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      Monsters don’t live in the dark.

      They don’t lurk under beds or hide in closets.

      They don’t have fangs or claws or fur.

      Monsters wear facades.

      They hide behind white smiles and forced geniality.

      They walk around in broad daylight, wearing five-thousand-dollar, bespoke suits and expensive loafers.

      Monsters make golden promises.

      They dry your tears with their monogrammed handkerchiefs, all the while planning your demise.

      They want every part of you and then some.

      Monsters don’t live in the dark.

      They are the dark.
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      Drunken Irishmen were the absolute worst. They were ribald and boisterous; they were nostalgic for a time they’d never lived, and they drank Jameson like it was their God-given right.

      My father never touched Jameson. Called it undrinkable swill. His drink of choice was Bushmills.

      Had been Bushmills.

      I turned away from the cluster of men who were singing Irish drinking songs at the top of their lungs. The bar was bought out for the night, so there was no concern for bothering other patrons.

      “Is it me? Or are they all off-key?” Shannon raised a blonde eyebrow and glanced at me with knowing blue eyes.

      “Off-key. And it’s just going to get worse.” I grimaced and took a sip of Irish whiskey. I brushed my long dark hair off my shoulder as I looked back to her.

      “It’s your fault,” she reminded me. “You’re the one who sprang for an open bar.”

      I sighed. “You can’t have an Irish wake without access to alcohol. It goes against the laws of nature. Besides, it’s what Dad would’ve wanted.” I pressed a finger to my temple. “If only Sean were here…”

      “Still no idea where he is?”

      “For all I know, he left the ashram and went to the Himalayas to gather pink salt. Who gets lost on a quest to find himself?”

      “Not all who wander are lost,” Shannon quoted.

      Sean had been wandering for the past five years, only popping up in Boston randomly. He never stayed long. Even across the world, I thought my older brother would still have kept tabs on Dad’s condition, so then he could come home, pay his respects.

      No respects had been given, and Sean hadn’t called in weeks.

      I grabbed the bottle of Bushmills resting on the bar and refilled my glass. I pointed it at her, but she shook her head. “Thanks. But I’m the one who’s driving.”

      “Right.” I sighed and set the bottle aside, turning my back to the group of Irishmen.

      The first few hours of my father’s wake had been almost unbearable. So many well-wishers, members of the Boston community, and business colleagues had paid their respects and wanted to talk about Michael O’Malley, esteemed real estate developer. I’d smiled and nodded, not listening to any of it. At least they were gone now and those left at The Speckled Hen were friends and people my father had considered family.

      “Do you want me to go with you tomorrow?” Shannon asked. “Sean’s not here, and Jessica…”

      Jessica, my father’s young widow, had been no help the last week. She’d taken to her bed like a dramatic Victorian heroine. She’d come to the wake, popping in for an hour and then vanishing. She was headed to a grief spa, whatever the hell that was.

      I’d been the one to rally. I’d been the one to see to my father’s last wishes. I’d been the one to organize the service and the wake. And tomorrow, I’d be the one to sit across from my father’s lawyer and listen to the reading of the will.

      “No,” I said, my voice surprisingly strong. “I’ll go alone. Thanks, Shannon.”

      “You sure? Because it’s really no⁠—”

      “I’m sure.”

      Her hand gripped her glass of water, but she didn’t move to take a drink. “A few years ago, you would’ve begged me to go with you.”

      My jaw hardened. “A few years ago, I was someone else entirely.”

      Her finger traced a wood grain of the scarred oak bar. “Have you heard⁠—”

      “No.”

      “Do you want⁠—”

      “And I don’t want to talk about it, Shannon. Not now. Not ever.”

      She swallowed. “Okay.” Her voice came out shaky, weak.

      I softened immediately. “I’m sorry.”

      “No, it’s my fault. I should have⁠—”

      “It’s fine.”

      “It’s not fine. You’re not fine.”

      “Of course I’m not fine,” I snapped. “I’m at my father’s wake and you want to discuss him. You bring up⁠—”

      “You’ve been through a lot these last two years, Quinn. Not just with your dad, but with Sasha.” She shook her head. “When you came back to Boston a year ago, I didn’t push you into talking about him, hoping you’d confide in me. But you rarely mention him and it’s like you’ve shoved it all down. I’m scared you’re gonna blow.”

      “You have crap timing,” I pointed out.

      “There’s no good time to talk about it. I’m worried about you. Patrick and I are worried about you.”

      “Will you drop it?” I stared at her. “Please? I can’t do this now.”

      She paused a moment. “When can you do this?”

      I pretended to think about it as I swallowed a heavy dose of whiskey. “Never. I can never do this.”

      Shannon stood up from her seat at the bar. “I should go.”

      “Maybe that’s for the best.”

      I thought she’d leave, find Patrick and escape. She surprised me when she pulled me into a strong hug. “You’re not alone, Quinn,” she said into my shoulder.

      Shannon was a good few inches shorter than me, so when she hugged me, I smelled the lavender of her conditioner. She pulled back but didn’t let go of my arms. Her eyes searched mine. “Do you hear me?”

      “I hear you.”

      “Do you believe me?”

      It was easy to feel like you had people when you’d never lost anyone. Shannon hadn’t suffered loss after loss. Both her parents were still alive. She was married to her high school sweetheart. She was happy and I was alone.

      But I didn’t want to fight or seem ungrateful. So I said, “Yeah, I believe you.”

      “Call if you need me,” she said, finally releasing me.

      “I will.”

      I wouldn’t.

      With one last look at me, she went in search of her husband. I sat back down at the bar, glad to have a moment to myself. I wouldn’t leave The Speckled Hen until the last Irishman succumbed to Jameson. Even if that meant staying until dawn. Or past dawn. It was what my father would’ve wanted. An O’Malley never left a party early.

      “Quinn O’Malley,” a deep voice said behind me. “Only you could look hot at a wake.”

      I swiveled, a smirk appearing on my lips. “Adam McNeely. Only you could say something so inappropriate and get away with it.”

      “Well, when you look like this.” He waved a hand down his tall, muscular form. His dark hair flopped across his forehead, and his sapphire blue eyes twinkled in the dim light of the bar.

      “You gonna hug me, or what?” he demanded.

      A gurgle of laughter escaped as I threw myself into his strong arms. He smelled of Gucci and expensive hair products.

      “Richard sends his regrets he couldn’t be here. Hannah has the flu.”

      “Ugh.”

      “Yeah. Babies are cute until they throw up all over you. She’s mine, and I love her, but God. Something is always coming out of her!”

      I laughed and he smiled. That had been Adam’s intent all along. He’d always been good at that. He hadn’t been labeled “class clown” our junior year for nothing.

      “How is Quinn?”

      “Quinn is fine.”

      “Quinn is lying.” Adam looked at the bartender and gestured for a glass. “And Quinn seems entirely too sober for this occasion.”

      “How does Adam know that Quinn is lying?” I demanded, pouring him a shot of Bushmills.

      “Because Adam is one of Quinn’s oldest friends, and he can read her like a book. Also, Quinn and Adam are at Quinn’s father’s wake.”

      “Do you think Adam and Quinn can stop talking about themselves in the third person?”

      “Sure. Though, I think I kind of like it.” He raised his glass to me. I lifted mine, and we clinked.

      “Sláinte,” we both said at the same time before downing our whiskey.

      “Shit, that’s good. I forgot how good.” He wiped his mouth with a bar napkin and then took a seat next to me. “Why are you alone? Where’s Shannon? And Patrick?”

      “Shannon just left. Patrick was drunk before the sun set.”

      “Why aren’t you drunk?”

      “Someone has to hold it all together.”

      “Ah.”

      We fell silent as I poured another round. Maybe getting completely hammered wasn’t such a bad idea. I wasn’t driving—and utter annihilation might mean sleep.

      That was the hope, anyway.

      “Jessica isn’t here?” he asked, looking around for my stepmother. The woman was only five years older than me. Memories from the family dinner three years ago when I’d first met her had me grimacing.

      “She was here earlier for a minute and a half. She left.” I shrugged. I didn’t care that much that she wasn’t around. It wouldn’t have made me feel any better. Still, I was the only representative for the O’Malley family. A lone reed.

      “The will?” Adam asked.

      “Tomorrow.”

      I shot back more whiskey, loving the burn, missing it. I’d been on a vodka kick for a while, but vodka just wouldn’t do at an Irish wake.

      Maybe a Russian wake.

      Did Russians have wakes?

      I’d have to ask⁠—

      “Quinn?”

      “Hmm?” I looked at Adam.

      “You want to come stay with us?”

      I smiled. “Shannon offered me the same thing.”

      “For you to come stay with Richard and me?”

      “No. To stay with her and Patrick.” Shaking my head, I set the glass aside. I could already feel the nostalgia swimming to the surface. Though a wake was the place for nostalgia, mine would be more than melancholic. And that was something I didn’t want to dive into.

      “You sure?”

      “Yeah.” I sighed. “I’m thinking about doing some traveling.”

      “Oh?”

      “Yeah. This last year…it was hard…even before Dad. I think I just need to get out of Boston for a while.”

      Adam knew better than to ask. Shannon had always been the one to push me into talking about things. Adam never pushed.

      I used to talk. A lot. About everything and nothing.

      “Where are you thinking of going?” Adam swirled his glass of Bushmills and then took a sip, blue eyes on me.

      “Ireland.”

      “Ah.”

      “I’ve got family friends there,” I pointed out. Family friends who hadn’t been able to step foot in the United States, considering they were on the most wanted list.

      “Then maybe you should go somewhere else. Like Italy. I hear they have great wine tours.”

      “I’ve heard that, too.” My eyes went back to my glass, and I was debating another shot, but I looked away when I heard Adam’s sharp inhale.

      “Dear God All Mighty, the hottest man I’ve ever seen just walked in. Forget traveling—have a hot one-night stand with this guy.”

      Curious, I looked. My gaze narrowed.

      Eyes, the color of cobalt, found mine. His angular jaw clenched as he approached.

      “Holy shit, he’s coming over here!” Adam breathed.

      The man stopped in front of my bar chair. He loomed over me, and I was a tall woman, even when seated.

      “Hello, Quinn.” His Scottish brogue was thick and layered with remorse.

      Anger and bitterness coated my tongue. “Hello, Flynn.”
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      “You know him?” Adam stage whispered.

      I didn’t take my eyes off Flynn Campbell, the Scottish hotel mogul whom I’d once called friend. “Yes. I know him.”

      When it was clear I wasn’t going to introduce Flynn to Adam, Flynn’s gaze slid away. He brought his right hand out from his long gray wool coat.

      “Flynn Campbell.”

      “Adam McNeely. I’m an old friend of Quinn’s from high school,” he explained, shaking Flynn’s hand. “How do you know Quinn?”

      “I used to be friends with Flynn’s wife,” I stated flatly.

      Adam frowned, dropping Flynn’s hand.

      “Will you excuse us?” the Scotsman asked Adam.

      “Sure,” Adam said easily. I knew his curiosity was going haywire, but he managed to contain it. His eyes found mine, silently asking if I wanted to be left alone with Flynn. I nodded. Adam took his glass, poured me more Bushmills, and then left.

      Left me with Flynn Fucking Campbell.

      “What the hell are you doing here?” I asked, unable to hide the anger in my tone.

      “I came to pay my respects.”

      “Okay. You paid them. You can leave now.”

      Flynn’s look was unflinching. Unyielding. At one point in time, I thought I knew the man standing in front of me. I thought I knew a lot of things.

      How wrong I’d been.

      It only took one fire to burn everything to the ground. Literally.

      “Will you be insulted if I drink Scotch?”

      “Yes,” I said without thought. “I’ll also be insulted if you stay.”

      He sighed.

      “I don’t want you here,” I said through gritted teeth.

      He acted as though he hadn’t heard me. The bartender was busy, so Flynn leaned over, filched a rocks glass from the clean stack, and then poured two fingers of Bushmills. He grimaced after he took a sip.

      “This is vile. How can you drink it?” He looked at me, dark eyebrow raised.

      “Really? You flew all the way from Scotland to insult Irish whiskey?”

      “No.” He paused. “I flew all the way from Scotland to pay my respects to you. And to tell you that she misses you.”

      “Okay, so she misses me.”

      “Quinn—”

      I stood up, clutching my glass of whiskey, wanting to hurl it but not willing to be the center of attention. “No!” I took a deep, steadying breath. “No, Flynn. You don’t get to do this. You don’t get to come to my father’s wake and tell me… You just can’t.”

      “You’re not the only one who has suffered. The last two years have been difficult—for all of us,” he lashed out, patience finally at an end. “Do you know what we went through? What my wife went through?”

      “Yes,” I snapped. “I know.” I leaned in close, got in his face. “You act like you’re the only two people that have lived through any sort of tragedy.”

      He took a step closer, his nose grazing mine. “That’s not why you’re mad. That’s not why you’ve stopped taking Barrett’s calls.”

      “She knows where he is,” I gritted out.

      “Aye.”

      “Do you?”

      He took a breath, stepped back, looked away. “Aye.”

      “And neither one of you will tell me.” Anger suddenly gave way to sadness. “You chose him. You chose to protect him, to keep his secrets.”

      “He wants you to be happy,” Flynn said.

      “I was happy.”

      “You weren’t.”

      “I would’ve been. We would’ve been. If he had just given it some time. He was finally healing. We were finally healing.”

      “He gave it over a year,” he pointed out.

      “If it had been you,” I said. “Would you have left Barrett?”

      He paused, obviously weighing his words. I knew I wasn’t going to like whatever came out of his mouth.

      “We have the bairns, Quinn. It’s not the same.”

      I was right—I hadn’t liked what Flynn said.

      “He left me, Flynn. I came home one day and he was just…gone. A note on the counter…”

      I’d burned the note in the fireplace, wanting no trace of it. Hadn’t mattered. The words never turned to ash.

      I’m not the man I used to be, Myshka. He is dead. Mourn me and love again.

      I’d destroyed everything in the kitchen. All the plates, the glasses. I’d taken a bottle of vodka, drank a third of it, and then threw the rest in the fireplace. After I sobered up, I’d left for Boston. I moved back home—and left my life with Sasha behind. Or tried to. But just because you changed cities didn’t mean the memories of a living ghost didn’t haunt you.

      My father hadn’t asked any questions when I walked through the door of my childhood home. He hadn’t needed to.

      “Quinn,” Flynn began, bringing me back to the present, back to the bar where I was supposed to be celebrating the life of my father.

      “Don’t, Flynn. Don’t make any excuses. They aren’t yours to make.”

      He threw back the rest of his whiskey and set his glass down on the bar. “She misses you.”

      “No, she doesn’t. She misses him.”

      “She does miss him,” he agreed.

      I cocked my head to the side. “That bothers you—that she misses him.”

      “Does it bother you?”

      “It only bothers me if he’s in communication with her.”

      “He’s not.”

      The knob of tension inside of me released. “So, he’s not talking to anyone, then?”

      “No one that I know of,” Flynn admitted. “And you’re wrong.”

      “About?”

      “Barrett. She misses you. In your own right. Not by extension.”

      “It’s not enough, Flynn.”

      “I know.”

      “Is he ever…” I couldn’t bring myself to ask, not all the way.

      “I don’t know. I don’t know if he’s ever coming back. Do you really want him to? He’s not the man you fell in love with.”

      “You don’t stop loving people because they change.” Sasha was different. Not just physically. The accident had shaken something loose in his soul.

      I grasped the bottle of Bushmills by the neck. The glass was cool in my hand. “What are you trying to do here?”

      “I’m not sure,” he admitted with a wry smile. “I thought—maybe I could talk you into⁠—”

      “Into what?”

      “A visit. To Scotland. Don’t you want some time away from Boston?”

      I did, but I wouldn’t give him the satisfaction of telling him that. “Why didn’t Barrett come?” I demanded. “If she’s so upset about our estrangement, why didn’t she come and talk to me herself?”

      “She was afraid you’d deck her.” He smiled for a moment and then it slipped. “She is here, Quinn. In Boston.”

      “Barrett’s here?”

      “Aye.”

      I looked away from him.

      “All right, Quinn.” He sighed. “All right.”

      It was on the tip of my tongue to apologize, but I stopped myself. What was I apologizing for? My feelings? I was entitled to them.

      I pitched my voice low despite the drunken, boisterous Irishmen who were yelling at the top of their lungs. “She hurt me.”

      “I know.”

      “You hurt me.”

      “I know.”

      I looked him in the eyes when I admitted, “But he destroyed me. I’ve got nothing left, Flynn. For anyone.”
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      The last Irishman succumbed to Jameson at 3:14 a.m. I was sure of the exact time because I had my cell phone out, my thumb pressing the number to call my personal driver. I climbed into the back of the black town car and sank into the leather seat. Closing my eyes, I murmured something to Donovan, and then we were moving.

      “How was it?” he asked, his Irish lilt still thick despite living in the States for thirty years.

      The divider between the front and back seat was down. It was always down. Donovan had been one of my father’s most trusted employees. He’d known me my entire life. I’d grown up calling him Uncle Donovan. It was odd to think that I’d inherited him and his servitude. I made a mental note to increase his salary. He wouldn’t take it.

      “You didn’t stop in?” I asked.

      Even in the early Boston morning, I saw his eyes meet mine in the rearview mirror. “I was there. For a moment.”

      I smiled softly. “Which corner were you sitting in?” My gaze slid away from his. Donovan had always looked out for me. Even when I hadn’t been able to look out for myself.

      “You drank a fair bit,” he pointed out. “But you didn’t get sloppy.”

      “I haven’t been sloppy in years.”

      He chuckled. I wondered if he was remembering me as a teenager. I’d been a hell-raiser. Everyone always worried about their sons turning into hellions. Sons had nothing on a motherless teenage girl who wanted her father’s attention.

      “You don’t miss teaching me how to drink Bushmills like I was one of the boys?”

      “Too pretty to be a boy, Quinn. I just wanted you to learn how to handle yourself in a man’s world. Our world.”

      “You gave me some pretty good survival skills,” I admitted.

      “Would it do me any good to tell you I’m concerned about you?”

      “You wouldn’t be the first.” I scrunched my toes but refused to take off the heels. I wouldn’t be able to get them back on. My feet had gone numb hours ago. Along with everything else. “Do you ever feel like…you’re swimming, but everything around you is so far away, out of touch? You can’t really see or hear. So you keep throwing your hands out, hoping to—I don’t know—catch something. Like a rope. Anything that will pull you out.”

      Donovan didn’t say anything for a long time. So long that I thought we’d ride out the rest of the car trip in silence. But then he spoke. “How long have you been swimming, Quinn?”

      Too long. Since Sasha. Since his accident. Which had changed both of us. “Two years, maybe? I don’t know. I’ve lost track of time.”

      There was the year that Sasha was bedridden. Burned all the way to his soul. And just when I thought he was healing, he’d left. This past year had been hell. Grieving a broken heart, and then my father dying.

      So many losses. Sasha, my father…

      I couldn’t think about the others.

      “Do you think I should take a vacation?” I asked.

      “No. Your life will still be here waiting for you when you get back. You’ll get through this. All of this. O’Malleys don’t run.”

      I snorted. I’d done exactly that. Sasha had left me and what did I do? I’d run home to my father’s house.

      The car pulled to a stop outside the home that was full of memories of deceased people.

      I didn’t want to move. I didn’t want to go inside, which was why I reached for the door. Before I could get it open, Donovan was there and he helped me out of the car. Then he wrapped me in a tight hug.

      “Phone is on,” he said gruffly, pulling back.

      I nodded and pressed a soft kiss to his clean-shaven cheek. I looked over my shoulder at the house I’d grown up in and forced myself to take a step toward it. And then another. I didn’t look back at Donovan. If I did, I might beg him to stay there with me in that large, empty house just so I wouldn’t feel so alone.

      But I had to do it alone. Everything alone.

      I unlocked the door and turned to give Donovan a wave. He got back into the car, and then I shut the front door. Without turning on the foyer light, I sank down to the floor, pulled my knees up to my chest, and tried to make myself as small as possible.

      Eventually, I got up. I took off my heels, giving a small groan of relief as my swollen feet were allowed to breathe.

      I locked up the house and strolled down the hallway—past the living room, past the sitting room, past the dining room, past all the empty rooms that no one had any use for, and into the kitchen. I didn’t stop there. Opening the sliding glass doors, I was hit with a blast of cold Boston air. I shivered.

      My feet chilled the moment they stepped onto the stone. The heated pool was uncovered, and I dipped my toes in just for a second before making my way to the newly remodeled pool house. Though small, it was actually comfortable. I breathed a sigh of relief when I got inside. It was warm and my fingers and toes thawed.

      I went over to the liquor cart and grasped the bottle of vodka. Maybe it was a terrible idea to drink vodka after drinking whiskey all night long, but…

      “Glass or no glass?” I asked no one. “No glass, it is. Why dirty crystal? Am I right?”

      I took the bottle of vodka and plunked down on the couch. I rarely drank alone, but if there was any night to drink by yourself, it was the night of your father’s wake.
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      The alarm on my phone blared, jarring me awake. Morning rays peeked through the windows, causing me to squint. Somehow, I’d fallen asleep sitting up, clutching the bottle of vodka. I couldn’t remember if I’d actually taken a drink or not. I set the bottle on the coffee table and stood.

      My body protested. Between lack of sleep, a light supper, and a lot of alcohol, I felt like roadkill. But I didn’t have time to feel that way. I had a meeting with my father’s lawyer in two hours, and I needed to get it together. I picked up my phone and headed for the door. As I crossed the patio, I called Jessica.

      She didn’t answer her phone. No doubt she was getting all the grief massaged out of her.

      “Jessica,” I said, my tone terse. “The will is being read today. Just thought I’d remind you. Again. Meeting is at eleven.”

      I hung up, a swift wave of anger knocking me in the chest.

      My father had loved two women in his life. One of them had been my mother. The other… Jessica was nothing like my mother. My mother had been a partner. Jessica had been someone my father had to take care of.

      I was someone my father had had to take care of.

      I went back to the main house to shower and change. My uniform lately consisted of black dresses. Trendy black dresses, but black dresses nonetheless. So no one would have any doubt that Michael O’Malley’s daughter was in mourning. After two cups of coffee and a dry piece of toast, I called Donovan.

      The morning was gray and cold. I shrugged into a long black coat, wrapped a charcoal-colored cashmere scarf around my neck, and waited for Donovan on the porch. I was down the steps the moment Donovan pulled into the driveway.

      “You could’ve waited inside,” he said, holding open the passenger door for me.

      I said nothing as I slid inside the warm car. The heat was on and my icy ears began to thaw.

      “You look nice,” Donovan commented.

      “Hmmm.”

      Donovan fell silent, realizing I wasn’t in the mood for conversation.

      The law office was in the heart of bustling downtown. Checking in with the receptionist, I glanced around the quiet elegance of the waiting room. I sat down in a brown leather chair and picked up an architecture magazine and flipped through it, not seeing the pictures, not even bothering to read the captions.

      “Ms. O’Malley?”

      I looked up and stood.

      The middle-aged man strode toward me, hand outstretched. He wore a crisp white shirt, a thick power tie, and a black suit. “Dave Flannigan.

      “Call me Quinn,” I said automatically.

      “Quinn.” He nodded. “I’m sorry we’re meeting under these circumstances.”

      I wanted to tell him not to bother with the condolences, but I forced myself to smile graciously. “Thank you.”

      “Is there—are we waiting for anyone else?”

      “No. Just me.”

      Dave’s face was blank, giving nothing away. He was probably good at his job. Held things close to the vest. Stepping aside, he gestured to the hallway. He led me to his office, a spacious corner room with large windows and a view of the gray city. Red Sox paraphernalia graced every wall. Autographed baseballs sat in front of tomes of law books. Photographs of him and the team through the years were tacked up on the walls.

      He chuckled when he saw my gaze. “I have a bit of a problem. The Red Sox are my vice. The firm has seats behind home plate. Are you a baseball person?”

      “No.”

      My abruptness didn’t seem to faze him. He gestured for me to sit. I sat in the chair in front of his massive wood desk. There was one 8 X 5 ornate silver frame, angled just enough that I could see a woman, two children—a boy and a girl—and Dave. They were all smiling like goofs.

      “My family,” he said, picking up the photo and holding it out to me. I took it and stared at the happy, quintessential family. I expected to feel anger and resentment. Instead, I felt…joy. Smiling slightly, I handed it back to him.

      “They’re lovely.”

      “Thank you.” He set the photo aside, took a moment to angle it just so, and then gave me his undivided attention. “Ms. O’Malley—Quinn. I knew your father a long time. Once, we were just two friends, struggling through classes at BC, and then one day, he was at the forefront of the real estate market and he commanded me to be his lawyer.” His brown eyes softened.

      “You weren’t at the wake,” I said. “You weren’t in the line of well-wishers.”

      He smiled in somber humor. “He asked me not to go. He said you would’ve hated to hear empty platitudes.”

      Tears formed behind my eyes, but I shoved them back. “My father knew me well.”

      “His will is a bit…unusual. But then again, so was he. He left Mrs. O’Malley a generous sum and the house. Enough that she will be taken care of for the remainder of her life. Your brother will receive a monetary inheritance.” He paused. “To you, he left the rest.”

      Shaking my head, I frowned. “I’m afraid I don’t understand.”

      “The business, Quinn. You’ve inherited your father’s business.”
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