I'd have to, to go to Saudi Arabia." 
"How long?" 
"It's a year contract. Not long." 
"My brother, Matt,” she said. “He went to Germany for two years but he's going to be away for four." 
"He wanted it obviously?" 
She nodded. “Yep.” Then she smiled a completely forced brave smile. “It'll be great experience Luke. 
Really great. I wouldn't mind going." 
"It will be great.” He returned her smile as he swiped the check off the table. “Let's go." 
If the rain were tears, I'd be crying them, Cally decided as they drove back to Tall Pines. Luke's news that he might be leaving the country at the end of the summer was like a blow to her belly. She could barely breathe and she wanted to bawl. 
He left her outside the unit clutching her package of books. She went inside and caught her reflection in the mirror, which always happened because the full length mirror was facing the door. She appeared sad and she wasn't the sad type. She was always positive. But what was there to be positive about at the moment, with the possibility of never seeing Luke again after August? 
Friday did rain. Luke canceled work and most of the crew took off for Duluth before noon. Loretta went with Vince. Cally read for a while, then went for lunch in the restaurant. Karl was there reading a newspaper. He beckoned her over. 
"Don't be a stranger, Creighton. We're the only ones around today." 
She nearly said, Luke's here, but pressed her lips together quickly. Luke's name shouldn't be so readily on her lips, especially in front of Karl. 
Reluctantly, she sat opposite Karl. He folded his paper and smiled at her. “Are you going to order lunch?" 
Cally nodded and when Stacey came over, gave her order for a grilled cheese sandwich and salad. Karl ordered a clubhouse and fries. 
"Not going home this weekend?” he asked. 
"No. It's too far." 
He raised an eyebrow. “Luke not going?" 
"I don't know,” she said. “Karl, if you're going to bug me about Luke, I'm not eating my lunch with you." 
"I'm not bugging you. I just wanted to know what Luke might be doing." 
"Why are you so interested in him?" 
Karl shrugged his red flannel-covered shoulders. “Because I'm interested in his double standard, that's why." 
"He hasn't got a double standard.” Cally knew she was asking for trouble by defending Luke. 
"Yes, he has. We can't look at the women on the crew, but he can fool around." 
"I don't know what you mean." 
"You do, Creighton. He can't keep his eyes off you." 
"That's not true,” she said, although she knew she might not be too convincing. There was definitely something between her and Luke. But it wasn't going to come to anything. Besides, the fact, she had five more weeks to work here with Luke and the crew, Luke had applied for an overseas job. He would be leaving the country. It was more than Cally could bear to think about. Better to bail out now, she thought. 
Ignore the bud of attraction, snap it from the stem before it flowered. 
Karl grinned. “Now she's trying to find a way to tell me why it isn't true." 
"No,” Cally said. “Okay. So I drove down to Minneapolis with him, and he happened to be somewhere I was on the weekend. That's it. That's all. It's nothing. So cool it, Karl." 
"You'll go out with me then?" 
Dating Karl might be the way to show Luke and Karl she was free of entanglement with any one man. 
But she didn't want to date him. Why subject herself to such craziness and maybe more problems? 
"To prove that you don't have anything going with Luke come to a movie with me on Monday evening,” 
Karl said. “Otherwise,” he winked at Stacey who served their plates of food, “Otherwise,” he continued when she left, “I'll believe there is something going on with you and Luke." 
What harm could a movie do? Cally thought. Also, it might make Luke see that she wasn't interested in him, and he might leave her alone. “All right,” she said, feeling as if she were diving into icy cold water. 
“Just a movie, but I won't make it a habit." 
Karl looked pleased with himself as he began to eat his lunch. “That's great. Now relax Creighton and we'll have a fantastic lunch together." 
Relax! Cally didn't know the meaning of the word anymore. After she finished her lunch she managed to escape Karl and go for a walk in the rain that had turned to drizzle. When she returned to the motel, the only two vehicles remaining belonged to Luke. His car. His truck. It pointed out to her that she was going to be alone here with him this weekend. Somehow she would have to avoid him. 



Chapter 7
All Friday night Cally tossed and turned. Stupid move, she chided herself. You didn't have to accept Karl's date. Now he's gone home for the weekend and you can't tell him no until Monday and he's going to be really mad at you. It was Luke she liked. Not Karl. It was Luke she wanted. Not Karl. Then why had she agreed to date Karl? 
Saturday began with drizzle. Cally rushed to the restaurant for breakfast expecting to find Luke, but her only companions were a few disgruntled tourists. She returned to her unit and read until noon. By that time the sun was shining and she noticed Luke's truck was gone from the parking lot. She purchased a sandwich and pop and walked to one of the picnic tables by the lake. As she ate, she decided she was avoiding Luke without trying. Unless he was avoiding her. She wouldn't be surprised if Karl had let some rumor fly and Luke either knew about her impending date with Karl, or had decided he was going to have to cool it himself. Whatever. She wasn't running into him at every turn which was a relief. Even if she did want to see him badly. Confusion at her feelings ate at her and she poked half the sandwich back in its pack. She was losing her appetite over that man. 
She returned to her unit realizing how completely alone she was. For the first time on one of her weekends here by herself she felt left out and lonely. Incredibly she wanted to cry with the loneliness. Her stomach felt hollow inside. Her throat ached with unshed tears. Only another day and one half and the
crew would return,  she said aloud into the silent room. But it didn't help the passing of time. She decided to go out once more. The strong sunshine was drying up the landscape and the air smelled fresh. 
Gone were the humidity and the sizzling heat. Next week will be pleasant to work through if the weather remains like this, she thought. And she might have to work some weekends. She'd promised Luke that. 
She had no reason to be lonely. She should treat this weekend as a rest. 
Then next week she would stay away from Luke. Remind herself that gossip was being spread about their liaison, however innocent. Remind herself that he might not be around for too long anyway, so avoiding him was the perfect solution to not being hurt. 
Even though she already felt hurt. 
Restlessly Cally returned to her room, settled on the bed, and idly punched the remote control. But there was nothing to watch on TV. Instead, she fell asleep and awoke to a rap at the door. Stumbling from the bed, she tugged on the handle and opened up. 
Luke stood there holding the paperback he'd promised to lend her when he'd finished reading it. 
"My contribution,” he said with a slight tip to his mouth that creased the sides and made him very desirable to Cally. 
"Oh,” she said, pushing back her tumbled hair. Her eyes felt heavy with sleep. 
He raised an eyebrow. “I'm keeping you up?" 
"TV was so boring I dozed off.” She ran her hand through her hair again. “Come in. I'm sorry." 
He walked in and closed the door behind him. “Here's the book I promised you.” He placed the book on the table by the window and thrust his hands into his back pockets. “Have you read mine?" 
Cally glanced at the rumpled bed and the paperback that was spread spine open on a pillow. “No. 
Sorry. I've read quite a bit, but I'm not quite finished. Give me until tomorrow." 
"Fine. Tonight we won't have time anyway. Let's go for dinner into Echo Bay. There's a great restaurant on the river. You can dress up. We can go to a movie after." 
"I haven't got anything real fancy to wear,” Cally said, wanting to go so badly, but knowing she really couldn't if she were to nip her attraction for him in the bud. Except the way she felt right now, gazing at him, seeing how great he looked in his white trainers, snug jeans, and black T-shirt, his hair unruly from the wind, she had the feeling that her attraction for him was no longer a bud. It was a full-blown flower. 
"It doesn't have to be that fancy,” Luke said. “Don't turn me down, Carolyn." 
"I'm not, but I'm considering...” She walked away from him and smoothed her hair once again. “I'm considering what we're doing. We're establishing a relationship. And that's not what you want between the female crew and the male crew, and ... What we're doing Luke is what you informed me not to do right at the beginning. It's a double standard.” Now she sounded like Karl. But he was right on this one. 
Luke removed his hands from his pockets and moved forward. The sun creases by his eyes and mouth made him look haggard. “I know. But I like you, Carolyn. I know what I've said about fraternization on the crew, but I don't see why we can't be companions to one another when we're alone here." 
"Friends like,” she said, knowing she might be his friend on the surface but her heart would eventually betray her. 
"Friends.” He seemed anxious she acknowledge this. 
"All right,” she agreed. “I'll find something decent to wear tonight." 
"Great.” He grinned. “Meet me by the car about five thirty. We'll have dinner, then go to the movie. It's an offbeat comedy I really want to see." 
"Great. Sounds fun." 
He backed out of her unit. “See you later." 
Luke closed the door and Cally raised her eyes to the wooden ceiling. She was getting into a mess here. 
Dinner and movie with Luke this evening. A movie with Karl on Monday. 
They sat outside at picnic tables to eat their dinner by the Echo River. Cally told herself to forget her worries and enjoy herself. Luke was an intelligent companion with a sense of humor on the same plane as her own, which tended to touch cerebral. They were compatible. There was no other word to describe their companionship. 
Hand in hand they walked along to the movie theater in a building that had somehow defied remodeling or demolition. Cally felt the fifties atmosphere added a credibility to the movie, turning it into a real fantasy. Even so, the movie was uproariously funny to both of them and there was much to discuss on the return journey to the motel. 
A lamp shone over Cally's door. Bugs, drawn to the light, swirled in circles. She knew at night she had to shut the door quickly to stop them buzzing into the room. When she turned to say goodnight to Luke he was watching her with a careful expression on his face. He lifted his hand to her hair and stroked it down her back. 
"That was fun,” he said softly, easing her toward him with his hand on her back. 
"It was,” she agreed, sensing fun was over, this was serious. Luke's eyes were serious. 
His mouth was also serious. The first touch made Cally's lips tremble and when he increased the pressure her lips parted. For a second she felt as if she were one of the flying moths. Then Luke eased the feeling by letting her go and stepping away. 
"Goodnight,” he said. 
"Goodnight,” she echoed in a wobbly voice. 
"Don't get bitten. Quick." 
She moved into the unit so fast she didn't see him walk to his unit but she heard his feet on the wooden deck. 
Sunday was hot. Aware that Luke was her only other companion at the motel, Cally kept expecting to bump into him. But again he wasn't at the restaurant when she ate breakfast. His car was gone when she went outside. Some of the guests were swimming in the lake and sunning on the beach, so she changed into her swimsuit and went down to the lakeshore. She set herself up at a picnic table, read her book until she only had one chapter left before she could pass it on to Luke. Then with Luke's kiss from last night on her mind, she went into the water. The lake was surprisingly warm and the sandy bottom soft on her feet. She swam for a long time in the sparkling lake and when she came out she felt refreshed and ready for battle once more. 
Battle of the men, she told herself as she shrugged a sweatshirt over her wet suit and trudged back to her room to change. When she was dressed in shorts and top, she dried her hair, finished the chapter of the book. Pushing the book into her deep pocket, she went to the store and bought herself a can of pop. 
Luke's car was back, so she walked to his unit and knocked on the door. 
He opened it immediately. 
"Finished,” she said, holding up the book. 
He took the book. “Great. Come in for a second. Maybe we can go for a walk." 
She walked in, closed the door. It was similar to her own room with two double beds, table and comfortable chairs by the window, and the bathroom. Except the clothes hanging in the alcove closet were Luke's. 
Luke placed the book on the table beside one of the beds, and disappeared into the bathroom. When he reappeared, he wore a fresh gray T-shirt over his jeans. He slipped his feet into his trainers and knelt to lace them. 
Cally sipped from her can of pop, watching his bowed dark head. She could feel that they had developed an intimacy between them. Each meeting placed another stamp of reality on that intimacy. The kiss had begun another stage. 
He arose and he caught her smoothing her lips with her tongue. 
"Good soda?” he asked with a smile. 
"Yes. It is. Do you want a drink?" 
"No. I've just finished one of those large plastic bottles of Cola.” He indicated a supply of bottles on his dresser next to the water glasses and ice container. 
"Were you out at the site?" 
"Just for a while. I checked the equipment, everything's wet but fine. The forecast is for warm sunny weather for all next week. Then I stopped by Echo Bay and picked up the drinks. What did you do this morning?" 
"I finished that book. I went for a swim." 
"How was the water?" 
"It's great. Nice and warm." 
"Maybe after our walk I'll take a swim then. Come on. Let's hike." 
Luke knew an extended route around the lake and soon they were surrounded by lapping water against high rocks and the smell of damp pine. They climbed the rocks and surveyed the scenery. 
"There's our motel at the end of the lake,” he pointed out to Cally. 
"I didn't know the pathway went this far,” she said. 
"I wouldn't suggest you come here alone at night. Best to stick to the path that everyone uses." 
"Who could get me but a bear?" 
"Exactly.” Luke grinned. 
He took hold of her hand and they jumped down to the path. They kept their hands entwined as they walked back. Cally thought, if this moment could be forever, then I'd capture it. 
Back at the motel, Luke went to change into his swim gear. Cally put on a different swimsuit—she had three—placed a T-shirt overtop, and met him down by the lake. They had the entire swimming area to themselves. They swam, splashed, and laughed. Another moment Cally wanted to capture. She was going to take hoards of memories back with her from this summer and it might take a while to get over them. 
"Are you really going to the Middle East?” she asked Luke as they dried off at a picnic table and drank pop from one of his bottles out of motel glasses. 
"If I get accepted." 
"When will you know?” She tried to keep her voice upbeat, as if she really wanted him to go. 
"End of August, before this project ends." 
"Your brother won't mind?" 
"No. He can run Stanford Construction without me for a year. We have other employees." 
"That's okay then." 
"For sure,” Luke said and drained his glass. “Well, I think we should go eat dinner and get an early night. 
I want to read that book." 
"And I have yours to read,” Cally said. 
"Yep.” He touched the back of her hand with his big fingers and traced the veins. “This has been a good weekend, Carolyn." 
She met his gaze and let her eyes linger on his. “Yes. It has." 
He squeezed her hand, let go, gathered the glasses, the pop bottle and his towel, and they strolled back to their units. An hour later they met in the restaurant for dinner, but Cally could hardly eat. The sliced roast beef stuck in her throat and no amount of iced water or iced tea would sluice it down easily. The food was like a sludge in her stomach for the rest of the evening and she couldn't concentrate on the mystery Luke had lent her. She wondered if he could concentrate on her book. At about seven she heard the trucks and cars arriving as the crew returned. Soon Loretta banged in the door to tell her enthusiastically about her weekend at home. 


* * * *
 Stop. 
Slow
Crunch of tires. 
Roar of equipment. 
Mens voices yelling. 
Smell of hot tar. 
Blazing heat from scorching sun. 
Cally felt nauseous as the day began to decline. She'd eaten little today, which was so unlike her. She was usually starving all of the time when she was out in the fresh air all day. Essie never understood how Cally stayed so thin. Now she would. 
Cally heard Loretta's instructions and reversed her sign to Stop. Three transport trucks piled up behind the sign. Her main problem to solve today was how to get out of going to the movie with Karl. After her weekend with Luke she knew where her loyalty lay. Luke might be the boss she shouldn't fraternize with, he might be going away for a year, but he was the man she felt she should support. She liked him. More than liked him. His kiss on Saturday night had left a resounding falling in love sensation inside her. She rubbed her stomach. Was this the meaning of lovesick? she wondered. 
A truck pulled up near her on the newly paved side of the road. “Hi,” Karl yelled. “Ready for tonight?" 
"I'm not sure." 
"No backing out now Creighton." 
Cally saw the warning in his eyes but she would still attempt to extricate herself from the date. “I'll see you later after work to make the arrangements.” At that time she would tell him she didn't feel well and couldn't go tonight. 
"Okay, but no messing with me babe." 
She shook her head and returned to her job. 
She rode back to the motel with Vince and Loretta. At least everything seemed back to normal since Rick's accident. Vince was staying back at the motel, Loretta wasn't going in Karl's truck anymore, and Cally didn't have to ride with Luke. For two weeks there everything had careened out of control. If circumstances became more normal, then things might calm down. She might even forget Luke. 
Cally was just about to follow Loretta into the room when she heard a whistle. She looked back and saw Karl beckoning from his doorway. Loretta had already disappeared into the bathroom, so she closed the door and walked up the wooden deck. 
"Karl, I don't feel well..." 
His expression turned hard and beady. “Don't mess with me, babe. You promised." 
"I didn't promise." 
"You said yes. That's a promise on my terms. Meet me in my truck at six thirty. The movie starts at seven." 
"Are you eating in the restaurant?" 
"Yeeeesss. I'll see you there first. Wear something snappy." 
Cally grasped his thick muscular golden arm. “I don't want to go, Karl." 
He placed his other hand on her shoulder and squeezed her delicate shoulder bone. “You're coming with me, Creighton. This is a date. You don't back out on dates. Besides, it'll give you a break from Stanford breathing down your neck. I bet he hung around all weekend, didn't he?" 
Cally swallowed hard. “He was out at the site all weekend." 
"Sure he was.” He released his fingers. “Now dinner first, then a movie. Nothing difficult in that, is there?" 
"No,” Cally said, wondering if she should lock herself in her room. Or maybe even go to Luke and explain the situation and have him talk to Karl and get her out of it. But then what might happen? Luke would be angry because she made the date with Karl in the first place. Karl would be really angry that she went to Luke. The atmosphere on the construction site would be terribly black. 
Best to go on the date, what harm could it do, and then never say yes to Karl again. Men, Cally thought, stomping through her door. They cause problems. 



Chapter 8
"Hi,” Loretta said, rubbing her damp hair with a towel. “Are you going to eat?" 
"I suppose,” Cally said. “I'm not feeling great." 
"Sun getting to you?" 
"Possibly." 
"What did you do all weekend?" 
"This and that.” Cally sat down on the side of the bed to unlace her boots. She tugged one off and tossed it aside. She unlaced the other. “I'm tired." 
"But you're coming to the movie with Don and me and Karl tonight, aren't you?" 
Cally watched Loretta rub her curls with the towel. “You're going with Don?" 
"Yep. I thought I liked Karl but Don's really mysterious and I've got this major crush.” She rolled her big eyes. “But he didn't ask me out in Duluth that time he drove me down. He just dropped me off at my house. It was such a downer. I expected him to phone all weekend and he didn't." 
Cally recalled the weekend Loretta had returned from Duluth and seemed restless. “Then what?" 
"Don was real friendly on the way back here.” Loretta tossed the towel on her bed, picked up a brush and began to bring her black curls to life. “Then, this last weekend, when we were down, Don called me and we went out on a real nice date. Wine the whole bit at a major Duluth restaurant. It was really cool. I like that man. Anyway, on the return trip Karl mentioned he'd invited you to a movie tonight and we were all going together. Cool, huh?" 
"Real cool,” Cally said wryly. 
Loretta gazed at her. “You do want to go, don't you? You told Karl you would. I know you think he's a hunk, so here, you have a date. I don't want him." 
Cally realized that Loretta thought she had been staying out of Karl's way because Loretta liked him. 
What a tangled web, she thought. “That's fine. I'm going.” She couldn't get out of it. Not without making a scene and causing Don, Loretta, and Karl embarrassment. Best to treat the date like a trip to the dentist. Inevitable but by tomorrow morning it would all be over. 
Dinner passed in a jumble of superfluous comments and raucous behavior, without Luke's presence, much to Cally's relief. The ride into Echo Bay beside Karl would have been fun if it hadn't been for Luke in the back of her mind and what he might think about this little foursome in the truck. For starters he wouldn't approve of Loretta and Don kissing in the back seat of the cab, and for seconds he wouldn't approve of Cally dating Karl. Hopefully, he would never know. He hadn't been around since work this afternoon. She hadn't seen his car at the motel after dinner, or as they took off in Karl's truck. For that respite she had been grateful. 
"Hey, babe,” Karl reached over and took hold of her hand. He clasped her fingers tightly. “You're so quiet, sweets." 
"Don't call me those names, Karl." 
"What do you like then? Carolyn, Creighton, Cally. What is it?" 
"Cally's fine." 
"Well then, why so silent, Cally?" 
"Long day in the hot sun." 
He chuckled lecherously. “And a long night with hot Karl. Kick back, Cally. Smile." 
She forced a smile at him, wishing he would let go of her hand. When Luke held her hand it was so natural, so necessary. When Karl held her hand, she wanted to drag her fingers away and go wash them with soap. 
The movie was the same one she had seen with Luke on the weekend. So no one would know she had seen it before and guess she'd been with Luke, she laughed louder than usual. Luckily the movie was extremely funny and she discovered bits and pieces she had missed on Saturday evening. Likely missed because of Luke's powerful company, she decided, when the movie was over and she was forced into the local tavern so the men could have a beer. 
"You shouldn't drink and drive,” she warned Karl as she sipped on her iced tea. 
Karl's expression appeared shadowed. “You know Creighton, you are one pain. You need to loosen up and have fun. Loretta knows how, don't you?" 
Loretta drinking beer, holding Don's hand, flushed from excitement, nodded. “My folks would have a fit, but yes, I know how to have fun. Girls just wanna have fun, don't they Donny?" 
Don placed his arm around Loretta's shoulders. “Sure do, Lori." 
Cally sipped more tea. She wasn't a prude. If she loved a man, she would be loving with him. And maybe Loretta loved Don, although Cally couldn't figure out why. His bearded face conveyed no definite expressions. When he spoke, Cally didn't know if he was sincere or not. She thought his eyes seemed shifty. They never settled on anything in particular. 
She had to sit through a second round of beer before the men decided to return to Tall Pines. This has been a mistake, she concluded as she climbed into Karl's truck. 
Karl punched on the CD player and loud rock music floated out of the windows into the warm night air. 
Cally leaned her elbow on the wound down window and just prayed that she would soon be snug in her bed at the motel and this experience would soon be over. 
Karl swerved the truck. She looked at him in alarm. He roared with laughter. 
"Hey guys, Cally thinks I'm too drunk to drive.” He swerved back and forth across the twisty two-lane highway. “Whoops. Ooh whoops again." 
Loretta and Don were laughing. Cally glared at Karl. “That is not funny. Anything could be coming the other way." 
"Anything could be.” He swerved again, chuckling gleefully as he did so. “Scare you babe?" 
"Don't call me babe,” she retorted. “And stop this fooling around. There are wild animals on the highway at night." 
"That's including us.” He whooped and swung the truck around a bend so fast they hit the gravel shoulder, swerved, and the tires screeched on the pavement. 
"Stop it, Karl,” Cally said, genuinely frightened now. “If you don't want to stop, let me out. I'd rather walk." 
"As you're such a bore. You can walk." 
Karl stopped so abruptly, Cally had to hold the dashboard of the truck to support herself. 
"Out." 
"Drive me home safely, Karl." 
He reached over, unlatched the door and pushed. Cally tumbled out of the truck onto the gravel. She felt sharp stones cut into her bare arm before she stumbled to her feet again. Her purse came flying at her. 
Loretta was screaming. “Karl, stop it. What are you doing?" 
"Don't you yellow belly me either,” he yelled, slammed the door, and took off up the highway into the darkness. 
Cally regained her breath and inspected her arms but they seemed to be merely grazed, no obvious injury. She brushed down her clothes and picked up her purse. She supposed it was her own fault. She should have gone along with Karl's fun, even if she didn't consider his behavior fun. 
Oh, well, she was on the highway leading to the motel. All she had to do was walk. She wasn't frightened about walking alone. It was probably safer out here, where there was no one, than walking alone in the city. Furry animals scared her less than the human type. 
One thing about walking home, she thought as the gravel slithered beneath her sandals, was that she wouldn't arrive back with Karl. Luke would never know about the date. She really wanted to keep that from him. It was almost as if they were already a couple and she felt guilty about going on a date with another man. 
Although she did wish she wore more substantial shoes and more clothing covered her arms and throat. 
Cotton pants, a sleeveless low necked top and sandals soon became awkward walking gear. Bugs hovered the perfume she had sprayed on herself earlier. 
Maybe it was a longer walk than she thought, she decided, changing her purse strap to her other bare shoulder and rubbing the one with the strap mark upon it. She'd possibly make it by midnight, which was pretty late when she had to get up so early in the morning. She began to walk with more purpose to her stride. 
Headlights almost blinded her and she put her hand up to shade her eyes. The vehicle slowed down. Oh, no. She thought she was safe out here from city crime. Keep walking, she instructed herself. Don't look. 
The truck went past her at a slow pace, pulled a U-turn in the road, and parked on the opposite shoulder. She kept walking. 
"Creighton." 
It was Luke. She felt her entire body tense but she kept walking. How was she going to explain this to Luke? Or did he know? Had he seen Karl return without her? Maybe he had known she was going on the date with Karl. 
The truck wheeled up beside her. “Carolyn get in." 
When she stopped walking her entire body turned limp. She'd been egged on by sheer will and now she knew she couldn't walk any further. She was extremely weary, and full of trepidation. 
Luke stopped the truck, jumped out, and came around to the passenger side. He opened the door and bundled her inside where she slumped into the seat. He returned to the driver's seat and quickly positioned the truck on the right side of the highway. He stopped again on the shoulder. 
"Carolyn.” His voice was brisk with fury. 
"How did you know?" 
"Loretta has a conscience which is more than can be said for that idiot Karl." 
"She told you." 
"Yeah, she told me.” He gunned the engine and began to drive speedily but with caution and care, the way he always drove, up the highway. “How could you?" 
"What do you mean, how could I?" 
He looked at her. “How could you go out with Karl and see the same movie ... I can't...” He raked his fingers through his hair. “That was special to me, Carolyn. Real special." 
Cally forced herself to sit up in the seat, fasten the seatbelt, that should have been fastened long ago, and face him. “It was special to me as well, Luke. But I made the date with Karl before..." 
"Why did you make a date with him, for heaven's sake? I warned you how I feel about men and woman on the construction crew together." 
"So what's good for the goose isn't good for the gander, I suppose. You do have a double standard, Luke. Karl is right about that." 
"So you've discussed me with him, have you?" 
"He knows about us. I mean, there's no us , is there. But somehow he discovered we were at a party together that weekend we were home in Minneapolis." 
Luke began to say something, then dismissed whatever it was. Finally, he said, “I advise you to keep out of his way." 
"I will now,” Cally said. “He was acting real stupid on the way home. I wanted out." 
Luke looked concerned now. “Loretta said he pushed you. Are you hurt?" 
"No. A few scratches. I might have been hurt if I'd stayed in the truck. At least that's the impression I got. I don't agree with drinking and driving." 
"Me neither, but Karl doesn't care. He likes to provoke situations and see them go out of control. I'm going to have to talk to him, Carolyn. Meanwhile, I want decorum on the crew. Maybe you could mention that to Loretta as well. Seems this thing with Don is getting out of hand." 
"I can't stop that, Luke." 
He ran his hand behind his neck. “I guess not." 
Cally eyed his hunched shoulders as they completed the last leg of their journey. She should be feeling buoyed by his confession that their date had been special to him, except she didn't. She felt awful for making a big mistake and losing his trust. 
"Thank you for coming to find me,” she said as they drove into the parking lot at Tall Pines. 
"I wouldn't do anything but come to find you,” he told her. “You're my employee. I'm responsible. Now go get some rest and behave yourself." 
Feeling like a scolded child, Cally left the truck, and on unsteady legs went to her unit. Loretta ran to her. 
"Are you okay?" 
"Yes. I'm fine." 
"You don't look fine. You're bleeding." 
Her elbow was caked with congealed blood. Right at that moment all Cally wanted to do was sit on the bed and burst into tears. But she knew she couldn't give in. She had to face Karl tomorrow. And Luke. 
And Don. Karl might even have told the rest of the crew about how chicken she was. 
She took her shower, wincing when the scratches and mosquito bites stung. She put a plaster on her elbow, which was the only deep cut. The others hardly showed now. Hurriedly she slipped into bed and cuddled beneath the quilt. She lay for a long time, thinking sadly how she'd wrecked anything with Luke forever, until the hum of the air-conditioner combined with Loretta's soft sleepy breathing sent her into a restless slumber. 


* * * *
 Cally's first thought when she woke up was that she had to face the men. If she could have skipped breakfast, she would. But she knew that didn't make sense when, eventually she would come into contact with them. Why not head-on the morning after? Get it over with. 
Don even seemed a little cool toward Loretta as the women took their place at the big table. Karl gave Cally a narrow glance from bloodshot eyes. She wondered how many beers he'd consumed after he arrived back to the motel. She knew he kept a supply. She'd seen him walk from the store with six packs. 
It was Vince who saved breakfast. He was relating a story about some other construction site and it took up most of the time. Cally managed to finish her food and leave before Karl had a chance to speak. 
Although, by the time she was out on the construction heat in the boiling sun, she realized Karl was giving her the cold shoulder. As was Don. As was Luke. Loretta was even giving her a glare once in a while. 
She was being ostracized because she had stood up for herself. 
The day dragged. Cally drove back to the motel with Vince. 
"Problems, Creighton?” the older man asked. 
She smiled half heartedly. “I don't know, Vince." 
"If it's Karl, forget him. He's a trouble maker. The only reason he's on this crew is because he's Stanford's brother-in-law. Someone has to give him a job." 
Feeling something like shock, Cally stared at Vince. “Karl is Luke's brother-in-law?" 
He touched the peak of his Minnesota Twins cap and nodded. “Yep. Two kids." 
"Karl is married,” Cally said, as a sort of confirmation of Vince's disclosure. 
"Very much so. Huge wedding about six years ago. Melanie, Luke's sister, lives in Duluth not far from us. A lovely looking woman, wasted on Persak. But she was having a baby and Karl did the right thing. 
Karl's a strange type. Wild in some ways but moral in others. Anyway two babies later and Karl is unemployed and drinking heavily. By all rights Melanie should boot him out. Except she needs money to raise the babies. Stanford Construction hires Karl, gets him out of Melanie's hair for the summer, while the two of them work on their problems. It also puts money into the kitty for the family." 
"Did Luke tell you this?” Cally asked, hearing her voice shake. No wonder Luke had warned her off Karl, was so upset when she went out with him. He had a reason that had nothing to do with jealousy. 
Now she realized that she had actually gone out with a married man, something she would never do, if she had known. So why hadn't Luke informed her about Karl? They had discussed everything else under the sun, she even knew about his application for the job in the Middle East. 
"No, Luke didn't tell me. I'm not sure they want it common knowledge that Luke and Karl are related in some way. Tom told me. I've been with Stanfords for years, before the boys came on board. I supposed I shouldn't have told you, but I think you should know so you can make your own decisions. Seeing the situation." 
Cally kneaded her gloves into her upturned hard hat. “Then you know I went out with Karl?" 
"There's a story going around." 
"It's true. I accepted a date. But I didn't know. I thought it might ... Oh, I don't know what I thought, or hoped." 
"You probably thought that it would stop any rumors about you and Luke." 
She glanced at the older man. “You know that as well?" 
Vince nodded. “Luke believes he's the big boss and enigmatic to boot and in some ways he is, but to me he's still a young'un and I can tell when a man likes a woman." 
"I've wrecked it, Vince." 
If Luke had told her about his relationship to Karl in the beginning she wouldn't have made a fool of herself with his brother-in-law, and she wouldn't be on the cutting edge of Luke's coolness. 
"That's for you to decide,” Vince said. 
"Besides, Vince, he's going away for a year." 
"He applied for that job overseas, did he?" 
"Apparently." 
"It might do him good." 
"Does he need doing good?" 
"He's been forced into the family business in some ways. Do him good to spread his wings." 
"You know the Stanfords well, don't you?" 
Vince nodded. “Yep. Good family but intense. Therefore, take it easy, Cally." 
"I will,” she told him and jumped from the truck and slammed the door. She saluted to Vince and went into her unit, where Loretta was pacing around. 
"You've wrecked it between me and Don,” Loretta yelled at Cally. Loretta's dark eyes flashed. She looked wild. 
Cally tossed her hat on the bed. “I didn't wreck anything. If Don wants to disassociate himself from you because I stood up for what I believe, then that's his problem. He's not good enough for you anyway, Loretta. He's shifty." 
"What do you mean shifty?” Loretta tugged at her thick curly hair. 
"Cagey,” Cally said, feeling her heart melt for the distraught woman. 
Tears dampened Loretta's cheeks. “You're right. He is cagey. It seemed as if he liked me. How can you tell if it's going to be love?" 
"I'm not sure,” Cally said honestly, but she had the feeling that her relationship with Luke had begun the journey to love. The friendship they had developed together, the kiss that had shaken her ... All ruined. 
Except. What did it matter it was over? Luke was likely going away for a year anyway. 
Loretta sighed deeply. “I'm sorry, Cally. It's not your fault. Don is like that. He's hot one moment, cold the next. And you know what he told me?" 
"What?” Cally said, sitting on the bed to remove her boots and socks. 
"He told me Karl is married." 
Cally nodded. “He is. To Luke's sister." 
Loretta's eyes went round. “You're kidding?" 
"No. Vince told me." 
"Vince knew all along Karl was married and never said,” Loretta grumbled. 
"Apparently.” Cally dumped one boot on the floor. She tugged off the heavy sock, began on the next boot. “It makes me feel terrible for going out with him. Luke's poor sister." 
"I never actually dated Karl,” Loretta said. “Just a few rides in the truck." 
"Well, anyway, now we know he's married, we can both stay out of his way. Forewarned is forearmed." 
Loretta perched on her own bed. “Do you think Don is married?" 
"Do you think so?" 
"I'm not sure. But he could be. The way he acts." 
"Exactly, Loretta.” Cally wiggled her bare toes. “If I were you, I'd move cautiously with him." 
"So what about you and Luke Stanford?" 
Cally hadn't expected the question. She tried to keep her expression bland. “What about it?" 
"Karl said you dated him that weekend in Minneapolis." 
"It wasn't a real date. He turned out to be a friend of one of my sister's friends. A coincidence.” But Cally now knew who was Karl's spy. Likely Luke had told his sister and his sister had passed on the news to Karl. It still didn't account for Karl knowing she had walked with Luke, but that could easily be explained by someone popping out to the store for more drinks or munchies. 
Loretta frowned. “Do you like Luke?" 
Cally shrugged. “He's quite a nice man. He's not married.” She gave a little laugh. “But I'm not going to jeopardize my job with him. We've only got a few more weeks, Loretta. Then I start a great position with my brother's firm.” And Luke might get accepted for the Middle East. This summer would be pure memory. 
"True.” Loretta jumped from the bed. “Say we stick together, Cally. And no more men." 
Cally figured that was the best way. 



Chapter 9
Luke held a meeting at breakfast. He informed the crew there were five weeks left to accomplish six weeks work. He asked for opinions and it was mutually decided that an hour be added to each day's work. Two weekends were also added. Completion date could then remain at the end of August. 
Everyone would receive overtime, so the financial gain was a plus for incentive. 
Cally sat and listened to Luke speak, noticing the way his eyes never once focused in her direction. Karl didn't even look at her either and she presumed that Luke had a serious chat with his recalcitrant brother-in-law. Don had never paid attention to Cally anyway so she didn't care about him but he was also cool to Loretta. The entire situation had changed to unbearable in a mere couple of weeks. 
Luke, Cally decided, when the meeting was over and she was on her way to the site in Vince's truck, had reverted to being Construction Boss. Nothing else. Which was as it should be, she concluded as she set up her position for the day at one end of the construction. All she had to do now was work hard, get the job finished, and go home to her family. She couldn't wait to begin her next job with Kevin's firm. 
However, she also felt terrifically guilty for even accepting a date with Karl when he was married to Luke's sister. Even if she had been innocent. She cursed Luke for not informing her of the situation, even if she did see his point about keeping his relationship to Karl a secret. 
The guilt stayed with Cally as the weekend neared and she knew she was going to worry about it forever. It would be one of those faux pas always at the back of her mind to berate her. 
Saturday morning it was pouring with rain. Wrapped in a yellow rain slicker, Cally dragged herself to the restaurant for breakfast. 
"Don't you ever go home for the weekend?” Stacey asked as she brought her orange juice and served her coffee. 
"I live in Minneapolis. It's too far. But I went in once with the Boss. That's enough,” Cally said. 
"I'm off work at one today. Wouldn't mind some company. I'm driving into Duluth to go shopping." 
"Do you live up here?" 
"Echo Bay. Duluth's our closest big center. Want to come with me?" 
The thought of going to Duluth and maybe hitting a mall or two was appealing. “If you don't mind,” Cally said. She didn't really know Stacey. The woman had always seemed to make it clear that she liked the men better than the two women. 
"I want the company, I said.” Stacey smiled. “And my boy's being taken care of by his Dad today as the two have gone fishing. It's my afternoon off. We can have dinner in town." 
Cally was quite surprised to discover Stacey was married. But it made her wonder about her flirtatious behavior toward the men. “I'd like that,” Cally said. “Where shall I meet you?" 
"One fifteen outside in the blue car. Come in and eat lunch and then we'll go." 
"Thanks, Stacey. Yes." 
Cally spent the morning folding some of her newly washed laundry, and tidying her belongings. She read for a while, then changed into a pair of willow green pants and top. She slipped on her slicker overtop and went for lunch. 
It was fun driving along the pine-studded highway with Stacey, who she discovered was only a year her senior. Stacey had been married since she was twenty. Her son, Jake was born a year later and was now six. 
"A great little tyke,” Stacey said with affection. “Looks like his Dad. Dark haired and brawny." 
"What does your husband do for a living?” Cally asked. 
"He runs the family grocery store in Echo Bay. Knew Dick in high school but he never looked at me much. Then after we graduated I went into the store one day to buy some things for my Mom and he invited me on a date. Fell in love with his big baby blues that night." 
Cally chuckled. “Is that how love works?" 
"I think so. If it's not an immediate reaction, it's not there." 
"You don't think it can grow?" 
"Possibly. Why? Having trouble with The Boss?" 
"How do you know?" 
"Come on. You two have been left alone quite a bit on weekends. I saw you holding hands on the way to the movie." 
"Oh,” was all Cally said. Nothing, she supposed, was private. 
"It's okay. He's a great looking guy and me thinks he has a thing for you." 
"It's all over,” Cally said and poured out the story of Karl, Luke's relationship to Karl, the stupid move that Cally made. 
Stacey tossed her silky hair that was down around her shoulders now she was free from serving food. 
“He should have told you." 
"I know. But I don't think he wants many of us to know." 
"But yo'all know now." 
"That we do,” Cally agreed. 
Stacey drove to a large mall. It was fun going around all the stores and Cally bought herself a new pair of jeans and a couple of tops. Stacey purchased a new dress she wanted to wear on her wedding anniversary date that was coming up. 
"We might be going to California for a few days. I have an aunt out there." 
"That would be great,” Cally said. 
"I went there once when I was seventeen,” Stacey told her. “It was heaven. No snow in the winter." 
"That might be nice,” Cally agreed. “But I kind of like the change of seasons." 
"That's what everyone says, including my aunt, but I'd put up with no change for a few years.” Stacey grinned. “We get tons of snow in Echo Bay." 
They ended their shopping with a meal of chicken and pasta and began the trip back. 
Cally had really enjoyed herself. She knew if she'd stayed at the motel she would have worried herself sick about Karl, Luke's sister, and Luke. 
On the drive back to the motel, they discussed the men and the way they flirted all the time. Stacey said she had to be flirty. She began by being distant. All it got her was comments about being the ice maiden. 
So she changed to look but don't touch . A sort of perky attitude. 
"It got me more tips,” she said with a grin. “More toys for my kiddo." 
Stacey dropped Cally off at the motel and drove on home, eager now to see her husband and son. Cally had to admit that Stacey made her feel lonely. Granted the woman had to work at the restaurant to make ends meet to keep her family, and she had to put up with all the comments from the men all the time. But she had a good loving marriage and wanted another baby soon. It was a traditional life but it had its merits. Cally dumped her new purchases on the motel bed, seeing herself moving into the future with her career, but she didn't see anything else to fulfil her. Strange, the ache for fulfillment had begun that day of Rick's accident, when she had begun to know Luke. 
Cally went along to the store to buy a can of pop and found Luke buying some snacks to take back to his room. 
"I thought you'd gone home this weekend,” she said, feeling breathless just being beside him at the counter as she fumbled in her wallet for money to pay for her purchase. 
"No. I was out doing equipment inventory. Where have you been?" 
"Stacey, the waitress, and I went to Duluth shopping." 
"You friends with her?" 
"I am now. She's very nice and friendly.” Cally smiled thanks for her change. 
They walked outside together. 
"My impression is, she's a flirt,” Luke said. 
"She's married with a little boy." 
"That doesn't mean anything these days, does it?” He sounded angry. 
"Well, she flirts because she feels it is the acceptable behavior for someone in her position. She said when she was aloof you guys didn't like it and called her names.” Cally heard her own voice rise in anger. 
"Not me." 
"I'm not targeting you. I'm targeting the crew. I personally think it's a sad state of affairs." 
"Do you have the same excuse for dating Karl?" 
His eyes were glacial as he looked at her. But she spoke firmly. “You want an excuse?" 
"Yes. Please." 
Cally realized then that Luke wasn't only angry at her. He was hurt. She had hurt him by dating Karl. 
Maybe even hurt his sister. But only out of ignorance. “I dated Karl mainly because he kept on bugging me. Also because Loretta wanted to go out with Don and I didn't want to let her down.” She glanced at Luke to see he was listening intently. “Also because,” she took a deep breath. “Karl had told me that he'd heard we were dating and I wanted to dispel the rumors." 
Luke seemed to swallow hard. “Course I didn't tell you he was married?" 
"No, you didn't. I find that strange for someone who told me he was honest." 
"It had nothing to do with honesty, Carolyn. All to do with protecting my sister. I just didn't want everyone to know about Karl and his relationship to me." 
"I wouldn't have told a soul. You could have trusted me." 
"I know that now.” He looked upset with himself. 
"I'd never, ever have gone out with Karl if I'd known, Luke. I hope I haven't hurt your sister." 
"My sister's getting past hurting,” Luke said flatly. “Besides, you're not the first and won't be the last, and you did stick to your guns and make him put you out of the truck. I realize you don't care for him. But..." 
"But I hurt you,” she said softly, hoping she was on the right track with him. But when they were together she could feel the compatibility they generated as a couple. She felt the sensation was something worth cultivating. 
For a moment she didn't think she was going to get an answer. Would he admit that he'd been hurt? Or maybe he hadn't been hurt. Maybe it was all in her imagination. 
His words, when he spoke, were jerky. “Yeah, you did. It was special what we had, wasn't it?" 
Cally felt pleasure consume her and nodded, “It was." 
He kicked a loose stone along the wooden plank. “Want to go for a walk?" 
"Yes. I'd like that. Let me go get my slicker and put on better shoes." 
They walked around the lake, the air steamy from the rain, the atmosphere heavy with pine and water aromas. Luke kept his hands stuffed into the pockets of an old black leather jacket. Cally kept her hands plunged into the pockets of her slicker. She figured what they'd had wasn't quite the same anymore. 
Somehow they would have to repair the rift, even if they had come to a partial understanding this evening. 
Or was it worth repairing the rift when he might go away anyway? 
If she wished Luke had told her anything, it was that Karl was his brother-in-law, and if she wished he had omitted to tell her anything it was his application to go overseas for a year. 


* * * *
 Sunday dawned sunny and warm once again. Cally would have preferred it be rainy, then she could have hidden away in her room and finished Luke's book. As it was, she felt she had to go out into the hot bright day. The afternoon's swim did her good after all and she actually did manage to get Luke's book finished. It was good and she told him so when she saw him at dinner in the restaurant. 
She sat with him whether he really wanted her there or not. Because she needed to be with him. That need was becoming desperate, more than desperate, necessary. 
By the time dinner was over the others began arriving back to the motel. Loretta hustled into the unit carrying some huge containers. 
"Goodies from my Mom,” she said. “Fruit, cookies, banana nut loaf. Help yourself, Cally. And Mom says you're to come home with me next weekend." 
"Oh, no, that's not necessary,” Cally said, inhaling the aroma of the chocolate chip cookies Loretta poked beneath her nose. She took one. 
"It is. I've told Mom all about you and she says you sound really nice and she'd like to meet my roommate." 
The cookie was chewy, full of chunky chocolate. “This is great." 
"She's a fantastic cook. Dad says that's why he married her. And my brother, Stan, says that's why he stays home and goes to college locally. Will you come? It'll be fun and beats hanging around this neck of the woods all weekend. Besides, after that we'll be working the following weekend." 
"All right,” Cally said. “I'll come. If you're talking to your Mom, tell her the cookies are wonderful." 
"Have another then." 
Cally smiled. “All right." 
Their extra working hours began on Monday. By the end of the week Cally felt wiped out and was really pleased to drive to Duluth in Vince's truck with Loretta. 
Loretta's mother was a plump friendly woman named Rosemary. Her father, equally as plump, was Bob. 
Her brother, Stan, had a black pony tail and was surprisingly tall and skinny for the amount of food he ate. They lived in a small sided house on a rocky hill overlooking Lake Superior. Cally enjoyed herself immensely. The meals were superb, the company funny and homey, reminding her of how much she missed her own family. 
Loretta hadn't got a job for the autumn yet but she had a number of applications at various companies around the city. Between shopping, she drove Cally around in her mother's car to show her the places she had applied. Cally was pleased she was beginning to know her roommate better. Loretta really wasn't a flirt, but she did fall in love easily. She was over Don, though, she said. Both women, friends now, drove back to Echo Lake with Vince on Sunday evening ready to begin a two-week work stint with no let up. 
Tired. Cally hadn't known the meaning of the word until her extra hours began piling up. She barely felt like moving after dinner and often crawled into bed early. She even noticed the men were walking slower by the end of the two weeks. Everyone was looking forward to their first weekend off after the heavy workload. 
"Do you want to go home this weekend?” Luke asked her on Thursday evening when he found her sitting at the picnic table by the lake enjoying a cooling breeze after a scorching day. 
"I hadn't thought about it,” she said, noticing his eyes appeared bleary as if he hadn't been sleeping well. 
He sat beside her on the bench, his elbows resting behind him on the table. “I'm going down if you want. 
It'll be a break." 
"Okay,” she said. “I'll call Essie to let her know." 
"Fine. Same schedule as last time. All right?" 
"All right. Thank you." 
He shifted a little and she felt the pressure of his shoulder against hers. For a moment they glanced at one another and Cally had the feeling he wanted to kiss her but he couldn't here in full view of the motel. 
Essie was delighted to hear from Cally and said, for sure she would love to see her but she wasn't going to be home all weekend. She had to work. Why didn't she stay with Mother? Cally thought that might be a good idea and so did her mother. 
On Friday, as they took off in the Mercedes, Cally informed Luke that she would staying at her parents’
house, not her sister's. She explained where it was. 
"It's closer to me by the sounds of it,” he said. 
"It is." 
"Do you want to see my house this weekend?" 
Cally hadn't thought he would want to see her. “I'd love to see your house." 
He smiled at her. “What I'm saying is, forget all the Karl bit and call a truce. Melanie and Karl have been talking things over and I believe Karl is willing to be a little more responsible. As long as I keep him employed." 
"Are you willing to do that?" 
"Stanfords is willing. Let's say that. I probably won't be here much longer." 
Cally felt her throat turn dry. “Have you heard about that overseas position?" 
"Yes. I've been chosen. It's mine if I want it. I have a couple of weeks to decide." 
"That's great, Luke." 
"It is. I just have to make some choices, that's all." 
Cally rubbed her denim clad knee. “You're single, free from responsibility. Why not?" 
"I'm not really free from responsibility. No one ever is. I have the house and ... Well, I just have to make a decision." 
"I'd go,” Cally said, and she meant it. “I wouldn't want to miss the chance to travel and learn a new work experience." 
Luke glanced at her. “You would?" 
"Sure I would." 
"Even if it's not the greatest place for women's rights." 
"For a year, I'd put up with that. Like I've put up with it for a few months this summer.” She spoke mainly in jest but Luke grimaced. 
"Has this summer really been forced labor for you?" 
"No. I've enjoyed it really. It's just that you were so anti-me being there at first." 
"Only because I felt an attraction and saw the difficulty of that.” He slapped his palm against the steering wheel. “Hey, what an admission, but it's true. We are attracted to one another. I was watching you long before that day of Rick's accident." 
"I felt it that day,” Cally admitted, wondering what was going to happen. So they admitted they liked one another, more than liked one another, and then he went away. 
This weekend might be her last shot with him. A couple more weeks and she'd be leaving Stanfords for good. 
Back in her childhood bedroom, Cally spent a wakeful night. Luke had arranged to pick her up tomorrow afternoon so she could see his house. Her mother had immediately invited him back for supper afterwards. Essie and Paul and the rest of the family were also coming. 
That was fine, she thought, turning over on her side, determined to fall asleep this time. But each time she saw him, each time she was with him, the experience lingered, etched in her dreams, her mind, her memories, forever. 



Chapter 10
It was a traditional home, a family home. Two story double garage, landscaped grounds, balconies off the upstairs room to catch the view of a pretty lake. Cally loved it. Loved it so completely she would like to live there. 
Except Luke was trying to decide what to do when he went away and wanted her input. Should he rent it out, or have a family member look after it? 
"What about a friend renting?” Cally said as they sat out on the deck around a redwood table drinking iced tea. 
"Good thought,” he said. “You know, when I built the house, I had someone in mind to marry. Two years ago now. We'd known one another for a long time. Maybe too long. When it came right down to it, we both admitted we were good friends but nothing else. Marriage wouldn't work." 
Cally nodded. She didn't particularly like hearing the house had been built for another woman. “Did she have any say in the design? I mean, is that why it's a very family oriented house?" 
He smiled. “No. If she'd had her way, it would have looked like a cedar henhouse. She's an architect." 
"Oh. You mean, she likes way out?" 
"That's exactly what I mean.” He leaned his forearms on the table. “Actually, Carolyn, I believe, when she saw this house, she realized how different we were. I saw it as well. Plain as anything." 
"Aren't opposites supposed to attract?" 
"Opposites will always be different. I prefer being on someone's wavelength. As we are." 
But you're going away, Cally's heart cried. You'll be gone for a year. 
She finished her iced tea with a gulp and glanced at her watch. “I think we should be getting home. I'll want to help Mom with the meal." 
"Okay. Let's go,” he said and she saw him considering her as they planned their departure and he locked his house, the house she wouldn't mind living in with Luke. 
Stupid, she scolded herself on the short drive to her parents’ home. He doesn't want you that way. He's only kissed you once and that was before the Karl episode. He likes your company, but that's it, a way to pass the summer without getting involved and having any awkward leave taking. She certainly wasn't going to make his departure difficult for him. If the shoe were on the other foot, she wouldn't want him begging her to stay. She'd be on that plane in a flash, looking forward to her new adventure. 
Essie and Paul were already at the house waiting when they arrived. 
Essie hugged her and whispered. “See you're still getting along with Luke, hon." 
Cally laughed. “Getting along might not be the right words. We've had our difficulties this summer." 
"Is it serious?" 
"No. He's going away, you know." 
Essie looked worried. “I didn't know. Where?" 
"Saudi Arabia." 
"You're kidding?" 
"No. He's been offered a job over there and I believe he is going to accept. Who am I to stop him?" 
"Go with him?" 
"Go on, Ess." 
"I'm serious. If you love him, marry him and go with him." 
Cally gave her sister an incredulous look. “How come you've suddenly come around to this way of thinking?" 
"Since I fell in love with Paul, idiot. We're going to get married but we're going to wait until Matt comes home on leave next spring." 
"That means I'll have to move out of your house.” Cally immediately thought about practicalities. 
"True. Paul will sell his and move into mine. We've planned that." 
"I haven't planned anything with Luke, you know, so don't go saying anything. He might not want to marry me." 
Essie gave her an intense look. “But would you marry him?" 
Cally didn't answer because her mother came bustling in at that moment, but she thought she probably would. 
Luke fitted into her family like a foot into an expensive shoe. Cally secretly had wanted something to feel wrong. But all the men in her family, being engineers like Luke, gave them all a common thread. And of course Luke was the type of man women fell madly in love with. Why hadn't she seen that at the beginning of the summer? Or maybe she had. Maybe the way she'd observed him all the time for the first few weeks should have been a clue to the way she was going to feel when she was pushed along a more intimate pathway with him. 
She saw him out of the house to his car and by the car he pulled her close to him and kissed her. Cally held his arms and his kiss took her into a little bit of heaven. Oh, she did want him, and she would marry him. Essie had her answer. 
"Do you want to meet my parents?” he asked when they were apart and he was breathing a little unsteadily. 
She wet her lips, still tingling from his kiss, with the tip of her tongue. “Do you want me to?" 
"I know they'd like you, but ... I have to make some decisions, Carolyn. You know that. I didn't expect to meet you when I applied for that position." 
She touched his chest and stroked the soft flannel of his shirt. “It's okay. I understand. I didn't expect to meet you either. I'll meet your folks another weekend." 
"Okay. See you here at four tomorrow,” he said. 
She realized she had helped him over a hurdle and he seemed relieved. More convinced than ever that she had been a summer dalliance, she said tensely, “I'll be waiting." 
She waved him away and went into the house. The rest of the family left then, and she was alone with her Mom in the kitchen. 
"What a nice man,” Eva said. “And he thinks the world of you." 
"Does he?” Cally asked, helping her mother put away the clean warm dishes from the dishwasher. 
"Oh, yes. But Essie mentioned he was going overseas for a while." 
Cally clutched a plate. “Yes. He is." 
"Absence makes the heart grow fonder, you know." 
"Or you forget a person,” Cally said. 
Her mother nodded. “Or that. But if it's real love it will survive." 
"Are you suggesting I wait?" 
"If no one else comes along, waiting won't be difficult.” Eva smiled. “Your father worked overseas quite a bit when we first met. I went with him a couple of times before Matt was born. Then luckily he was offered a more stay-at-home position. His traveling was limited to this country, which made life much easier for us all. Still, he wasn't home as much for the boys and Essie as he was for you. But that's another story. You're lucky, in some ways, you have the same career as Luke. You can go places together if you want." 
"I'm not that serious with him yet, mother,” Cally said, but she knew she was. Her family knew she was. 
They'd met Luke. They knew. And she'd likely have to forget him. 
Four o'clock Sunday came quickly and Luke was there ten minutes early. They began the trip on time, the Mercedes eating up the miles in the dimming late day sunshine. They joined the incoming trucks and cars of the other crew when they parked. Karl turned and raised an eyebrow at her when she stepped from Luke's car. Cally decided she was going to make things better at the site now. 
She smiled. “Did you have a good weekend, Karl?" 
"Pretty good,” he said cagily, his eyes shifting to his brother-in-law. “How about you?" 
"I went home to my family. It was great." 
Karl hesitated for a second, and then said, “I was home with my family as well. With the kids and ... my wife." 
Cally could tell it had taken a great deal for Karl to say that, especially in front of Luke. 
"Did you have a good time?” Cally asked. 
Karl's grin came suddenly, as if it dawned on him that he did have a good time. “Yeah, we took the kids for a picnic at a spot on Lake Superior. It was quite a success." 
"I'm pleased to hear that, Karl,” Luke said from behind Cally. 
Karl pressed his mouth together in a wry expression. “I'm sure you are. Mellie says hi and thanks." 
"Great.” Luke looked pleased. He glanced at Cally. “See you later, Carolyn. Karl." 
Cally walked beside Karl as his unit was on the way to hers. 
He said, “Sorry about that night, Cally. I was messed up. Luke told you about the situation?" 
She nodded. It didn't matter who had actually told her. “I wouldn't have gone out with you if I'd known you were married." 
"I know that. I should never have asked you. But things are better now." 
"That's good.” She gave him a thumbs up sign. “See you later." 
Feeling relieved to have less antagonism in her life, Cally walked into her unit, dumped her bag on the bed, and realized there were only two more weeks left here at Tall Pines. She actually felt sad. 


* * * *
 Roaring engines, the aroma of tar, mens voices shouting to one another. Cally dreamed about her long days and stumbled out of bed each morning to continue the journey toward finishing the project before September first. Luke was tense, his jaw firm and hard most of the time, as he drove his crew to their limits. 
"I think I'm going to be a secretary,” Loretta said to Cally one morning as they waited for Vince to pull up in the truck. 
Cally laughed. “Can't take it?" 
"Don't want to take it more like it. At least, I want to stay in an office." 
"Have you heard from any of your job applications?" 
"Yes. Mom phoned last night when you were at the store and told me someone had phoned for an interview." 
"That's great, Loretta." 
"It's the neat little office near the water. Remember?" 
Cally nodded. “That will be a nice place to work." 
Vince's truck pulled up beside them and they climbed in. Another hot day in the sun, Cally thought, holding her hard hat and gloves on her knees. But there was only one more week left. Kevin had told her he would come up and fetch her if Luke wasn't available to bring her home. She glanced back at the motel surrounded by pine trees. The lake glistened in the morning sun. She actually felt nostalgic for the place. Maybe because this was the summer she felt she'd grown up and fallen in love for the first time. 
The week went by fast. The big equipment was loaded on trucks and removed. The road was completed. Traffic rushed by on the smooth surface. They all ate dinner together at the motel the last night and toasted a successful project with their beer or soft drinks. When Luke walked into the restaurant, Karl rose from his seat. 
"Hey, here's the boss. Great summer, Luke." 
"At least we did it,” Luke said with a smile all around. “Dinner's on me tonight." 
They all laughed, because dinner had been on the Stanford Construction tab every night. 
After the meal was over, Cally went down to the lake. She perched on the top of the picnic table, her feet resting on the seat and looked over the shimmering water. Not long now and there would be a frost, then the first snow, then the ice and the winter freeze up. She would like to come up here in the winter and walk by the lake in the crisp white snow. The city snow always turned black and ugly. 
She sensed Luke, rather than heard him, and she turned around. 
"How are you getting home?” he asked, hitching his hip onto the table beside her. 
"Kevin will come if I call." 
"Don't bother him. I'll drive you." 
"Thank you,” she told him, because that was what she wanted. “What happened with the job?" 
"I go for a final interview next week." 
"That's great." 
"When do you start your job with your brother?" 
"Kevin said I could have a couple of weeks at home first. Mid-September." 
Luke nodded. “That's great as well." 
They were becoming like strangers. Already the scene was set when they would part. She might come in contact with Luke again one day. Stanford Construction was a big company. Cally looked over the lake and had to grit her teeth so she wouldn't cry. 
Instead she jumped from the table. “I have to pack,” she said. “Check I won't leave anything behind." 
"Fine. I'll just sit here for a while." 
Cally cried a little as she cleared out the drawers and closet and pushed everything into her big suitcase and the overnight bag she had used on the trips home on those weekends that seemed long ago now. 
She sat on the side of the bed and wiped her tears with her fingers. She had enjoyed this summer, she realized. Despite the little aggravation with the men at the beginning, she'd had a good time, a great time. 
And she'd met Luke. So what she wouldn't have him. At least she had met him. But he'd be her measure against every other man she ever met. If she ever fell in love again, the man would have to be another Luke. 
In the morning she went for breakfast to discover only a handful of the crew left. Most of them had taken off last night or before sunrise this morning. Loretta had left early with Vince and the two women had hugged and agreed to keep in touch. 
After eating, Cally went down to the lake and just for the hell of it she hollered her name across the water and she heard the echo. 
Luke was pretty silent on the way home and Cally felt the finality of their relationship. He'd made his decision to go away and that was fine. If she were him, she would go as well. There was no point in discussing a dead end. 
He dropped her off at Essie's declining her polite offer to stop by for a while. 
"No,” he said. “But it's been a great summer Cally. I've changed my opinion of women on the crew. You and Loretta were an asset to the crew. And if it hadn't been for you, I don't think Karl would have seen the light so to speak." 
Cally shook her head. “I'm not so sure about that. You helped him out and it straightened him up." 
"He's got a couple of job interviews this next week, so hopefully things will stay straightened out." 
"That's good." 
He made to leave the car. “I'll carry your luggage in." 
He left her luggage in the hall beside the antique table. He lifted her hand at the door and kissed her fingers and she felt the sensation slide around inside her. 
"Bye, Carolyn." 
"Bye. Good luck, Luke." 
"You too.” He dragged his eyes from hers, strode down the pathway, and climbed into the car. He was gone quickly. 
Cally closed the door, turned into the empty house and looked at her luggage sitting there. She was home ready for the next stage of her career. Her life. 
That life returned to normal pretty swiftly. Essie was in and out, busy with her work, Paul, and running the house. Cally took her vacation and then went to work in Kevin's office. It was a bright pleasant office with a balance of men and women on the staff doing planning and engineering work on some local architectural projects. Cally, who had computer training from college, was assigned a work station and soon began to get involved in the project she was given to work on. 
She heard from Loretta, who told her she was working in that lovely little office by the lake, and the situation seemed to be similar to Cally's. Busy and pleasant. 
And that was about the only description Cally could put on her job. It was nice enough. There was plenty of work. Kev was a great boss to everyone. But the back and forth routine to the office each day wore Cally down. This wasn't what she really wanted, she thought. She'd enjoyed this summer, really enjoyed this summer, out on the construction site. That she would eventually get to oversee a project or two might be the answer, but that possibility seemed years away with all the people in front of her still young and eager. 
She felt restless for something she didn't have. It was the same feeling she'd experienced by the lake back in July, the feeling that had been erased when Luke came into her life. Now it had returned with a vengeance. But she didn't want to pine over Luke. He was doing what he wanted to do and she couldn't fault that. She was pleased for him. He hadn't led her on in any way. He'd said he liked her and it had probably been obvious to him that she'd liked him, but they'd left it at that. There had been no clinging or weeping. They'd parted on a mutual understanding that now was an awkward time for a new relationship for both of them. 
"All you do is work,” Essie said one Friday as she got ready for a date with Paul. “Want to come to the party with Paul and me?" 
"Third wheel. No,” Cally said. She was wearing old jeans and a big sloppy sweater, clothes she changed into as soon as she got home from work. Outside the weather was already frosty. Minnesota winter was fast approaching. She thought of Luke working in the desert in the scorching sun. 
Essie tucked a wisp of hair into her upswept do. “You won't be third wheel. It's a party. There will be other people there. Come on, get out of those sloppy duds and get in gear." 
"Essie. No." 
"Cally. Yes." 
Looking at her sister, so glamorous in a black skirt and silver top, Cally felt maybe she should make the effort and go to the party. She might meet someone to replace Luke in her heart. Because he was the root of her dissatisfaction. She wanted to be with him, wherever he was. 
But she knew she wasn't ready for any parties, or Luke replacements. “No. Maybe next time,” Cally said. “Go on. Don't keep Paul hanging." 
Essie picked up her purse. “All right, but don't blame me if TV is boring." 
Laughing, Cally closed the front door, pulled the lock and returned to the den where the TV was babbling aimlessly. She shut it off with the remote control and went to the kitchen to pour herself a glass of pop. She emptied a bag of potato chips into a bowl. Then she sat at the kitchen table, sipping the drink, munching on the chips, thinking she was a right twit but she had this deep feeling that she should phone Luke. 
She had his phone number from one of the weekends when they'd come home together. Naturally, he wasn't there now, though. He'd gone overseas by now surely. It was almost November. But Cally wanted to dial the number anyway, just to see for sure. Even the person who had rented his house, if that was the decision he'd come to, might know how he was doing. That's all it was really. She wanted to know how he was doing. 
As if another brain other than her own was pushing her forward, she ran upstairs, found her address book that contained Luke's number and went into Essie's bedroom where there was a cordless phone. 
She sat on Essie's big satin-covered bed with the phone and punched out the number. 
After two rings an answering machine came on:
"Luke Stanford isn't home. Please leave name and number after the beep. I'll get back to you." 
Her arm shaking upon hearing his voice, she almost hung up but said instead, “It's Carolyn Creighton” 
and gave Essie's number. 
She expected him to call back. She didn't know why. He was overseas. The message might flash on his machine for another year. Or maybe until Tom came to check on the house, if that had been Luke's decision instead of renting. How she wished she knew. 
She went to bed with the feeling that life might never return to normal. For the rest of her time here on earth she would carry the memory of this past summer in her heart. She'd carry Luke to her deathbed. 
Why had she fallen in love with him? 
Then in the early morning, when Cally was still dozing, the phone rang through the house. Essie, tousled in a white gown, came into Cally's bedroom with her cordless. 
"It's for you, C.C. Luke." 
Essie closed the door and Cally struggled upright in the bed. She spoke into the phone. “Hello." 
"Is it too early?” he asked. 
"No. It's fine. Where are you?" 
"In an air-conditioned hotel with the sun beating down on the desert outside the window. You thought it was hot out on the highway this summer, you should come here." 
She bit her tongue on, I'd love to. 
"Tom told me you phoned when he went to check the house." 
"Yes. I just wondered...” She pleated a peach rose on her sheet. 
"It's not going bad, and I get a ton of leave. I'm coming home for Thanksgiving. I want to see you then. 
I've tried to write a letter but I'm not much good at putting the words together. Not that I'm much better in person." 
"Thanksgiving is fine,” Cally said softly. “It's only about three more weeks." 
"I'll call you when I get in. You can meet my parents this time." 
"I'd like that. I really would." 
"Great. See you then, Carolyn." 
Cally tossed the phone and screamed with joy. Her wish had been answered. She knew he was calling her last night in his mind that's why she'd phoned. She squashed all her doubts that he wouldn't call her when he did come home, that he'd change his mind, that he might not even come after all, that the plane could... 
No. She had to think positively. Luke would come home, call her, and everything would be fine. Until he left again. There would be another parting. Maybe she had been a fool to contact him, to make herself believe something could come of this relationship with him. 
The snow came making life more difficult. Driving to work each day became a challenge. Cally watched planes in the sky wondering which one would carry Luke home. 
She told Essie. 
"We'll have a party,” Essie said. 
"That's all you think about: parties.” Cally laughed. “When he gets here, he might change his mind." 
"Don't be negative." 
"It's not negative. It's practical. I should never have called him. He'll look at me and think this isn't the same Carolyn Creighton of this summer. That Carolyn Creighton had a great tan. This one is as a white as the new fallen snow." 
Essie screamed with laughter. “C.C. you're crazy. You look wonderful. Besides, he didn't have to call you back. He could have ignored you and made his point that way. But he called and told you he was coming home for a while, so that's a positive sign." 
Positive. That was the way she had to be. 


* * * *
 She was going to have to splurge on a new car, Cally decided, kicking the front right tire of her old Pontiac. The snow was coming down like cold sleet outside Essie's garage, and the battery was completely dead on her car. Essie was away on a business trip. This would be the second call she would put through to her brother to come and fetch her for work so far and she knew Kev would again suggest she get a better vehicle. 
A loud knock on the garage door startled her. She thought it might be a gust of wind rattling the door but then heard the knock again. Definitely someone wanting in. She went and opened it. 
He was tanned and fit and he wore a parka over jeans and sweater. And she said, “I didn't hear your plane come in." 
"Last night late,” Luke said and his eyes creased as he smiled. “So what's the problem?" 
She glanced at her car. “The battery is dead among other things. It's ready for the wrecker's heap." 
"Do you want a lift to work?" 
"I was supposed to be there an hour ago." 
"I know. I went to your office first and Kev's pretty worried, so I came searching for you." 
"I'd better phone him first. Come into the house through the garage." 
Luke carefully closed the garage door and followed her through the back entrance into the kitchen. Cally phoned her brother while Luke leaned on the counter, hands supporting him behind his back. He looked so familiar there she smiled brightly at him. He returned her smile. 
Kev said, “Get a new car, C.C. And don't bother coming in. The road's are a mess and well, I think Luke wants some time with you." 
"Are you sure?" 
"Positive. Take a mental health day." 
"Thanks Kev,” she said and hung up. She turned to Luke. “He's given me a mental health day." 
Luke laughed and strode forward and took her into his arms and the kiss they shared was like no other they had experienced together. Cally wrapped her arms around him. “I've missed you. I've missed you." 
He kissed her hair, her cheek, her mouth and said softly, “It was like a long slow journey without you." 
"But you have to go back?" 
"Yeah. The contract is for two years, by the way." 
"No. Luke." 
"Yes. But I have a solution.” He kept his arms around her. “I can stay here until Christmas. Marry me and come back with me as my wife." 
The look he was giving her was anxious, as if he were afraid of her answer. 
"I love you,” he said to reinforce his proposal. “I didn't really know how much until I left you. But I knew something was happening between us this summer that was pretty profound. I thought I could back out from it but I couldn't. You caught up with me in my dreams." 
His eyes were pure warm silver. His arms were hard as a rock. Cally leaned against his chest and thought about warm sun, sand, Luke, the house he'd built at the end of the rainbow. She glanced up at him. “I love you." 
"Then will you come with me? There are jobs. They need more engineers. It won't be just as my wife." 
"I'd like that." 
"Then you've got it.” He kissed her nose and her mouth again. 
"Certainly was Lucky 13,” Cally murmured. 
"What was that?” Luke frowned. 
"Nothing. Kiss me again." 
And he did. 
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