
I’D NEVER BEEN AS terrified as I was the night we re-
opened.

It was firmly fall at that point. Tourist season was long over.
And we opened a few days ahead of when we said we were
going to. So when I woke up that morning, I wasn’t worried. I
was certain it was going to be an easy, chill sort of day, the
perfect kind of day for me and Caleb to get our toes wet and
discover how well we were actually going to work together.

Because that was what was happening. I tried to argue with
him when he said he was going to bartend, but he shook his
head.

“Mags, your mom and Tiny Steve are gone. We haven’t
hired anyone to replace either of them.”

“I could bartend,” I said stiffly.

“Yeah, you could, but then who’s going to wait tables?”

“Well…”

“I mean, I can, but—”



I scoffed. “You’ve never waited a table in your life. Do you
know how much multitasking it takes to keep track of
everything?”

He looked at me pointedly. “So maybe keeping me behind
the bar where I’m focused on one task in one section is the
better business decision.”

I glared at him, but he wasn’t wrong.

“So we need to hire a new bartender is what you’re saying,”
I said.

“Well, yeah, but I work here too, Mags.”

“You have enough other stuff to deal with. Like renovating
your lake house.”

It was his turn to glare at me. “I can do both. Besides, until
we get some money flowing into this place, there’s only so
much I can do at my cabin.”

“Lake house.”

He sighed. “Lake house.”

I told myself it wouldn’t be that bad, that it was actually the
ideal situation for Caleb to start out in since we wouldn’t be
that busy. We were only planning on opening for dinner and
nobody was even expecting us to be open for another couple
of days, right? So it would be perfect for him to learn the ropes
and the system and all that.

Then Annie happened.



I heard her squeal the moment she walked in. Considering I
was still upstairs in my apartment, that was saying something.
Startled, I’d shoved my shoes on and hurried down the stairs,
worrying that she’d tripped or hurt herself or something.

But when I burst into the kitchen, she had her arms around
Caleb, whose face was turning steadily redder. Whether it was
because he was embarrassed about her constant stream of
gratitude and praise or because she was hugging him so hard
that he couldn’t breathe, I couldn’t tell. The moment she saw
me, she wrenched one of her arms off him and extended it to
me.

“Get over here, Mags,” she said in a teary voice. “Come hug
me.”

“But—”

“Maggie Myers, if you don’t hug me this instant, I’m going
to quit.”

It was a baseless threat, but I joined her and Caleb for a
group hug anyway and immediately confirmed that his face
was red from the vice-like hug she had us in.

“It’s amazing, you two,” she said, her voice muffled. “It
looks so good in here. And my counters. The fryer… oh, and
that grill. God, I feel like a real-life TV chef.”

“The grill isn’t new, just clean,” Caleb choked, but Annie
didn’t hear him.

It was a while longer before she let us go, but she did,
shooing us away and insisting on making us lunch before she



started on her prep for the day.

“What are you doing here so early?” I asked him after
Annie let us go.

He shrugged, rubbing his neck. “I figured it’d be good to
see what she does in case she ever needs help or a day off or
something. I mean, I should probably know… you know. How
our business works.”

“Makes sense,” I said. “I should get a head start on some
stuff, too.”

“Mags, you can go home. You’re working tonight. I just—”

“I said I wanted to do some work.” I glared at him before
turning towards the office. “Besides, it won’t be that busy
tonight.”

And boy, the only thing I ate faster than those words was the
cinnamon sugar bannock Annie plied me with as I sat in the
office going through resumes for the bartender we’d need to
hire.

“Hey boss,” Big Tim said, poking his head in the office at
the start of his shift a few hours later.

I wrinkled my nose. “No.”

“Huh?”

“Don’t… don’t call me that. Call Caleb that if you have to,
but not me.”

He chuckled. “Right, Mags. That kid’s not the boss till he’s
earned it.”



“I’m twenty-eight,” Caleb said from his spot on the old
green couch that was blocked by the open door, where he was
reading the resumes I’d put in my “not as stupid as the rest of
them” pile.

Big Tim peered around the door, not an ounce of shame on
his face. “No offense. But I can’t call you ‘boss’ on principle,
you know?”

“None taken,” Caleb said pleasantly. “Just clarifying that
I’m not a kid. Technically, Mags is the youngest.”

“Hey!” I said.

Big Tim laughed. “Good point, rich boy.”

Caleb raised his eyebrows. “If the choice of nickname is
between that and ‘kid,’ wanna go back to ‘kid’?”

“You got it, rich boy.”

I was worried Caleb would be upset, but he just laughed and
shook his head.

“Anyway, Mags,” Big Tim said. “I dunno if we’re ready to
go or not, but I don’t mind jumping in early if you wanna get a
head start on that lineup.”

I frowned. “What lineup?”

“The one wrapping around the building waiting to get in
and order food. ‘S gonna be a busy one tonight.”

I shot out of the office so fast that I nearly knocked Big Tim
over, and considering his name was Big Tim and mine could
have been Not Quite Average Height Mags, that was saying



something. Sure enough, a glance out the front window
showed what seemed like all of Marble Beach standing out in
the cold, patiently waiting for the doors to open.

“What the hell?” I gasped as Caleb came up behind me.
“How did they even know we were opening today?”

“Great turnout, eh?” Annie said brightly. “I called my
cousins and asked ‘em to spread the word.”

I nodded mutely.

“It’s okay,” Caleb said. “We’ve got this. We’ve totally got
this.”

“Don’t worry.” Annie put an arm around my and Caleb’s
shoulders. “I did some extra prep, just in case. There should be
more than enough.”

It was nowhere near enough.

Luckily, no one really seemed to mind when we ran out of
burgers and Annie had to race out to the grocery store to get
more ground beef. And no one yelled at me when every single
table in the place was full and they had to wait for forty-five
minutes before getting a seat. And when Caleb mixed up the
soda lines and accidentally sent out a round of Long Island
iced teas with splashes of root beer instead of coke, he put up
with the good-natured razzing from the locals and smiled.

“Well, I just figured you’d want to try our signature drink,”
he said smoothly. “That right there is a Marble Beach iced
tea.”



He spent most of the rest of the night serving those up. To
be honest, they were surprisingly good.

We’d been at it for a few hours and I was balancing a stack
of dirty dishes in one hand and a tray of drinks in the other
when Fred called out to me.

“We need some music at this party, Mags!” he said.

A few cheers of agreement went around the bar, even as I
shook my head.

“Go get your guitar!” someone else suggested. “Play some
music for us, Maggie.”

“If I stop to play the guitar, who’s gonna bring you your
drinks?” I said, laughing.

Fred shrugged. “Sounds like you gotta hire someone to help
out.”

“You offering?”

“With these old knees? You gotta be joking.”

I smiled politely as I set a few pints of beer in front of the
people at the next table. “Well, if you know anyone looking
for a job, tell ‘em I’ve got an extra apron ready in the back.”

“Um… I’m looking for a job,” said a quiet voice to my left.

The source of it was a girl who didn’t look a day over
eighteen, even though she was closer to nineteen, which I only
knew because I’d IDed her when she ordered a Marble Beach
iced tea. She had long, light blonde hair that was pin-straight,
white skin that was tanned and freckled, and a shy, sweet air



about her. She was sitting with her parents, people I vaguely
knew who owned a farm a few minutes outside of Marble
Beach.

“What’s your name?” I asked.

“Hannah,” she said.

“You ever waited tables before?”

“No, but I’ve been feeding the chickens and pigs since I was
old enough to walk.”

“That’s about the same as feeding this lot,” Fred said.

I regarded her for another moment, then shrugged. “Alright.
You want a job, it’s yours. Go to the back and ask Annie to
give you an apron.”

It probably wasn’t the smartest way to hire someone, but it
worked out. Hannah was as quick to learn as she’d said, and
since most people were done ordering food, Big Tim stepped
out of the kitchen to help her while I went upstairs and
grabbed my guitar. There was a loud cheer when I returned
and though I didn’t play for long, it was enough to keep the
chaotic spirit thriving until closing time.

“Well, we did it,” Caleb said when we’d finally managed to
shut down for the night.

“Barely,” I said, sighing as I turned around to survey the
disaster that was the dining room.

It took us a while to clean up, but Big Tim and Annie stuck
around to help while Caleb took Hannah to the office to do the



paperwork so we could officially hire her. Once she was done,
Annie offered to drive her home and I went into the office so
we could count the tills and close the books for the night.

“Kitchen’s all cleaned up,” Big Tim said as he came into the
office a while later with two plates of food. “Here. You kids
haven’t eaten yet tonight. Bacon burger with fries and gravy,
and the spicy chicken sandwich with poutine for you, Mags.”

Caleb let out a groan that was almost sexual as he reached
for the bacon burger. “Thanks, man. This is amazing.”

“Anytime. You need anything else from me tonight?”

I shook my head. “You’re free to go. Thank you for dinner.”

“Night, Mags. Congrats on a kick-ass grand re-opening.”
Then he clapped Caleb, who’d already taken a huge bite of his
burger, on the shoulder with one large hand. “You too, boss.
See ya tomorrow.”
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