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      “Xavier Heath Savage, are you even listening to me?”

      “Hang on, Mom. I have to get this uploaded.” Heath glanced up from his laptop where he’d been making last-minute changes to the family’s business website while his mother talked. He clicked Save. “All right. Now you have my full attention.”

      She visibly slumped in her chair, looking even wearier than she had two years ago when they’d first moved from California to Washington. Taking up residence in a transplanted Irish castle and maintaining their own village had been tough on all of them. His parents had grand goals for their historical theme park, but every new thing they came up with impacted his workload too.

      “What’s wrong now?” Heath asked, grimacing that he’d added to her stress.

      “You weren’t taking notes of my brilliant ideas, were you?” she asked with a groan.

      Heath shook his head. “But to be fair, you didn’t say you wanted me to. Sorry.”

      “No, I’m sorry.” His mother gave a self-deprecating chuckle. “You already do too much around here. I feel like we’re taking advantage of you.”

      Heath’s tension ratcheted up a couple of notches. Would she feel betrayed if she knew he was in negotiations with REKD Gaming to work part-time for them as a programmer? He loved what he did here, especially working with his family, but he’d studied to do more than web design. Not that web design wasn’t a great career, but he’d always wanted to be a game designer.

      “You’re gone again.” With a sigh, Heath’s mother pulled her chair closer to his and took his hand in that all-too-familiar way she had. “Something’s been on your mind the last few days. Is it Quinn? I’ve seen how you look at her sometimes.”

      Heath winced mentally. He didn’t want to talk about his feelings for Quinn, but he wasn’t ready to fess up about his work negotiations either. Not yet, anyway. If REKD Gaming wasn’t willing to compromise and allow Heath to work for them remotely, there was no point in troubling his mother about it. Deflection would keep him from talking about either.

      “It’s only that we have a lot going on right now with the Harvest Festival coming up,” Heath said. “No offense to your spa idea, but I don’t think it’s a good use of your time or mine to worry about something that might not happen.”

      His mother pinched her lips for a second before she gave him a resigned sigh and released his hand.

      “You’re absolutely right. Maybe that’s why I’m having such a hard time focusing on what I want to do about the spa. It’s not time.” She shot him a hard look. “But is that everything?”

      “At the moment, yes.”

      And it wasn’t even a lie, since his hopes might not turn into a reality any more than her spa idea. Besides, he wasn’t doing anything wrong. Heath was nearly twenty-three years old making an important career decision, not a teen trying to sneak out at night. He woke his phone to check the time.

      “I’ve got to get to my office. I’m supposed to meet with Lia about her cookbook.”

      “Has she settled on a photographer?”

      “Quinn, of course. Lia’s thrilled. I’m surprised she hasn’t mentioned it to you yet.”

      Heath took care to keep his face turned away from his mother, who tended to see too much. Or read too much into things that could never be. The Savage Citadel was merely a stepping-stone for Quinn’s long-term goals. She wasn’t staying, and he wouldn’t leave.

      “I like her. We’re lucky to have someone of Quinn’s caliber setting up shop here, even temporarily. I dread the day we’ll have to replace her. I’m glad she’s doing Lia’s cookbook photos.” His mother stood and shot him a sidelong glance, one he’d only seen when she had matchmaking on her mind. “So, you’ll be working with Quinn.”

      “Well, I have to bounce.” Heath rose and picked up his laptop. “Talk to you later.”

      He fled the room without a backward glance. It was safer to keep Quinn as a friend. He could still think she was cute with her shoulder-length red hair and hazel-green eyes and that dotting of freckles across her nose above those kissable lips⁠—

      Don’t go there.

      He already knew about Quinn’s big dreams to travel the world as a photographer. The only reason she’d set up a shop in Wildstone and agreed to be the staff photographer at the Citadel was to help build her portfolio and set up potential high-profile clients. Like that famous New York talk show host who’d recently scheduled the entire Citadel for a family member’s June wedding next year.

      Having a prestigious guest, especially if she gave them a good review, would be huge for their business. Heath hadn’t missed the gleam in Quinn’s eyes when they’d overheard his mother discussing it with the talk show host on the phone. Unless she brought in her own photographer, Quinn had a shot at the gig.

      And a positive endorsement from someone famous meant Quinn wouldn’t remain in Wildstone long afterward. It’d be just the publicity an ambitious photographer would need to put her in the sights of other people who could afford to pay what she was worth.

      The last thing he needed was his mother playing matchmaker with a woman who would be a risk to date. Heath was already into Quinn too much as it was. He had enough stress in his life right now. Thanks, but no thanks.

      By the time Heath made it to his office, his twin sister, Lia, had already arrived.

      “You look tired,” he said, slipping into his chair.

      “I was about to tell you the same thing.”

      He yawned, and they both laughed.

      “I have never worked so hard or been so happy in my whole life.” Lia’s expression took on a dreaminess which meant she must be thinking about her husband. They’d been married a little over a year, and theirs had been the Citadel’s first wedding.

      “There is certainly always something to do around here, that’s for sure.” His phone pinged with a text, and he glanced at it. It was from REKD Gaming. A spike of adrenaline stabbed him, and he spoke louder than he intended. “Hang on just a sec. I need to check this.”

      
        
        All right, Heath. You drive a hard bargain, but my partners have decided to give your proposal a try. I’m having our attorney prepare an agreement which we’ll send to you to review with your attorney. Make sure you have it notarized. And welcome to the team. Kayn.

      

      

      For a second, Heath stared at the screen, numb. Then a myriad of emotions washed through him, ranging from excitement and vindication to insecurity. To be part of the REKD Gaming team was huge. Besides being one of his favorite video games to play, it was also one of the most popular online games in the world. After doing so well with Esports, the company had recently branched out into other types of PC games set in the REKD world, including an app version of REKD for the phone.

      And Heath would be part of that creative team. His chest heaving, his body flushed, he glanced at his sister and found her watching him with a crease between her brows.

      “You look like you’re about to burst with excitement. What’s up?”

      “You can’t tell Mom. Not yet. Or Dad, because he’ll tell her.”

      Lia’s hands went to her throat, her eyes wide. “You’re not leaving here, are you?”

      “Of course not, but I’ve just been offered my dream job.” His heart raced again just thinking about it.

      A flash of hurt crossed her face. “I thought working here was your dream job.”

      “It is, but it’s only part of my dream.” Heath jumped to his feet, his mind already spinning with ideas about how to meet his obligations. “My new job is in game design.”

      “Tell me,” Lia demanded.

      He took the seat beside her and started in.
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      “I think that should do it,” Quinn said to the mother. “You have a wonderful family, and it’s been an honor to shoot you.” She winked, and the middle-aged couple chuckled.

      “I can’t wait to see the results,” the woman said.

      “I’ll have some choices for you to consider in two or three weeks.” Quinn arched a brow. “Do you have any questions?”

      “No, but would it be all right if I emailed you with any I may think of later?” the mother asked.

      “Absolutely. Thank you again for letting me be part of your day. Enjoy the rest of your stay.”

      Once the family had set off toward the village, Quinn quickly gathered her equipment and headed for the Citadel. It’d been a little difficult to transition from the large city of Seattle to the smaller destination location of Wildstone Historical Park with both a village and a castle, but she’d come to love it here in Northern Washington.

      She’d had jobs in the past where she’d liked her work but didn’t fit in with her coworkers, or she fit in but hated what she was doing. At Wildstone, she had the best of both worlds. And the Savages, who were her idea of a dream family, had welcomed her like one of their own.

      Her phone pinged. Since it could be her mother changing their plans for the weekend, Quinn paused at the castle entrance to check it. It was an email notification. Not recognizing the address, she almost deleted it as spam. Then she noticed the word Glenloria in the domain name.

      A knot formed in her gut, followed by a flash of anger. Why wouldn’t he leave her alone? She stared at the screen so long, it went dark. With a sour taste in her mouth, she opened the email.

      
        
        My dear Quinn,

        It was wrong of your mother to keep you from me after my father died. She had a responsibility to tell you about me then…

      

      

      Right. Grinding her teeth, Quinn stopped reading and closed the email app.

      She didn’t need this distraction. Usually, she’d call her mom about how to handle the situation, but the memory of how her mother had sobbed when she’d told her about the man on Quinn’s birth certificate made that impossible. She would do everything in her power to keep her mother from being hurt again. Taking a deep breath, Quinn pushed thoughts of the email behind her.

      She entered the Citadel lobby. As she always did, she paused to take in the atmosphere. Quinn loved what the Savages had done with the transplanted Irish castle, maintaining the authenticity while bringing modern comforts to the place. When she finally got her big break and moved away, she would miss this place. Someday she meant to visit Ireland and shoot a ton of pictures of her mother’s family home, but for now, Quinn had the privilege of stepping into this real bit of history almost every day.

      At the front desk, Heath’s mother, one of the owners, helped a guest. When Quinn had first opened her shop in the village, Gabbie had asked if she had any filmography experience because they wanted to create a video of the Citadel’s history. It’d been the first time Quinn had worked with Heath.

      She waved to Gabbie before turning to the right and heading toward the family wing of the castle. Shaped like a “U,” the public wings lay west and south, while the Savages had reserved the east wing for the extended family and business offices. Quinn passed the commercial kitchen and moved into the smaller and cozier family one. She inhaled deeply.

      “Whatever you’re cooking smells heavenly.”

      Deb Montgomery grinned. “Lia’s come up with a new recipe she’s having me try. She wants to see if I get the same results.” The silver-haired woman always sounded as excited about her daughter-in-law’s recipes as Lia was.

      “I hope you’re done with it by the time we’re finished with our meeting because I’d love to be included in the taste-test group. See you.”

      Quinn hurried down the hallway to Heath’s domain. The first time he’d invited her into his inner sanctum, the sophistication and complexity of the Citadel’s computer system had surprised her. It shouldn’t have, considering he was a wiz at anything relating to computers. Not only did he do all their programming, but he built their PCs from scratch and would troubleshoot the broken ones.

      As Quinn approached his office door, the sound of Heath’s intense voice made her hesitate. She didn’t want to interrupt anything, so she peeked her head around the jamb to see who he was talking to. Lia was already there, leaning forward as she listened to her brother.

      Usually, he had a laid-back but preoccupied sense about him, like he was thinking about something. Quinn had never seen his to-do list, but she was pretty sure he had one because he always carried a tablet with him and took notes about things people would say to him. She admired that he was a list keeper too, but she had a feeling his would swamp hers. It made her feel like an underachiever.

      Though he kept his voice low enough that Quinn couldn’t make out what he was saying, his body language radiated excitement. The absent-minded professor persona had disappeared. In his place sat a completely focused man. She’d always thought he was cute in a nerdy, horn-rimmed glasses kind of way.

      But now… Wow. He was hot.

      What if this totally there Heath Savage turned this blazing intensity on her? The thought stole away her breath. Quinn took a step back and leaned against the wall next to the door. She would not crush over her boss’s son. Like she hadn’t been telling herself that for months.

      What had pulled Heath from his normal, distracted manner? He was Mr. Coolheaded, after all. She’d never seen him get this excited about anything. Making some noise with her equipment so they’d know she’d arrived, Quinn stepped into the room.

      “So sorry I’m late.” She slipped into the one remaining seat in Heath’s office. “The shoot took a little longer than I expected. They had three adorable children.”

      “You’re so good with kids,” Lia said while Heath closed something on one of his four large monitors.

      Quinn couldn’t help wondering if the file he’d closed had been what had brought him to life. She glanced at Lia but couldn’t see anything in her expression showing signs of distress. So he must not be leaving. Letting out a slow breath, Quinn tried not to smile.

      Not that Heath’s personal business had anything to do with her. She turned to Lia.

      “Whatever Deb is test-cooking for you smells amazing,” Quinn said. “You sure you don’t want to do more than a dessert cookbook?”

      Lia heaved out a sigh. “I’ll leave that to Mom and the dinner chef she’s trying to lure here. Maybe this talk show host will put us on the map enough to convince the woman to give us a try. It’s harder than we’d hoped to draw high-caliber people here.”

      “What?” Heath asked dryly. “People who are at the top of their craft don’t think it’s a step down to take a job in the boonies of northern Washington?”

      “Hey!” Lia glared at her twin.

      “Word is getting out.” Quinn pointed to herself with a self-deprecating wink.

      “See?” Lia gave Heath an I-told-you-so look. “I rest my case.”

      It was times like this that Quinn wished her mother had been able to have more children with Don. Maybe her childhood wouldn’t have been so lonely. Something she loved about the Savages was their large, fun family.

      A message appeared on one of Heath’s monitors, making the sound of a fanfare. He turned to face his computer again.

      “Whoa.” He enlarged the picture and glanced at his sister. “First, a syndicated talk show host reserves us for a large wedding party, and now a duke wants to come for the Fall Harvest Festival.”

      “A duke? From where? England?” Lia stood and leaned over Heath’s desk to see the email better. “Wait. Is it even real? I’ve never heard of anywhere called Glenloria.”
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      “And look at the security requirements for this guy.” Heath grabbed the stress ball from his desk. “It’s a good thing Dad’s already got the security fence in. I guess we can add that we’re a destination location for royalty.”

      “His party is small. It’ll be good preparation for the high-profile wedding.” Lia’s expression turned thoughtful. “Be sure Mom sees that. I wonder if feeding a duke would be enough enticement for that chef.”

      Heath glanced at Quinn, and a tinge of worry made him straighten. She had a fair Irish complexion to go along with her red hair, but she looked paler than he’d ever seen her.

      “Are you okay?” he asked.

      Lia took one look at Quinn before grabbing the pitcher on the credenza and pouring water into a paper cup.

      “Did you forget to eat breakfast this morning?” she asked Quinn, handing her the water. “I keep telling you to eat more. You’re thin as a wraith.”

      “I eat a lot, thank you very much.” Quinn accepted the cup and took a sip from it. “I’ve told you before, it’s my high metabolism. I inherited it from my mother.”

      Heath had been watching her and didn’t miss that she kept glancing at his computer screen.

      “What do you know about Glenloria?” he asked quietly.

      “What?” Lia glanced between him and Quinn and then sat down. “Oh.”

      Quinn leaned back in her chair, looking tired. “My bio dad is from there.”

      “Well, I can see you’ve been keeping things from us.” Lia settled into her chair, crossing a leg. “Tell us more.”

      “It’s ancient history.”

      “Must not be too ancient if it’s upsetting you today.” Lia arched her brows.

      The expression on Quinn’s face shifted from indecisive to resigned. “You remember my mom is originally from Ireland. Well, she attended Oxford University, and that’s where she met and married him.”

      “This guy?” Lia pointed to Heath’s monitor. “Did she know he was a duke?”

      “He’s not a duke.” An odd look crossed Quinn’s face.

      Heath leaned forward in his chair. She was purposely not telling them something. He was about to ask her about it when she continued.

      “All my mother said was that they’d married while they were both at Oxford. His father didn’t approve and put pressure on his son. He divorced her and went home to marry another woman.”

      “What a snake. Did he know about you?” Lia asked.

      “No. Mom only found she was expecting after he’d gone. Since he’d treated her so badly, she said she hadn’t felt she had any obligation to tell him she was pregnant. And I agree with her. He threw her away like so much trash.” Quinn sat straighter, color returning to her face, her flush an attractive pink that brought out those cute freckles. “Mom remarried when I was two. I didn’t know my dad wasn’t my biological father until I turned sixteen and applied for a passport. When I asked her about the man on my birth certificate, she gave a brief explanation but cried so much that I’ve never wanted to meet him.”

      “Wow,” Lia breathed. “Your mother’s such a sweetheart. It really makes me mad to think of how that beast hurt her.” From the pinched look on Quinn’s face, she agreed.

      “Hey,” Heath said, trying to draw the conversation away from something about to bring both women to tears. He pointed to his monitor and the registration information. “Is there any chance our receiving a reservation from someone in Glenloria is a coincidence? Could your d—” He barely stopped himself from calling the jerk her dad. “Could your bio father work for this duke?”

      “Um, no.” The odd hitch to Quinn’s voice made Heath shift his attention to her again. Her complexion had blanched even more. What wasn’t she telling them?

      Lia must not have missed it because she asked, “Is he some kind of criminal?”

      Quinn burst out laughing, but it held a touch of hysteria in it.

      “If you’re not comfortable sharing with us, we understand.” Heath turned back to his computer like he meant to return to his work, even though he was dying to know more about this mystery father.

      “Speak for yourself, brother,” Lia cried indignantly. “We promise discretion, girl, but you can’t stop now. Especially if this guest might have something to do with you.”

      Remaining silent, Heath faced Quinn again.

      “You’re right.” She let out a long breath, looking wearier than he’d ever seen her. “I obviously can’t tell my mother, and I need to talk to somebody because I don’t know what to do.”

      “If he doesn’t know about you, what’s the big deal?” Lia asked.

      “Really?” Heath shot his sister a disbelieving glance. “We’ve never heard of Glenloria and suddenly some royal dude wants to visit here—and we discover our Quinn has connections there? Of course he’s found out about her.”

      “Right. Do you remember that article in World Art News Magazine three months ago about my mother’s sculptures?”

      “And how nice she was to mention your photography… Ahh.” Lia nodded. “He recognized her.”

      “And the daughter who was a perfect age to have been his?” Heath asked.

      “I got the first email from him a couple of weeks later. It seems I resemble his mother, except for the red hair.”

      “You’ve been struggling with this by yourself all this time?” Lia wiped her eyes.

      “If you’d seen how heartbroken Mom was when I asked her about him, you’d understand.” Quinn pulled the phone from her pocket and woke it. “He sent another email just before this meeting. I didn’t have the stomach to look at more than the beginning. He keeps ranting about how my mother was wrong to keep me from him. I get an email every few days, each one putting more pressure on me to meet him.”

      All this time, Heath had thought she’d come from a smaller but happy family like the one he and Lia had. This guy sounded like a selfish twit.

      “Do you want to meet him?” he asked.

      “No. I could just block him, but…” Her words trailed off, her eyes glistening.

      “But you might have a whole other family you never knew about,” Lia suggested.

      “That’s it exactly. I found out I have two younger half-brothers. What if they’re not horrible?”

      “Do you mind if I look?” Lia asked gently, pointing to the phone.

      Quinn handed it to her. Heath felt an unexpected wish to pull Quinn into his arms and comfort her. Protect her. He didn’t have a good feeling about this birth father. The guy didn’t look good on paper.

      Lia made a choking sound, and he turned to her. She stared at him, eyes wide, and handed him the phone.

      Heath took it, wondering what could have freaked out his sister so badly. The email was the most mannered rant he’d ever seen. He stated that Quinn had a responsibility to take her position in the family. Position in the family? What did that mean?

      Frowning, he skipped to the bottom. The email was signed by Wolfgang Evrard de Faesch, king of Glenloria.
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      Quinn watched bleakly as understanding crossed Heath’s face.

      “Your dad’s a king?” Heath finally asked.

      “No, my dad owns a furniture company.” Quinn forced herself to keep an edge from her voice. She would push this point with anyone who questioned it until they got it right. “Any male can donate genetic material. It takes a real man to be a dad.”

      “Of course. My bad. And I completely agree.” Heath looked properly chagrined, and Quinn relaxed a little. He said, “He talks about you taking your position in the family.”

      “Can he force you to be a princess?” Lia asked and then giggled. “That must be the strangest question I’ve asked anyone in my life. It’s going to take some getting used to. But can he? Force you, I mean?”

      “I’d like to see him try,” Quinn growled, though she’d worried about that since she’d received the first email.

      “That’s my girl!” Heath smacked his desk with the palm of his hand. “You show that loser he can’t treat you and your mother like that.”

      Unexpected burning forced Quinn to blink her eyes several times, and she had to press a finger against her trembling lips. Until Heath’s loud declaration, she hadn’t accepted how much pressure she’d brought on herself by keeping it all inside. For the first time since she’d received the initial email, she didn’t feel alone.

      “What’s this about a loser?” Coop Montgomery asked, stepping into the office suite.

      “Oh, hey, sweetheart,” Lia cried, jumping to her feet to give her husband a hug. “We haven’t even gotten started with our meeting yet.”

      Quinn had once heard Coop jokingly describe himself as a Hagrid clone. Coop wasn’t nearly that large, but at over six-and-a-half-feet tall and with a muscular build, he definitely took up a lot of the free space in Heath’s office. And just like the fictional half giant, Coop had a kind and gentle nature.

      There was no way he wouldn’t find out now that Lia knew. Quinn could tell she was already losing control of the situation, and she didn’t know how to pull it back.

      While Lia and Coop talked about whatever he’d come to see her about, Quinn glanced across the desk at Heath and found him watching her. He leaned forward.

      “And he’s been trying to contact you for two months?” Heath asked, his voice low.

      “I want him to leave me alone. Please don’t treat me differently.” The second greatest worry Quinn had struggled with since her bio dad had made contact was people finding out and going all weird about it.

      “We won’t. It’ll just take a little getting used to.”

      “Thank you.”

      “What about Coop knowing?” Heath shot his sister and brother-in-law a sidelong glance before looking at Quinn again.

      What could she say? That she didn’t trust their discretion? That she felt stupid telling people she was related to a king, like she thought she was something special because of it, which she absolutely did not? Quinn let out a deep sigh and shrugged.

      “Is this duke guy going to be a problem?” he whispered. “We can tell him we don’t have any vacancies.”

      “You can’t do that.” Quinn had to blink her stupid eyes again. “It’s a big deal if you can advertise that you’ve hosted royalty here. I won’t take that from your family.”

      “Well, it appears we can claim we have royalty on our staff.”

      The humor in his voice barely offset the sense of panic that flooded through her. She straightened and jumped from her chair.

      “You can’t tell anyone.”

      “Hey, I was kidding.” Heath felt like an idiot for upsetting her.

      “What did you do now, bro?” Lia asked, sending her brother a glare.

      “I’m sorry. It was a lame joke. Besides, we couldn’t make a claim like that without your permission.” His sister’s expression made Heath toss his arms in the air. “Her secret is safe with us. You want me to pinky swear?” He held up his right hand to Quinn, his little finger extended. “It’s the ultimate commitment in the Savage family.”

      “Please sit down,” Lia said comfortingly. “We’re your friends. You can trust us.”

      “Well, I don’t know. That depends on what she’s done.” Coop crossed his arms, his expression stern except for the wink. “Have you broken the law or anything? We don’t want to get into trouble for harboring a fugitive.”

      Their joking took the steam from Quinn’s panic and made it seem manageable. Maybe they could help her figure out how to handle the situation without dragging her mother into it. She sat again.

      “Who do you want to tell Coop?” Heath asked her. “You?”

      “Every time I verbalize it, it makes everything seem more real, and I don’t want it to be real.”

      “Quinn’s bio dad got in contact with her a couple of months ago,” Lia told her husband.

      “I’m sorry.” Coop straightened. “I didn’t realize Don wasn’t your father.”

      Quinn gave a low growl. “He is my father, so that should help you understand how I feel about this other guy.”

      “So, block him,” Coop said simply. “You don’t have to allow him a place in your life just because he’s decided to show up now. You’re what, twenty-three or twenty-four? You’re an adult. It’s not like he can claim any parental rights over you.”

      Quinn glanced between Heath and Lia, and both of their expressions showed a question. Could the king force her to acknowledge their relationship? All he would have to do was go public with the information. With the article about her mother’s artwork so recently in the news, the press could make the connection to Quinn.

      “Well,” Coop said, sounding a little irritated, “there’s obviously something you haven’t told me yet. Quinn, who is your father—sorry, your bio dad?”

      So, Quinn explained. Coop sat still for a few seconds, and she held her breath, worried what might come next.

      “Well, I didn’t see that coming,” the big man said. “But it doesn’t change things. You’re still an adult.”

      Quinn let out the breath she’d been holding, her eyes stinging with relief.

      “It’s gotten a little more complicated,” Heath said. “We just received a reservation request from some Glenlorian duke. It can’t be a coincidence.”

      “Whatever else happens, you guys, this can’t go public,” Quinn said. “It would kill my mother.”

      “How long have you known about him?” Coop asked.

      “Eight years.”

      “I think we should accept this duke’s reservation and see what his agenda is,” Lia said.

      Heath let out a bark of laughter. “You’re kidding, right?”

      “Wait. I think I know where Lia’s going with this,” Coop said.

      “Oh, yeah?” Heath said in the most belligerent tone Quinn had ever heard from him. The two men had been friends even before the Savage family had inherited the Citadel, and she hated to see them at odds with each other.

      “If we don’t accept this reservation, they might come anyway under an assumed name. It’d be better to know who’s here from Glenloria. Wouldn’t it?” Coop asked Quinn.

      “Good point,” Quinn said and glanced at Heath.

      “Are you sure about this?” he asked softly.

      “Coop’s right.” Quinn straightened in her chair. “Whatever else happens, I can’t have someone from Glenloria approaching my mother. I have to know who they are, so I can protect her.”

      “Well, we’ll be here for you,” Lia said emphatically. Both Coop and Heath nodded.

      “All right, then. But this really must remain between just the four of us.” They all agreed to say nothing, so Quinn woke her tablet where she kept her notes. “I appreciate your help. We should probably get on with the cookbook meeting, unless Coop has something else.”

      “I’ll take that as my invitation to leave.” He kissed his wife and slipped from the room.

      Quinn just wished she knew what a duke from Glenloria wanted to talk to her about. She’d rather the king send one of his sons. Then she could at least meet one of her brothers.
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