
CHAPTER 1 

 

“I need to hire you to work for me.” Laura turned from the leather antique luggage set to see 

Stanley Tate, the lanky shop owner walking down the aisle toward her.  

“You know I can’t resist seeing the merchandise before anyone else,” Laura smiled. “I 

need another project; anything new come in?” 

“Didn’t you say you were looking for a traveler’s trunk?” He stood there a moment 

before waggling his finger above his balding head, “I know just the thing!” He turned quickly for 

a man his age and headed back the way he’d come.  

Laura eagerly followed, dodging items in her path, before eventually making it to the 

back of the store. Stanley was far from organized, but he did have the best things in town. 

Squeezing through narrow passages and being tripped up by light fixtures was a small price to 

pay.  

“I’ve always wanted a steamer trunk,” she said continuing to maneuver through a maze 

of objects along the way. Stanley pushed against the back door revealing what seemed to be a 

potential hoarding situation. She paused in the doorway. 

“What kind of condition are we talking here?” Laura lifted a brow in concern. 

“Take a look for yourself.” Stanley put his hands out like a game-show host presenting a 

prize. He was clearly unfazed by the clutter closing in on them. 

Laura walked over to the flat top trunk with a large bronze lock anchored to the front. 

The metal had lost the original shine and the fabric would need to be replaced. She knew 

immediately, she’d be taking it home and wondered what stories it had to tell as she reverently 

touched the metallic corners. It would take some work, but with a little elbow grease she could 

bring it close to original condition again. 

“Have you checked inside?” She looked up curious. 

“Not yet.” Stanley tried to lift the lid and frowned when it didn’t budge. Laura covered a 

smile as she watched the small framed man continue to wrestle against the heavy chest. Not able 

to watch any longer, she came to his rescue. 

“The hinges are broken, but I can use the keyhole as leverage.” Laura slid her finger into 

the opening and lifted upward. The lid creaked loudly in resistance. She propped the bulky top 

gently against the back wall. The smell of aged wood and metals assailed her senses. Unsure 

what she would find, her shoulder-length chestnut locks fell forward as she peered inside. 

Brushing a strand behind her ear, she discovered one of the hinges was missing and the other 

damaged. She gazed upon the brittle fabric hesitating to touch it, fearing it would crumple under 

the pressure.  

“How much do you want for it?” Laura stood, masking her excitement. 

“Seeing as you’re one of my best customers, I’ll let it go for $200.” 

“I’ll take it!” Laura looked back down at the traveler’s trunk wiping her hands against her 

jeans. “This is going to keep me busy for a while.” 



“You say that now, but I’ll believe it when I see it.” Laura narrowed a playful gaze in his 

direction. “I’m not complaining,” he teased. “You’re keeping me in business.” 

 

# 

 

Laura pushed the trunk a little farther into her SUV and closed the hatchback door. Just as she 

was walking around to the driver’s side, her phone rang. The name flashing across the screen 

made her hesitate. She tossed her purse into the passenger’s side and reluctantly answered. 

“What is it this time?” she said playfully. 

“Why do you think every time I call, it’s because I have a problem?” 

“Because every time you call, you have a problem.” Laura laughed sitting down in the 

driver’s seat. 

“That’s beside the point.” 

“So, what can I do for you April?” 

“Listen bestie, tonight the girls and I are going dancing. You in?” Laura looked in her 

rearview mirror at the trunk in the back. She knew she should spend a night with her friends, but 

she didn’t feeling like socializing, much less entertaining the idiot who would inevitably ask her 

to dance.  

“Hello?” 

“April, I’m beat. It’s been a long week and I think I’m going take it easy tonight.” 

“Let me guess, you’re at the antique shop.” 

“Why would you—" Laura paused trying to think of a quick excuse, but her cover was 

blown. 

“I knew it! Laura, you need to stop hiding away in that house of yours and get back out 

into the world.” Laura traced her finger along the steering wheel waiting for the pep talk. 

“How much longer are you going to play the introvert card? You spend all your time 

restoring old furniture and for what?” 

“I appreciate your concern, but I’m happy doing what I love.” 

“Ugh. I haven’t seen you for weeks. Your friends miss you. You can’t let a broken heart 

keep you locked up forever.” Laura sighed and quietly looked down at the ring she was spinning 

on her finger. Her thoughts lost while April kept talking. “Laura?” 

“Why don’t I call you later, okay?” 

“Okay, but first you have to tell me what you picked up this time.”  

“I finally got my traveler trunk. It’s in rough shape, but nothing I can’t handle.” 

“Well, if you go out tonight, I can stop by and look at it.” 

“Nice try.” 

“It was worth a shot—when my best friend is acting like a hobbit.” 

“It’s not that bad.” 

“You can’t hide out forever. I won’t let you.”  



“I’m sure you won’t. In the meantime, I’m going to give my attention to other things.” 

Laura couldn’t believe her friend’s tenacity. 

“Yeah, things that can’t breathe.” 

“Call you later?” 

“I’m not going to make excuses for you forever. One of these days I’m going to come 

over there and drag you out by the hair if I have to.” 

“Bye April.” Before her friend could say a word, Laura ended the call smiling. She 

slowly backed her SUV out of the parking lot and headed home, excited to start her new project.  

 

# 

 

The two-story blue-and-white bungalow was a welcome site as Laura pulled into her driveway. 

The home had a quaint little porch sported two white wicker chairs and a small table in-between. 

Off to one side was a swing with seating for two covered by a large cushion. A small garden ran 

along the wood fencing near the bottom and was separated by a set of stairs leading to the front 

door. The flowers were bright and cheery, and the lawn freshly trimmed. The roof had a few 

cracked tiles, but otherwise, it was perfect. She always thought it looked like a house one might 

see on a Hallmark card.  

She stopped at the back of her SUV admiring her well-kept home and all the work it had 

taken to get there. She smiled as she opened the hatchback revealing her antique treasure. It was 

extremely heavy, and it was going to be an awkward task getting it into the house. “I guess I 

should have thought this through.”  

She realized she was talking to herself again—a trait she’d mastered while living the 

single life. At the store, Mr. Tate had helped her maneuver the trunk into the back, and with two 

people it was easy enough. However, even though she was strong, one of the handles was 

missing, which would now make it challenging to move. She stood with her hands on her hips 

before she managed to turn the trunk so one of the sides faced her. She was careful to keep the 

metal edges from tearing into the SUV’s carpet. She assessed how far a drop it was from the 

floor of her car to the sidewalk. 

“You need some help?” Startled, Laura spun around. A man she guessed to be about her 

age was standing on the sidewalk holding a dog leash attached to a golden retriever. He was 

wearing blue jeans and a steel-gray T-shirt that seemed to fit in all the right places. As he moved 

closer, Laura realized his blond hair, tousled by the breeze, made him look as if he’d stepped 

right out of a magazine. She shook off her surprise realizing he was still waiting for her to 

answer. 

“Only if you don’t think your friend would mind.” She nodded to the dog watching their 

interaction.  

“He’d appreciate the break.” He smiled. 



“Who’s this?” Laura knelt in front of the dog scratching him behind the ears. She’d 

always wanted a dog but wasn’t sure she was ready to take on the extra responsibility it would 

require. 

“This is Rufus,” Caleb wrapped the dog’s leash around the mailbox. She noticed he had 

on a large leather wristwatch, which accentuated his tan. Based on his size, she didn’t see the 

trunk being a problem for him. Her mind raced, silencing her thoughts about a how attractive he 

was. Laura stopped, refusing to let herself wander down that path. 

“The problem is, it’s missing a handle on the one side.” The man walked up next to her 

assessing the item’s weight. Laura paused as he grabbed both sides of the trunk and pulled it out 

of the SUV like he’d done it a million times. 

“Where do you want it?” His face registered the strain of the trunk’s weight and she 

immediately realized she had not thought that far. 

“If you could bring it inside, that would be great.” Quickly walking around, him, she 

headed up the driveway to the front porch. “Are you sure I can’t get one side?” 

“No, it’s okay as long as we aren’t walking around the block.” He followed her 

cautiously as he couldn’t see directly in front of him. He slowly made his way up each step. 

Laura beat him to the front door making quick work of the lock. She opened it, and he brought 

the trunk inside. 

“Right here will be fine.” He set it down in the hallway, the wooden floors giving a slight 

creak as he did so. She opened her purse, and he held up his hand. 

“No need.”  

“I’m not sure how I would have done this alone.” Laura noticed his shirt had a few dirt 

spots that had not been there before. “It seems my trunk may have damaged your shirt.” Her 

brow wrinkled in concern. “Are you sure I can’t pay you?” 

“It’s an old shirt, nothing to worry about.” He began to wipe at the spots but they weren’t 

going anywhere. 

“Well… thank you, uh…” 

“Caleb.” He rubbed his hand on the front of his pants and reached to shake her hand. 

“Laura.” She took his hand and he gave her a slight smile. He paused momentarily as if 

he wanted to say her something, but quickly turned back to the front door. She watched him walk 

down the driveway until he stopped at the back of her SUV pointing to her trunk.  

“Did you want this closed?”  

“Sure.” He dropped the hatchback in its place while Laura watched from the front yard. 

She called out one more time, “Thank you!”  She watched as he grabbed the dog leash off the 

mailbox and waved before disappearing behind the hedge of bushes separating her yard from the 

neighbors.  

Laura turned back toward her house, realizing she still had another issue. How was she 

going to get the trunk into the back room? She considered running after Caleb, but quickly 

thought better of it. That man wasn’t around to assist her with every one of her problems. 

 


