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Sam stood stock still as he peered from one furry body to another. What was he going to do 
with four dogs he hadn't the faintest clue how to care for? His Uncle Herbert hadn't mentioned 
them and Sam couldn't remember them being around the last time he'd visited. Bracing his 
shoulder against the door, he turned the knob and was about to push it open when the dogs 
turned in unison and ran barking toward the garage.  

“Whoa! What a sight you boys are. I've missed you, all of you.” Lisa held out her arms 
and all four dogs leaped into the space. She rubbed chins, backs and assorted other dog parts. 

“You might have told me about them,” Sam said, and cringed at the near-whining tone 
in his voice. 

“I thought you knew.” 
“No. I didn't,” he said as he pushed open the door and moved inside.  
“Well, you know now.” 
“Where did they come from? The last time I visited my uncle, he had one dog...” Sam 

glanced at the four of them, and pointed. “I think the black, long-eared one.”  
She eyed him in disbelief. “You mean Scotch? It's pretty clear you haven't seen your 

uncle in a long time. I don't know where they came from, but they're not new to Harmony 
Farm.” 

“Well, they're new to me.” Sam rubbed his jaw as he considered his options. “I don't 
have the time to look after them with all the other things I have to worry about. But I'm going 
to have to do something with them...” 

“Sit,” she commanded, and all four dogs sat down and looked up at her expectantly. 
“And what would that be?” she asked as she stood surrounded by the pack.  

Sam couldn't help but notice how the sun turned her hair a golden auburn color and the 
way her stretchy black tights accentuated the curving muscles of her legs. His glance moved 
upward to meet the black spandex top that covered every curve of her breasts.  

He pulled his thoughts away from her curves, and back to the matter at hand. “I'm going 
to call the animal shelter and have them come and get the dogs.” 

Lisa placed her hands on her hips, and glanced at him quizzically. “Why would you do 
that? These four wouldn't harm a flea.” 

Sam didn't want to hear a discussion of fleas, any more than he wanted to admit he 
didn't know the first thing about dogs. “I can't keep them, and besides, the man who brought 
them here is billing me for his services. It seems Mr. McGarrity thought he'd get a headstone 
sale out of my uncle.” 

Lisa sighed as she walked toward him. Not one of the dogs moved. “That's old Max for 
you. He still has the original penny he earned. And don't make the mistake of hiring him to look 
after them, he'll charge for things you’ve never heard of.” 

“Thanks for the advice.” Sam stared past her at the quiet grouping of dogs. “How did 
you do that?” 

“Do what?” 
He pointed. “The dogs are all sitting quietly. How did you do that?” 
She shrugged and tipped her eyebrows. “It's called obedience training and it's 

something every conscientious dog owner learns. Want to see some of the skills your young 
nephews have acquired?” 

“They're not my nephews,” he said quickly, his eyes on the dogs. 
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She gave him a wry smile and flicked a wrist at him. “Just in a manner of speaking. 
Watch this.” 

She gave a whistle and the four dogs pranced over and sat down in front of her, each 
with one paw raised. “Good boys,” she cooed, and they put their paws down. “Lie down,” she 
commanded and all four dogs lay on their tummies with their chins between their front paws. 

Lisa did it with such ease. There was very little doubt that she was comfortable around 
the beasts. “That's part of their training, I assume. Do they always obey you like that?” 

She chuckled. “Mostly, unless a rabbit or a squirrel has the audacity to cross their paths. 
Then it's every dog for himself.” 

Sam liked the happy smile on her face, and the smooth way she handled the dogs. “You 
really like this troop, don't you?” he asked, glancing at the perfectly behaved dogs. 

“Yeah, we're buddies,” she said as she patted each of them.  
“Do you think you could show me how to do that?” he asked before he’d even thought 

about it. What good would it do for him to learn about a bunch of dogs he had no intention of 
keeping? But he had to admit to himself it would be a different experience, and one he might 
enjoy; especially with Lisa as his teacher. 

She moved closer to him, and again he could smell the fresh scent of strawberries. “I 
could, but it would take time, and you'll be gone in under two weeks, right?” 

Her gray-green eyes held a hint of amusement—at his expense, he assumed—but he 
must look a little weird pressed against the door the way he was. He stepped back out into the 
yard, standing close enough to her to enjoy her scent. “I need your help with these dogs. I can't 
make them obey me, and they are clearly devoted to you.” He looked at the four of them, their 
eight eyes watching Lisa. 

“So.” She pushed a clump of curls off her forehead and gave him a cheeky grin. “What 
kind of deal are we talking? You don't want me to take them up to the apartment, do you? 
You're against animals in the apartment.”  

“Naturally. Who wouldn't be?” 
She gave him a speculative look. “You'll be pleased to know that Barney's gone back to 

the wild.” 
He had to think for a minute. “Barney? Oh, yeah, the raccoon you had as a house guest.” 
“One and the same.” 
“That’s good. But no, I don't think it would be reasonable if we let the dogs into the 

apartment. Maybe a dog house...” 
“A four-dog dog house. I don't think so.” 
“Then, where do they normally sleep?” 
“They lived in the house with Herbert. Sometimes, he had to boot them off his favorite 

chair so he could watch the evening news.” 
Then a thought struck him. “Why don't you help me take them to the animal shelter?” 
She stared at him as if he'd just admitted to a crime. “The animal shelter? Have you ever 

been there?” 
“No, but I'm sure—” 
She shook her head. Her mass of curls swung across her forehead. “Oh, no you don't. 

That place is not fit for these four. They'd die of loneliness in no time. Besides, no one would 
take Scotch. He's an old dog. See his muzzle?” She whistled to Scotch and he strolled over. His 
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big-dog smile and easy loping ways made Sam wish he liked dogs.  
“He's a nice old fella.”  
Sam reached toward the dog. Scotch immediately sidled up to him and held up a paw. 

Sam gave Scotch a tentative pat on the head and took the outstretched paw.  
“I think you're bonding,” she said. 
“It's that easy?” 
“With Scotch it is.” She pointed at Sam's pants. “I'd watch him though, Scotch is a 

champion shedder.” 
Sam looked down and was surprised to see a fuzzy fur line along the leg of his pants. He 

caught her amused glance when he looked up.  
“Just call me fuzzy-wuzzy,” he said, suddenly feeling amused and happy. 
“As a bear, right?” she countered. “You're being a real good sport about this. Why don't 

you and I make a deal? I'll help you take care of the dogs as long as I'm staying at the 
apartment.” She gave him a wide grin. “I'll even teach you the basics of obedience training.” 

Unable to stop himself, he smiled at her—a smile that felt so good, so uplifting he 
wanted to take her in his arms. Lisa had spoken his thoughts exactly, minus the obedience stuff, 
but what difference did it make? He would enjoy spending time with this woman who 
continued to intrigue him.  

“Consider yourself hired,” he said and saw approval in her eyes. Finally, he'd done 
something she liked." 
 
 
 
 


