
  
    
      Restoring Hearts

      
        A Cape Cod Series

      

    

    
      
        Kimberly Thomas

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        ALL RIGHTS RESERVED. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher.

      

      

      

      
        
        Copyright © 2024 by Kimberly Thomas

      

      

      

      
        
        This is a work of fiction. Any resemblance of characters to actual persons, living or dead is purely coincidental. Kimberly Thomas holds exclusive rights to this work. Unauthorized duplication is prohibited.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Contents

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

      
        Chapter 11

      

      
        Chapter 12

      

      
        Chapter 13

      

      
        Chapter 14

      

      
        Chapter 15

      

      
        Chapter 16

      

      
        Chapter 17

      

      
        Chapter 18

      

      
        Chapter 19

      

      
        Chapter 20

      

      
        Chapter 21

      

      
        Chapter 22

      

      
        Chapter 23

      

      
        Chapter 24

      

    

    
      
        Coming Next from Kimberly

      

      
        Other Books by Kimberly

      

      
        Connect with Kimberly Thomas

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter One


          

        

      

    

    
      Frankie Wilson leaned back in his chair and peered up at his daughter. “I’m getting too old for this, sweetheart.”

      Suzie offered him a small smile and shifted from one foot to the other. “We’ve had this conversation before, Dad.”

      Her dad ran a hand through his hair and stared up at the ceiling. “Yes, but I can feel it in my bones this time.”

      Suzie’s smile grew wider. “You’ve said that before too. Planning your next retirement party will help chase that feeling away.”

      And if not, there was always the chance that staying at home would.

      Over the past ten years, she had lost track of how many times her dad had announced he was stepping back from the family business. Everyone in Wilson Realty knew Frankie Wilson was as much a part of the foundation of the building as anything else, and no one knew how to picture keeping the place going without him.

      Not even his daughter.

      Still, she supposed, someday, he was going to hand over the reins to her brother, and the thought left her with a pit in her stomach.

      Especially with her aunt, Heather, and uncle, Ed, having announced their retirement a year prior, after a health scare had left them both shaken up.

      Handing over the reins to the Falmouth branch of Wilson Realty had seemed like the most natural thing in the world, and her father was tailor-made for the role.

      At least that’s how she felt.

      And it wasn’t as if his impending retirement had come as a shock to anyone.

      Her brother was as good a person as any to run the Falmouth branch.

      It wasn’t as if Jonathan wasn’t qualified, having worked at Wilson Realty for three years longer than she had, but when it came to business, her brother’s eyes were always on the prize. He spent more time talking about mergers and expansions than he did about the actual work, and she was afraid when it came to the future, Wilson Realty was on the edge of a precipice, one that would either lead to their downfall or glory.

      Suzie was almost certain it was the former and not the latter.

      Slowly, her father rose to his feet and stretched his arms over his head, his gray button-down tightening over his stomach. With a grunt, he bent down to touch his toes, and Suzie tried not to stare at the streaks of silver in his hair, which were only growing more and more prominent. Although her father had slowed down in recent years, she still preferred to think of him as the mighty titan he was, larger than life and unstoppable.

      After straightening, he offered her a quick smile and plucked the folder out of her hands. “Why don’t I take care of this tomorrow? It’s late. You should go home.”

      “I still have a few listings to go over.” Suzie paused to run a hand down the front of her shirt, smoothing out the wrinkles. “But I can give you a ride if you want.”

      Her father stepped out from behind his desk and waved her comment away. “I’ll walk. The weather is too nice to be cooped up in a car.”

      Whistling under his breath, he paused in the doorway to wait for her.

      After a brief pause, Suzie ducked out after him, pausing to flick the lights off on her way out. Then, her father dropped a kiss on top of her head, strolled down the hallway, past rows of empty offices, and stopped in front of the elevator. With a wave and a smile, he disappeared behind the sliding doors, leaving Suzie alone to her own devices.

      What would happen to the Falmouth branch of Wilson Realty without the head Wilson himself?

      She couldn’t even imagine her father staying at home most days, tinkering with his toys or taking up gardening, no matter how hard she tried.

      Sighing, Suzie pressed two fingers to the back of her neck and rubbed at the tightness there. With one last look around the empty office, she pivoted on her heel and walked down the hallway to her office. Her hand was on the knob when she heard Jonathan’s voice waft over to her from a few doors down.

      Frowning, she glanced up at the clock on the wall, which showed her it was eight o’clock.

      Jonathan’s voice rose again, and before she could talk herself out of it, her feet carried her over to the office with the glass door, his name emblazoned out front. Her brother sat behind his mahogany desk, with papers stacked up on either side. After rapping on the door, she pushed it open, and her eyes went to the shelves on one side of the room, lined with gleaming hardbacks. The door clicked shut behind her, and she glanced over his shoulders at the window overlooking the cloudless night sky.

      Jonathan murmured something into the phone but didn’t look up.

      She clasped her hands behind her back and resisted the urge to fidget.

      When his gaze flicked up, Jonathan leaned back in his chair and rolled his shoulders. “That’s not acceptable. It’s way below our asking price, and I’m sure you’ve done your homework and realized how good we are.”

      He paused and tugged on his tie. “Yes, an expansion is exactly what this company needs. It’s time we look at the future.”

      Suzie’s stomach tightened at his words.

      She shouldn’t have been surprised, given the rumors floating around, but she still couldn’t believe it.

      Wilson Realty was, and always had been, a family business.

      It had been since her aunt, uncle, and father had built the business from the ground up thirty years ago. Since then, her father had been at the helm, managing the branch with the ease and skill of someone who had been born for the role.

      As far as everyone was concerned, officially being handed the title of owner was a formality.

      With a frown, Jonathan said something else into the phone and hung up. Then, he clasped his fingers together and stared directly at her. “What are you still doing here?”

      “I wanted to go over a few things with Dad, but he left already.”

      Jonathan rubbed the back of his neck and groaned. “You can’t blame him. There’s always tomorrow.”

      Suzie pressed her lips together and said nothing.

      Jonathan pushed his chair back and stood. “I know you don’t approve of the merger.”

      “Or the expansion,” Suzie muttered, taking two steps in his direction. “I don’t understand why it needs to happen. We’re doing fine the way we are.”

      Jonathan snorted. “Fine isn’t great. We can do so much better.”

      “Not everything is about money and expansions, John. Dad taught us that.”

      His smile fell, and he turned his back on her. “I’m trying to steer this company in a new direction. Now that it’s officially our legacy too, we can do so much more. There’s nothing wrong with that—”

      “But—”

      He wheeled around, his grip tightening on the bottle of water in his hands. “I know you’re a lot more like Dad, but you had your chance, Suzie. Dad chose you to take over, but you’re the one who turned it down, remember?”

      Suzie’s mouth felt dry. “Yes, I know, but—”

      Jonathan unscrewed the cap and took a long sip of his water, his eyes never leaving her face. When he was done, he cleared his throat and stood up straighter. “I wish you’d have some faith in me. I’m not going to run this business into the ground.”

      Suzie knew that wasn’t his intention, but there was such a thing as flying too close to the sun.

      Her entire life, she’d always been afraid of Jonathan doing just that.

      Everything from his career to his marriage was at the mercy of his ambition, and she wasn’t entirely sure it was a good thing.

      But it had been years since Jonathan looked at her with any kind of respect or acknowledgment. Years since the two of them saw eye to eye on anything, and while it killed her to watch the divide between them grow, she knew there was nothing she could do to stop it.

      Not without compromising her own values.

      You’re the one who didn’t want to take over, remember? This could’ve been avoided if you had.

      Managing a company, even her father’s, wasn’t in the cards for her.

      She liked working behind the scenes and getting her hands dirty, and she didn’t want to have the weight of an entire company on her shoulders.

      “I do have faith in you. I just wish you’d take your eyes off the prize for a second,” Suzie whispered, her hands fluttering at her sides. “There’s a lot more to life than the bottom line.”

      Jonathan stiffened, and his eyes tightened at the edges. “I know that. I’m not some money-obsessed idiot, you know.”

      Suzie’s stomach clenched. “I know that.”

      The phone on his desk rang, loud and jarring as it interrupted the rest of her sentence. With a frown, Jonathan downed the rest of his water and sat down. He gave her another look before pressing the phone to his ear and spinning around. For a while, Suzie stood there, willing the words to her mouth, but it was no use.

      Someday, maybe the two of you can see eye to eye again, but for now, it’s just not meant to be.

      Suzie’s footsteps felt heavy and disjointed as she walked out of his office and back to hers. A few hours later, her shoulders were stiff, and there was a twinge in her lower back. Jonathan’s light was still on when she walked past, but he was hunched over the desk, scribbling furiously into his notebook. In the car, Suzie tossed the laptop bag onto the passenger seat and ran a hand over her face.

      Were she and Jonathan ever going to be able to talk again without Wilson Realty coming between them?

      Sighing, Suzie shoved the key into the ignition and backed out of her parking spot. Sandwich Road was quiet and lit up in fluorescent lighting as she made the drive back home. She turned their conversation over and over in her head as she drove past Sun Retreats Cape Cod and turned right down Brick Kiln Road. The engine idled underneath her as she peered through the windshield at the crescent-shaped moon hanging low in the sky. When she came out of the car and slammed the door shut, she heard her neighbor’s dog barking in the distance.

      Suzie walked up the front steps of her apartment building, pausing to fish for her keys.

      Her third-floor apartment was quiet and a little musty when she walked in. Her orange tabby darted between her feet as Suzie kicked off her shoes and left them behind the door. With a groan, she propped her laptop bag up and flicked the lights on, illuminating the small but cozy space. After throwing a few windows open, she picked up her phone and ordered some Chinese food. By the time she came out of the shower, Skittles was meowing at the door and flicking his tail back and forth.

      Suzie crawled into bed an hour later, smiling when her cat curled up to her and purred.

      Hours later, she was jolted awake by the sound of her phone buzzing on her nightstand. Her vision was blurry as she snatched it off the table and unglued her tongue from the roof of her mouth. “Hello?”

      “Oh, good, you’re awake. I have some big news.”

      Suzie pried one eye open and then the other and saw it was still gray out. “Bec, I thought we agreed you wouldn’t call this early unless it was an emergency.”

      “This isn’t an emergency,” Rebecca Madders replied, her voice climbing toward the end, “but I thought you’d want to know right away. The McIntyre property is being listed.”

      Suzie threw herself back against the pillow and pressed her free hand to her head. “What?”

      “You remember the McIntyre property, the one Miles McIntyre inherited years ago after that whole terrible business with his family?”

      Suzie blinked and tried to rub the sleep out of her eyes. “Yeah, I know the property, but how did you know? Miles hasn’t even been back here in years.”

      He’d barely been back at all since he inherited the property decades ago.

      “Yeah, I think he’s barely been back since he was, what, thirteen, fourteen? Anyway, I heard it from a good friend of mine who runs in the same social circles as him in the city.”

      Suzie stifled a yawn. “Yeah, but what makes you think he’s going to want to hire someone local to list the property?”

      “It’s worth a shot, isn’t it?”

      Suzie propped herself up and ran a hand over her face. “I guess so.”

      Rebecca was right.

      It was the kind of news she wanted to wake up to, especially if it meant putting herself back in her brother’s good graces.

      Wilson Realty needed a client like Miles McIntyre to prove they didn’t need any outsiders.

      As Suzie stood and padded into the bathroom to wash her face, she was barely listening to Rebecca as she turned the realization over and over in her head.

      She wanted to be the one to list the McIntyre property and hand her family the win on a silver platter.

      Maybe then, her father and brother wouldn’t look at her as a disappointment who failed to live up to her potential.

      Approaching Miles has to be worth the shot, right? What have I got to lose?
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      “Boss, that shipment of tiles for the Homers just came in. You want it out front?”

      Cal’s ears were ringing as he wrenched his gaze away from the laptop and blinked at his right-hand man, Roney Grant, who stood in the doorway in a wrinkled shirt and pants that had specks of dirt and paint. Slowly, Cal pushed his chair back and rolled his shoulders.

      “Let me take a look first,” Cal replied with a grimace. He bent his arms behind his shoulders, ignoring the low twinge of pain in his lower back. “Luke gone yet?”

      Roney made a face. “Him, Martin, and Vince.”

      Cal stepped out from behind the desk and rubbed his hands on the back of his faded jeans. Wordlessly, Roney fell into step beside him as the two of them made their way to the front of the office, where a group of guys were standing with rows of unopened boxes. His mind was spinning as he opened the box closest to him and peered at the materials inside. When he was done, he gestured to the men, who ducked outside into the early afternoon sun and made a beeline for their truck.

      It was too quiet around the office with more of his men gone, but Cal knew he needed to get used to it.

      Especially since he couldn’t afford to hire them back.

      Not yet, at least.

      Walters and Co. Construction was hanging on by a thread, but he wasn’t ready to give up yet. He hadn’t dedicated the past few decades of his life to building the business from the ground up, only to throw in the towel at the first sign of struggle. Cal had faced everything from bankruptcy to not having enough men over the years, and none of it had gotten to him. After all these years, a little competition wasn’t going to be the thing that made him crack.

      Not if he could help it.

      All he needed was one more big job, and he could breathe easy again.

      It’s going to be fine. You’ve gotten out of worse situations than this, remember? Just keep your head high and your mind focused on the work.

      Roney brought the blueprints for the Homer property into his office a short while later.

      Hours later, the two of them were still bent over his desk when his phone rang. He fished it out of his pocket and answered without looking. “Hey.”

      “Hey. Bryan and I are going to be a little late. Do you mind meeting us at the restaurant?”

      Cal blinked and ran a hand over his face. “Yeah, sure. No problem. Take your time. There’s no hurry.”

      His sister, Catherine Black, laughed. “You forgot about dinner, didn’t you?”

      Cal stepped away from his desk and ran a hand over his face. “I didn’t forget. I just got caught up with a few things at work. I’ll leave right now.”

      Catherine said something else, but he didn’t hear her.

      A heartbeat later, she hung up, and he turned to Roney with a grimace. “Let’s continue this tomorrow, or my sister’s going to come down here and drag me out.”

      Roney smiled and rolled up the blueprints. “No problem, boss. I’ll see you tomorrow.”

      On his way home, Cal drove slowly, peering at Anejo Mexican Bistro with its pulsing neon sign out front. He pulled left onto West Main Street, still running numbers and projections in his mind as he did. When he turned onto Two Ponds Road, Cal exhaled and pulled into an empty spot across the street from his apartment building. On the second floor, he stopped to pat his pockets for his keys and grumbled when he couldn’t find them.

      In the truck, he found them underneath his seat and breathed a sigh of relief.

      Cal was picking out a fresh pair of jeans and a flannel shirt when Catherine sent him another message. He typed up another response, rolled his socks on, and snatched his wallet and keys off the kitchen counter. After casting a quick look around the small studio apartment, with its paint-cracked ceilings and thin walls, he blew out another breath and stepped out into the hallway.

      Catherine and Bryan were waiting for him at a table outside at the Flying Bridge restaurant. His sister got up to hug him, her dark hair catching the light of the moon as she did. Bryan stuck his hand out, his phone pressed to his ear as he spoke a million miles a minute.

      With a smile, Cal looked out at the glistening waters, some of the knots in his stomach easing.

      Being around water usually calmed him down, especially when he had no idea what his next move was.

      Catherine picked up the menu and took a long sip of her merlot. “So, how’s that new project going?”

      Cal tore his gaze away from the harbor and looked over at his sister. “It’s fine.”

      Bryan pushed his chair back with a screech and tossed his napkin onto the table. “No, that’s absolutely not acceptable. My client and I will not accept a deal like this.”

      On his way past, Bryan gave Catherine an apologetic smile, and she squeezed his hand. “Sorry about that. Bryan’s been under a lot of pressure with the firm lately.”

      Cal glanced down at his menu and cleared his throat. “It’s okay.”

      His sister’s bright blue eyes were on his face as she took another sip of her drink. “So, are you seeing anyone new lately?”

      Snorting, Cal leaned back against his chair. “That’s a new record for you. You lasted all of, what, five minutes this time?”

      Catherine’s face was flushed with color as she laughed. “Hey, in my defense, you’re not much of a conversationalist. You try holding up a one-sided conversation.”

      His lips lifted into a smile. “I’ve been talking all day, going over plans for the new project.”

      “See? You can give me details like that,” Catherine said, beaming before she paused to flick away the lint off the collar of her dress.

      “There isn’t much to tell.”

      She eyed him over the rim of her glass, her brows furrowed together. “Well, you’re not getting any younger, you know.”

      Cal took a long sip of his water and gave her an incredulous look. “Thanks for the compliment. I feel so much better now.”

      “Oh, you know what I mean. It’s harder to find someone at your age, and I just don’t want you to end up alone.”

      “Who says I’m alone?”

      Catherine’s eyes snapped up to his face, and her smile immediately fell. “Don’t get my hopes up like that. I know you’re not seeing anyone.”

      “I’ve got my work, and I’ve got the guys whenever I need company.”

      She rolled her eyes. “Come on, don’t you miss dating? I’m sure the guys are great and everything, but they can’t keep you company after a long day at the office or have a nice home-cooked meal with you.”

      He heard the truth in her words, but it felt like a punch to the gut.

      Then again, being reminded of everything he lacked usually left him with a bad taste in his mouth. Unbeknownst to Catherine, every time she brought up his personal life, or lack thereof, she made him feel small in comparison.

      But he knew it wasn’t her fault.

      His feelings had more to do with his own frustration at how certain things in his life had panned out and how his love had taken one too many hits.

      It wasn’t something he expected Catherine to understand or shoulder.

      Cal took another sip of his drink and looked away, not wanting her to see his frown. “Not everyone is meant for companionship. That’s okay too, you know.”

      He knew his sister meant well—she always did—but sometimes, Catherine needed to know when to quit.

      And this was one of those times.

      She’d been trying to set him up on dates for years, everything from blind dates to an account for him on Tinder.

      Catherine had tried everything at her disposal to get him back out there, but nothing seemed to click.

      At this point, Cal wasn’t even sure it was meant to.

      His last disastrous attempt at dating had ended with Veronica hightailing it to the city months later without a backward glance, leaving him to make peace with the fact he just wasn’t dating material. Having had years to make his peace with it, he only wanted his sister to do the same, but he knew it wasn’t going to be that simple.

      Not when she had her own married bliss to compare it to.

      As far as Catherine was concerned, there was nothing worse than having no one to come home to after a long day and no one to share a life with.

      But it suited Cal just fine, leaving him ample time to focus on getting his business back on track.

      It was all that mattered.

      Everything else he could live with.

      “…I think the two of you would get along just fine,” Catherine finished with a triumphant smile. “We can go out on a double date.”

      Bryan appeared and kissed the top of his wife’s head, an indulgent smile on his face. “She trying to set you up again? Leave the poor man alone, darling. He’s happy with the way things are.”

      Catherine’s eyes darted between the two of them, and she scowled. “He only thinks he is because he doesn’t know any better.”

      Bryan lowered himself onto the seat next to her and used his fork to stab through a piece of calamari. “And you know better?”

      Catherine sat up straighter and smiled. “You know I do. Besides, what’s the harm in trying? A night out can be good for a change.”

      Cal’s phone rang, interrupting the rest of her sentence.

      He swallowed the rest of his lobster roll, pushed his chair back, and stood. When he glanced down at the caller ID, Cal breathed a sigh of relief and smiled. “Great timing, as always.”

      “I had a feeling you’d need saving,” Miles replied, a laugh in his voice. “You’re having your weekly dinner with Catherine and Bryan, right?”

      Cal ran a hand over his face. “More like the weekly interrogate and proceed to nitpick my life dinner, but yeah. I know she means well, but if I have to sit through one more date…”

      The last thing he needed was one more woman who was going to pick at her food during dinner and spend the entire time scrolling through her phone.

      Even Catherine and Bryan couldn’t save him from the curse of bad dates, no matter how badly they wanted to.

      Miles laughed and said something in the background. “You could just pretend to be dating someone to get her off your back, you know.”

      Cal stopped to lean over the railing and glanced out at the water. “Yeah, I don’t think I can fake a date. It’s almost as bad as real dating.”

      “You need a good wingman.”

      Cal smiled. “You coming into town soon?”

      Miles’s voice cut off, and there was a loud commotion in the background before it came back on. “Sorry about that. Yeah, I was thinking I might come down in a few weeks or something, but I want you to do something for me first.”

      “Sure, what do you need?”

      “I need you to look at my parents’ old place. It’s been years since I’ve been able to get down there to take a proper look, and I want to know how much it’ll cost to make repairs.”

      Cal blew out a breath. “So, you’ve finally decided to sell it, huh?”

      “I’m thinking about it, but I know it’ll need to be fixed up first. Think you can give me an estimate?”

      God bless you, Miles. You have no idea how much of a lifesaver you are.

      Because he needed this. He needed this more than he knew how to put into words.

      It was the big break he’d been waiting for.

      It had to be.

      Cal tried to keep the excitement out of his voice when he spoke. “I’ll go down there tomorrow and see.”
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      Suzie peered through the windshield at the three-story, brown, brick property shimmering underneath the late morning sun. Its rusted wrought iron gates were flung open, revealing overgrown weeds and a brown lawn. Sighing, she pushed the passenger door open and pulled her glasses down over her eyes. Then, she glanced over at Jonathan, who’d spent the entire ten-minute ride on the phone, his lips etched into a permanent scowl.

      She didn’t even know why he was there.

      She was the one who had alerted her father to the news about Miles McIntyre, and she was the one who sent out feelers to see if Miles was willing to consider them.

      Your dad knows you’re the only reason this meeting is happening. Forget what Jonathan thinks. He’s just here to try and show off.

      Because, as the future head of Wilson Realty, Jonathan had an impression to make.

      And larger-than-life shoes to fill.

      He was never going to be as good as their father, not as far as Suzie was concerned, but she couldn’t tell him that.

      Not without opening up a whole other can of worms.

      The last thing Suzie wanted was to make the rift between her and Jonathan worse. It was why she hadn’t said anything when Jonathan had insisted on joining her at McIntyre Manor, and it was why he was walking up to the main door with her, expensive shoes kicking up dirt and dust in every direction. Suzie left him by the front door and circled the property, noting the sad state of the roof, the small, run-down shed out back, and the abandoned swing that looked like it had seen better days.

      McIntyre Manor definitely needed some sprucing up before it was listed.

      But Suzie could already picture how much better it would look after a few weeks of renovations and a brand-new paint job.

      It was going to be the biggest job of her career, and it was all thanks to Rebecca.

      She owed her friend big for bringing this news to her attention so quickly.

      Suzie’s smile faded when she went back to the front of the house and found Jonathan holding the phone up to his face, his million-dollar smile already in place. “Yes, Mr. McIntyre, we’re at the property now.”

      Suzie rushed over to them, her pulse quickening. “It’s a beautiful house, Mr. McIntyre, and it’s got good bones. I don’t think you should have any issues selling it.”

      Reluctantly, Jonathan spun the phone around to reveal a tanned-looking Miles, who had the afternoon sun behind him, set against a backdrop of clear blue skies. “Ms. Wilson, thank you for agreeing to a meeting online. I know this is a little unusual.”

      Suzie plucked the phone out of Jonathan’s outstretched hand, keeping the same pleasant smile on her face. “Not at all, Mr. McIntyre. I’m happy to accommodate you.”

      Especially if it meant being chosen to list the property.

      The excitement and nerves were building up in her already, causing her to almost lose her footing. “I understand you want us to meet with the construction crew who will be carrying out the renovations.”

      Miles’ dark eyes studied her from behind aviator sunglasses. “Yes, an old friend of mine owns the construction company, so he’s going to do an estimate first before we decide on anything.”

      Suzie cleared her throat and squinted. “I’m sure it’ll be fine, Mr. McIntyre. With any luck, we’ll have this house on the market within a few weeks.”

      All she had to do was be patient until then.

      Miles took off his glasses, revealing a few lines around his eyes and mouth. “It’s an old family house, Ms. Wilson, so I’m sure you can understand that I’m not in a particular hurry to sell. Not with so much history.”

      Suzie’s smile almost slipped, but she covered it up by coughing. “Of course. I understand. It’s important to preserve that legacy.”

      Miles nodded, and his expression turned solemn. “I looked over the initial proposal, and I think if we’re going to go into business together, we’ll need to discuss numbers.”

      Suzie’s heart skipped. “I’m sure we can sell it for a much higher price. This is just an estimate based on what we see today. With renovations and everything—”

      “I don’t think it’ll sell for that much, not with the family history,” Miles interrupted, a shadow settling over his face. “If anything, it’ll have to go for much lower.”

      Suzie glanced over at Jonathan, who was standing on the front porch, fingers moving furiously over the keyboard of his phone.

      She looked back at the phone and plastered a professional smile onto her face. “I’m sure we can come to an agreement, Mr. McIntyre. I just wanted to point out that we haven’t even seen the interior yet, and I’m sure once we do, we’ll get a better idea of the price.”

      Miles gave her a distracted nod and said nothing.

      Something sputtered behind her and made a loud banging sound, and Suzie spun around to see a beat-up, old, blue pickup truck coming down the road. It parked on the edge of the property, located on the outskirts of Falmouth, and a man in dark, faded jeans and a flannel shirt slid out, pausing to hook his glasses through his shirt.

      His eyes swept over the property and stopped when they reached her.

      A tingle raced up her spine when their eyes met.

      It disappeared when he slammed the truck door shut and stalked over to where she stood. “You’re trespassing on private property.”

      Suzie’s brows knitted together. “I’m here to assess the property for Mr. McIntyre. Who are you?”

      “I’m here to assess the property for Mr. McIntyre,” he repeated, his brown eyes tightening slightly. “Did someone put you up to this?”

      Suzie gestured to the screen, where Miles’s face was frozen mid-sneeze. “I was just video chatting with Mr. McIntyre. He wanted me to get a feel for the place and meet the construction crew.”

      He hooked a thumb through his jeans and tossed a look over his shoulder. “The rest of my guys should be here soon.”

      Suzie tucked her phone away and held her hand out. “I’m Suzie Wilson. I work for Wilson Realty.”

      “I know who you are.”

      Suzie frowned and snatched her hand away. “And you are?”

      “Calhoun Walters. Miles hired me to take a look at the property and deliver an estimate of how much it’ll cost to fix up and how long it’ll take.”

      “Good, so we’re both after the same thing.”

      Even if he had taken an instant dislike to her.

      Suzie wasn’t used to gruff and blunt men like Calhoun, but she wanted to believe it had less to do with her and more to do with his own nature.

      Most people tended to like her right away, and they even said she had an affable quality about her that drew them in.

      Whatever it was, it didn’t seem to be working on Calhoun.

      He ran his hand through his short-cropped hair and peered at the property. “I don’t even want to look on the inside.”

      Suzie stumbled after him as he circled the house, pausing every so often to tug on her shoes. “I’m sure it’s not that bad. With these kinds of bones, it should actually be fine.”

      Cal stepped onto the back porch and twisted to face her. “You ever been an architect?”

      Suzie pushed her hair out of her face and shook her head. “No.”

      “Been on a construction crew?”

      “I can’t say that I have.”

      Cal covered the distance between them, towering over her as he leaned forward and spoke. “So, what makes you think I’d be interested in your input? You’re just a real estate agent.”

      Suzie sputtered as heat crept up her neck and spread to her cheeks. “I’ve been in this business a long time, Mr. Walters. My input is as good as yours.”

      And she hated being talked down to.

      She didn’t care who he thought he was or how close he and Miles were.

      Suzie had as much a right to be there as he did, if not more.

      Calhoun was, after all, only going to be working on the house until the construction was done. She was the one who was going to put the finishing touches on the place, put it on the market, and dedicate time and attention to it until she found the house a new owner.

      You are not just a real estate agent. He has no idea what he’s talking about.

      Cal snorted and leaned back to give her a once over, starting with the top of her head and going down to the soles of her three-inch heels. “You’re not even dressed properly for an estimate.”

      Suzie stiffened and drew herself up to her full height. “I’ve been in this business a long time, Mr. Walters. I’m dressed to impress. That’s how my job works.”

      Cal folded his arms over his chest and scowled. “As opposed to my job, which is just behind the scenes?”
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