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Harry Sullivan has always put his family first, even when it meant losing Molly—his one true love. He’s never been able to forget her, even after fifteen years. Now that his siblings are all blissfully happy, Harry hopes it’s not too late for his own happily-ever-after. But then his doorbell rings…and one look at the teenage girl standing on his doorstep changes absolutely everything.


Molly never thought she’d see Harry Sullivan again, so she’s beyond stunned when her fifteen-year-old daughter brings him back into her life. At eighteen, Harry was already strong, sexy and honorable. And now that he’s even more handsome, more brilliant, more loyal and caring? Molly can’t stop herself from falling in love with him all over again. Especially when his kisses and the sizzling attraction between them are hotter than ever.

But with more at stake now than they ever thought possible, will they be able to move beyond the mistakes they both made in the past and fall in love forever this time?


A note from Bella


For the past two years, I have been waiting impatiently to write Harry Sullivan’s story. After all, who wouldn’t fall for a brilliant hero who has never forgotten his first love, cares deeply about his family…and looks seriously sexy in glasses?

Compared to his three siblings, Harry has always looked like he has it all together. Which is why it shocks everyone, including him, when he’s the New York Sullivan whose life is in the biggest upheaval.

I hope you absolutely love Harry and Molly’s second-chance romance. They’ve both certainly waited long enough for it!

Happy reading,

Bella Andre

P.S. Watch for Cassie Sullivan’s story, the first of seven Maine Sullivans, coming soon!

P.P.S. Please be sure to sign up for my newsletter (bellaandre.com/newsletter) so you don’t miss out on any new book release announcements.


CHAPTER ONE


It was the perfect double engagement party for Harry Sullivan’s brother, Drake, and his fiancée, Rosa—and Harry’s sister, Suzanne, and her fiancé, Roman. The adults were all happily chatting. The kids were running around laughing and playing. Harry’s dog, Aldwin, was keeping a careful watch on everyone’s plates in hopes that food would fall.

And all the while, Harry couldn’t stop thinking about Molly Connal.

They’d met as freshmen at Columbia University, and he’d immediately fallen head over heels for her. Not only because of her beauty, but also because her brain constantly astounded him. He couldn’t believe his luck when she’d felt the same way about him.

Molly had been the one constant bright light in his life—she was fun, brilliant, and sinfully sexy. Where life with his family had been a continual roller coaster, Molly had always been both gentle and easygoing. So much so that he’d taken her completely for granted, putting her last time and time again.

It didn’t help that Harry’s family had been going through one of its roughest spells the year he and Molly were dating. Harry and his siblings—Alec was the oldest, with Harry next, then Suzanne and Drake—were a very tight-knit group. The death of their mother when Drake was just a toddler had only brought them closer, especially when their father all but disappeared from their lives in his grief.

During Harry’s freshman year in college, Drake and Suzanne had been in high school and needed his guidance on everything from schoolwork to college applications. Alec had needed a sober wingman to keep him from getting into trouble at the bars he’d gone to far too often. But it was their father, still adrift in grief over losing their mother and his wife, who had needed Harry’s help most of all.

He would never forget the night he’d found his dad passed out on the floor of his lake house, his clothes unchanged for days, food- and sleep-deprived and reeking from too much booze. It had not only been the anniversary of Harry’s mother’s death—it had also been Molly’s birthday.

That night, Harry had known he had to set Molly free, even though it felt like cutting out the brightest, sweetest, warmest part of his heart. But she deserved better than a boyfriend who was rarely able to be there for her, even if he’d always done his best to make things up to her when he was around. After ending things with her, he’d made sure to stay away, no matter how tempted he’d been over the years to find her, to ask for a second chance.

But now—at long last—his family was in a good place. Alec was happily married and had recently transitioned from airplane mogul to chef at his wife Cordelia’s garden center. Suzanne had found love with her former bodyguard, Roman. Drake and Rosa had found love in the most unlikely of circumstances as well. And best of all, though their father had struggled for three decades with the loss of their mother, it now seemed that William was ready to fully live his life—and to be a real father again.

With Harry’s siblings’ personal and professional lives settled, he felt as though he could finally take a deep breath. And a clear-eyed look at his own life.

Since graduating with a PhD in medieval history, he’d poured his passion into teaching, research, and writing as a professor at Columbia University. On the other side of the spectrum, jousting gave him a physical outlet to turn to when burying himself in books didn’t cut it. And he hadn’t been a monk, of course.

But he’d never fallen in love again.

No other woman had ever come close to being as smart, as fun, or as sexy as Molly. Their connection had been so natural, so passionate, so damned good.

And he’d never stopped missing her.

After they’d broken up at the end of freshman year, Molly hadn’t returned to Columbia. Countless times, Harry had wanted to search for her, to ask her to come back and be with him again. But he’d never allowed himself to do it, not while the issues in his family hadn’t gone away.

Only, now that things had changed, what if he finally looked her up? What if he showed up on her doorstep out of the blue and told her that his biggest regret was breaking her heart? What if he asked her to give him a second chance?

Would she invite him inside and hear him out?

Or was she already married with a great husband and cute kids, having moved on with her life, even though he hadn’t?

Aldwin got up slowly and walked over to put his broad head beneath Harry’s hand while making a low, rumbly sound—the dog’s way of saying he needed to go outside to take care of business.

Harry had adopted Aldwin after seeing him on one of the animal-shelter buses that came to the nearby farmer’s market. Everyone had been crowding around the puppies, while Aldwin slept in his corner stall. No one else at the market seemed to want to bring home an oversized dog of indeterminate breed who was graying at the muzzle, but Harry had been thinking about getting a dog for a while. Someone to keep him company now that everyone he knew was busy being blissfully happy and in love. Besides, he was starting to gray a little around the jawline himself, so he figured they were a perfectly matched set.

Harry was just grabbing Aldwin’s leash to take him into the garden patch out front when the doorbell rang.

Anyone who knew Harry or his family would have heeded the note he’d taped to the door telling them to come on inside. Maybe it was a delivery. Or a kid going door to door selling chocolate for charity.

But as he clipped on Aldwin’s leash and they walked into the foyer, something told Harry it was going to be more than that. He hoped none of his family was going to be hit by an unexpected bombshell. Drake and Rosa had been through more than enough after illegally taken nude photos of her had been leaked to the press. Suzanne and Roman had also been through a rough time together while fighting a major threat to her digital security company. Alec and Cordelia had only just cemented their happily-ever-after. And their father needed to take it easy after his recent heart attack.

The very last thing Harry expected to find on his doorstep was a teenage girl.

She looked remarkably familiar. His heart actually skipped a beat when he realized he could have been looking at Molly back when they were students. The only significant difference was that this girl’s hair was a lighter shade.

Aldwin was the first to greet her, pushing his muzzle into her hand. “Oh, hi there.” She patted him on his neck, which was just what he was after. “Aren’t you sweet?”

The girl’s resemblance to Molly was already uncanny. But it was her voice that nearly knocked Harry over. There was no denying that she must be Molly’s daughter.

Immediately, he started calculating. After all, they’d broken up nearly sixteen years ago, and this girl looked to be around fifteen.

Was there any chance…?

“Are you Harrison Jack Sullivan?” she asked. Aldwin leaned against her leg, as though he felt she needed protection, and her hand lay on his ruff.

“Yes,” he replied, still barely able to believe the resemblance. And what might be possible. “I’m Harry.”

A flicker of a smile crossed the girl’s face before disappearing back into uncertainty. “Harry,” she said, as though she were trying on his name for size. “I like that more than Harrison. It’s not so stuffy.”

He would have laughed—teenagers had a knack for knocking you down a peg or two without even trying. But how could he laugh when he couldn’t stop wondering…?

He had to clear his throat. “And who are you?”

“Amelia.” She bit her lip, looking more nervous than ever as she said, “Amelia Connal. Molly Connal is my mother. I’m fifteen years old. I know you used to date my mom in college.” Her chin tipped up as she looked him right in the eyes. “And I think you’re my father.”

In mounted martial arts, Harry had the wind knocked out of him on a regular basis, and he’d taken dozens of fists to the gut over the years while goofing around with his brothers and cousins. But he’d never felt like this. Like he was fruitlessly gasping for oxygen. Like his entire world had just shifted on its axis.

Like nothing would ever be the same again.

“I have this.” She took a folded piece of paper from the pocket of her jeans. “It’s the results from a DNA kit I got online. See?” She handed it to him. “It says fifty percent of our DNA is a match.”

Harry’s hands shook as he took the paper from her. As a professor of medieval history with a particular interest in genealogy, he had been asked to write a paper on the recent explosion of DNA services that proposed not only to find out your genetic history, but also claimed to give you the chance to see into your past and discover your heritage. As part of his research for the project, he’d signed up for one of the most popular services, going so far as to check the box that would enable open sharing of his name and contact information with potential relatives. He’d enjoyed connecting with a few far-flung fourth and fifth cousins he hadn’t already known about, but he’d never thought he’d find a daughter.

Or rather, that she would find him.

The information on the page couldn’t be more clear:

Strength of Relationship between Amelia Connal and Harrison Jack Sullivan

50% shared

And then one more word on the line just below that:

Father

Harry couldn’t stop looking at the word, still couldn’t quite process what a part of him had known the moment he’d set eyes on Amelia.

Aldwin made a low sound in his throat, one that sounded remarkably like a warning, and only then did Harry realize he was still standing frozen, alternately gaping at the paper and then at Amelia.

At his daughter.

How could Molly have kept this secret from him for fifteen years? She was the last person he would ever have thought would keep a father from his child. She knew just how much family meant to him, that he would go to hell and back to keep them safe. Knew it better than nearly anyone else, in fact.

“I need to let Aldwin take care of his business,” he said, surprised by how normal his voice sounded when his lungs felt as though they were being squeezed in a vise. “And then you and I should head inside so that we can talk.”

She nodded, but when a burst of laughter came from inside his house, she frowned. “It sounds like there are a lot of people in there.”

He’d forgotten there was an engagement party going on. Now he cursed every last person inside. All he wanted was a safe, private space for him and Amelia to talk.

Harry’s life had sometimes felt like a string of momentous events—from losing his mother, to the fallout from his father checking out on his kids due to grief and guilt, to Harry needing to pick up the slack with his brothers and sister for so many years to keep his family together.

But nothing could have prepared Harry for this. For the moment when he looked at another person for the very first time and loved. Loved wholly and completely and unconditionally, without knowing anything more than that the teenage girl standing in front of him was his. And that from this moment forward, he would protect her with every last part of him.

Starting with keeping her from the prying gazes of everyone at the party.

But he couldn’t ask Amelia to walk down the street with him to go talk at a coffee shop. She deserved a hell of a lot better than that from the father who had been absent her entire life, the father she’d only just found. And they couldn’t go in through the back either, not when there were at least two dozen people on the deck and lawn.

“I’m hosting an engagement party for my sister Suzanne and her fiancé, and my brother Drake and his fiancée.”

The unspoken words your aunt and uncle hung between them, along with all the other things he wanted to say to her, the questions he wanted to ask. So many that his brain felt so overcrowded and tangled up that he couldn’t actually get anything straight.

“Maybe I should come back later.”

Amelia was already backing out of the garden, with Aldwin straining at his leash to stick to her like glue, when a familiar voice called, “There you are.” Harry’s father was standing on the front stoop. “I saw the door was open and wanted to make sure Aldwin hadn’t gotten out.” That was when William noticed Amelia. “Hello there.”

“Hi.” She stilled, one hand on the front gate latch.

“This is my father, William,” Harry said without taking his eyes off his daughter.

Would he ever tire of looking at her? Would he ever feel as though he’d had enough time with her after missing the first fifteen years of her life?

“Dad—” Harry finally turned to meet his father’s curious gaze. He needed his dad to know before anyone else, one parent to another. “I just found out that Amelia is my daughter.”


CHAPTER TWO


“Your daughter?”

William looked utterly stunned as he turned to Amelia and really looked at her. “My God.” His voice was hushed. “I should have seen the resemblance before. You have Harry’s eyes, his mouth.” He gripped the rail as he slowly made his way down the stairs toward her, prompting the dog to press even closer to her. William stared at her in wonder. “You’re my granddaughter.” He sounded overwhelmed, but clearly overjoyed. “I’m your grandfather.”

For the first time since Harry had opened the door, Amelia smiled. It was the prettiest ray of sunshine, and so much like her mother’s smile that Harry’s knees nearly buckled beneath him.

No matter how he turned things over inside his head, he couldn’t believe Molly would have deliberately kept his daughter from him, no matter how awful a boyfriend he’d been.

But what other reason could there be?

After looking at Harry again and confirming just how shell-shocked his son was, William held out his arm to Amelia. “Why don’t you come inside? I know the rest of the family would love to meet you and get to know you.”

Amelia looked at Harry. “Is that okay with you?”

But he couldn’t stop staring at her, couldn’t stop thinking, She’s mine. My daughter. I have a daughter.

“Harry?” His father’s voice was sharp enough to break through the thoughts and questions running through Harry’s head at a million miles an hour. Getting stuck inside his head was one of his worst habits, according to his sister.

Harry knew he needed to get over his confusion and shock and give every ounce of his compassion and love and support to his daughter, who had just done a very brave thing with no certainty whatsoever of a positive outcome. For all Amelia knew, he might have denied her claim and tossed her out into the street.

He could read the fear on her face even now. That he didn’t want her. That he would send her away.

No. He’d never send her away.

“I should be the one to take you in.” He smiled at her, or at least tried to. At the moment, he wasn’t sure he was capable of anything as clear cut as upturned lips. “I want to take you inside to meet your family. If that’s okay with you.”

Her shoulders dropped, as though she’d finally let out the breath she’d been holding. And then she smiled, the very first smile that was his and his alone. “It’s definitely okay.”

As though Harry’s family and friends had a sixth sense that something major was going down, all conversation stopped when he walked into the living room with Amelia between him and his father. Instinctively shifting to block her from sight, he said in a low voice, “Dad, could you ask Alec, Suzanne, and Drake to come into my study?”

His father nodded, heading into the throng as Harry gestured for Amelia to come with him down the hall, away from the party. “I’m thinking it would be good for you to meet your aunt and uncles in a more private setting.”

“Okay.” Her voice sounded small, unsure. “Thanks.”

Throughout, Aldwin remained by her side, her personal furry sentry. It was as though the instant she’d patted his head, she’d become his responsibility.

Smart dog.

There was so much Harry wanted to say to her, and to ask, as they walked together down the hallway. So many things he wanted to know about her childhood, where she’d grown up, what she was studying in school. He didn’t know anything about her, not even the basics, like her favorite color, or food, or book, or movie.

But first, he needed to ask her, “Does your mother know you’re here?”

Instead of answering, she stopped at the threshold of his study, a large, vaulted room in which every wall was covered in bookshelves. “Wow. This room looks like it should be in a castle.” Leather-bound books held court in his personal library alongside hardcovers and paperbacks, fiction and nonfiction, academic tomes and books of maps. Rapt, she moved toward the nearest bookshelf, running her fingers along the large leather spines of medieval battle plan reproductions.

It moved him deeply to see that his daughter was so interested in books, to know they had that in common. He hoped to find out about the dozens of other ways they might be similar—and also the ways they would be different. All the ways she was unique, brilliant, special.

Suzanne, Alec, Drake, and their father soon walked into the room. Alec shot Harry a questioning look when he saw Amelia, but Harry knew there was no way his brother would ever be prepared for this.

Amelia moved closer to Harry, and he wanted to put his arm around her to comfort her. But he didn’t know if that would be okay, if there was some set amount of time that needed to pass before she felt like he was really her father, instead of a stranger she’d just met.

“It’s going to be okay,” he told her in a low voice. “They’re all your family.”

“Harry,” Alec asked, voicing what every one of them was clearly wondering, “what’s going on?”

Harry couldn’t stop himself from putting his arm around Amelia then. Thankfully, she leaned into him, rather than away, as he said, “Amelia is my daughter.” He let that huge news land for a beat before he continued. “Molly Connal, my girlfriend from college, is her mother, and Amelia found out we’re related using the same online DNA testing company I signed up for earlier this year.”

His siblings’ eyes were all huge. Suzanne recovered first, rushing forward, then throwing her arms around Amelia. “I’m so happy to meet you! I’m Suzanne, and I swear this is one of the greatest days of my life, getting to meet my niece.”

Alec moved forward next and shook her hand, obviously trying not to overwhelm Amelia with another hug. Although he held on for several long moments. “It’s great to meet you, Amelia. I’m Alec.”

“And I’m Drake.” Harry’s youngest brother went in for a hug. Though not quite as ebullient as Suzanne’s, it was no less warm and welcoming.

“I’ve seen your picture online!” Amelia blurted when he drew back. “You’re with Rosalind Bouchard.”

Of course Amelia would know who Rosa was—a fifteen-year-old would have to be seriously out of the loop not to know about the most famous former reality TV star on the planet.

“Rosa is my fiancée,” Drake confirmed with a smile. “She’s out in the living room. You’ll meet her soon.”

Seeing his family welcome Amelia one by one, without panic or cynicism, helped loosen some of the knots inside Harry. Before she met anyone else, however, they needed to nail down a few details.

“Why doesn’t everyone sit down?” he said as he closed the study door. “So we can talk things through a bit.”

He appreciated Suzanne’s leading Amelia over to the leather love seat, with the dog keeping pace beside them. Suzanne kept her arm around Amelia, obviously recognizing some girl power wouldn’t go amiss at this point. But though his sister looked to be champing at the bit to fire off questions, she managed to rein herself in as they all looked to him.

Leaning his hip against the edge of his desk—he couldn’t sit, not when he was filled with this much adrenaline—Harry asked again, “Amelia, does your mother know you’re here?”

She scrunched up her face, guilt written all over it. “She thinks I’m sleeping over at my friend’s house.”

A string of silent curses ran through Harry’s head. Of course Molly wouldn’t have sent Amelia to him after all these years, especially without warning. “You need to call her and tell her where you really are.”

“As long as I’m home by tomorrow at noon, she won’t need to know.”

“She’s your mother, and we aren’t going to keep either the test results, or where you are, from her.” He’d been a father for all of five minutes, and he was already lecturing his daughter. “I can call her,” he said in a gentler tone, “if that will be easier.”

Amelia thought about it for a few seconds. “I don’t know—that might be worse. I mean, since she never wanted to tell me about you, I’m thinking she wouldn’t be too happy about talking to you on the phone.”

Her words were like a sledgehammer to his gut. Of course Molly wouldn’t want to talk to him. Too bad for his ex that he didn’t give a damn what she wanted. Yes, he’d hurt her way back when. But nothing he’d done could have been bad enough for her to keep his daughter from him.

“Now that I’ve thought about it,” Harry said, “I need to be the one to call her.”

“Right now?” Amelia looked seriously panicked. She might have snuck off to find her father, but he had a feeling it had been a rare bout of rule-breaking.

“Soon.” He pushed away from his desk and walked over to sit on the ottoman facing her, gently touching her hands with his. “Does she know you took the DNA test?”

She shook her head. “But after I read her diary, I had to do it.”

“Molly has been writing about me in her diary?” After all these years, was she still thinking about him the way he’d never been able to stop thinking about her?

“No. I found a box of her old diaries in the attic.”

Suzanne couldn’t keep quiet any longer. “Your mom kept her old diaries lying around in the attic, even though you could easily have found them?”

“They weren’t exactly lying around,” Amelia admitted. “I had to sort of hunt for them.” She looked around at everyone as if to make her case. “I needed to know who my dad was. And since she refused to ever tell me, I had to take matters into my own hands.” She licked her lips, looking nervous again. “That’s why as soon as I read about how she and Harry dated, I fudged her consent to do the DNA test.” Her mouth took on a stubborn tilt as she turned back to Harry. “After what I read, I needed to know for sure if you were my dad.”

“I can’t believe Molly kept you a secret from me.” Harry heard his voice as if from a distance. Despite his words, his tone was dangerously cool. Where anyone else would have been ranting, cursing, it was instinct for Harry to become more rational, not less. Losing himself in emotion had never helped anyone, and he couldn’t start losing it now, even if that was the obvious route.

“All my life,” Amelia said, “I assumed my father must be no good. Otherwise, why would she have kept us apart? But I still needed to know who I am, where I came from. And now that I’ve met you…” Amelia looked as confused and as hurt as Harry felt. “I always thought I had the best mom in the world. But all these years, I could have had you as my dad.” She looked at everyone in the room. “I could have had all of you as my family.”

Suzanne pulled Amelia close. “You have us now. And none of us are going anywhere, I promise.”

Amelia sniffled, then pulled back. “I always wanted an aunt.” She turned to Alec and Drake. “And uncles.” She looked at William. “And a grandpa.” And then, finally, to Harry. “And most of all, a dad.” But before he could say that learning he had a daughter was the best thing that had ever happened to him, she added, “Are you sure you want to call my mom right now? I mean, I could just take the bus home and then we could come up with a plan later. Like, maybe you could show up in A Bay and accidentally bump into us on the street, and then when she sees it’s you, she’ll have to admit you’re my dad. We could act like we’d only just met and be all surprised.”

“A Bay?” He’d barely heard Amelia’s master plan, not after hearing where she’d come from. “You took a bus all the way from Alexandria Bay today?” His gut twisted tighter. “By yourself?” A deep seed of fear planted itself in the middle of the emotional storm raging inside him.

“It was only forty-two bucks and five hours.” She said it like teenage girls traveled that far alone with a bunch of strangers with no one to protect them all the time. “It wasn’t a big deal.”

Were it not for Drake moving behind Harry to put a hand on his shoulder, he wasn’t sure he would have been able to control his response, for once.

“She’s okay, Harry.” Drake was stepping into Harry’s shoes like a champ—taking on the role of keeping him from losing it the way Harry had so often helped his siblings and father. “Although,” his brother said to Amelia, “how about we agree that should be the end of your solo bus trips for a while?”

Still star struck by Drake due to his relationship with Rosa, Amelia automatically nodded. “Okay. Although I don’t know how I’m going to get home if I don’t take the bus. I can’t afford a plane ticket.”

“I can fly you home on one of my planes,” Alec offered.

“You have your own planes?” Amelia’s eyes were huge.

“I’ll be taking Amelia home myself,” Harry ground out from between clenched teeth. Or, better yet, she’d stay with him instead of going back to Alexandria Bay. After all, Molly had had her first fifteen years to herself. He was due the next fifteen, at the very least.

“If you’re okay hanging out with Suzanne, Drake, Alec, and my dad for a few minutes,” he said to Amelia in as normal a voice as he could muster, “it’s time for me to call your mother. Why don’t you give me her cell phone number?”

“Okay,” Amelia said, biting her lip again. “She had to go into work today, though. At Boldt Castle. I don’t know if she’ll pick up unless it’s me.”

“Then I should call from your phone to make sure she does.”

Amelia’s hand shook a little as she gave her cell to him, and Aldwin nestled in closer to her, putting his big head in her lap.

Harry was halfway out the door when she said, “Harry?” He turned, wishing she’d said Dad, even though he knew he hadn’t earned it yet. “Can you tell her that I’m sorry I did all of this behind her back?”

His stomach twisted tight at the regret—and the love—in her voice. “Don’t worry, Amelia. Everything is going to be okay.”

He’d move heaven and earth to make sure of that.


CHAPTER THREE


Harry closed himself into his bedroom upstairs. Party guests were gathered outside the window in the backyard, but they were all a blur. Scrolling through Amelia’s list of contacts, he found Mom and pressed the call button with a shaking hand.

Molly picked up after one ring. “Amelia? Is everything okay, sweetie?”

The shock of hearing her voice after so many years of hearing it only in his dreams made him momentarily speechless. “It’s not Amelia. It’s Harry. Harry Sullivan.”

Molly went so silent on the other end that he almost thought their connection had been severed. Obviously stunned, she asked, “How do you have Amelia’s phone?”

“She found me.” He barely recognized his own voice, it was so strangled with repressed fury and frustration. “She’s here in the city.”

Molly gasped. “Amelia is in the city?” Shock reverberated through every word.

“She took a bus here. Five hours. All by herself.” Just saying the words riled him up all over again. “Anything could have happened to her.”

“She took the bus to the city?” He could hear how shaken she was. “Is she okay?”

“She’s fine, thank God.”

“Put her on. I need to talk to my daughter.”

“Our daughter. And I’ll put her on as soon as you and I are done.” His gut was churning as he said, “Why the hell did you hide my daughter from me?” He could no longer pretend to keep his cool. “How could you do that to me? And to her?”

“Wait…what are you saying?” She sounded completely confused, even more than she’d been when he’d told her who was calling. “How could you possibly think Amelia is your daughter?”

“She read your old diary, Molly. She read what you wrote about me.”

“I did write about you and how we dated, but I never said you were her father. You’re not. You can’t be.”

He couldn’t believe she was trying to deny it. “I have proof. She took a DNA test, and I showed up as matching fifty percent of her genetic markers.”

“You might have a piece of paper that says that, but it has to be wrong. Some kind of horrible joke someone is playing on her. She’s never been bullied before, but maybe something has changed at school that I don’t know about. Maybe she mentioned your name to someone after reading my diary and they thought it would be funny to mail her false test results.”

Whatever Harry had expected, it wasn’t this. Not just an out-and-out denial, but Molly’s utter refusal that he was Amelia’s father. Worse still, she was somehow managing to plant doubts in his head, even though he was holding the DNA test result.

“Finding out I have a teenage daughter is no joke.”

“Of course it isn’t, but I’m telling you, it’s not possible.”

“She’s mine, Molly.” Hadn’t his father said Amelia had his eyes, his mouth? And hadn’t she fit right in with his siblings, as though she’d always been a part of the family? Always been a Sullivan? “Mine.”

Molly made a frustrated sound into the phone. “I need to come get Amelia, and once I’m there, we’ll figure out how she could have gotten her hands on this mistaken DNA test result.”

“It’s no mistake,” he insisted. “The timing of everything is exactly right—it’s been fifteen years and nine months since we were last together.”

“No, we had already broken up when I got pregnant.” She was just as insistent. “She’s not yours.”

“We’ll do another paternity test—and then you won’t be able to deny the truth.” Harry almost never raised his voice. He’d always been the calm one, the person everyone could count on to be reasonable. But now he was practically shouting into Amelia’s phone.

“Don’t you dare do anything until I get there.” Molly’s shock shifted to a fierce protectiveness. “I get that you think I’ve kept Amelia from you her entire life. But I swear I haven’t. And even if you don’t believe me, when it comes to my daughter, I will protect her no matter what.” Her voice was slightly softer as she added, “I’m sorry you aren’t her father, Harry. But I really think it’s best if we go over everything in person rather than on the phone so that there’s no chance of your misunderstanding. And even more than that, I need to see my daughter and know that she’s okay. Where do you live?”

The thought of seeing Molly again, of her walking into his house, was so strange, he couldn’t begin to imagine how it would feel.

He gave her the address. Then she said, “I’ll be there as fast as I can safely manage the drive. Now, could I please talk to my daughter?”

The last thing he wanted was to let Molly off the hook. He wanted to force her to tell him everything right that second. But despite how upset he was, he also understood how desperate she must be to talk to Amelia—and to come here to see for herself that she was okay. And Amelia must be a bundle of nerves waiting to find out how their call was going.

“I’ll take the phone out to her now.” As Harry walked down to his study, he could hear laughter coming from the room. He’d never appreciated his family more than he did right at this moment, when they were going out of their way to get over their own shock at meeting Amelia so that they could help settle her nerves. “She’s with Alec, Suzanne, Drake and my father.”

“You called everyone to come over as soon as Amelia showed up?”

“They were already here. We’re celebrating Drake’s and Suzanne’s engagements today. They’ll both be getting married later this year.”

Despite the knots twisting him up at the doubts Molly had managed to plant inside him, he smiled at Amelia as he walked into the study. “Your mom is going to drive here tonight, so you’ll be seeing her soon. Here she is.”

Amelia took the phone from him and walked over to the window for a little more privacy. “Mom—”

Everyone in the room could hear Molly exclaim how glad she was that Amelia was okay, then say that she had scared her half to death by getting on that bus.

Amelia’s shoulders slumped. “I know I shouldn’t have taken the bus so far by myself. I’m really sorry.” Then her shoulders moved back slightly. “But I needed to know who my dad is! And he’s great. They all are.”

Everyone in the room raised their eyebrows as Molly told Amelia that she’d explain everything once she got there, then all but hollered that she still should have told her what she was doing—and that she was grounded. Forever.

Amelia slumped again. “I already said I wouldn’t do it again—you don’t need to ground me.”

Whatever Molly said next was at a lower volume, but Harry could just make out the words I love you so much from across the room.

“Love you too, Mom. See you when you get here.” Amelia slid the phone into her back pocket, then turned toward the group, obviously not realizing they had been able to hear their conversation. “She’s pretty mad.”

Harry moved to her side. “She’s just glad you’re okay.” He smiled at her, his heart fuller than it had ever been for the teenager who had instantly become the center of his world. “I am too.”

When she smiled back, regardless of the doubts Molly had put into his head, he opened his arms to Amelia…and was so damned glad when she walked into them and lay her head on his chest.

“I’m so happy you found me, Amelia.”

“Me too.”

He held on for a long time. But it would never be long enough. He already knew that.

When he reluctantly let her go, he tried to corral his spinning, spiraling thoughts into a straight line. She had to be hungry, thirsty, and wondering where she was going to be staying. “How about I show you your bedroom while your aunt, uncles, and grandfather clear out the party? And then we can get you something to eat and drink?”

“I am pretty starved,” she said, rubbing her hand over her stomach. “I can’t go that long without food or Mom says I get grumpy.”

“Just like Suzanne,” Drake drawled. “It’s a seriously bad idea to ever let her blood sugar get too low.”

Suzanne rolled her eyes, then said to Amelia, “Bet you didn’t figure you’d have a couple of uncles like these guys to deal with.”

“I think they’re both awesome! All of you are.”

“Right back at you, Amelia,” Alec said with a grin. “Welcome to the family.”

And as Harry picked up her backpack and took her upstairs to one of the guest bedrooms, with Aldwin pressed so close to her that she could barely walk in a straight line, she beamed the whole way.

Already a Sullivan through and through.


CHAPTER FOUR


Molly had forgotten how dark and how quiet this part of the city could be in the middle of the night. Her memories of living in New York City were always bright and colorful, especially after she’d met Harry. For the first time in her life, she had truly felt alive.
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