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Nina

Closing her eyes, Nina took several deep breaths trying to drown out the noise of the construction. The addition of the spa had been her idea—her baby—and yet, for some reason, she was the one who went home each night with a headache.

Emmett swore he barely heard the noise and Decker claimed it was soothing.

Soothing. What in the actual fuck?

Even the guests didn’t seem to mind. They were more excited for the finished addition to the resort than annoyed with the noise it created. 

The noise might have annoyed her but she had excitement in spades. Maple Ridge Resort would soon be Maple Ridge Resort and Spa. Something she’d come up with and if early interest was anything to go on, it was going to be a huge success.

The Beckmeyer family had owned and operated Maple Ridge Lodge in Northern Wisconsin for generations. Her parents had taken over for her grandparents and now she and her brothers were mostly in charge. Her mom and dad still held the control, but decisions were made as a family. When she’d come to them with the idea of the spa six months ago, she’d been surprised they’d all been on board. 

Even Barrett had begrudgingly agreed, and he was her least agreeable brother. At least he used to be.

Nina loved where she lived and what she did, but sometimes she wished there was a little more big city and a little less small town surrounding her. That’s where the idea for the spa had come from. You could be a person who liked to fish or hike and also enjoy a massage or facial. The world was a changing place and people had levels to what they liked and wanted. 

Not to mention, with a spa on-site, she would no longer have to drive over an hour to get a massage. Something she was really looking forward to.

Walking out of the offices which were located inside the lodge, she made her way to the store which she oversaw, along with the event center and the new spa. The spa would add a lot to her already full plate, but in her eyes, it was worth it. Plus, she planned to hire a manager, someone who could handle the day-to-day without coming to her for every little issue.

And she had the perfect person in mind. 

Inside the store, she found just the person she was looking for. Months ago, Eden, her friend, and Barrett’s soon-to-be wife, had moved her mom Tina to Lyden to get her away from her dad. The home situation had not been good and Tina had finally been ready to leave. After a few weeks of being in town, Barrett had come to Nina, asking if she had any jobs available that Tina could do, even part-time. Something just to get her back out of the house and on her own two feet. 

At the time, Nina had needed some help in the store, so she’d brought her on, part-time to help out. Since then, Tina had become a valued employee. Hardworking, smart, creative with displays and most of all, the guests loved her.

While she hated to lose her in the store, Nina had a better opportunity for her.

“How’s it going?” Nina said as she stepped up behind the counter with Tina.

“Slow but late mornings often are.” Similar in age to her own parents, you would have never known it. Tina was gorgeous and youthful looking. She had skin that Nina would kill for when she was close to sixty. Her hair was still a golden blonde she swore was her natural color that she only touched up here and there. 

“If you have a quick second, I have something I wanted to run by you.” 

“Sure, you’re the boss after all.”

Tina had gotten more and more confident every day she’d been away from her soon-to-be ex-husband. He’d contested the divorce at first, but Barrett hired a lawyer who was able to move things along very quickly. The divorce would be final any day and Tina would finally be free.

“You might have heard that I plan to hire a manager for the spa once it’s opened.”

“Eden mentioned it. I have no idea how you juggle all the things you already do. If you had to manage the spa on top of everything else, I’d assume you were superhuman.”

Nina laughed. “If only that were the case. I was actually wondering if maybe you wanted to do it.”

“Do what?” 

“Manage the spa.” Nina knew this was coming out of left field, but from the second she’d thought of it, she hadn’t been able to get the thought out of her mind.

“Wait. You want me to manage the spa?” Tina stood before her, mouth gaping.

Nina smiled, nodding. “I do. I think you would be perfect. You’re organized, professional, personable and you know a little bit about the industry.”

“Cutting hair almost thirty years ago does not mean I know about the industry.” Tina had been a hairstylist when she’d first met Eden’s dad. After she had kids, he wouldn’t let her go back to work. But from her own hair, you could tell she knew what she was doing.

“Tina, you can do this,” Nina said. “I wouldn’t ask if I didn't think you were perfectly capable. The spa is my baby and I need it to succeed. For no other reason than to prove that all this noise was worth it.”

“I still don’t know how you aren’t able to drown it out,” Tina said. 

Add her to the list of people who didn’t seem to notice the noise.

“Can I think about it?” Tina asked.

“Absolutely. Nothing needs to be decided today. The spa isn't due to be finished until August. I would like someone to start, at least part-time, in June.”

“I just need a few days and to maybe talk about it with Eden.”

She handed her a folder. “Here is all the info, including the official duties and salary. Take your time and get back to me when you’re ready. Until then, know that you are doing a great job here and I would be lost without you.”

Everything she said was true. Tina was a phenomenal employee and she made every part of Nina’s life easier. 

Leaving the store, Nina walked the corridors of the lodge, something she enjoyed doing. Just knowing that her family had built something so fantastic, gave Nina a feeling of contentment. She’d never wanted to do anything but work at Maple Ridge. Like her brother Decker, she had a degree in hospitality management with a minor in business. People were their bread and butter, something they always needed to remember. And pleasing people was harder than one would think. 

Turning a corner, she stopped abruptly. Standing several yards away talking to her brother Emmett, was none other than Donovan Stewart. The very bane of her existence.

Except, really he wasn’t.

More like the star of her dreams.

Backing up, she moved around a corner so he wouldn’t be able to see her but she could see him. Tall, dark, and handsome, Donovan Stewart was the epitome of good looking. She’d met him at sixteen when Emmett had brought him home for Christmas from college. The instant she’d laid eyes on him, she’d been done for. 

Until Donovan, she hadn’t known what sexy was. After him, no one else would do.

The only problem was, to him, she was Emmett’s little sister and nothing else.

After meeting him the first time, Nina hadn’t been able to stop thinking about him. No other boy would do. For a year and a half, she saw him all the time. He came home with Emmett all the time and even spent two summers with them.  And then just like he’d arrived, without warning, he was gone. 

He’d moved back to Georgia as soon as college was over and started working for his family’s trucking company. It was as if he’d disappeared off the planet. At least, her portion of the planet. He and Emmett still saw one another here and there, but he never came back to visit her family.

Until four months ago, when he’d done Barrett and Eden a huge favor by driving Eden’s mom from Georgia to Wisconsin to get away from a controlling abusive husband. 

He’d walked back into her life, and her dreams, like he belonged there. 

And it had been hell ever since.

No one in her family knew of her fascination with him. Not then and not now. Back when she’d been a teenager, she would have been laughed at, or worse, told that it was just a crush. It was more than that, though, and she knew it. She’d loved him. In the way that a woman loved a man. It wasn’t superficial or based only on his looks, although he looked mighty fine. They spent time together, worked together, and laughed together. She’d known him and he’d known her. 

Then he’d left, leaving her heartbroken.

She remembered the day like it was yesterday. They’d been sitting on the dock watching Emmett and Decker have some sort of contest in the water. She’d been laying on her stomach, facing the water and Donovan had been next to her, leaning back with his legs crossed at the ankles. They’d been only inches apart on the small dock and her body had been on high alert. She hadn’t known what arousal was until he’d come into her life, but after meeting him, she’d learned quickly.

Together, they’d laughed as they watched Emmett and Decker, each of them making small comments here and there. When the ball Decker and Emmett had been using in the water ended up on the dock, Donovan had leaned over to pick it up from where it had landed between her outstretched legs. His fingers brushed her leg but instead of quickly grabbing the ball and moving away, he stayed where he was for a few seconds. The next thing she knew, he was in the water with her brothers and she was alone on the dock, wondering what had happened. 

She hadn’t seen him the rest of the day and the next morning when she’d woken up, he’d been gone. 

When she’d asked Emmett where he’d gone and why so quickly, he’d just shrugged and said his dad had wanted him home.

That was it. He’d never visited again.

Now he was back, living in Lyden working at the fire station.

It was part dream and part nightmare.

A dream because no matter how hard she’d tried, she’d never been able to forget about him. Nightmare, because he didn’t see her as anything other than Emmett’s sister. 

Since he’d been back in town, they’d barely spoken or had contact. She’d been nice and congenial when they did talk but most of the time, she avoided having anything to do with him. Emmett had invited her to dinner more than once, each time saying that Donovan would be there. She’d easily been able to find reasons to turn down his invitations. Thanks to Eden, who knew how she felt about Donovan, she had a spy on the inside. Eden kept her apprised of anything she knew or heard that pertained to Donovan. 

It wasn’t that she didn't want to spend time with him. She did. She just couldn't stand when he treated her like a child. 

She was a grown woman. A grown woman who had sex. Who liked sex and if all went well, might have sex that night.

She was going on a date with a guy she’d met online. She hadn’t been excited about online dating, but when she’d realized it had been months since she’d last had sex, she’d turned to it out of desperation. Vibrators were good and all, but she craved human contact. 

Unless this guy turned out to be a murderer, she would be having sex with him. At this point, she was willing to close her eyes and think of a Chris. Evans, Hemsworth, Pine. Did it really even matter? They were all gorgeous.

Before she got caught spying on Donovan, she turned and went the long way around back to the offices. She found Eden inside, sitting at a desk, working. Since Eden technically worked for Billings Architecture, she didn’t have an office inside Maple Ridge. There was a trailer on the construction site, but most of the time, you could find her in the offices, using whatever empty desk there was.

“Nina,” she said as soon as she saw her walk by, “just the person I wanted to see.”

“Me?” Nina stepped inside the office that her mom and dad usually shared but was currently occupied by Eden. “What’s up?” 

“You’ve got to make a final decision on light fixtures and you need to do it before the end of the week or else they won’t be in on time.”

Nina groaned, flopping down onto the couch in the corner of the office. “I don’t know why I’m having such a hard time deciding.” She’d had the brochures and samples for weeks and she still hadn’t been able to come to a decision.

“I have a suggestion, but it means you’d have to give a little.” 

“At this point, I’d give a lot to not have to make this decision.”

“If you can narrow it down to say, five, then why not let the rest of the family decide from there?”

“Because those idiots would pick something horrible.” 

“No, they wouldn’t. They would just be helping decide on something you already picked. You wouldn’t be giving them the whole catalog, just your favorites.”

Okay, that wasn’t half bad. “I guess I could do that.” She sat up straighter. “Yeah, I could do that.”

“That’s settled then. You can either call a meeting or if it’s easier, just do it at dinner tomorrow night.”

Barrett and Eden had invited the whole family to dinner where they were using their new smoker. Never mind that it was still cold outside. In Wisconsin, as soon as the snow melted, it was grilling season. 

“I’ll have it narrowed down and bring the choices with me.”

“Great. Now, tell me about this guy you’re going out with tonight. Is he cute?”

“He looks cute in the picture but who really knows. That picture could be from thirty years ago or maybe it’s a random pic he found on the internet. I don’t have high hopes.”

“You guys have been talking for a while though, right?”

“We have but how much can you really know someone over text and the phone.” She sighed, standing to pace. “He seems nice and he’s funny, that much I know. You can’t really fake being funny over the phone.”

“Funny is good,” Eden said. 

“Sexy would be better,” Nina replied. “Seriously Eden, if I don’t have sex soon, I’m going to combust.”

“You aren’t going to combust.” Eden pushed back from the desk and stood. “You only feel that way because your mind is consumed with Donovan.”

“My mind is not consumed with Donovan. I don’t even think about Donovan.” Much.

Eden laughed and laughed some more. “You’re such a fucking liar.”

“Fine, I’m lying. Of course I think about him. Have you seen the man? It’s not fair that as guys get older they get hotter. Then there’s me who gets more wrinkles and adds two pounds a year. In ten years, that’ll be twenty pounds.”

“You act like you're a troll or something.” Eden shook her head. “You could have any guy you wanted, and I’m pretty sure that includes Donovan. He’s not immune to you, you know.”

“You’re reading more into him asking about me than you should.” Eden had told her many times that Donovan always asked where Nina was when she didn’t show up for dinner. Nina chalked it up to him being polite or wanting to see his friend’s sister. He, in no way, thought of her as anything but Emmett’s sister.

“Nina, I love you and want nothing but good things for you, but you are your own worst enemy.”

That was not completely untrue. When it came to guys, she used them for what she wanted, never letting herself get close. Until Donovan had shown back up in her life, she’d never really known why. Now she knew.

It was him.

She’d loved him from the second she’d met him and that hadn’t changed.

She never let herself get close to a guy because the only guy she wanted was Donovan.

It was stupid and ridiculous, but it was the way it was. 

She’d tried hard to forget him, to put him out of her mind. And she’d never been able to. It didn’t matter that they’d never been more than friends, that he didn’t know she existed in any way other than being Emmett’s sister. 

Sighing, she shook her head. “I can’t seem to get out of my own way. Why is it that no guy is as good as one who doesn’t even know I’m alive.”

“Again, he knows you’re alive. You need to stop ignoring him. Talk to him, spend time with him. I bet one of two things will happen. One, you’ll find out those feelings you had more than ten years ago weren't real or two, you’ll find out that Donovan isn’t as immune to you as you think.”

What she wouldn’t give for that last one to be true. “Fine, I’ll stop ignoring him when he’s around. But I am not going to go out of my way to see him. And I’m still going to have sex tonight with Jerry.”

“His name is Jerry? Seriously. Could that be less sexy?”

“I don’t care what his name is as long as his dick works.”

Eden laughed. “If Barrett knew some of the things that came out of your mouth, he would faint.”

“He’s a prude.”

“I can assure you, he is not.”

“Let me rephrase that. He’s a prude when it comes to his baby sister. With his soon-to-be-wife, he’s apparently a sex fiend, which,” she held up a hand, “creeps me out.”

“His soon-to-be-wife loves that he’s a sex fiend.”

“Yuck, yuck, yuck. I’m completely disgusted by the entire statement. You guys are worse than Mom and Dad. Now instead of worrying about walking in on them, I have to make sure you and Barrett are also not in a room together alone before I walk in.” She and each of her siblings had walked in on their parents having sex or close to it, at least once over the years. They were sickeningly in love and had no problem showing it.

Eden picked up her laptop, stuffing it into her bag. “One day, you will love someone so much that it won’t matter where you are, or who could walk in on you. And I can’t wait to see it happen.” She grabbed her coat from the back of the chair. “I’m off to the job site to check in and then into town to spend a few hours at the office. I’ll see you tomorrow night.” She paused at the door. “Try to have fun tonight.”

“Oh, I plan on it.” 

With Eden gone, Nina walked to her own office. She had a lot to do before her day ended, starting with picking her favorite light fixtures for the spa. While the spa was her baby, it made sense that her family should have some say in certain parts. By giving them a choice on the lights, maybe they would keep their mouths shut on other aspects. Things she was unwilling to give on. 

Things like who she hired or what services the spa would offer.

She’d dreamed up the spa and she wanted to be in charge. 

––––––––
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Hours later, she was standing in front of the mirror in her house trying to decide if she was overdressed. She was meeting her date, Jerry, at a restaurant one town over, in Barton. She didn’t want to take the chance of running into anyone she knew, so staying out of Lyden was her best bet.

Deciding she looked just the right amount of dressed up, she grabbed everything she needed and left her house. The one thing about meeting her date in Barton was that she couldn't drink too much. It was a thirty-minute drive home and while it was technically spring, it was going to get down to under freezing, and there could be ice on the roads. 

She didn’t love driving in ice and snow which was why she rarely did it. It didn’t matter that she’d grown up and lived in Lyden her whole life. All it had taken was for her to skid off the side of the road once when she’d first gotten her license to make her hate driving between October and May. 

When she arrived at the restaurant, she checked her messages, seeing Jerry texted he’d already arrived. Inside, she looked but didn’t see anyone who looked like the pictures he’d posted on the dating app. She also didn’t see any guys sitting alone. Frustrated, in more ways than one, she pulled out her phone to text him. Before she could, though, she heard a voice from behind her.

“I think you might be looking for me.” 

Turning, she found herself staring into the blue eyes of a man who had to be Jerry. Or at least he looked exactly like the pictures he’d sent her.

“Jerry?” she asked.

“And you’re Nina.” 

She smiled. “Hi, it’s nice to finally meet you.” They shook hands. “And it’s really nice to know that you used real pictures.”

He also laughed. “Yeah, I never really understood why people would use fake pictures. Eventually, the person is going to know you were lying.”

“I think they hope that by then, you’ll like them enough to forgive them.”

“I’m glad I don’t have to worry about that either. You are just as beautiful as your pictures.”

This guy was good. And yeah, she already knew that because they’d been talking on the phone for a month but still, it was nice to see he had the same personality and hadn’t been faking it. 

Sex was definitely in her future. 

He led her to a table in the corner and pulled the chair out for her. So far, he was checking off a lot of boxes on her date etiquette list. 

“I hope this wasn’t too far for you to drive,” he said as he took his own seat.

In the month that they’d been talking, they’d kept certain facts about themselves to a minimum. He knew she lived in Lyden but he didn’t know her last name or that her family owned Maple Ridge. He’d told her he lived and worked in Barton but she also didn’t know his last name. 

It was a way to make sure the person was safe before telling them everything about yourself.

“It’s an easy drive,” was all she said and left it at that. She might be willing to have sex with Jerry but she wasn’t sure yet that he was worthy of knowing everything about her.

They made small talk until the waiter came by to take their drink orders. She asked for a glass of merlot while he ordered a beer. The conversation stalled for a few seconds, making it slightly awkward. 

“Why are first dates so weird?” she asked. 

“That’s a good question and part of the reason I hate dating.”

His honest answer had her smiling. “I miss the days where you could just meet someone organically, flirt a little, and then go on a date.”

“Those were the good old days,” he said. “The only people I meet organically are the people I do work for. And it’s against company policy to date a client.”

She knew he installed cabinets for a living but that was about it. “That seems like a pretty good policy.”

“What about you? You have to meet people all day who hit on you.” He knew she worked in events but that was all she’d told him. She might as well tell the truth.

“Have you ever heard of Maple Ridge Resort?”

His eyes lit up. “Sure, everyone has.”

“That’s where I work. I run the event center, the store, and soon, the spa.”

“Wait, are you one of the family members who owns the resort?”

She nodded, wondering how this would go over. Guys either loved it or hated it. Her family was a staple in northern Wisconsin and most people around the area knew one, if not all, of her brothers. That made it very hard to date.

“Wow, I feel like I should have put two and two together earlier.”

“I was pretty vague in my description.”

“When I moved up here from Milwaukee ten years ago, Maple Ridge was all I heard about. I’ve still never been, even after all these years.”

“Maybe you can stop by sometime. I could give you a tour.” She was taking a chance asking him that, but he was nice and didn't seem to know of her brothers.

“I’d like that.” He smiled at her across the table and while she didn’t get any butterflies, he was cute, and right then, that and not being a murderer were her only prerequisites for having sex with him.

Their drinks arrived and they kept up the conversation as they decided what food to order. He ordered another drink with their food and it was then that Nina noticed he'd already finished his first beer. 

In under ten minutes. 

Assuming he was just nervous, she let it go. But when he finished the second beer in the same amount of time, she knew this wasn’t going to work. She liked to drink as much as the next person, but it was obvious to her that he was drinking too much. The more he drank, the more suggestive he got.

“Are you wearing underwear?” He asked, leaning across the table, his cheeks flush from the alcohol and his eyes a little wild.

“Excuse me? Is that really a question you should be asking someone you just met?”

“Why not? It’s not like we both don’t know where this date is leading. I just thought I’d move it along.”

She sighed, shaking her head. “This date has just ended.” Pushing back in her chair, she grabbed some cash from her purse, throwing it on the table. “Thanks for showing me who you really are early on.” Grabbing her coat, she walked away from the table and Jerry.

Fucking Jerry. She should have known that he wouldn’t work out from his name alone.

Outside, she shivered before slipping her coat on. The cool air felt good and helped her calm down. This wasn’t the first date she’d been on where the guy assumed they were going to have sex. And yes, she’d been planning on it, but that didn't mean he got to make the decision for her. He obviously had an alcohol problem, and that was not something she wanted to deal with.

“Nina.” She heard a male voice call out her name and for a second, she thought it was Jerry. But then, an awareness washed over her and when she turned, she found Donovan standing several feet from her.

It was like God was playing a cruel joke on her. 

“What are you doing in Barton?” he asked. He was wearing a puffy black coat and jeans, and he looked good enough to eat. 

“I was on a date.” He didn’t need to know that the date was now over or that it had gone badly.

For one second, she thought she saw him frown. But it was gone, replaced by a smile when he said, “Over so early?”

“It was just dinner.”

“I haven't seen you around much since I got into town. You’re always so busy.”

She’d seen him and avoided him wherever possible. “Yeah, my life is pretty hectic most of the time.”

“It’s funny that you only ever seem to be busy on the nights I’m around. From what your brothers say, they see you the rest of the nights.”

Fuck her goddamn brothers and their big fucking mouths. “I can’t really control the nights that I have things going on.” She turned back to her car, opening the door.

“From the outside looking in, it almost seems like you’re avoiding me.” Was his voice closer? 

Turning, she found him right behind her, his body inches from her own. Her body was on high alert like it always was when he was around. When he’d first gotten back to town, she’d had to hug him hello and she thought she would perish right then and there. His arms around her body, hers around his, it had been too much. For days afterward, she swore she could still feel him pressed up against her. 

That was a perfunctory hug. This was different. He’d moved closer of his own free will. What was he doing?

“Nina,” he said, his voice low and calm, “why are you avoiding me?”

She swallowed, completely transfixed by his presence in front of her. His face was perfect, his cheeks pink from the cold weather and his lips plump and red. His bright blue eyes were trained on her like she was the only thing in the world he wanted to look at.

God, if only that were true.

For years, all she’d wanted was for him to look at her like she was the only person in the world. It was possible she was seeing only what she wanted to see.
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Chapter 2
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Nina

Her mind was racing over what to say, how to answer but before she could speak, she heard another voice. “Oh, so you won’t go home with me, but this guy is good enough?” Looking over Donovan’s shoulder, she saw Jerry and groaned.

Donovan turned abruptly. “Excuse me?”

She could tell by Donovan’s voice that he wasn’t in the mood. 

“Jerry, you need to walk away. Donovan is an old friend of mine and we just happened to run into each other.” 

Jerry stepped closer to Donovan which was a stupid move since Donavan was a good three inches taller and had a lot more muscle than Jerry. “She’s a fucking tease. I wasted a month on her and she has the audacity to walk out because I asked her if she was wearing panties.”

Donovan took a step closer to Jerry, towering over him, and...was that a growl she’d heard?

“You need to apologize to the lady and leave.”

“Fuck you,” Jerry spat out.

Oh, Jerry. That was not a good idea. Nina tried to move around Donovan, but he put an arm out to stop her. “Don’t,” he said, low and demanding, stopping her immediately. “I won’t ask you again. Apologize to the lady.”

“She should be the one who’s apologizing,” Jerry shouted, stumbling forward.

Donovan caught him. “Buddy, you need to leave and you need to leave now before I call the cops. Harassing a woman is illegal. You are obviously drunk and don’t know what you are saying.”

“Get your hands off of me,” Jerry raised his arms, Donvan’s hands slipping from them.

“Nina get in your car,” she heard Donovan say.

She wanted to argue but she knew Jerry was unstable and drunk enough to cause more of a scene. Not to mention, the tone of Donovan’s voice told her she should obey him. Slipping into her car, she watched as Donovan leaned in closer to Jerry. She couldn’t hear what he was saying, but she saw Jerry’s face turn pale before he turned and ran away. When he was out of sight, Nina opened her door and stepped back out of her car.

“What did you say to him?” 

Donovan turned on her, his face angry. “What the fuck, Nina? Why were you out with that guy?”

That did it. Him thinking he got a say in her life, flipped a switch inside her. “I can go out with whoever I want. You and your fucking God-complex don’t get a say so.”

“I’m the guy who saved you from who knows what. That guy could have hurt you or worse raped you.” He was inches from her, staring down at her upturned face.

“I have news for you, Donovan, I can take care of myself. If I hadn’t run into you, I would have already been in my car and on my way home. I was never in any danger.” She poked his chest with her finger.

He looked down between them, focusing on where her finger was touching him. Like it was on fire, she pulled her finger back. 

“You might think you would have been safe but what if he’d have tried something in the restaurant? Or if he’d never shown his hand by being a fucking douche, you might have ended up at his house. How would you have gotten out of that?”

His voice had lowered and at some point, he’d put a hand on her arm. She could feel the heat of his body through her coat. “I’m not a child and I know how to handle myself with an overzealous date.”

“Has this happened before?” The shock in his voice brought her anger down a notch. 

She sighed, calming her voice. “Donovan, I’m not your responsibility. You don’t need to worry about me. Case in point, I survived the last twelve years without you in my life.” She turned, intending to get back in her car, but he grabbed her wrist before she could move away.

“Why were you out with that guy, anyway?”

“Maybe you don’t know how it works but in order to meet someone, you have to date.”

He shook his head. “What I mean is, why aren’t you married already?”

She laughed. “Isn’t that the million-dollar question that everyone, including my mom, wants to know?”

He let go of her hand. “Seriously, Nina. Are the guys in Wisconsin idiots?”

She froze. Was he paying her a compliment? Was that his way of saying she was pretty? “Let’s just say that most guys can’t handle me and the ones who can don’t seem to want to stick around.”

Getting into her car, she looked up at him. “Can I ask you a question?” She knew she shouldn’t do it but she’d wondered for twelve years. “Why’d you leave without saying goodbye all those years ago? I thought we were friends.” 

Silence settled between them and for a few seconds, she thought he wasn’t going to answer.

“The problem was, I didn’t want to be your friend,” he finally said and then immediately shut her car door, walking away.

She sat there, watching him walk away at a brisk pace until he was no longer in view. What the fuck did that mean? He didn’t want to be her friend? Was she so annoying as a teenager that he couldn’t even stand to be in the same room as her? 

Having the answer to the question she’d wondered about for so many years, was even more confusing than not having the answer. Probably because his answer wasn’t an answer at all. It was a puzzle. One she intended to figure out. 

––––––––

[image: image]


The next day, she was too busy to think about Donovan or his strange answer. She had a lot to do to make sure the event center was ready for Saturday’s wedding. Winter weddings and big events had become the resort’s bread and butter in the five years since they’d added the event center. Nina loved it. She loved helping a bride decide on a vision for the room, she loved all the happy faces and most of all, she loved watching couples in love. 

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
E ] —— —
'BREE KRAEMER

B ¥
s j
” i i
i
2t

(ED

neyer Family





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





