
SUMMER PLANS



CHAPTER 1

“Need a hand, sweetheart?”
Callie peeked over the top of her sunglasses. A slick-haired young man 

in a lime green polo shirt stood bent over, grinning at her through her open 
car window. She �ashed him her best Julia Roberts smile as she inwardly 
groaned, then �icked her left wrist, popping the car door open and into 
his forehead.

“Sorry.” She slid out of her car. “My older brother will be here any 
minute now. He can get some ice for that. Would you like to stick around? 
I think he went hunting. I could introduce you after he skins something.”

�e tall, tanned pretty boy shook his head and walked toward a group 
waiting nearby. Callie rolled her eyes.

“Nice technique.” A familiar baritone voice rumbled.
She smiled.
“Lying’s a sin.”
Callie spun around. “Didn’t you go hunting?”
Her brother stood twenty feet away with his arms crossed, but he 

chuckled. “I don’t hunt.”
“Are you sure?”
“I’m glad you’re here.”
So was she. Callie launched herself at Jack, aiming for the waist.
He laughed as he moved, and she shot past him, but he grabbed her 

belt and pulled her back, wrapping his arms around her and squeezing 
until she giggled. “You never would have survived on the football �eld. 
You telegraph.”

She squeezed him back. “It’s so good to see you.”
“It’s good to see you too. I hope you’re ready to get dirty this summer.” 

He dropped Callie back onto the gravel driveway and marched toward her 
car. “I’ve got less than an hour before I need to do rounds, so let’s get your 
stu� in the house.”

As she followed him toward the Cavalier, Callie inspected her brother. 
His once neatly-trimmed brown hair, now sun-kissed, hung in shaggy waves. 
His shoulders seemed bigger. Obviously, his job as a park superintendent 
kept him in shape and also kept him tan.
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He was lucky to be naturally handsome. �e �lthy boots, ripped shorts, 
faded t-shirt, and baseball cap did nothing to improve his appearance. 
Apparently, he was still relying solely on his God-given assets.

He popped the trunk, but Callie wasn’t interested in unpacking yet. 
One thing after another caught her eye. To her left, a pebble-covered 
parking lot surrounded by lush, freshly-trimmed grass that still scented the 
air. Tourists wandered through the �eld and parking lot, some stopping at 
a picnic table to eat.

In front of her, she noticed that Jack had replaced the rotting log fence 
with hundreds of feet of white picket planks surrounding the lighthouse, 
garage, and nearly an acre of private lawn space, including his �re pit and 
chairs, a rope hammock strung between two giant oak trees, and their own 
picnic and grill area. Even from yards away, Callie recognized the angles 
and craftwork of the picnic table as her brother’s work. Obviously, he was 
still building furniture.

O� to her right past the garage, and hidden among the leafy green trees, 
families talked and laughed as they hiked through the trails that �lled the 
park. Eventually, they would come out on the far side of the lighthouse to 
the same place the picnicking tourists were migrating. Callie’s toes curled 
as they anticipated a dip in the cool Lake Michigan water.

“Help me out, Cal.”
Jack’s voice dragged her back from the shore. She met him at her 

car and pulled a box from the trunk. �ey paraded across the driveway, 
through the open gate and across the yard. As the manicured lawn tickled 
Callie’s exposed toes, a gentle pu� of air tousled her bangs. It whispered in 
her ears, promising a summer in the sun, a summer to start over. �e quiet 
promise grew louder until she recognized the voice—the rhythm, the tone, 
the timbre. �e beach.

Jack led Callie into the shadow of her home for the summer. Decades 
of history creaked beneath their feet as they stepped onto the faded deck of 
the Old Mission lighthouse.

She smiled as a long-forgotten peace settled over her. “I can’t believe 
I’m here.”

“Can’t believe good, or can’t believe bad?” He propped open the screen 
door.

“I’m still deciding, but mostly good I think.”
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She followed Jack into the lighthouse. He walked right in, but she 
couldn’t help stopping to admire everything she loved about early 
twentieth-century construction. �e outdated but solid oak cupboards in a 
cozy kitchen that opened into the quaint, window-lined dining room with 
its corner booth seating and well-used table top.

Turning right and moving up three stairs, she froze. Gone were the 
ripped couch cushions and laminated build-them-yourself bookshelves. 
�e wood-burning stove still greeted her at the top of the stairs, but 
everything else had grown up. �e new brown sofa and recliner appeared to 
be on steroids, but they weren’t what captured her attention. She couldn’t 
resist the magnetic pull of the built-in entertainment center. Blond wood 
intricately crafted and carved with a rustic but delicate ivy inlay.

�rough the open archway in the adjoining room, she spotted a 
matching desk and bookcases. What had once been a bachelor’s sitting 
room, complete with a splintering Papasan chair and two cracking bean 
bag chairs, appeared to be Jack’s new o�ce.

Jack walked up to Callie and grabbed the box from her arms.
She ran a now-empty hand over the carved ivy leaves trailing along the 

side of the desk. “You made this, didn’t you?”
He cringed. “It’s one of my early pieces. It’s rough.”
“It’s beautiful. I didn’t think you were ever going to get rid of that old 

furniture.”
“You harassed me about it every time you visited. After �ve years, I 

�gured you might have a point, so I decided to go back to these pieces and 
see if I could make them work.”

“When did you have time to make it?”
“I have to do something during the winter.”
“I thought you tinkered with your truck.”
“I don’t tinker.” He carried her box to the nearest bedroom, the one 

connected to the living room.
“I don’t want that room.” He ignored her and nudged the door open 

with his foot, then disappeared. He reappeared without her boxes. Callie 
popped her hands onto her hips. “I don’t want to stay in that room. It’s like 
a powder blue bomb exploded in there, and the wallpaper is awful.”

“Sorry.” Jack walked past her and out the front door.
Callie hustled after him, but the heel of her sandal snagged the carpet 

and she tumbled down the steps into the dining room. Her elbow smacked 
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the thinly-carpeted cement �oor. Pain shot up her arm and shoulder. 
Grabbing her elbow, she rolled onto her stomach to mu�e the moans.

Two feet appeared out of the corner of her eye. “What are you doing?”
“Testing my balance.” Callie hissed the words through clenched teeth 

as she willed the throbbing to stop.
“Well, get up and help me.” Jack tapped her foot with his heavy work 

boots as he walked by. Callie pushed herself up with her good arm. She 
couldn’t let Jack think she couldn’t handle a little pain.

She grimaced, but not because of her elbow. “Why can’t I have your old 
o�ce? You obviously aren’t using it. Can’t I turn it into another bedroom?”

“It’s already a bedroom. Ryan’s staying there.”
Callie blinked. “Ryan Martin?”
“Yep.”
Tall, handsome, o�-limits best friend to the big brother? Her heart 

dipped. Fabulous. “Why?”
“His roommate decided to get married. Ryan had to move out.” Jack 

walked past her and out the front door. Never mind that he’d just altered 
Callie’s entire summer plan. She followed him outside. If she was going to 
share a bathroom with Ryan for three months, then she needed to know 
how everyone felt about the arrangement.

“Does he know that I’m staying all summer?”
Jack opened a car door and pulled out two suitcases. “Yep.”
“And he’s okay with that? You’re okay with that?” Callie stepped right 

up to Jack. At almost six feet tall, she still looked up to her brother.
“He’s not sharing a house with you. He’s living with me.”
“Whatever. We’ll be in the same house.”
Jack looked at her like she’d sprouted horns. “You’ve lived in the same 

house before. It’s no big deal.” He moved around her and back toward the 
deck.

Callie’s heart skipped. “He went on vacation with us and spent the 
night. �is is di�erent.” Jack ignored her as he banged the black luggage 
into everything on his way inside. He clearly didn’t care about the living 
arrangements. Well, if Jack didn’t mind, and Ryan didn’t mind, maybe she 
was overacting.

Or not.
Callie slumped against her car. Ryan Martin. �e schoolgirl crush that 

wouldn’t fade. He’d known her since she was ten, and she’d been invisible 
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to him for just as long. Not that she could blame him. She’d been an 
obnoxious, weird-looking, awkward girl until �ve years ago.

Femininity hadn’t hit her until her junior year in college. Make-up, 
clothes, hair—they suddenly made sense after her roommate explained their 
subtleties and bene�ts. Callie had never realized how blue her eyes could 
look or how the right shirt could �atter her curves instead of amplifying 
them. People didn’t ignore her anymore. Now they talked to her, and the 
more people she met, the stronger her con�dence. She �nally understood 
how to capitalize on her features and femininity, but Ryan had missed all 
of that.

Not that he would have cared. Ryan didn’t judge people based on their 
looks. He’d dated a few women over the years. �ey’d all been attractive in 
their own way, but they were also intelligent, kind, godly women.

Callie sighed. Jack was right. Ryan used to spend the night when they 
were kids. It wouldn’t be much di�erent now. How much she dressed up 
or how nice she looked wouldn’t matter. Ryan had always treated her the 
same way. She would always be Jack’s little sister. Six stupid years between 
them and she would forever wear the “little” label.

She could handle the situation. She had to. She hadn’t left her life in 
Alma so she could hang out with her brother and daydream about his best 
friend. �at was a dead end, and she knew it. She was in Traverse City for 
Kyle. Only Kyle.

Kyle Berg. Blood rushed to Callie’s cheeks. Her heart stopped 
skipping—it thundered.

“Squirt!”
Callie cringed. “Do not call me that.”
Jack laughed. He was already back in the driveway walking toward her. 

“It got your attention.”
“So does saying my name.”
“I said your name. �ree times.”
Her eyebrows popped up. “You did?”
“I did.” He stopped in front of her, his face crinkled in amusement. “I’ve 

got to go. Someone called in a complaint from Haserot Park. I shouldn’t 
be gone long.”

“Don’t worry. I can get the rest.”
“Is all of this yours? You’re only here for three months.” Jack frowned 

as he looked at the remaining boxes.
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Callie hauled a bag out of the back seat. “My landlord knows someone 
who might need a place this summer, so I agreed to sublet the apartment 
until August. I didn’t want to leave any personal items behind.”

Jack shook his head as he walked to his truck. “All I needed was a yes, 
Cal.” He climbed into the cab of his shiny green, extended cab, heavy duty 
pick-up. “I have my phone if you need anything.”

As he drove away, the weight of her situation pressed on Callie. She’d left 
her home and summer job to follow what she hoped were God’s plans for 
her summer. Having a room with Jack had worked out easily enough, but 
not everything was coming together like she’d hoped. Conditions weren’t 
perfect, and there were a lot of variables. Scenarios played through her 
mind, pushing up her blood pressure. What if this had all been a mistake? 
What if, what if, what if—she couldn’t let them suck her in. Only one 
thing could help her refocus.

Callie tossed the bag back into her car and slammed the door. Spinning 
around, she jogged past the garage, through the yard to the north line of 
the white picket fence. She planted her feet and pulled in a deep breath. 
Spread out wide before her, the beach began to soothe her soul.

�e horizon rippled toward her, washing wave after wave against the 
rocky shore. Near the lighthouse, children and adults climbed on and 
around large rocks that broke through the water’s surface. Further out, a 
few adventurous teens waded in to their ankles. Knees. �ighs. Beyond 
them, two jet skis bounced by, spraying their wake as the whine of their 
motors reached Callie’s ears. And in the distance, past the surf and motors 
and chaos, a bulging white triangle pulled a barely-visible boat across the 
water, gliding near the horizon.

Few people understood the breadth, width, or depth of the Grand 
Traverse bays, much less the expanse of the horizon. With Lake Michigan 
feeding into the bays, Callie would have to climb to the lantern room of 
the lighthouse to see past the sailboat, but even that height couldn’t show 
her the full measure of the water. �e higher she climbed, the further back 
the horizon would move. As a child, she’d dreamed of being tall enough to 
�nally see the other side of “her” lake. Not until Jack �rst invited her to the 
lighthouse six years ago did she �nally realize the truth—sometimes God’s 
beauty was too much for a person to take in all at once.

“Excuse me, where’s the lighthouse?”
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Callie turned to see the pretty boy who’d met her at her car. Behind 
him, a group of friends had their phones out as they snapped photos. She 
tried not to roll her eyes as she pointed to the square white building beside 
her. “�is is the lighthouse.”

Slick looked at the building. His face crumpled. “�at’s it?”
She’d heard Jack �eld similar questions dozens of times. �is summer 

it would be her turn. Callie smiled as she leaned against the fence. “It’s 
surprising, I know. Most people expect a tall, cylindrical building with 
red and white stripes, but lighthouses were usually built with whatever 
materials the builders had nearby.” She motioned at the forest around 
them. “With all this wood available and the rocky shoreline, it made sense 
for them to build the lighthouse like this.”

A tall, curvy redhead stepped beside Slick. “Does the light still work?”
Callie shook her head. “�ere’s a buoy in the water now, but if you’re 

willing to get your feet wet, you can stand out in the water far enough to 
get a picture with the lantern tower in it.”

Red smiled as she slid her sunglasses onto her nose. “�anks.” She slid 
her arm around Slick’s. “Let’s go.”

�ey walked away, their steps falling into time with the cadence of the 
waves. She’d love to go spend the day on the beach, but she had work to 
do. �e faster she unpacked, the sooner she could meet up with Kyle. Of 
course, that depended on whether or not she could get a hold of him, since 
he hadn’t yet returned her call ... s. It didn’t matter, though. It was still in 
her best interest to unpack fast. If she couldn’t get ahold of Kyle, then she 
could go to the beach.

Callie shu�ed to the lighthouse and back inside. She’d just stepped 
into the awful blue guest room when the phone in her pocket chirped. She 
pulled out the cell and held her breath. Her heart dropped, but she smiled 
as she answered. “Hi, Mae.” Callie slouched against the wall.

“�at doesn’t sound good,” said her best friend. “What’s going on? Did 
you make it to Jack’s?”

“I’m here. I was just hoping you were Kyle.”
“He still hasn’t called?”
“Nope.” Four messages with no responses. �e reality of that started 

to sink in. What if he didn’t want to talk to her? What if he refused to see 
her? What if he was seeing someone else? It had been years. Anything was 
possible. She’d been trying to ignore those possibilities, but they always 
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popped back into her head. When Callie thought about Kyle with someone 
else, her throat constricted. She forced the air in and out of her lungs.

“You’re wheezing,” said Mae. “Stop it. You’re already considering the 
worst-case scenario, aren’t you?”

“I can’t help it. What if I’m right?”
Something crashed. “Ruby!” Mae sighed. “Cal, I need to run. �e girls 

are repotting my house plants. Keep praying about this and stop worrying.”
Callie didn’t have time to respond before the phone disconnected. 

Mae was right. Callie had a plan. She just needed to give the strategy time 
to work. Until then, she needed to relax and wait for her chance to talk 
with Kyle, assuming he wanted to talk with her. �ree years had passed 
since she’d broken up with him. He might still be upset. Or dating that 
imaginary leggy redhead. Or maybe he was engaged to her.

Callie hiccupped, and a tear dripped from her chin. When had she 
started crying? What if there really was a redhead? Did Kyle love her? Were 
they serious? Every horrible possibility raced through her mind until Callie 
leaned against the ugly bedroom wall and sobbed.

“Oh, Squirt.” A warm hand slipped behind her shoulder and pulled 
her away from the wall and into a broad chest. One arm held her close 
while the other hand smoothed the hair across her shoulders.

Callie tried to calm down. She gulped for a breath of fresh air but 
inhaled spicy pine with a hint of Tide. Her spine sti�ened. Jack smelled 
like sweat and sawdust.

Ryan.
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“What?”
“�at’s my condition.” He let Ryan walk past, then followed him to the 

grill. “It’s too weird to think about you and Callie. If you think this is what 
you want to do, �ne, but you can’t be living in the same house as my sister 
and dating her at the same time. So, you have to move out.”

Ryan settled the steaks on the hot grates, muting their sizzles when he 
closed the lid. “For how long?”

“As long as she’s here.” Jack passed o� the box. “And you need to be 
out before you ask her. If she says no, it’ll be weird the rest of the summer. 
And if she says yes,” Jack pointed a �nger in Ryan’s face, “you get the same 
treatment as any other guy she’s ever brought home.”

Ryan smiled like he’d just won a brand-new John Deere tractor. “I’ll 
start packing tomorrow.”

“Where are you going to go?”
He shrugged. “I’ll stay in a hotel until I �gure it out. �anks.”
“Whatever. I’m going to wash o� this sawdust. Don’t overcook my 

steak.”
Jack walked away, trying to forget Ryan’s obnoxious smile. If spending 

time with Callie made him happy, good for him. Probably good for Callie 
too. Not much rattled Ryan. Maybe it would rub o�.
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