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      My home state of California has been through some very tough times this past couple of years. To all the first responders who answered the call of the wildfires that have ravaged my beautiful state, I thank you for your tireless efforts and courage. To all those volunteers who’ve helped the many displaced families, a big thank you goes out to you as well. #californiastrong
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      So maybe not every teenage girl dreamt of her wedding, and certainly not in the detail she had, but Breanna had always had her heart set on a destination wedding. She could clearly see it—the freshly painted arbor sitting atop a grassy knoll overlooking a cliff, water crashing against the rocks below, and the sea breeze blowing through her hair.

      The ending was the only thing she couldn’t see. No one could have.

      Maybe the idea weaved through her mind from watching Hallmark movies with her mother, or maybe it was the great descriptions of wedding venues she read in romance novels—the ones she found in her mom’s nightstand drawer, but whatever the case might be, Breanna was determined to have her dream destination wedding come true.

      So when Jake proposed, and she, of course, accepted, Breanna immediately pulled out her secret binder filled with pages from wedding magazines, and went to work planning her dream.

      The reception, a luau complete with roasted pig, hula dancers, and fruity little drinks with umbrellas, would be the highlight of the event, if the ceremony wasn’t enough to leave everyone completely breathless. With the beauty of the island, and of course, the happy couple dressed in white, how could it not be just the perfect wedding ever?

      She’d wear a white sleeveless dress just below her knees, a flower in her hair, and bare feet with the daintiest ankle bracelet in white gold with cut diamonds glistening in the sun—an early wedding gift from her folks. He would be dressed in white linen pants turned up at the ankle just a tad, with a free-flowing white gauze shirt—exposing the white gold chain she’d given him as an early wedding gift, and no shoes.
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      Her parents were celebrating thirty-five years of married bliss and had never been to the Big Island, so naturally, they were ecstatic about spending a couple of extra days enjoying their momentous occasion.

      It would have been too cheesy to have their wedding on her parents’ anniversary, so they made sure it was before their big date—just so everyone had their day in the sun, so to speak. Breanna had to pinch herself. She couldn’t believe they were about to tie the knot. Overlooking the Pacific Ocean, she was marrying her best friend. This is what dreams were made of …

      White folding chairs dotted the venue in front of the arbor that was cleverly decorated with orange and red hibiscus and greenery. Breanna watched as people gathered, taking their seats. Her best friends from New Orleans made the trip, and she couldn’t be happier. Melissa, Julie, and Karen giggled behind her.

      “I’m so nervous,” Breanna said as she walked over to the girls and sighed.

      Melissa reached over and adjusted Bree’s dress straps. “Your bra was showing.”

      Breanna laughed. “I can’t believe this day is finally here.”

      “We’re so happy to spend this day with you, Bree,” Julie said, stepping up and placing her hand on Breanna’s arm.

      “Yep, we wouldn’t miss it for the world, dear,” said Julie, who although was only two years older than the rest of them, gave Breanna a motherly nod.

      “Thank you,” Breanna mouthed.

      Breanna looked back at the wedding guests, who were still arriving. “I see Jake’s parents, his sister, and his brother are here, but I don’t see any sign of Jake or his groomsmen. I bet they really tied one on last night at the bachelor party. I hope he won’t be late to his own wedding.” She grimaced at the thought of a hungover groom and his groomsmen.

      “They’ll be here. I think they did get in late, though. I could hear a lot of laughing and slamming doors early this morning. I’m quite sure it was them coming home—”

      Julie held a finger to her mouth, and with glaring eyes, hushed Melissa from saying another word. “I think what Melissa is trying to tell us is … they’re running a tad behind, aren’t you, dear?” She tipped her head, encouraging her to agree with her.

      “Ahh, yes. That’s exactly what I mean. They’ll be here. Don’t you worry about that.” Melissa slung her arm around Breanna and hugged her.

      Karen tiptoed around the girls and peered out at the guests. She did a quick count, but still no sign of Jake.

      “Are they here yet?” Breanna called out over her shoulder.

      “No, not yet,” Karen said, trying to hide her own concern.

      “What time is it?” Breanna barked out, agitated that Jake was late.

      “We still have a few more minutes,” Julie said.

      “Breanna, dear, where is Jake?” Mary, Breanna’s mother, poked her head inside the white tent.

      “I guess he’s running late,” Breanna said, her eyes now beginning to water.

      “Now, dear, don’t cry or you’ll mess up your makeup.”

      “Mary, let us know as soon as they arrive.” Julie took Breanna by the hand and led her to the stool near the makeshift vanity they’d set up.

      Mary nodded and then left the ladies alone in the tent.

      Julie gave the girls commands with her eyes and other facial expressions while she poured a glass of water and then spiked it with vodka. “Here, drink this.” Julie handed Breanna the plastic cup with the mixed drink.

      Breanna took a whiff and wrinkled her nose. “Liquor?”

      “Just a little something to help you relax, is all, hon.” Karen patted her on the back.

      Breanna downed the drink in two gulps as her friends looked on. Karen rolled her shoulders, Melissa widened her eyes, and Julie shook her head.

      “I hear the music. That means it’s time and Jake isn’t here. Maybe we should call the hotel, the police … the hospital!” She screamed as a look of sheer horror spread across her face.

      Julie took in a deep breath. “Okay, let me make a few calls. Girls,” she said, looking up at Melissa and Karen, “you have this, right?” More wide eyes directed them to agree.

      They nodded and rushed to Breanna’s side.

      Julie was gone for about twenty minutes—twenty minutes they didn’t really have. When she returned, she brought Jake’s best man and his two groomsmen with her.

      With her brows pinched and a faraway look in her eyes, Breanna asked, “Where’s Jake?” She looked around the guys to see if he was hiding.

      Julie shook her head and tears began to well up in her eyes.

      “What happened to Jake?” Terrified he’d been hurt, or worse, Breanna jumped up from the stool and crossed over to the men. “Where’s Jake?” She grabbed the best man by the shoulders and shook him.

      “I’m sorry, Breanna. He’s not coming.”

      She dropped her hands and then quickly covered her mouth.

      Julie gave the eye signal for the guys to leave the tent. With a finger held up, she called Melissa over and whispered something in her ear, and then tipped her chin toward Karen, who took the hint. “Hey, Karen. Get Mary for me,” she called as she exited the tent.

      Julie led a sobbing Breanna back to the stool and was about to divulge her information about Jake when Mary rushed in.

      “What happened to Jake?” Mary’s eyes darted from Julie to Breanna and back to Julie.

      Julie quickly consoled Mary by bringing her in for a hug. When she released her, she spoke softly. “He’s not coming. He changed his mind. I haven’t told Breanna yet. Maybe you can …”

      Mary knitted her brows tightly, and then tears began to flow down her cheeks. “How could he do this to my baby?” She rushed over to Breanna and hugged her. “That man is a jerk. He’s worse than … than …”

      “What are you saying? Did he stand me up? He’s not hurt, or worse, killed?”

      Mary shook her head. “No, he’s not hurt. But if I ever see him, he’ll wish he was dead.”

      Breanna cupped her face and sobbed while Mary rubbed one side of her back and Julie the other.
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      Getting dumped was one thing, but getting dumped at the altar was a whole other thing. In order to make it right for those who traveled from afar, they had the luau, but instead of it being a happy occasion with dancing, laughter, and a pig roast, it was more of a pity party with Breanna as the guest of honor.

      After about three too many fruity little drinks, Breanna’s inhibitions left her, and she began to speak loudly and rudely about Jake the Snake, her new name for him.

      Her friends, at first, tried to console her and quiet her down, but when they realized it probably was better for her to get it off her chest, they joined her in name calling and personal insults against old Jake the Snake.

      “I’ll go back to New Orleans with my tail between my legs,” Breanna wailed. “I’ll just bury myself in work until I forget about this day.” She slurped her drink, sloshing it everywhere.

      “Maybe in time …”

      Julie raised her brows to Melissa and shook her head.

      “Maybe in time I’ll forgive him? Is that what you were going to say?” Now her speech was extremely slurred.

      “No, I just … never mind,” Melissa whispered, getting up and moving away from the situation.

      Julie leaned in. “She’s just trying to help.”

      “I know. I'm just a mean drunk. I don’t understand what happened, Julie. One minute, we were in love and planning the wedding of our dreams, and the next minute, I’m having the wedding reception by myself.”

      Julie didn’t want to tell her that his friends said he’d hooked up with a pretty little hip swaying, bronze-skinned Hawaiian girl with the tightest abs of any woman they’d ever seen. “I don’t think you’re ready for the truth just yet, but the point is, you must go on. Tomorrow you’ll get on that plane, go back to New Orleans, and try to move forward.” Julie puffed out her chest after giving Breanna a dose of tough love. Maybe she was too tough. “I just don’t want you to wallow in sadness, cuz he’s not.”

      Breanna shot Julie a look.

      Karen, sitting nearby and listening but not saying a word, stood up from the bench and nodded at Julie. She knew what was coming, so she just went ahead and left. Things were about to get ugly.

      “What do you mean, because he’s not? What do you know, Julie Temple?”

      Julie swallowed and studied Breanna as she chose her words carefully. “Okay. You’re sure you want to know the truth?”

      Breanna wiped the few lonely tears that made their way down her cheeks and nodded.

      “He left with some hula dancer from where they’d been partying.”

      “A hula dancer? He left me for someone he just met?”

      “Yeah, so what does that tell you about Jake?” Julie raised her brows almost to her hairline.

      “It tells me I didn’t really know him … that I could be duped after two years of dating and two years of engagement. It tells me this is probably not the first time he’s been unfaithful to me. It tells me I’m stupid,” she wailed in her hands.

      Julie let her cry.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      Breanna sat in the middle seat, with Julie on one side and Melissa on the other. Karen sat in the aisle seat directly across from them. Her parents were behind them. Jake’s parents took another flight, unable to stand the stares and glares from the Murphy family and friends.

      Once they landed, the girls took a cab and Breanna and her parents took another. They’d insisted she stay with them for a few days before going back to her apartment.

      “I’m so glad I only moved a few things over to Jake’s apartment.”

      “I’ll call him for you to get those things back. Just say the word,” Richard, her father said, balling up his fists. Her dad, the fighter.

      “It’s okay, Dad,” Breanna said through pursed lips. “I have to face him sooner or later. This isn’t something you can make all better.”

      Richard wrapped his arms around his daughter and pulled her tightly against his stocky chest. A stray grey chest hair sticking out from under his shirt tickled her neck. She loved the safe and secure feeling, and was reminded of how when she was a little girl with a skinned knee, she would run to him for comfort. Back then, he didn’t have any wiry grey chest hair that stuck like a pin, and his full head of red hair had been replaced with salt and pepper strands. She quickly gave him a peck on the cheek and stepped out of his hug.

      “I’m going to be okay. You wait and see. Once I’m working again, I’ll bounce right back.” She nodded a few times and rocked back on her heels.

      “That’s my girl.”

      “Breanna, let’s just have a nice evening, the three of us, and we’ll look at everything tomorrow with a fresh set of eyes.” Mary led her to the living room.

      “I still don’t understand how I could be with someone for that length of time and not really know him at all.”

      “I don’t have the answer, dear. But I can say this, if it was going to happen, I’m glad it happened now and not after you got married. Or what about after you had started a little family?” Mary took her hand in hers and held it.

      “True. It’s better I found out now that he’s a two-timing snake than after I’m big and fat, carrying his child.” She cringed and then laughed at herself.
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      After staying with her parents for two days, she’d had enough of their well-meaning but overbearing love and support, so she took a cab to her apartment and tried to get back into a normal routine. The first thing she needed to do was find a job. As a self-employed interior designer, she was feeling a bit anxious waiting for her next job to materialize. Even in a beautiful city like New Orleans, it could be hard to find decorating jobs. Self-employment had its perks, but no job meant bare cupboards, so she scanned the want ads carefully.

      Suddenly, an ad popped out, and she read it several times because it just sounded so good. You know … almost too good to be true, kind of good.

      Wanted: Experienced self-starter interior designer to oversee decorating and staging model homes in an upscale residential area in beautiful wine country, California. All moving expenses paid.

      She leaned back in her comfy chair and stared off into space. California, huh? That would be a great way to give herself a fresh start, and maybe just what she needed to forget Jake the Snake.
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      As Richard slammed the trunk shut and stepped back, Mary began to cry, setting off a flow of tears for Breanna. Richard pulled them all in for a group hug, dropping a kiss on Breanna’s forehead.

      “Now, you’re sure this is what you want to do?”

      “Yes, I absolutely want to do this. A change of scenery will do me good.”

      “Make sure you call us each night and let us know you’re safe and all.” Mary wiped the tears that ran down her face.

      “I better get going. I want to make my first destination before nightfall.” She kissed her mother on the cheek then turned her lips to her father’s cheek. “I love you guys.”

      She peered into the rearview mirror and watched as her parents huddled and waved. This was a new adventure for her, and even though she felt a little sad about leaving New Orleans and her parents, she was excited to see how living in sunny California would change her life.

      As promised, each night after she’d had her dinner, showered, and settled in for the evening, she called her parents and filled them in on her daily adventures. For the most part, they were uneventful, but her parents were happy to hear from her regardless. Finally, after three long days of driving, she pulled into Napa, California.

      Her first night in her new town proved to be interesting. The weather, for one thing, was so much different than in New Orleans. It was warm, but the humidity was almost nonexistent, which she loved. In New Orleans, when she walked outside after a shower, wham, she’d get hit in the face with warm, humid air, making her perspire even more. Here, she walked out and was hit with plain, warm air. She drew in a deep breath.

      The hotel clerk recommended a little place down the street for dinner where she ate a hamburger and fries, accompanied with a glass of red wine. She had to have a glass of California wine! After dinner, she walked around the plaza, peering into windows of little stores and shops. Once she got a taste of the neighborhood, she called it a night. In the morning, she was to meet her new employer, Calvin Comstock.
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      Breanna found the small construction site trailer office and entered. A young woman sitting behind a desk, filing her nails with one of those wide emory boards, looked up.

      “Hi, I’m Breanna Murphy.” She held out her hand.

      Taylor pushed back her chair and stood. “Yes, very cool. I’m Taylor Comstock.” She shook her hand briefly then turned and walked through another door, leaving Breanna standing there.

      Breanna could hear low rumblings coming from the other room. She looked around and saw a plastic chair like you’d find in a classroom and sat down. She’d only been sitting for a few minutes when Taylor and a tall man with a slender build came out to see her.

      “Cal Comstock,” he said, holding out his hand. “Welcome to Comstock Manor.”

      She shook his hand firmly. “Breanna Murphy.”

      “Why don’t you follow me. We can talk in my office.” He led the way to the other room in the back. Motioning for her to have a seat, he proceeded to sit behind the desk, and began fiddling with some papers. When he almost knocked over his Styrofoam  cup, he grunted and grabbed it just in time.

      For a moment, Breanna studied the piles of paper leaning on one corner of his desk, and then glancing around the cramped workspace, she noticed a large cream-colored dog quietly sitting on her bed, licking her paws. “Oh, what a pretty dog,” she said, smiling at the beautiful species.

      “That’s Clem.”

      “Clem?” A puzzled look appeared on her face.

      “Short for Clementine. My daughter named her. We didn’t have the heart to tell her it was sort of long for a dog’s name, so we just shortened it.”

      “I see. Well, Clem’s a very sweet dog.”

      “So, there’s been a little mix-up, but we’re going to make it work.” He abruptly changed the subject, yanking Breanna’s eyes and mind back to the handsome man sitting behind the desk.

      Breanna studied his face. “Oh? What sort of mix-up?”

      “Taylor,” he tipped his head toward the receptionist, “is my daughter, and she’s the one who placed the ad for me. But the thing is, it was supposed to be for local applicants, or at least in the local commuting distance, not from Louisiana.” He laughed then leaned back in his chair, crossing his arms.

      Breanna’s eyes focused on his mouth then traveled back to his warm brown eyes. He had a movie star look, and she tried to place his features.  “I see. Your daughter never made any mention to me on the phone that being from out of state would disqualify me. In fact, she said I was exactly what you were looking for. I just assumed she’d gotten your blessings before she hired me.” She leaned back in her chair, crossing her legs. “How is this going to change things for me?” She cocked her head slightly with raised brows.

      “It’s not. We’re going to honor what we said in the ad. We’ll reimburse you for your moving expenses.”

      Breanna’s eyes widened … he looked like a young Warren Beatty. “Oh, good. I traveled light. I only have with me what I could bring in my trunk. I got rid of everything else.”

      Calvin nodded. “Great. That’s really good news. So let me tell you a little bit about us. We’re a small new home builder trying to get our foot in the door here. We have six model homes that are in various stages of completion. I need for you to go in and decorate them. You’ll have a budget to work with. It’s kind of small, but that’s why we need a self-starter, someone who can really decorate on a budget. Anyway, we have accounts set up at two local furniture stores, and then we thought you could find other things at the local department stores with petty cash.”

      “Sounds like something I’ll really enjoy doing. And after all the houses are staged, then what?” Breanna cocked her head.

      “Our plan is to purchase another plot of land in a neighboring town and do it all over. This particular neighborhood we’re at right now will only have about sixty new homes. We already have our eye on another city.”

      “That makes it sort of difficult for me in terms of where I will live.”

      “Napa is pretty expensive. I’m probably not paying you enough to live here. There are some less expensive towns in a neighboring county. It’ll mean you have to drive here, but that’s the trade-off.”

      Breanna just nodded. She didn’t want to say it, but she wished someone had clued her in on all these details before she drove all those miles to get here. “Okay, then I’ll start looking several miles out. I guess I should find a short-term lease.” Again, she wished someone had told her this was only going to be temporary. “I just assumed this was a permanent full-time position.” She hunched her shoulders.

      “I’m sorry about the miscommunication. I guess I won’t let my seventeen-year-old daughter place any more ads. I’ve just been so busy, and she offered to help.”

      Breanna’s eyes dropped to Cal’s hands—no wedding band.

      Cal stood and retrieved a yellow hard hat and offered it to her. “Let’s go walk around. I’ll show you what we have right now, and we can talk more about when things should be finished.”

      Cal walked and talked, and Breanna took in everything she could. The first house would be ready in two weeks, and the next, soon after. It would be like dominoes with the others. Her eyes lit up when she heard she’d soon be busy decorating, but she wondered what in the world she was supposed to do for two weeks while she waited.

      “All of that sounds great, but what am I supposed to do for money for two weeks while I wait for these houses to be completed?” She shielded her eyes from the sun and made a mental note to remember to always bring her shades.

      “That’s a good question. Let me think about it. Where are you staying? I tell you what. Let me come by later and take you out for dinner. Show you around a little bit?”

      Feeling a bit uneasy, Breanna waved off his invitation. “Oh, that’s not necessary,” she said. “I can walk to the local diner.”

      He shook his head and looked at the ground. When he lifted his gaze, his warm brown eyes nearly melted her heart.

      “I’d like to. I feel the company owes you that much, at least … for the mix-up and all,” he said, dipping his fingers into his pockets and tugging slightly at his jeans, showing off his trim waist.

      Cal was well-built, and when he flexed his arms, his hard biceps made her heart bounce a few times. Perplexed for finding this man attractive, she tried to swallow down the lump that set up residence in her throat. When she finally found the words, they came out completely different than what she’d had in her mind. “Sure, I’d like that,” she whispered.
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      Cal was scheduled to pick her up at seven. She was ready by six, and while she waited, she chewed a couple of nails down almost to nubs. Her appetite had disappeared and her tummy felt tight from the nerves she was experiencing. A knock on the door startled her, and her hand flew to her chest as she tried to calm her racing heart. She jumped up and answered the door.

      “Hey,” he said.

      “Hey,” she repeated, her mouth agape as she drank in his good looks. He cleaned up really well. She quickly closed her mouth.

      While they were descending the stairs, she studied the parking lot, trying to figure out which car was his. The white Dodge Ram pickup seemed like a good choice. No, maybe it was the green Honda Accord. Nope, it was the red BMW convertible. He led her to the passenger side and opened the door. She settled into the seat, her nerves really taking over big-time. This guy, Calvin, had such powerful charisma, she wondered how in the world he could go through life and still be single. Wait … he was single, wasn’t he?

      “Do you like Italian?” His eyes danced around her face then settled on her lips.

      She tugged at her seat belt, gripping it a bit too tightly. She drew in her bottom lip and found her own eyes flitting around his face and then landing on his beautifully shaped mouth. She nodded. “Yes,” she squeaked out then she nodded again.

      He put the car in gear and tore off down the two-lane highway. The wind whipped through the open top, rustling her hair. Goose bumps broke out on her arms, but it wasn’t because she was cold; it was a warm eighty degrees in the middle of August. As they passed row after row of vineyards, she swore if she inhaled through her nostrils, she could smell ripening grapes.

      It was hard to carry on a conversation with the top down, so instead, they just occasionally smiled at one another.
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      The restaurant had a romantic feel, with its soft lighting and candles on every table. As the hostess led them through the main dining room to the deck, the smell of warmed bread and rich sauces from the kitchen wafted through the air. The large deck overlooked one of the most gorgeous settings of rolling hills dotted with vineyards, with the sun just dipping down behind them, casting a warm glow. This was right up there with Hawaii’s views.

      Cal pulled out a chair for her and gently scooted her in toward the table. Placing the cloth napkin on her lap, she clasped her hands to hold it in place.

      “Your server will be here in just a moment. May I start you off with a glass of wine?” the young blonde woman asked.

      Cal asked her to bring a bottle and then turned his attention out to the view. “Isn’t this just beautiful?”

      “It really is. I’ve never been to California before. I didn’t know what I was missing.”

      “New Orleans is pretty special, too. So much history, and talk about architectural design. There are some really spectacular buildings there.” He lifted his water glass to his lips.

      Breanna’s eyes followed his every move. When she realized she was staring, she quickly took a drink of her own water.

      Cal picked up the menu and studied it. Breanna followed his lead. When the bottle of wine arrived, the server did the honors of uncorking it and letting Cal sample it before accepting it. Cal’s eyes widened. “Excellent,” he said, nodding.

      The server poured Breanna’s glass first then topped off Calvin’s. She tasted the red wine and its intense flavor had a hint of cherry making the warm buttery sourdough bread taste even better, if that was possible.

      Cal began to question her about living in Lousiana. “Born and raised in New Orleans or a transplant?”

      “Born and raised.” She rocked in her chair a few times. “My parents live there, too, but I’ve visited other places, of course.”

      “So let’s see, I know many refer to it as NOLA, but by what other names do you call it?”

      Pulling her head back, she lifted her chin, marveling at his knowledge of her beloved city. “Well, some call it the Crescent City, The Big Easy … but NOLA is very well … New Orleans.” She laughed.

      “Anything else you care to tell me about you or your family?” His eyes twinkled in the candlelight.

      “My mother is half Creole and my dad is Irish.” His eyes traveled her face and hair, making her feel a bit uneasy, and she squirmed in her seat before continuing. “When our two families get together, we’re pretty boisterous.” She giggled before taking another sip of her wine.

      “Sounds like a very interesting family. My parents are deceased. I have siblings but we don’t see each other very often. In fact,” he brushed his hand along his chin, “it’s been several years.”

      “That’s sad. I mean, I can’t imagine not seeing my family for years.”

      “Do you have siblings?”

      “No, just me. But I’m not a spoiled brat or anything.”

      Calvin chuckled. “Well, of course not. I would never assume such a thing. Let me give you a little lesson on Napa.”

      She totally immersed herself in his description of the city, and even found herself momentarily romanticizing about living here, permanently Shaking her head, she drew in a taste of her wine. She’d never be able to stay away from New Orleans or her family for that long.

      “Everything alright?” He knitted his brows.

      “Oh, yes, everything is fine. I was just caught up in all your details of such a lovely area. I think I’ll really enjoy working for you … I mean here.” A small giggle escaped her mouth.

      “So, I’ve been thinking about your question regarding pay and the two-week window we have before you actually start. I brought with me floor plans of the first house. I’ll give you the company credit card and you can start ordering the furniture for the rooms. You should be able to get a feel for what you’ll need by looking at the plans. I’ll pay you an hourly wage for any time you spend looking at stores, and I’ll pay you thirty-five cents a mile for your gas.”

      Breanna liked what she heard. “That sounds great. I’ll start tomorrow.”

      “Excuse me, I have to get this.” Calvin pushed back his chair and took his ringing cell phone outside of her hearing range.

      She watched him as he spoke on the phone. He was clearly aggravated by whoever it was, and his happy-go-lucky expression turned to a frown and grimace, letting her know it wasn’t a friendly conversation. She wondered if it was his daughter.

      “Sorry about that. It was my former wife.” He shook his head.

      Lifting her right brow, she asked, “Taylor’s mother?”

      Before he could answer, the waiter stepped up to their table. “Are you ready to order?”

      Calvin nodded for Breanna to order first. After the waiter left, Calvin placed his elbows on the table and leaned forward. “So, where were we?”

      “You were just saying it was your former wife on the phone.”

      “Oh, that. She’s constantly wanting something.”

      Breanna lifted her eyes and tipped her chin.

      “But I don’t really want to discuss her tonight. Let’s enjoy this incredible view and delicious food and wine. It doesn’t get much better than this.” He turned his eyes to the rolling hills in the background.

      Breanna watched him for a hot minute then turned her gaze to the landscape. Both views were pretty incredible and delicious.
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